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Editor’s Note

Jade McDougall
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It has been another year of great submissions here at The Fieldstone
Review, and we have truly enjoyed assembling issue 9 for your reading
pleasure. This year was a general issue, and we received a great mix of entries
touching on a wide range of themes. Interestingly, this year there were more
submissions than usual relating to politics, as well as to dead birds. Coincidence? We
hope so. I’d like to thank the authors whose work appears in this issue (Jeffrey Alfier,
Stephen Bett, Dallas Hunt, Shannon Jose-Riz, Shannon Kernaghan, Jonas
Kiedrowski, Leah MacLean-Evans, Shannon McConnell, Sonnet Mondal, Melanie
Oberg, Jared Pearce, April Vázquez, Linda White, Daniel Yetman, Nicole A.
Yurcaba), and everyone who submitted pieces this year. It has been a privilege to
read and publish your words.
Special thanks go out to our portfolio editors: Tara Chambers (Poetry), Adar
Charlton and Martin Winquist (Fiction), and Jessica Ratcliffe (Non-Fiction). They,
along with our team of intrepid readers (Jillian Baker, Shakti Brazier-Tompkins,
Tara Chambers, Adar Charlton, Sara-Jane Gloutnez, Claire Peacock, Jessica
Ratcliffe, Sheheryar Sheikh, Tristan Taylor, Adam Vázquez) had to make some tough
choices this year, and I want to acknowledge all the time and care they put into the
review process. Were I vested with the power of trophy-giving, this season’s MVP
would undoubtedly be the ever-composed Shakti Brazier-Tompkins, who not only
took on the tasks of copy-editing this issue and reading for two portfolios, but also
lent her wisdom and organizational prowess to guiding a rookie Editor-in-Chief
through the process of getting this journal online. Finally, you would not be reading
these words without the heroic efforts of our web editors, Adam Vázquez and Jon
Bath. Thank you, everyone!
We hope that you enjoy The Fieldstone Review 9, and if you feel inspired by these
talented literary artists, consider lending your voice to next year’s issue.
Sincerely,
Jade McDougall
Editor-in-Chief
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The Collective, 1950

Jeffrey Alfier
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after Marina Razbezhkina’s Harvest Time
She jumps from the combine
as if it were burning, leaps
over windrows to a crying child,
sucks a thorn from his foot,
washes him in ravine runoff.
Her husband, legless from the war,
watercolors her in a bright green
scarf – a gift for the rescue.
Harvests are white as homespun,
wheat on the threshing floor,
light cut by dust motes,
as butterflies that sift the fields,
get stranded in bedrooms at night
like pieces of torn sleeves.
Like the white horse
she must have dreamed.
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The Guadalquivir in August

Jeffrey Alfier
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Daybreak, and I amble down Almansa
through haze that screens the thoroughfares.
This is my timeless habit, as are sleepless
eyes, heart meds, fried eggs,
letters I forever fail to send home.
For now, this river grows only silence:
embankment walls beveled
with first light, stone stairs that dip
to its smoke-green glissando.
The sun begins its hard lock on the streets.
By noon, every doorway will be threshed
by heat.
On Isabell’s bridge, someone still sings
last night’s ballads. I want to join
in, but a raw tongue and dry throat
have stolen the words I need.
The river conducts its first traffic.
Crows appear unsummoned
like blown cinders, lumbering in the soft
surprise of blue, troweling with beak
and claw the scraps of castoff fish.
I watch the bridge, the errant singer
now gone. A kestrel’s shadow
wheels in from nowhere,
hangs flightless over the river.
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GOP Candidates (2016) Fight ISIS… On Stage!

Stephen Bett
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All these blubber-boy
candidates ramping up
tough talk, raunchypaunchy boys
blowing out
noise
They’re gonna carpet bomb
terrorists, fling
burgers & fries,
drown caliphates
in soda
No boot camp for these
tele-tubbies, they’re
just going to roll
over Raqqa
Take their sleeper cell
breath away, breath
away
breath away
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Dancing Yellow Thunder

Dallas Hunt
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A shove-off!
Creaking clumsily on one foot,
followed haphazardly by the other, hanging in time, your hips swinging,
staggering to a silence
that reverberated through
the hall.
Your forehead gleaming with
sweat, mouth dry, parched, dancing
differently than what
fell from
elders’
mouths.
Your soft, worn hands grasping for the receiving hands of
a(n) (inviting) partner, the
lush manes of mares absent so
the wind obliges, whirling
you around, until
you lie splayed
on the legion
floor.
This is no Sun dance, but
you tap your toes in time with
the “tsk-tsks,” thrust into a
dance from oblivion, a void with
no history; another Indian emerging
from the earth, steeped in mutilated
self-worth, motivated, they’ll say,
by endless,
endless thirst.
Next time, I will dance with
you, Raymond, and we
will stomp our boots so
hard we’ll create sparks that
rise to the heavens, that
call forth clouds and yellow
thunder, and we will watch as
they do the electric boogaloo,
the smell of singed hair
filling
the hall.
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Cracking Open Snow Peas on the Promenade by the Drava

Shannon Jose-Riz
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“Peas are not amused.
They have spent all their lives
keeping their knees together.”
– "Peas," by Lorna Crozier
Dear Lorna,
I think I have been raised a pea.
I think peas are meant to be punctured,
manhandled–
see, they don’t thrive so well
in Osijek air.
You’re here to adventure,
explore, he says.
The promenada sprawls naked,
waiting to be touched,
to see boys kissing – all these
bare forearms.
You won’t sleep tonight, he whispers;
the words cling to my collarbone –
and I say yes, because
we sleep all too much,
we readily coma inside
the tight, green lips
of peas.
I did not come to the promenade
to sleep.
So I challenge the life of peas,
burst them open
underneath sweaty sheets
licked by marijuana and Ožujsko.*
Cast away the shells
into the Drava river
like an old skin
that I convince him, them,
myself –
I had never worn before.
* A traditional Croatian beer.
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Gum Wall

Shannon McConnell
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Seattle
The sound of applause trickles down from the market
signaling another fish has unnaturally sailed into waiting hands.
Instead of piss, a ritual saturates the alley below,
a polyphonic chorus of mashing jaws.
A peculiar fusion of fruit and mint
scatters helplessly in the air.
Previously a wall of deep scarlet brick and mortar,
now a fifty-foot stretch of rainbow spectacle,
constructed one pressed thumb at a time
by post-masticated rubber.
Tourists congregate in droves
to pull globs from their mouths,
and stick a warm addition
to scarce vacant spots
on the discoloured bricks.
To unfocused eyes the alley becomes
a canvas for a modern world map,
each piece a hardened pin, a statement of existence,
connecting continents over an ocean of saliva,
forever bonding lives in impressions of thumbs.
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April and My Plastic Sunflowers

Sonnet Mondal
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The four plastic sunflowers in my bedroom –
The way they swayed in the ceiling fan’s air –
Were the functional-year-long-April for me.
Fallen twigs of meditating winter
And the deadwood sanity of their roughness;
The begging deserts of the patient summer
And the coarseness of their ravaged mirages;
The thin tune of the nostalgic autumn
And the restlessness of their alcoholic breezes
Were never like fresh seasonal fruits to me
For I had the functional-year-long-April in my bedroom:
Those four plastic sunflowers.
Not long, my wedding and divorce –
Both in their infancy –
Ended the perpetual April in my room
By demanding those yellow sunflowers
In the package of reparation.
It was four seasons ago and the spring of April
Now seems to be a creepy plastic serpent
Irresistibly insidious in its illusory cruelty
as my new girl friend from the same city
Talked of bringing new plastic flowers in my room.
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Michelangelo

Melanie Oberg
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I know how Michelangelo felt painting the Sistine.
I too started peeling off my skin in infinite boredom
To reveal pages –
Sheaves of dermis, translucent tissue wafting to the floor,
Little membranes of fascia for binding –
Paint stains between the cracks on my fingertips,
And nails torn in the plaster.
My body, my scaffold, full of lead
Pigments.
Held patience in my hands –
Above my brush head
And wished to
Cut and bind the vellum
Of my skin so that I can just paint it
Sitting down.
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Is Just a Dream, Dream, Dream

Jared Pearce
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Though the novel was not about adultery,
she fantasized about her teenaged lovers
all night and confessed to her husband:
she had cuckolded him in her mind’s den.
He said, Why not stop reading the book, then?
But how could she stop? For the dreamland
the novel wove was a mystery to discover
God: how He was in love and our sultry
Affairs against his passion, and his overwhelming
adoration – who can win against that?
A husband or a teen romance can only hope
to fill a momentary emptiness, scratch an itch.
She read the novel, she passed the glitch
of jealousy to a scarier ground: to grope
for how to love and be loved by both God and man,
battering words for a bridge to that realm.
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The Forest, 24 October 2015

Nicole A. Yurcaba
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Today we feed the woods our souls.
We hand-bind ourselves to the soil
from which we came, to which we will return:
black to brown, brown to black; black to black
to back against Mother’s misty call.
We disintegrate, absolve, into column inches,
decaying status, sweet decadence,
stacked stein auf stein, stein auf stein*
upon our chests until
ribs cracking into organs declare mortality.
Somewhere, somewhere
the wind cries not “Mary!” but
“Tell me, child, did you remember to pray?
Did you remember to brace yourself against the oak
and allow ancestors to course through you?”
Psychosis lies in separation.
Psychosis lies in separation.
Commodity employs.
Turn skyward.
Kiss the sun.
* German for “stone on stone, stone on stone.”
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Snap

Shannon McConnell
There is a weathered crow carcass crushed on a rusty storm drain. Its
belly is ripped open, exposing its skeleton. Its wings bend in different
directions like broken crayons, held together by their paper wrappers.
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Samantha, thirteen years old, kneels down beside the bird, staring at its thin,
withered legs, running parallel to its disheveled tail.
“Do you remember when we had to put Joey down last year?” she asks her younger
sister, Erica.
“Yeah, I couldn’t go in the room. It was too sad,” Erica remembers.
“It wasn’t that bad. It was like Joey was there, sick, and then they gave him the
needle and he wasn’t Joey anymore.”
Erica winces as Samantha calmly reaches out and pets a clump of feathers on the
bird’s awkwardly angled head.
“You know what we should do?” Samantha points towards the belly of the bird. Erica
tilts her head to look, but hesitates to get any closer.
“You should probably leave that alone.” Erica checks the quiet suburban street for
traffic.
“We should break the wishbone,” Samantha suggests as she touches the defenseless
bird.
“No, we shouldn’t. Don’t touch it.” Goosebumps sprout on Erica’s arms as she
watches. “If anything, we should bury it.”
“Shouldn’t we get to have the luck that it’s left behind?” Samantha asks, carefully
stroking the mangled feathers.
Erica knows that her sister will do whatever she wants.
“Erica, it doesn’t feel anything. It’s empty.”
No matter where Erica looks she can feel the crow’s little eyes pleading with her.
Samantha carefully pulls the remaining feathers away from the skeleton, its innards
previously expunged by an eager scavenger. She shuts one eye and squints with the
other, digging through the mess. Erica pretends to watch for traffic, sweat forming
on the back of her neck.
“There it is,” Samantha declares, gripping the “V” of the bone and pulling. A crude
“crack” ascends from the bird’s disfigured frame. Samantha swiftly stands up; fingers
stained a dirty grey, a small bone in her hand. Erica turns back, her stomach twisting
in her torso at the sight of the bone.
Samantha motions for Erica to grip the other side of the bone. Erica reaches out with
a wavering hand and pinches it between her finger and thumb. The bone was smaller
and rougher than she thought it would be.
Samantha eagerly jerks on the bone, while Erica, eyes closed, stays static. A sharp
snap rings out around them.
“Dammit,” Samantha scoffs, holding up the smaller bone. She kicks at the carcass,
slamming it against the street curb, scattering mucky feathers and splintered bones,
staining her shoe charcoal.
Erica slowly opens her eyes and looks at her piece. The broken bone feels even
smaller now, delicate.
“Hey, we should get Slurpees,” Samantha suggests, already crossing the street to the
sidewalk, wiping her shoe on a patch of grass.
Erica kneels down beside the bird. Its small black eyes somehow sadder than before.
Carefully, she places the bigger bone on top of its chest.
“I’m sorry,” she whispers.
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Old Juan

April Vázquez
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Carefully, Old Juan laid the hand-embroidered napkin across the
printer friendly
scratched countertop and began to fill it with tortillas from the frying
pan, each as warm and supple as the belly of a newborn puppy. He’d
brought the napkin with him from Mexico in a duffel bag full of Matilde’s
belongings; it was one of a set she’d bought years ago in a market stall near
Chapultepec. He’d brought it because the set was one of her favourites and because it
reminded him of home, little imagining that in his son’s house there would be none.
In Santo Tomás, everyone wrapped their tortillas in napkins like these. Doña
Eugenia sold them in steaming bundles – thick, hearty, with flecks of cornmeal
visible in their fleshy surface, like spots on the skin of the aged – for eight pesos a
kilo at the corner of Calle Ángel. Everyone there ate them daily, for how else would
the children get their minerals? But here, in Carville, Virginia, there were no tortillas
worth eating, only thin, prepackaged ones with no flavor – and, Old Juan suspected,
no nutrition – in the refrigerator section at Food Lion. Still, one does not give up
tortillas at the age of eighty-two.
When he’d pulled the last tortilla from the pan, Old Juan turned off the stove and
tucked the corners of the napkin up around them, then with his good hand he took a
firm grasp of the little package. He set it on the table between a sticky paste of refried
beans and a green tomatillo salsa mixed up in a bright yellow melamine bowl the
night before – not pounded out in a proper molcajete, for there was no such thing in
the house. His son’s wife, as she’d remarked pointedly on several occasions, was
American. What would she want with a mortar and pestle? No matter that she’d been
born in Arizona to Mexican parents; it was a point of pride with her that she didn’t
eat chile. From what Old Juan had seen, she didn’t eat food at all – just McDonald’s,
KFC, canned soups, and microwave dinners – but these observations he shared only
with Matilde. Why cause trouble with his son?
It had been bad enough that night at the airport, when he’d met his grandsons for
the first time and discovered that they spoke no Spanish. Old Juan had been unable
to hide his dismay, and he’d seen that Juanito was offended. “We live in the U.S.A.,
Dad,” his son said huffily, and Old Juan had turned his face to the glass of the back
seat window and vowed to himself never to mention it again.
He’d made many such vows to himself over the past weeks, things that he wouldn’t
anger or embarrass his son by bringing up in conversation. The soap that gave him a
rash (he’d used Lirio for decades, but there was no Lirio here, with the closest
Mexican grocery hours away); the fabric softener – not Suavitel but some American
brand in a garish pink bottle whose name he couldn’t pronounce – that made his
clothes smell like a chemical flowerbed; the barber who shaved off all his hair
because Old Juan hadn’t been able to explain and Juanito had stepped out for a
cigarette; the tasteless white flour tortillas that made a lump in his throat. About
these things the old man unburdened himself only when he and Matilde were alone.
And now here she was before him, his precious, beloved Matilde! She’d entered the
kitchen as soundlessly as a kitten and sat in the opposite chair watching Old Juan as
he lowered himself to a sitting position at the table. With her thin forefinger she
toyed with a small hole in the flowery plastic tablecloth where the cotton of the
underside stuck through. It was a habit of hers, every mealtime, to worry the hole
absent-mindedly, as though she could repair it by the sheer force of will. Matilde had
never been able to bear anything out of its place, torn, broken, unusable. Their home
in Santo Tomás had been spotless and uncluttered, everything in its place and in
good working order. This was what his little Matilde did: fixed things, made things
right.
“Did you have a good rest, my darling?” Old Juan asked her tenderly now, noting
that her great black eyes were still drawn at the edges from sleep. Matilde made no
answer but nodded gently and smiled.
“You made it just in time for the classics hour,” said the old man with contentment as
he slowly stood again, reaching up to switch on the radio that sat atop the
refrigerator behind him. It picked up just the one Spanish-language station, and that
inconsistently, with static and interference. But every afternoon he and Matilde
listened to the boleros and sones of the classics hour, reminiscing about when the
music was new. It was their ritual.
“Shall I fix you a plate?” Old Juan asked, but Matilde wrinkled up her nose and
shook her head decidedly.
“Eat, my lovely, you’ll blow away. . .” he urged by rote, but the truth was that Old
Juan was proud of his wife’s discipline, her lithe figure, like that of a young girl. Even
in old age she’d never let herself go the way so many other old women did.
“Pues,” he concluded, as he often had during the past sixty years, “you’ll have
something later, when you’re ready.” Then a danzón came on the radio, and
suddenly Old Juan chuckled delightedly. “Do you remember this one?” he asked her.
Matilde grinned, her eyes crinkling at the corners. Of course she remembered.
“It was 1945, wasn’t it, my love? How we danced to this song! It was all the rage that
summer. Remember how they used to clear the tables from the market square every
Friday evening, and the young men would turn out in their zoot suits, the women
with their hair done up in those peinados that took hours to get right. You’d wear
your curlers all morning on Fridays, like Doña Florinda on the tele!”
Old Juan gave a deep belly laugh, and Matilde beamed demurely, her head inclined
forward to reveal the long gray braid wound behind. Then she looked up at him
musingly, her eyes shining, and all at once Old Juan had a vision of her – not as she
was now, in her old age, but as she’d been that summer of 1945, the summer before
they married. She’d been as delicate and graceful as an alcatráz flower, her skin the
color of almond milk, her eyes like obsidian. How he’d burned for his Matilde those
Friday nights, holding her little body in his arms, the promise of love yet to be
fulfilled unspoken between them. Then in the fall they’d married and she became his,
truly and completely his. Within a year she’d borne him a son, another Juan, but the
delivery almost killed her and they hadn’t had more children. Looking back now, he
saw her long recovery then as a precursor of lifelong frailty, culminating in her final
long illness last year. . .
Then another song began, a story of love and loss half a century old.
“Ya no estás a mi lado, corazón,
En el alma sólo tengo soledad. . .”
Old Juan stood slowly, leaving his unfinished meal on the table, and reached up to
the radio, turning its dial to full volume so that the sound of the song filled the
kitchen. He held out his palsied hand to Matilde. She put her hand softly in his and
took a step toward him, wrapping her other arm around the old man’s stooped back,
nestling her head against his thin chest. They danced, attuned to the same rhythm,
and it was as though the years fell away from them. Like youths of twenty again, their
hearts beat together, their steps, steady and firm, forming a pattern on the cheap
linoleum floor as they swayed from side to side. Old Juan felt a lucidity, a unity of
thought, rare these days, and in the light of that clarity, he saw that all his life had
been lived to bring him to this moment, to prepare him for this certainty: the
realization of how utterly, how wholly and uncompromisingly, he loved his wife. For
this he had lived, nothing more – to love Matilde.
Then a voice broke in upon Old Juan’s thoughts.
“Dad! Dad!” Juanito crossed the kitchen in great strides toward the radio, which he
switched off in one deft motion. “Sit down, before you fall again!”
Old Juan stared at his son as though he were a stranger. Surely this couldn’t be his
little Juanito, whose thin face and great soulful eyes as a child had so resembled
Matilde’s – not this hulking, red-faced creature with wrinkled shirttails hanging
loose over his size 40 pants, scarcely covering the fat rolls underneath. And behind
him, the bleach-blonde that reminded Old Juan of Miss Piggy from The Muppet
Show, who could she be?
“Juanito –” the old man began in a choked voice, reaching out toward him with his
good hand.
“It’s John, Dad.”
Old Juan stopped abruptly, staring again at his son. Then the old man heaved a deep
sigh and turned away. He shuffled through the open doorway toward his bedroom
down the hall. When he reached it, he sat down heavily on the twin-sized bed in
which he slept, night after night, alone. He didn’t look at the photograph on the
bedside table. He didn’t reach up to wipe the hot tears that seeped from his eyes,
making trails down his leathery face. He seemed unaware of everything around him.
A single word – Matilde – escaped his lips, a word, whispered under his breath, so
soft that it was hardly a word at all. It was a plea. A prayer.
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As Good a Day as Any

Linda White
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Calvin Harrison turned down the dirt road and braked. He listened to
printer friendly
the throb of the big diesel and sighed. He was going to miss his new
truck. It made him feel like someone else – not the friendly
neighbourhood pharmacist, not the hen-pecked husband, and definitely not the
doting father. Someone you saw in commercials – a little taller and straighter.
Someone with flinty blue eyes, whose tight Wranglers bulged in all the right places.
He didn’t mind the doting father image. He and his daughter, Natalie, had one of
those perfect relationships where they laughed at each other’s jokes and each knew
what the other was thinking. He’d spoiled her and if he had it to do again, he’d spoil
her more. No regrets.
That’s why it felt worse than betrayal; it was devastation. Natalie wasn’t his. In his
mind’s eye he could see himself standing stunned.
“What do you mean she’s not mine?” he’d asked when the silence had stretched so
tautly he knew something would break. His wife had looked at him with determined
eyes.
“She isn’t yours, Calvin. I wasn’t ever going to tell you, but I want out. I can’t do this
anymore.” Mim, his wife of twenty years, was leaving. She went on explaining, but he
wasn’t really listening. All that mattered was the shattering revelation. His beloved
Natalie, his Tallie, wasn’t his. A few weeks and their marriage was over. Twenty years
dissolved with a few strokes of a pen.
Calvin shook his head to clear it. Pale light fingered the horizon and touched the
clouds that had gathered to greet the sun with pink gold. Mim would have a name for
the colour, something from the new palette of paints at Home Depot. Pink Desire,
Reef Rose, Peach Parfait. Pink Abalone. Mim – so tied into things that didn’t matter.
She’d be happy choosing the new colour for the walls and happy while she squabbled
with the painters. Almost before the paint dried, she’d start getting restless again. It
was the same with her hair. When he met her, it had been a shiny blonde mane. She
could have modeled for l’Oreal or Clairol. God knows she used enough of their
products over the years. Always experimenting beyond blonde. Never happy with the
previous tint. He never knew what to expect. Wild Irish Red, Mahogany Fire, Ebony
Ice. Then there was the chunking and streaking. Mim said no one had a natural hair
colour any more. When Cal tried to summon up the shade her hair had been when
they met, he couldn’t. He was living with a stranger. Sometimes he watched her
when she wasn’t looking and by narrowing his eyes and squinting tried to conjure
the image of the girl he had married. Occasionally, he thought he caught a fleeting
resemblance.
The horizon burned gold fire now where the sun began its shallow ascent into the fall
sky. The clouds radiated gilt light. The air was still.
It was as good a day as any, Calvin thought.
He would have liked to take Mollie for a last walk but it wouldn’t have been fair to
the little mongrel. He couldn’t leave her in the truck even though someone would
find her… just like they were going to find him.
Light raced across the hilltops, casting the hollows into shadow and outlining the
dark limbs of aspen trees with tinsel trim. Time was getting short. His father used to
say, no time like the present. Already the siren of lethargy threatened to mire him in
inaction.
He lifted the shotgun from the truck seat. Its double barrel glinted in the early light
and the handle felt cold. The acrid scent of gun oil hung in the air and there was a
sharp snap as Cal broke the gun to load it. He slid two magnum shells into place and
there was a second snap as he closed the breech. Magnums… he would only need the
first one but he didn’t want any mistakes.
He tried not to think about Jim Craddock, who botched the job and actually needed
the second shell. He must have lost his nerve at the last minute and only his jaw had
been blown away. He’d staggered around his game room, splattering blood and
howling in outrage. Then he’d finished what he started.
Cal killed the truck’s engine. He wasn’t about to destroy the interior. Maybe Mim
could get a decent price for it after… even with its unfortunate history. He climbed
out and closed the door quietly. No need to slam it; the truck wasn’t a year old yet. A
breeze sprang up and carried the spicy fall air up the hill to Cal. When he looked out
across the valley, he saw a doe standing next to a stand of willows. She had seen him
and was testing the air cautiously but it was another month until hunting season
opened and she was more curious than scared. He watched her for a minute. A fawn
stepped into the clearing and Cal could see it was sleek and healthy, phantom grey in
its new winter coat.
When he started down the slope, the whitetails turned to step delicately into the
bushes. Cal headed west. There was a small lake… the locals called it Schubert’s after
an early settler – and at this time of the morning, the bright yellow leaves of the
poplars would reflect perfectly from its cobalt depths. Those same poplars protected
it from errant puffs of air and made it a picture perfect enough for a calendar.
Cal stood for a couple of minutes. Maybe if things were different between him and
his wife… but they weren’t. Maybe if Tallie… but he couldn’t think of her; he just
couldn’t.
Minutes later the shotgun blast sent the doe and youngster deeper into the bush,
their white flags flashing once as they disappeared. On the hilltop, Cal’s Dodge
waited in splendour, silhouetted against a cerulean sky that promised early snow.
The silence was absolute. Then the breeze brushed dried grass blades against each
other. Aspen leaves like gold foil coins rattled together. A crow flew up and landed at
the top of a tree, cawing raucously.
Cal emerged from the western woods. He was a dark shadow against their colour and
it was him the crow was scolding. He held the shotgun gingerly and broke it to
remove the remaining shell.
“Damn it, shut up,” he muttered. The crow cocked its head as though listening. “It’s
just not a good day to die.”
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A Crow Named Ceres

Daniel Yetman
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Navigating through the labyrinth of rain filled potholes, James pulled
the Chevrolet Silverado to the steps of the farmhouse, careful not to
jostle his wife, Adrianne. Mud speckled the windshield as they clunked
up and down.

She leaned back with her eyes closed to counteract her nausea, and with a flick of his
wrist, James cut the engine. The whole world went silent aside from the metallic plop
of raindrops freefalling from the eaves onto the roof of the truck.
“You still doing okay?” he asked.
She nodded, but didn’t open her eyes.
Sighing, James swung his mud-splattered door open and stepped into a puddle.
Even though the rain had stopped, all the cows still huddled together as one bovine
with twelve tails flicking away flies. A sharp caw caw drew James’s eyes to a crow
balanced on a barbed wire fence staring at him with its head cocked. It was missing a
toe on its right foot and had trouble staying upright. James made a sucking noise
with his lips and the crow ruffled its feathers, flew into the surrounding trees, and
then made another obnoxious call.
Sinking into mud to the tops of his ankles, and feeling the stones underneath
through his boots, James trudged across the driveway to open Adrianne’s door. She
stepped down with his help, and he handed her a navy umbrella. Opening it, she held
it above the two of them as they staggered into the house. As if not to break her, he
laid her with care on the sofa.
“The sound of the rain reminds me of when I was a kid,” she said.
“Why’s that?” asked James as he stepped into the kitchen to boil the kettle.
“Going camping, sitting in the tent, waiting for it to stop while dad brought the car
around. Good memories.”
After bringing Adrianne tea and painkillers, James sat with her until her medication
caused her to fall asleep under a pile of blankets. James sat comfortably in a t-shirt
and jeans, but she shivered even under the covers. How it pained him to watch her
suffer.
James carried an English muffin onto the rain-covered Veranda. He used a rag to dry
a wooden chair that overlooked the fields. The hair on his arm stood on end when
the breeze blew, and he sank into his seat – after several minutes of sitting in the
lingering fog, his clothes became damp.
The crow with the missing toe perched again on the barbed wire fence and eyed him
with the same curious expression as before. Its wings glistened in the rain and water
dripped from its feathers as it fluttered onto the wooden railing five feet in front of
James. He rewarded the bird’s brazenness with a quarter of the muffin. It gobbled it
up as soon as James offered it, and the animal stared at him, as if wondering if he
would share the rest.
“Wait a moment,” said James to the bird.
He opened the rickety screen door and sauntered into the kitchen with the intention
of finding more scraps, but Adrianne coughed, and by the time he made it outside
again, the crow had flown away.
Adrianne’s lungs rattled with the aeonian sound of death. Gritting his teeth, James
turned away and waited for it to either pass or for her to hack up a lung.
“Are you alright?”
She dipped her chin in what might have been a nod and smiled. If only she would
speak her mind and tell him how she really felt – she didn’t want to burden him, but
pretending to be okay was more heart-wrenching than being honest. She must have
lost ten kilograms over the past six months and didn’t have much left to lose. The
only part of her that hadn’t been weathered by sickness was her eyes – they still
sparkled with the same life that would be expected of a woman in the prime years of
her life, but the rest of her was frail enough to break at the faintest touch.
“I’m sorry,” she said.
“For what?”
“For making you stay here with me. I know you’d rather be at the clinic.”
“Clarence is at the clinic. It will be okay.”
She closed her eyes and folded herself against her pillow.
***
The next day, the crow landed on the same spot on the fence, staring at James with
its inquisitive expression. James held out half a muffin and the bird glided to the
rotting wooden planks of the veranda and ate from his hand.
He named the crow Ceres after the Roman Goddess of the harvest. He didn’t have
any crops, only a few empty fields, a dozen cows, and a barn of hens too stubborn to
lay eggs, but the name still seemed appropriate.
For two months, Adrianne’s condition stagnated, not improving as her doctors had
promised, but not worsening either. Three mornings a week they would drive into
the city to visit the hospital and participate in the experimental treatments on which
the last of their hope hung. Afterward, she would fall asleep on the couch, knocked
out from the effort of doing anything other than sleeping. James would sit on the
veranda with a bag of bread for Ceres until he heard her stir or cough.
“What are you going to do if. . .” she asked when James brought her tea.
He rested the cup on the table and sat across from her. “I think I’ll go back to the
city.”
“I know you never wanted to live here at all –”
“But the fresh air is good for your lungs, and this is where you wanted to be.”
She turned to the window. The rain had slowed to a drizzle “Did you know there’s a
word for that after-rain aroma?”
“What is it?”
“Petrichor. Isn’t that something? It comes from the soil. It releases a chemical in the
air that we breathe in. I think that’s my favourite smell.”
“I don’t want to live here without you.”
“But the farm’s been in my family so long, it’s a shame to sell it.”
“Maybe your cousins will take it.”
She didn’t say anything, but instead rested her head on his chest until she drifted
asleep. If he had known with certainty that they were in the final hours, he would
have had time to prepare for her passing.
***
After a brief period of activity, where Adrianne managed to pick the blueberries from
the plot behind the property and make pancakes with those blueberries the next
morning, she died within a week, silently, as if unbeknownst to the world except for
James and her closest family members.
Ceres was present at the wake, adorned in all black like the other mourners, and
loomed in the trees while the guests gathered. Six people came in total.
“I’m so sorry for your loss” said Gabriella, Adrianne’s youngest cousin, when she was
leaving with her husband.
James glanced away until he was sure he could speak. “Thank you, but it’s all our
loss.”
She rested a sympathetic hand on his shoulder. “Will you stay here?”
“I don’t think so. You know, with the clinic and everything. . . Actually, Adrianne said
you might have an interest in buying the property.”
She shared a subtle look of uncertainty with her husband. “We’ll see, but with the
timing and. . .”
James smiled and nodded.
***
When the guests left, James was left with one companion, at least for as long as the
breadbox stayed full. Ceres drifted down from the treetops onto the verandah, and
James threw crumbs as he ate. Ceres had a look in her eye as if she could sense his
wretchedness but couldn’t formulate the words to console him.
***
Loneliness overcame James within a matter of weeks without the frequent trips into
the city. Life on a farm that he had no desire to live on was a life of boredom. After
feeding the cows in the morning, there wasn’t much else to be done. He became so
desperate for attention that he even took to conversing with Ceres.
“Are you going to come with me when I move back to the city? I know you’ll like the
parks, all the garbage you can rummage through. How about it, eh?”
The bird’s face filled with an uncanny level of human expression: empathy, curiosity,
compassion.
The last place he wanted to be stuck was the farm, and, as expected, Adrianne’s
cousin and her husband backed out as potential buyers. Even if he could find a
patron, he’d promised Adrianne not to let it out of the family – he had two hundred
acres of fields, three university degrees, and didn’t even know how to turn on the
tractor.
Every time Ceres approached James, she grew braver until the climactic moment of
landing on his shoulder. James had his back to Ceres, reading a newspaper and
enjoying the dying hours of sunlight on an August evening when Ceres piloted down
with the stealth of a covert military aircraft. James sprang to his feet, and Ceres
flapped her wings to keep her balance. When James realized what was happening, he
sat back down and waited for the bird to regain its footing. He cringed, waiting for
Ceres to bite off his ear.
***
In September, James found a buyer for the property – an American with thick
Beantown accent, who had even less farm experience than himself, if possible.
“What’s the acreage?” the man asked.
“About two-fifty.”
The man nodded and stroked his goatee. “This is embarrassing but. . . how much is
an acre?”
James opened his mouth, but then realized he hadn’t the faintest idea. The two men
laughed, and two days later, they drew up the preliminary paperwork.
When Ceres visited that day she landed on the barbed wire fence enclosing the cattle
but wouldn’t land on the veranda, and when James approached, she flew away. Not
one to believe in the supernatural or find meaning in what could just as easily be
coincidental, to James, it seemed obvious that the bird’s odd behavior must have had
a logical cause even if he couldn’t think of what it might be. Maybe she sensed a
change in his body language – he read that some birds could do that.
The last time James saw Ceres was on an afternoon during the final warm days of
September.
He sat on his usual spot on the veranda and heard a crow cawing from the treetops,
nothing unusual, but soon an entire chorus of corvids encored, and even the cattle
joined in, mooing – pleading – for relief from the awful noise.
James sprang from his seat to witness the commotion. Two other crows, thirty
percent bigger than Ceres, chased her through the trees with malice gleaming in
their evil eyes. They knocked her out of the sky, and she collapsed into a heap. James
ran toward the scene and tossed rocks at the birds. He hit one of the creatures square
in the sternum, causing it to tumble from the sky.
“Bastards,” he said to himself.
The crow he hit regained its wits and flew away unharmed.
An animal had never looked as human as the moment Ceres looked at James’s in the
final moments of life. It opened its beak, and then lay still. Fear. The creature felt
fear.
***
James buried Ceres in the blueberry patch behind the house, and while he was
paying his respects the wind knocked his hat off, tossing it toward the empty fields.
He bent over to pick it up and stared out at the plot of land. Maybe in another life he
would have made a great farmer. He could have spent his days toiling in the field and
nights trying to find meaning in the stars that were always cloudy in the city. But he
wasn’t a farmer, he was a doctor, and it was time for him to go back to the life he left
behind – away from the memory of Adrianne, away from Ceres – where he could
pretend nothing had changed.
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Last Chance for Icons

Shannon Kernaghan
I shed my everyday skin, an epidermis of to-do lists and brain-numbing
minutia, to travel with my friend Karis. Destination: Greece, for an
experience awash in mythology and olive groves.
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Although I brought a list of Greek phrases, I rarely remembered them in time. In my
defense, the word for “yes” sounded like “no” and a simple “thanks” involved four
syllables.
I didn’t feel hampered because many of the Greeks communicated seamlessly in
English. And while the people made themselves clear, some of the printed material
was lost in translation. Take the belly dance CD I bought, not for the music but for
the song titles: “My Bouzouki’s in High Spirits,” “You’ll Get Used to Me Little by
Little,” “A Secret Gnawing,” “Off with Grieves and Sorrows,” and my favourite, “I Do
Not Own Mansions or Have a Pot.”
I don’t own mansions either, but I do own a pot or two. All are from the Gordon
Ramsay collection. As for the shape of my bouzouki, that’s something I’ll discuss
with a partner. When I have a partner.
Guidebook: Sightseeing features the Acropolis and Parthenon, plus views of the
Agora, Royal Palace, Temple of Zeus and Hadrian’s Arch.
My travel motivation wasn’t solely to experience the Grecian marvels I studied in Mr.
Edmond’s twelfth grade history class. No, it was to forget about Petey, a man whose
name always reminded me of a parrot’s. Petey was a heart-breaking partner, one
who pulled disappearing acts on paydays. After gambling away his money on
winking VLTs and come-hither blackjack tables, he’d fly back through my open
window. When I finally heeded the sensible warnings from friends and family, I
closed the shades on home and heart. Next, I tossed the millet treats (purple fleecelined hand cuffs, bedroom side table) and threw away every belled mirror (framed
pictures of Petey flashing his disarmingly crooked smile, disarming enough that I
ignored my three-dates-before-sex rule that night after Earls . . . hell, I took that rule
and lined the bottom of my bird cage).
Guidebook: In Mycenae, see the Treasury of Atreus, the Beehive Tombs, Lion Gate
and Agamemnon’s Palace. Don’t miss the amphitheatre of Epidaurus before
touring the Olympic Stadium.
The translation delights didn’t end with music. While ordering lunch at an outdoor
tavern near Syntagma Square in Athens, Karis read aloud a typo-riddled blurb from
the back of her menu: “This store is obliged to dispose ofprinted sheets, at a special
place by the exit for the expression of any complaint whatsoever, with content fot the
market police, the hygiene department or the fiscal department.”
Who am I to complain, lazy me, I thought in a mellow mid-afternoon wine buzz, my
stomach stuffed drum-tight with succulent tomatoes, grape leaves, and olive oil.
After ten days I couldn’t decide which greeting to use, kalimera or kalispera,
depending on the time of day. When I paid the bill I took no chances and simply
smiled in the direction of our server.
I wasn’t always lazy, and arrived on schedule for every tour and event. I climbed a
thousand stone steps and rambled through so many temples – Athena, Zeus, Apollo
– that I forgot the details, retaining only images of revered ruins where Karis and I
held hands to our hearts.
For me, Greece was a land of discovery, past and present. Greece was also a land of
icons, available at every street stand and corner store. With Petey off the radar, I
focused on collecting the Holy Virgin Mary, weeping, black, or pensive, from tiny key
chains to bulky triptychs.
And if a suitcase full of the Virgin Mary wasn’t enough, I added an assortment of
Byzantine saints. Something about the word Byzantine sent an unexplainable frisson
of pleasure up my vertebrae. (Weeks after I arrived home, my mental abacus added
two plus two to equal a long-forgotten crush on that same grade twelve history
teacher. Damn his woodsy cologne and boot-cut Levis as he soared the classroom
aisles.)
Guidebook: We invite you to an evening excursion at a taverna in Plaka. Excellent
food served in a lively atmosphere, and entertainment through dances and music.
I started to laugh again, feel lighthearted. In a restaurant and seated close to a troupe
of Greek folk dancers, one of the dancers suddenly stopped in front of me and stuck
his shoe under my nose. His toe sported a gigantic yellow pom pom. The man yelled
something in Greek and pointed to that fuzzy pom pom. Was I supposed to stroke it?
Kiss it? I did both and now could be married to a Greek man. I only hope he owns a
pot.
I have no memory of what caused the sparrow-brown bruises on my shins that I saw
when pulling up my socks the next morning. I blamed the anise-flavoured ouzo. I
also blamed the Metaxa brandy that smelled like Old Spice and tasted like gasoline.
Worse, it made me snore like a lawn mower in my hard twin bed.
“I dreamed a bunch of bikers were chasing us,” Karis said into the bathroom mirror,
smearing concealer under her eyes, “but I woke up and the motorcycle noise was
your snoring!”
“Sorry, but when in Greece . . .” I wasn’t completely sorry; my friend’s pillow-muffled
sobs awakened me every second night. Karis had come to Greece to honour her
recently deceased mother who’d planned to return to her homeland before the
cancer whispered, then roared. I recall half a dozen blue-framed posters of Crete and
Santorini in Karis’ family home.
Guidebook: Bask in a four-day Aegean cruise where you can spend time in the
playground of the rich and famous on the island of Mykonos.
The usual destinations for travellers – Rhodes, Mykonos and Patmos – were
picturesque, although it was the inconsequential moments that pushed deep roots
into my psyche, especially the tan-furred dogs and one-eyed cats that coiled around
my legs. These strays recognized the hopeful rustle of a plastic bag, one that
promised leftovers. I gathered chunks of meat and cheese after each meal, enough to
fill a few flea-scratched bellies. Each dog’s grinning pleasure from a gentle pat
lingered in my memory, longer than any piece of antiquity I studied through nosesmudged glass at the National Archaeological Museum. All fascinating, these
antiquities I read about since high school, and all forgettable. Excluding the conjured
scent of Mr. Edmonds. That scent glided alongside as I circled the Grecian terrain in
a bus filled with eager-eyed tourists in wrinkled washable cotton. All with their own
agenda, their own baggage.
It was the cat and dog stories that I continued to mention, not the meandering map
of my itinerary. It was those memories that occupied my dreams as I hugged my
colossal pillow and for months murmured Petey’s name – fly home . . . fly away –
into the dark night.
Guidebook: After breakfast, bid farewell to new friends as we transfer you to the
airport for your return flight home.
When Karis and I rushed through the airport to find our homeward terminal, we
passed a kiosk that brimmed with souvenirs. In addition to packages of freeze-dried
olives in shades from green to black, the faces of a dozen Madonnas and her requisite
halo broadcast from every shelf.
“Last chance for icons,” Karis called out. “You must have an empty corner inside that
carry-on.”
“No, I’m good,” and I patted a bulging bag that slapped my thigh with each fast step.
My friend was teasing about my frenzied packing the previous evening and how I had
to choose between scuffed Adidas and a carved wooden panel depicting the Holy
Virgin. The sneakers landed noisily in the hotel trash can and I carefully swaddled
the Virgin in my hoodie.
I could hardly wait to land; I flung apart my seatbelt before the plane came to a
complete stop. Then I could hardly stand still as luggage tumbled from the carousel’s
groaning maw. All I wanted was to hug my friend goodbye and hurry home, to lay
out my treasures across the bedspread. Now that Petey no longer occupied one half
of my nest, there was plenty of room to display my icons. And spread my wings.
“Opa!” Karis shouted for the tenth time when climbing into her cab.
“Opa to you, girlfriend!” I shouted back, my grin wide and idiotic, not caring who
heard or watched.
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RE: Improving Saskatoon by purging undesirables from downtown

Jonas Kiedrowski
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July 29th, 2013
His Worship Don Atchison
City of Saskatoon
222 3rd Avenue North
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan S7K 0J5
Dear Your Worship:
re: Improving Saskatoon by purging undesirables from downtown

I write today regarding the undesirables loitering about downtown. Surely you too
have seen them, perhaps while you wait at a bus stop. They chortle maniacally, pull
off shady deals, and act as though the law does not apply to them. Often in clusters
and difficult to walk around, these people are completely oblivious to the citizenry.
That is, until they want something from us. Then they’re in our face looking for
attention.
As far as I’m concerned, these businessmen are ruining downtown!
Now I admit that I’ve never engaged in a substantive conversation with these
lazy bums. But they’re different from me. Therefore they must be lesser people
than me. And you know what I find most reprehensible? When they do speak up,
they’re usually looking for handouts! Just this spring they were begging – begging –
to get out of paying property taxes. We both know that if these lollygaggers
simply worked harder, they wouldn’t need handouts. It really burns my assessment.
Enough is enough! It’s time for Saskatoon to take action. We need to purge these
undesirables from our downtown! Obviously, the most expedient solution is to starve
them out by removing a key need for their survival. With this in mind, I have taken it
upon myself to observe their one commonality: They are all clad in suits and other
business attire. It thus stands to reason that if these undesirables cannot get their
hands on suits downtown, they will not hang out downtown.
The solution is clear: Let us tear down the suit stores downtown! It is only by taking
the wrecking ball to the peddlers of business attire that we can purge this dangerous
filth from our city centre.
It is doubtful that my solution will stop these leeches from continuing to ask for
special breaks. However, it will move the problem away from my personal and
immediate sphere. Therefore, in my mind the problem will be solved. I am sure it
will be in yours too.
Helpfully yours,
Jonas Kiedrowski
PS – Could you please mail me a new Route 12 and Route 14 bus schedule? I want to
double-check that peak-hours service through City Park has been cut in half.
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Cheeky Monkey, Or the Strangest Sentence on My Hard Drive

Leah MacLean-Evans
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Have you ever written topless? At your desk, the door to your room open printer friendly
behind you because you are alone in the apartment. Everyone goes to
their real jobs and you sit and the bra band is gone and your ribcage can
finally open. Did you know that’s supposed to happen when you breathe? Your lungs
are bigger than you know. Notebook pages brush the underbelly of your breast.
I only ask because this story is about tits. It ends weird shit and it starts with some
smartass hipster poets but mostly it’s all tits in between. Maybe you think you know
what that means and I suppose you could be right, who knows.
I used to write normal stuff, with fairies and satyrs and gods and shit. I wrote more
than one story about goats. Anyway I’m saying I don’t start stories about tits on
purpose. But it was almost midnight and Aiden showed up at Emma’s apartment
where everyone but me was already drunk and he’d bought a typewriter from some
high school kid online. It came with ribbons and everything for only fifty bucks.
Emma’s apartment should have been an omen, a tiny one-bedroom downtown that
she shared with her animator/skate-board-shop-owner boyfriend. It was crammed
with vinyl records whose faded covers I didn’t recognize, not that I would anyway. I
wouldn’t recognize Justin Bieber standing in front of me. When Aiden arrived later
he oohed and aahed over the collection, picking out his favourites for Emma’s record
player. In attendance were also Luke and Dionne; they were all poets I’d met in a
writing course. When the semester ended we decided to keep in touch, and this was
the group’s first attempt at socializing outside class.
“Here’s your prompt,” Aiden said. Aiden the bearded wonder who had pointed ears.
Our messiah who had brought us the holiest of all outdated writing hardware. Aiden
who read Michael Ondaatje, which pleased Luke, who also read Michael Ondaatje,
although neither of them liked The English Patient. I still have never read The
English Patient, partly because of them. Aiden was a Campbell. Still is. Matt the
MacDonald, also from the class, was absent that night. Perhaps if we’d had the
MacDonald in the same room as the Campbell some clannish force of fate would
have been thrown off balance, changed the course of history, spared me from what
was to come.
Aiden said, “Here’s your prompt,” and pulled a stool up to the coffee table where he
plunked the typewriter’s elephant case: “cheeky monkey ice cream.”
It should be said, if only for Aiden’s sake when he reads this, that I hate these games.
I hate continuing stories that aren’t mine and I hate improvising and I hate
performing on command. But Aiden snapped open the case and unfolded the
typewriter over the table and wound a white sheet deep into its belly.
Emma wrote first and then Aiden and then Luke, but Dionne was refusing her turn
because her boyfriend had just dumped her. And that’s when I got worried because I
realized I would have to follow Luke. A significant proportion of Luke’s poetry is
allegorical for sex and the prospect of writing a collaborative sex poem with a group
of intoxicated poets I had no desire to see naked horrified me.
As per the rules, when I sat at my typing post, I read only Luke’s text, the rest of the
sheet folded back.
were less than helpful. like modern octogenarians sans teeth and
gnawing the air without control. this was only a small bit of what was to
come and she had to get home soon. her ice cream was melting.
He had written, and I was relieved. I began to write,
its
with no capital, because the shift key didn’t work. And then, aiming for the beginning
of an article, hit
t
and the typewriter stalled. And the paper shifted of its own agency, sliding to the
right with apparent intention, such that the ‘t’ landed on the left of the beginning of
the line and in effect I had written
tits
Well fuck, I thought. And Aiden was over my shoulder laughing and Luke was saying,
“You can’t take it back, you have to keep going,” and I thought, screw you guys, you
want cheeky monkey ice cream tits, that’s what you’re getting.
Aiden discovered in Emma’s collection a retro whale sounds vinyl of which he was
particularly fond and Emma rejoiced because it was supposedly amazing and no one
else knew about it. They turned it on and the high-pitched tremble of whale
vocalizations crackled on the player as I wrote.
There was no hope for me in that den of hipsterism, only the inevitability of my inept
uncoolness. I never meant to write about tits. And definitely, oh definitely, not in
relation to cheeky monkey ice cream. In fact, I erased it from the dropbox of my
mind, until days later Aiden typed up the hardcopy and sent it to us. It’s infamous,
now, a bizarre inside joke relived at every new party, in retrospect stranger than it is
funny.
tits, he thought looking at the ice cream bowl. it looks like tits, cleanly
scooped and cherry-topped. she’d let it melt again, and it dribbled down
the side of the bowl. the monkey watched her eat the ice cream and
licked his lips.
Later we voted unanimously that Emma, chill, sweet Emma, was the coolest person
in the universe, and later Aiden left to travel the world then learn museum
restoration in a tiny college town, and later Luke lived in the basement of his Jewish
mother for years while learning to cook and tearing it up on Growlr, and Dionne
moved West all the way West to the coast. And some of us stayed in touch and some
of us didn’t. And Cheeky Monkey sits still in my hard drive, an awkward couchsurfing undergrad friend.
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traveling the United States in search of the beautiful and strange while hopped up on
diet Coke and a less than immutable collection of used books in his backpack.
Contributions:
Gray Matter -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Sandra Allan
Sandra Allan is a retired educator and researcher who lives and writes in Regina,
Saskatchewan. She belongs to the Saskatchewan Writers’ Guild and participates in
classes and other activities at the Lifelong Learning Centre, Centre for Continuing
Education, University of Regina. She also volunteers as a tutor of English as an
additional language through the Regina Public Library.
Contributions:
Territory -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Meghan Rose Allen
Meghan Rose Allen has a PhD in Mathematics from Dalhousie University. She
currently lives, works, and writes in New Brunswick.
Website: www.reluctantm.com
Contributions:
Ana's Cupcakes -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Elizabeth Andrews
Elizabeth Andrews is from Caledon, Ontario. She received her BAH in English and
Classic Civilizations from the University of Toronto and has since completed
certificate programs in both publishing (Ryerson) and creative writing (Humber).
Her poem “Salvage Yard” won first prize in Polar Expression’s annual 2013 contest
and she has also been featured in U of T’s Varsity Magazine in print and online.
She’s currently working on her first novel.
Contributions:
Gathering -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Jessica Antonio
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Jessica Antonio is currently an MA candidate at the
University of Saskatchewan. She completed her BA,
majoring in English, at the University College of the
Cariboo (now Thompson Rivers University) in
Kamloops, B.C. Her research interests include
Postcolonial women's literature and Trauma Theory.
Contributions:
'Everything is music': Stolen by Annette Lapointe -Issue Number 2, April 2007
Ruth M. Asher
Ruth Matlow Asher, a Manitoban for over thirty years, knows the land from
Churchill south to the border. Her publishing credits in Canada include The Prairie
Journal and The Nashwaak Review. She participated in the Poetry Workshop at
Sage Hill Writing Experience in Summer 2012 and has written two chapbooks. She is
crazy about black labs. "Pinching Time" depicts life in part of a community called St.
Andrews, which is north of Winnipeg.
Contributions:
Pinching Time -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Kelley Tish Baker
Kelley Tish Baker is an Ottawa-based writer who is currently enrolled in UBC's
Optional-Residency MFA in Creative Writing Program. She has had, or will soon
have, book reviews appear in The Goose (the online publication of ALECC, the
Association for Literature, Environment and Culture in Canada), Alternatives
Journal (an environmental magazine put out by the University of Waterloo), and
Prism (the literary journal published out of UBC). She has spent the last few years
writing plays. Recently one of them, Just Desserts, was produced in Ottawa, India
and New Zealand. These days, however, she is focused on creative non-fiction.
Contributions:
A Crowbar in the Buddhist Garden: Writing from Prison by Stephen Reid -- Issue
Number 6, June 2013
Michael Baker
Michael Baker, once from Ohio, now New Jersey, is an award winning poet, a teacher
of university composition classes, a frequent contributor to Trouser Press and Zisk,
and a writer of extended Perfect Sound Forever essays on The Kinks, Cleveland in
the 1970's, and Alex Chilton. His work has been nominated for Pushcart
consideration and a poem is included in the new volume, The Best of the Web. He is
working on essays about Rita Dove, Family, John Ashbery, and the use of doorways
in the films of John Ford. He has a perfect son.
Contributions:
Watching Westerns -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Simon Barker
Simon Barker hails from Sydney but has lived in both Melbourne and California.
Among other things he has worked as a bus conductor, a teacher, a librarian and a
typist on the original Star Wars project. He has studied philosophy and has
published scholarly articles about the internet. Some of his fiction has previously
appeared in the journal Overland.
Contributions:
Ali the Truck Driver -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
j. tate barlow
j. tate barlow moves to the music, and favours the key of E-flat. Singer, composer,
mother, lover of the extraordinary ordinary – c’est elle. Born in Toronto, uphill from
a great lake. Published recently in The Rotary Dial.
Contributions:
slight epics -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Mike Barnes
Mike Barnes has published five books: Calm Jazz Sea (poems), shortlisted for the
Gerald Lampert Memorial Award; Aquarium (stories), winner of the Danuta Gleed
Award: The Syllabus (novel); Contrary Angel (stories); and Catalogue Raisonn
(novel). A new collection of poems, A Thaw Foretold will be published by Biblioasis
in June 2006.
Contributions:
Orange Light -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Sprawl -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Courtney Bates
Courtney Bates is a poet and MA candidate at the University of Regina. She is
currently working on two collections of poetry: one of ecopoetry and one of poetic
reinterpretations of fairy tales. She has been published in FourW: An Australian
Anthology and is being mentored by Kathleen Wall, the author of Blue Duets.
Contributions:
Blood and Trees -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Cory Baumgardner
Cory Baumgardner is an English major at the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
A Shining Light -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Kimmy Beach
Kimmy Beach's fourth poetry collection, In Cars, is forthcoming from Turnstone
Press. She has published in journals across Canada and the U.K., including CV2,
Grain, Prairie Fire, Orbis (U.K.), and The Antigonish Review. Kimmy was the 2005
International Guest Poet for the Dead Good Poets Society in Liverpool, U.K. Her
work forms one fifth of Chickweed (chapbook), edited by Robert Kroetsch, and is
included in Listening with the Ear of the Heart: Writers at St. Peter's Abbey (both
from St. Peter's Press). Kimmy writes from Red Deer, Alberta, where she lives with
her husband.
Contributions:
Roller Boogie [Wheelies Roller Rink, 1982] -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Sheri Benning
Sheri Benning's second book of poetry, thin moon psalm, is forthcoming with Brick
Books in Fall 2007. thin moon psalm won the Alfred G. Bailey manuscript contest,
and her first book of poetry, Earth After Rain, Thistledown Press, 2001, was the
recipient of two Saskatchewan Book Awards. Her work has been published in various
Canadian journals, broadcast on CBC radio, and is included in the anthologies
Breathing Fire 2: Canada's New Poets; Fast Forward: Saskatchewan's New Poets,
Listening with the Ear of the Heart, and Third Floor Lounge.
Contributions:
October Light -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Gina M. Bernard
My work has appeared in Red Weather, Gray's Sporting Journal, Minnesota
Monthly, Flashquake, Wisconsin Review, Prism Quarterly, Defenestration, Duke
University's Voices Magazine, The First Line, and Front Street Review. I won
Minnesota Monthly's 17th-annual Tamarack Award for short fiction in 2002. My
young adult novel, Alpha Summer, is available through Loonfeather Press.
I live in Bemidji, Minnesota, where my dreams turn inevitably to log homes with
roaring fireplaces. When not teaching English at Bemidji High School, I slip into my
tattooed alter-ego, Wicked Vixen, a blocker for the Babe City Rollers roller derby
team. I am the crazy-proud parent of two awesome daughters, Maddie Elizabeth and
Parker Diana.
Contributions:
Shed: An Antler's Apologia -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
T. Berto
T. Berto's first play, BASH, won the Toronto Best New Play Prize in 2000. Since then
he has had plays performed in Summerworks (three times), Toronto Fringe (four
times), Birds and Stones Theatre (Calgary), Theatre and Company (Kitchener),
Theatre 8-0-8 (Calgary) the University of Lethbridge and York University. His work
has been published in She Speaks, He Speaks, Gay and Lesbian Monologues
(Playwrights Canada Press), Cormorant, The Fiddlehead, Canadian Literature, New
Quarterly, Carousel and Prairie Fire. He is currently doing a PhD in Theatre
Studies, where he received the Lambda prize in 2005 for his work in Queer studies.
Contributions:
Chrysalis -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Stephen Bett
Stephen Bett is a widely and internationally published Canadian poet, with 18 books
in print. He follows in the avant tradition of Don Allen’s New American Poets. Hence
the mandate for Simon Fraser University’s “Contemporary Literature Collection” to
purchase and archive his “personal papers” for scholarly use. See recent interviews
and reviews on his personal website
Website: www.stephenbett.com
Contributions:
GOP Candidates (2016) Fight ISIS… On Stage! -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Marina Blokker
Marina Blokker has poems published and accepted in five countries, in filling
Station, The Toronto Quarterly, Room, The Pacific Review, Crannog, dotdotdash,
and others. Her leaflet 'Shore Lines' with Leaf Press is forthcoming. She lives on the
west coast with her family.
Contributions:
Baffin Bay Sun -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Peter Branson
Peter Branson's poetry has been published or accepted for publication by journals in
Britain, USA, Canada, Ireland, Australia, New Zealand and South Africa, including
Acumen, Agenda, Ambit, Envoi, The London Magazine, The Warwick Review, Iota,
Frogmore Papers, The Interpreter's House, Magma, Poetry Nottingham, South,
The New Writer, Crannog, The Raintown Review, The Huston Poetry Review,
Barnwood, The Able Muse and Other Poetry. He has won first prizes in two recent
competitions, the 'Grace Dieu' and the 'Envoi International,' and a special
commendation in the 2012 Wigtown competition.
Contributions:
"Just you wait and see" -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Robert Calder
Robert Calder is Professor of English at the University of Saskatchewan, where he
has taught for forty-two years. He is the author of W. Somerset Maugham and the
Quest for Freedom (1972), Willie: The Life of W. Somerset Maugham (1989),
Beware the British Serpent: the Role of Writers in British Propaganda in the United
States, 1939-1945 (2004), and A Richer Dust: Family, Memory and the Second
World War (2004). He was awarded the 1989 Governor General's Literary Award for
Non-Fiction for his biography of Maugham. He has edited and written introductory
essays for four Penguin Classics editions of Maugham novels: Of Human Bondage,
The Moon and Sixpence, The Magician, and Mrs Craddock. In 2005 he was named
Distinguished Researcher by the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
Confessions of a Re/Deformed Academic -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Louise Carson
Louise Carson’s work has most recently appeared in The Literary Review of Canada,
Descant, The Puritan, The Antigonish Review, and The Best Canadian Poetry in
English, 2013. Her books Rope (2011) and Mermaid Road (2013) are published by
Broken Rules Press. Louise lives near Montreal.
Contributions:
One way or the other -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Mandy Catron
Mandy Catron lives in Capitol Hill, Washington DC where she spends her days
making espresso and riding her bike to free art museums. She loves rock climbing
and puppies and websites that make fun of celebrities with bad fashion. She will
receive her MFA in Nonfiction Writing from American University in May.
Contributions:
Contracting Iris -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Lynn Cecil
Lynn Cecil is a writer and artist who was born in Montreal, has lived in other cities in
Canada, the United States, and the South Pacific, and now lives with her family in
Regina, Saskatchewan. She is currently working on collections of poetry and short
fiction, as well as a series of YA fantasy novels. Recently, she co-edited Outside of
Ordinary: Women's Travel Stories (Second Story Press, 2005). She also enjoys
scuba diving in the Caribbean, especially with sharks.
Contributions:
Sand Messages -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Gary Chappell
Gary Chappell lives and writes poetry in Saskatoon. His poetry has been published in
Spring, FreeFall, Transition, and Leaf Press. He currently serves as a board member
for the Saskatoon Writersâ€™ Coop and is a member of the Obsessors poetry group.
Contributions:
Saskatoon 2020 A.D. -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Gwendolyn Chappell
Gwendolyn Chappell might have a thirst for adventure but an even greater
preference for creature comforts, so most of her adventuring is done through
literature except for one misguided summer spent as a geological assistant in a fly-in
bush camp in northern Saskatchewan. She hasnâ€™t left the comfort of her books
since. Currently, she lives on an acreage west of Saskatoon with her husband Gary
Billingsley, three domestic cats, innumerable deer, a pair of moose, unknown
numbers of coyotes, and at least one cougar.
Contributions:
Small Lives: November, 2009 -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Ruth Anne Chorney
Ruth Anne Chorney (née Althouse) is an educator, writer, and farmer who lives
north of Kelvington. Having survived a teaching career spanning 35 years, she looks
forward to continuing to keep her mind, body, and spirit active. Chorney
experiments with all sorts of genres, is a regular contributor to The Gardener
magazine, and has recently published a children’s book, What Did You Draw?,
which was illustrated by her son, Nicolas. She enjoys reading, writing, horseback
riding, gardening, learning new things, and interacting with people of all ages,
especially her grandchildren.
Contributions:
Between Cultures -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Jan Conn
Jan Conn's sixth book of poetry is Jaguar Rain (Brick Books, 2006). She is a
Research Scientist at the Wadsworth Center, New York State Department of Health,
in Albany, NY and lives in Great Barrington, Massachusetts.
Contributions:
Just Another Story About Billy the Kid -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Alyssa Cooper
Alyssa Cooper was born in Belleville Ontario. An author and poet, her work has been
featured in anthologies such as Post Scripts to Darkness and literary journals such as
Emrys Journal, and her first novel was released in October 2012. She is currently
attending college in Oshawa, where she lives with her typewriter and her personal
library.
Contributions:
Living Water and Swan Song -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Kate Cushon
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Kate Cushon is careening toward a completed PhD
with wild abandon. Her dissertation is about very bad
men in the eighteenth century. She has degrees from
the Universities of Regina (BA Hon.) and Western
Ontario (Master of Arts), and currently studies at the
University of Saskatchewan. She is very glad to have
returned to the prairies from whence she came. She
thinks that good writing is sexy.
Contributions:
Breaking Open the Heart in Bix's Trumpet and other stories by Dave Margoshes -Issue Number 3, May 2008
Aaron Daigle
Aaron Daigle is a Master's student at the University of Windsor, Ontario. He holds a
BA from the University of New Brunswick, where he was the head editor of the
student journal, read at the Fiddlehead's Atlantic Poetry Weekend, and twice at the
Annual Atlantic Undergraduate English Conference. He has three poems published
in Shorthand, as well as seventeen poems and two short stories in Vox. His thesis is
concerned with intersections of Biblical Scripture and quantum physics in a
contemporary Canadian context.
Contributions:
Cape Spencer -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Darrell Dela Cruz
I graduated from San Jose State’s MFA Program for Poetry. My work has appeared
in The Round, Two-Thirds North, Foliate Oak Review, and Sheepshead Review, and
will appear forthcoming in CAIRN, Euphony, The Chaffin Journal, and The Dos
Passos Review. I try to analyze a poem a day on my blog or, rather, I acknowledge
my misinterpretations of poems.
Website: retailmfa.blogspot.com
Contributions:
Kundiman -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Evelyn Deshane
Evelyn Deshane is from the Greater Toronto Area and is doing a Master's Thesis in
Public Texts at Trent University. She plans on continuing her work on digital texts
and their relationship to the audience in her Ph.D. She writes articles for Absynthe
Magazine, maintains an academic review journal called Keyboard Smash, and also
writes fiction online.
Contributions:
The Sea -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Norah Eastern
Norah Eastern taught Dance at University of Toronto while completing her degree in
Psychology and English. Then she fell under the spell of a magician. Together, they
founded an internationally acclaimed illusion design company and enchanted
audiences at Hollywood's Magic Castle, and on luxury cruise ships around the world.
Norah's poetry appeared in a University of Toronto anthology, and she was a finalist
in the Feile Filiochta International Poetry Competition. Her articles on innovative
stage craft were published in Canadian, American, British and Belgian trade
magazines. She produced the magical play Caribbean Cruise which sailed at
Someplace Else dinner theatre.
Contributions:
Notice of Occupancy -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Chelsea Eckert
Chelsea Eckert is a creative writing undergraduate at San Jose State University; in
fall 2015, she will be attending UNC Greensboro for her MFA in creative writing. Her
work has appeared or will appear in Stoneboat Literary Journal, Dressing Room
Poetry Journal, Touchstone Magazine, Jelly Bucket, 99 Pine Street Literary
Journal, The Maynard, and Ignatian Literary Magazine. Stalk her like a hungry
catamount at http://chelseaeckert.me.
Website: chelseaeckert.me
Contributions:
The Best Place for Solitude is an Abandoned Mall -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Merrill Edlund
Merrill Edlund's poetry and fiction have recently appeared in Blue Skies Poetry, Fat
Daddy's Farm, Joy Interrupted, an Anthology on Motherhood and Loss (soon to be
released), and Worth Architectural magazine. A mother of three grown children and
one grandpuppy, she is a poet and writer of short stories, fiction, and creative
nonfiction. She has an M Ed. in technology and teaches high school English and
Creative Writing online.
Contributions:
The Prize Cat -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Milton P. Ehrlich
Milton P. Ehrlich, Ph.D., is an eighty-year-old psychologist who has been a summer
resident of PEI for over forty years. He has published numerous poems in periodicals
such as The Antigonish Review, Toronto Quarterly Review, Shofar Literary
Journal, Rutherford Red Wheelbarrow, Journal of New Jersey Poets, Dream
Fantasy International, Christian Science Monitor, and The New York Times.
Contributions:
Modi says Hello -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Kimberley Fehr
Kimberley Fehr's stories have been published in Descant, Room Magazine, the
Nashwaak Review, the Vancouver Courier, the Toronto Quarterly and more. She
has lived in London, New York and Portugal, but is most at home in a canoe.
Contributions:
The Remarkable Baobab -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jenny Lee Ferguson
Jen Ferguson is a Canadian studying for her Ph.D. at the University of South Dakota.
She will admit that sometimes she cries in the bath while listening to the original
cast recording of Les Miserables. But she's pretty sure that's not the strangest thing
you've heard today.
Contributions:
In Which Summertime You Again Chase Bear -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jesse P. Ferguson
Jesse Patrick Ferguson was raised in Cornwall, Ontario, and has lived in Ottawa,
Fredericton and Sydney. He has published poetry and reviews in eleven countries.
Some highlights include: Canadian Literature, Prairie Fire, The Walrus, Poetry
Ireland Review, Poetry and Harper's. His work also appears in the anthologies Best
Canadian Poetry 2009, Rogue Stimulus and The White Collar Book. Jesse has been
a poetry editor for The Fiddlehead, and he has served on the editorial boards of
several other Canadian journals. His two full-length poetry books are Harmonics
(Freehand Books, 2009) and the collection of visual poems Dirty Semiotics (Broken
Jaw Press, 2011). He is also the editor of a forthcoming anthology of glosa poems in
honour of P.K. Page.
Contributions:
Picket-Line Poem 1 -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Triny Finlay
Triny Finlay is the author of Splitting Off (Nightwood, 2004) and the chapbook
Phobic (Gaspereau, 2006). Her poetry and reviews have been published in various
Canadian journals and magazines; her work has also been anthologized in Breathing
Fire 2, Qwerty Decade, and Gaspereau Gloriatur. She lives in Toronto.
Contributions:
Of What I Have Always Known -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Heather Finton
Heather Finton is a Yukon writer whose first book Generous Living was published in
1996; she writes for local newspapers and compilations. Heather's mid-life poetry
has been supported by a capacity for crafting words throughout a lifetime of
articulating possibilities in order to enliven community. Her poems use natural and
household images to reflect the pathos of our shared journeys. She has enjoyed a full
life including as a mother, radio journalist, Cabinet media advisor, consultant to
Yukon First Nation governments and NGOs, co-founder of the Northern Cultural
Expressions Society, and co-owner of Sundog Retreat, an inn near Whitehorse.
Contributions:
Rugged -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
John Matthew Fox
John Matthew Fox writes fiction and nonfiction from Los Angeles. His blog BookFox
is a lively literary weblog with a special emphasis on short story collections. He has
fiction forthcoming in Tampa Review, the Los Angeles Review, and Connecticut
Review, and his book reviews have been published in Rain Taxi Review of Books,
The Short Review, and California Literary Review.
Website: www.thejohnfox.com
Contributions:
Exposition Park -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Raymond Fraser
Contributions:
The Census -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
The Revolutionary -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Alison Frost
Alison Frost is from Brooklin, Ontario and now lives in Vancouver with her husband
Lance and two cats Sprite and Monty - furry, grey good luck charms from Lumsden,
Saskatchewan! Alison has had short fiction published in various Canadian journals.
"Hello" belongs to her first collection, which will hopefully appear as an actual book
one of these days.
Email: alisoncfrost@hotmail.com
Contributions:
Hello -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
M.J. Golias
Has an MFA from the University of Memphis. Currently, she teaches English as a
Second Language in New York City to young adults in an alternative school program.
Recent work of hers has appeared, or is forthcoming, in journals including Colere,
Rhythm Poetry Magazine, The Fiddlehead, The Aurorean and in an anthology,
Pomegranate Seeds: An Anthology of Greek-American poetry. She lives in New
York City and also writes creative nonfiction.
Contributions:
After Opaque Visibility -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Ariel Gordon
Ariel Gordon is a Winnipeg-based writer and editor. Her poetry has recently
appeared in Prairie Fire, QWERTY, and ::stonestone::. Her poems have also
circulated on buses in Manitoba and Alberta. A hand-made, limited-edition
chapbook of pregnancy and mothering poems, The Navel Gaze, is forthcoming from
Palimpsest Press in summer 2008.
Contributions:
Hewn -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Laurie Graham
Laurie Graham will be a grad student in creative writing at the University of GuelphHumber in Toronto come fall. She was the winner of the Other Voices 2004 Poetry
Contest, and a finalist for the 2008 Winston Collins/Descant Prize for Best Canadian
Poem. She comes from Sherwood Park, Alberta.
Contributions:
The Point of Learning Ukranian -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
This Road -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Shauntay Grant
Shauntay Grant is a Nova Scotian writer and storyteller. She has shared her work
internationally at festivals and events, and as Halifax’s third Poet Laureate (2009-11)
she organized Canada’s first national gathering of Canadian Poets Laureate in 2010.
An MFA in Creative Writing candidate at the University of British Columbia,
Shauntay’s work has been critically acclaimed by numerous publications including
The Globe and Mail, Quill & Quire, and Canadian Review of Materials. She is a
recipient of a Best Atlantic Published Book Prize from the Atlantic Book Awards, and
recently one of four Canadian authors selected by the Writers’ Trust of Canada for its
prestigious 2015-16 Berton House Writers’ Retreat Program. Learn more about her
work at ShauntayGrant.com.
Website: ShauntayGrant.com
Contributions:
passing -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Heidi Greco
Heidi Greco's poems and reviews have been widely published, both in print sources
and online. A collection of her poems, Rattlesnake Plantain, came out in 2002 (Anvil
Press). One of her poems is included in this spring's anthology from Harbour,
radiant danse uv being: A Poetic Portrait of bill bissett.
Website: www.outonthebiglimb.blogspot.com
Contributions:
My family gives me prizes for my birthday -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Clarissa P. Green
Clarissa P. Green’s memoir, fiction, and poetry draw on her years as a family
therapist and focus on family relationships, aging, and how memories are
transformed by time. A Simon Fraser University Writer's Studio graduate, Clarissa’s
latest publications appear in Untying the Apron and Animal Companions, Animal
Doctors, Animal People.
Contributions:
Beyond the Cucumbers -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Meaghan Hackinen
Meaghan Hackinen is a Vancouver-born bicycle enthusiast whose two-wheeled
adventures have taken her down the Pacific Coast, across Canada, through the Sierra
Cascades, and into Baja California. She also plays roller derby, and has a pretty
impressive handstand. Meaghan is currently enrolled in the Creative Writing MFA
program at the University of Saskatchewan. Her writing explores relationships,
experiences on the road, and encounters with wild places.
Contributions:
Shingle Spit Road -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Claire Haist
Claire Haist was born in London Ontario. After a year at York University, she
returned home to complete her BAH in English at the University of Western Ontario.
She currently resides in Guelph, where she is completing her MA in drama, and will
be making the move back to Toronto in September to pursue her PhD at U of T's
Graduate Centre for Study of Drama. Claire researches the influence of hysteria
studies on postmodern gender discourse.
Contributions:
So Sweet -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Matthew Hall
Matthew Hall drinks too much and constantly fights with his girlfriend. He was a
forgettable student at the University of Saskatchewan, and now resides in a fishing
village called Patonga, in the South Pacific. His poetry and translations have
appeared in various South American literary journals and in the University of
Buenos Aires Presses, during his travels. His poetry is featured in the current
editions of All Rights Reserved, Sorrwoland Press, The Hudson Review of Poetry
and Skyline Magazine.
Contributions:
Weaponry -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Vivian Hansen
Vivian Hansen's poetry has been published widely in Canadian journals. Her fiction
and nonfiction has appeared in many anthologies, most recently in The Madwoman
in the Academy. (University of Calgary Press, 2003), and Writing the Terrain
(University of Calgary Press, 2005). She has been the ghost-writer of four murder
mysteries. Her chapbook of poetry Never Call It Bird: the Melodies of Aids came out
in 1998. Her first full-length book of poetry Leylines of My Flesh was published by
Touchwood Press in 2002. In 2004, she published Angel Alley, a chapbook about the
victims of Jack the Ripper. She is past-president of the Writers Guild of Alberta and
the Society of Poets, Bards and Storytellers. She has served as VP publishing and
editor of Forum magazine, and Editor of Freefall. She has been a contributor to
OOOO (Originality of Orality On-Line), and the 2005 Calgary Spoken Word Festival.
Contributions:
Virgin Sturgeon -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
gillian harding-russell
harding-russell’s poems have most recently come out in the anthologies That Not
Forgotten (Hiddenbrook, 2012), Poet to Poet (Guernica, 2013), Grandfather, Father
and Me (Hiddenbrook), and Inspired Heart 2 (Hiddenbrook, 2013), are forthcoming
in I Found it at the Movies (Guernica, 2014) and the Nashwaak Review. Her poem
sequence “Where the days and nights are equal length” was long-listed for the
Gwendolyn MacEwen award (2013), and “Desert duets” was short-listed for best
poem in association with that same award. Also, the poem sequence “Enhanced
Woods” won second place in the Gritlit 2014 awards.
Contributions:
Learning to see in the dark -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Craig Harkema
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Craig Harkema recently published a poem in a rock
climbing magazine and has in his possession the
luckiest of shirts.
Contributions:
'The Music That Thinking is': Every Inadequate
Name by Nick Thran -- Issue Number 3, May 2008

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

Canada's only yoga publication. She has taught ESL in Japan, served coffee in the UK
and studied yoga in the BC Kootenays. Her short fiction has appeared in The
Fiddlehead, sub-Terrain and Coming Attractions '06. "Snow White and the Seven
Latin Lovers" is part of a collection of linked stories set in Wonder World, a Japanese
theme park.
Contributions:
Snow White and the Seven Latin Lovers -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Susan Hayton
Susan Hayton is a physician working in Saskatoon. Over the past few years she has
been spending more and more time writing. This solitary endeavour has been
supported by members of her writing group and by her family. She recently gave a
reading for the Hericane festival and has been diligently working on editing her first
novel.
Contributions:
Cause and Effect -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
I'll Be Seeing You -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
dee Hobsbawn-Smith
dee Hobsbawn-Smith is a poet, chef, journalist, and educator. Her poetry, fiction,
and food writing has appeared in books, newspapers, magazines, and literary
journals in Canada and the USA. After twenty-seven years in Calgary where for eight
years she was the food columnist for the Calgary Herald, dee now lives in a
hundred-year-old farmhouse on the family land west of Saskatoon with her partner.
She joined the MFA program in writing as a student at the U of S in September 2012.
Her fifth book, Foodshed: An Edible Alberta Alphabet, will be published by
TouchWood Editions this spring.
Contributions:
Light fingered (Once a thief) -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Jack Hostrawser
Jack Hostrawser is an award-winning young writer completing concurrent Bachelor
of Arts degrees in English and Creative Writing at York University. His fiction and
poetry have been published in Steel Bananas, Existère Journal, The Quilliad, and
others, and his work has been lauded by the York writing faculty. He is currently
reading the October 1965 issue of the Saturday Evening Post.
Contributions:
Infiltration -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
David Houston
David Houston is an MFA student at the University of Saskatchewan currently
working on a non-fiction thesis. Previous work has been published online and in an
anthology, The House at Black Moss (Clitheroe Books Press). He was winner of the
Wasafiri New Writers prize in 2012.
Contributions:
Homeward -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Heather Hughes
Heather Hughes hangs her heart in Boston and Miami. She thanks Cream City
Review, Grain, and Prick of the Spindle, among others, for also publishing her
poems. She would like to stay in a lighthouse.
Contributions:
Recipe for Stargazing in Concord -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Dallas Hunt
Dallas Hunt (Cree) is a PhD student interested in Indigenous Studies, Indigenous
Literature, and Urban Studies. In August of 2012, Dallas graduated from McMaster
University with a Master’s Degree in Critical Theory and Cultural Studies. Currently,
he is completing his PhD work at the University of British Columbia. He hails from
the Wapsewsipi (Swan River First Nation) in Treaty 8 territory, Northern Alberta,
Canada.
Contributions:
Dancing Yellow Thunder -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
David Craig Hutton
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David Hutton holds a Double Honours B.A. in
English and Political Studies from the University of
Saskatchewan. Formally the Editor-in-Chief of the
Sheaf, the University of Saskatchewan student
newspaper, his creative non-fiction and journalism
has appeared in a number of Canadian newspapers
and magazines.
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Graham Jensen
Contributions:
God's Fingers -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Leslie Wayne Jones
Leslie Wayne Jones received his B.A. in English Literature at Rutgers University, his
M.A. in Journalism and his M.F.A. in Creative Writing at The University of Arizona
in Tucson. In 1984, Mr. Jones joined the IBM Corporation in Endicott, New York,
where he worked as an editor and later as an award-winning scriptwriter and
producer of high-end corporate video. After leaving IBM in 1991, Mr. Jones returned
to Tucson. There he joined the core faculty of the MBA Program at the Eller School
of Business and Public Administration and worked as a consultant to local
businesses. Today Mr. Jones is a lecturer in the Department of English, and he has
returned to writing fiction, inspired by the people of Tucson, his adopted home town.
Contributions:
Why Jesus Santos Didn't Lose His Faith -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Shannon Jose-Riz
I am a fourth-year business student at the Gustavson School of Business at the
University of Victoria. Although I am interested in social media and organizational
development in terms of my career, I still pursue writing as it is a huge passion of
mine, and I think life is simply too short to put yourself in a box! I think grated
cheese and cherry tomatoes are some of the great small pleasures in life. I also love
to travel, play guitar, sing, cook, run – anything that helps me live life in colour.
Contributions:
Cracking Open Snow Peas on the Promenade by the Drava -- Issue Number 9, July
2016
Karen Kachra
Karen Kachra is a published and award-winning author and scholar. Most recently
her poetry has appeared in Geist and FreeFall Magazine and her short fiction in
Prick of the Spindle. She teaches literature courses at Seneca College, where she is
also the Program Coordinator for the Bachelor of Interdisciplinary Studies. She
nourishes her spirit by hiking in the woods with her two children.
Website: www.karenkachra.com
Contributions:
Coyotes and River Nymphs -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Holly Keeler
I currently work as a team manager in a long term care facility in Saskatoon. I enjoy
living in Saskatoon with my husband and three daughters. I am a member of the
Saskatoon Writer's Coop as well as the Saskatchewan Writers' Guild. I am involved
in a writing group in Saskatoon that meet every two weeks to write and critique each
other's work and arrange yearly workshops with Saskatchewan poets. I recently had
a poem published in the Saskatchewan Writers' Guild Volume Seven, October 2011
issue of Spring.
Contributions:
Life Under the War Memorial Bandstand: An Amputated Labour Day Sonata -Issue Number 5, July 2012
Richard Kelly Kemick
Richard Kelly Kemick is originally from Calgary, Alberta. A graduate of the
University of British Columbia, he is currently studying at the University of New
Brunswick in Fredericton. Richard has been published or has work forthcoming in
The Feathertale Review, The Fiddlehead, Foothill Poetry, Prairie Fire, Prairie
Journal, QWERTY, and Vallum. He also won first place in Grain’s 2013 Short Grain
poetry contest.
Contributions:
The 12 Aspects of Tragedy in Wolves Hunting -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Shannon Kernaghan
Shannon Kernaghan has two published books – a collection of short stories and a
business reference. Her stories appear in anthologies, journals, and magazines. For
six years she wrote a weekly column for the Red Deer Advocate. More at her
personal website. Opa!
Website: www.shannonkernaghan.com
Contributions:
Last Chance for Icons -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Jonas Kiedrowski
Though not quite forty, at times Jonas Kiedrowski is a seventy-year-old crank.
Contributions:
RE: Improving Saskatoon by purging undesirables from downtown -- Issue Number
9, July 2016
Steve Klepetar
Steve Klepetar’s work has appeared widely and has received several nominations for
the Puschcart Prize and Best of the Net. His latest collections are Speaking to the
Field Mice (Sweatshoppe Publications) and Blue Season (with Joseph Lisowski,
mgv2>publishing).
Contributions:
Waiting -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
D. Krauss
D. Krauss was born in Germany, adopted by a military family, and so became a US
citizen in a roundabout way. He lived in Oklahoma and Alabama, somehow ending
up in New Jersey where he lived every single Bruce Springsteen song. He joined the
USAF and stayed twenty years longer than he expected. He has been: cotton picker,
sod buster, a painter of roads, surgical orderly, weatherman (yes, a weatherman),
librarian, a special agent, and a counterterrorist analyst. Dâ€™s been married over
36 years (yep, same woman) and has a wildman bass guitarist for a son.
Contributions:
The Managing of Others' Lives -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Alice Kuipers
Alice Kuipers was born in London, England. She moved to Saskatoon in 2003. She
has short stories published in magazines and produced by CBC radio. Her first novel,
Life on the Refrigerator Door, is published in 27 countries.
Contributions:
Wrapped in the Arms of the Holy Land -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Mercedes Lawry
I've been publishing poetry for about thirty years in such journals as Poetry, Rhino,
Puerto del Sol, Folio, New Madrid, Seattle Review, Nimrod, and Crab Creek
Review. My chapbook There are Crows in My Blood was published by Pudding
House in 2007 and my chapbook Happy Darkness was released by Finishing Line
Press this past summer. I've received honors from the Seattle Arts Commission, Jack
Straw Foundation, Artist Trust, and Richard Hugo House. I've also published fiction
as well as stories and poems for children. Originally from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania,
I've lived in Seattle for over thirty years.
Contributions:
The Refuge of a Hill Town -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Amanda Leduc
I am a novelist and essayist currently located in Hamilton, Ontario. My essays and
stories have appeared in The Rumpus, ELLE Canada, Filling Station, Prairie Fire,
and others. My novel, THE MIRACLES OF ORDINARY MEN, was published this
past May by Toronto’s ECW Press.
Deborah Leiter
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Events in Deborah's life, together with her lifelong
addiction to words, have stimulated in her a great
interest in what happens when words, particularly
creative words, hit the online environment. And so,
after seven years spent, not in Tibet, but working for
a division of HarperCollins Publishers, mostly with
web content and information architecture, and a year
spent studying at the University of Saskatchewan, she
was delighted to wake up one day to discover she was
managing editor of TFR. Deborah, who received her
BA in English and a minor in journalism from Calvin College in Grand Rapids,
Michigan, spends a chunk of her time studying what T. S. Eliot and Henry David
Thoreau have written about simplicity and "the good life" for her MA thesis. When
she's not hammering away at Walden and Four Quartets (works she finds
increasingly relevant in a world of information overload), she can often be found
writing fiction or blogging about how technology affects communication and
creativity in the English language. In the past few years, she's also served as Book
Review Editor of NightsAndWeekends.com and as web editor of the now-defunct
WorkingPOET e-zine. She has published poetry, book reviews, journalism, and
creative non-fiction both online and in print venues, and is seeking a home for her
first novel manuscript.
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Susan Lemprière
Originally from Ontario, Susan Lemprière now lives in Quebec where she works
professionally as a translator. Her most recent literary translation appeared in carte
blanche (fall 2012). She is also a writer, working on a collection of short stories.
Contributions:
Where a tadpole breaks the skin of the water -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Desmond Lindo
Now approaching his 75th birthday, Desmond Lindo has taken to passing himself off
as an Author, Playwright, and Raconteur. He was born in Jamaica and somehow
managed to sneak into Canada in 1957. Possessed of a modesty commensurate to his
talents, he has managed to avoid notice on the Canadian literary scene. He has
written or begun works in several genres, with publication coming his way only
through the short pieces of humour he gave away or sold for a pittance. The damn
fool once aspired to win the Stephen Leacock Memorial Award for Humour but has
abandoned that quest for reasons you are advised not to ask him about.
Contributions:
My People Shall Be Thy People -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Holly Luhning
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Holly Luhning is a PhD candidate in the Department
of English at the University of Saskatchewan. Her
poetry has appeared in literary journals and
anthologies, and has been broadcast on CBC radio.
She is the author of Sway (Thistledown, 2003) and a
chapbook, Plush (JackPine, 2006).
Contributions:
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
'Luck hassles the strung kite.' Strung by Brecken
Rose Hancock -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Editors' Note -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Jeanette Lynes
Jeanette Lynes is the author of three collections of poetry. She is currently writer in
residence at Saskatoon Public Library.
Contributions:
The Fine Art of Collage or; T.S. Eliot Hits the Mosh Pit: Curio: Grotesques and
Satires from the Electronic Age by Elizabeth Bachinsky -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Three Triolets For A Friend Trying Out Internet Dating -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Musing in Work Boots -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Leah MacLean-Evans
Leah MacLean-Evans is an Ottawa writer whose prose has appeared in The Globe
and Mail and On Spec Magazine. In her undergrad she researched psycholinguistics
and, unrelatedly, met a bunch of cool poets. Her MFA thesis at the University of
Saskatchewan is a novel set in Ottawa and featuring a talking cat, an urban deer, and
a bunch of women.
Contributions:
Cheeky Monkey, Or the Strangest Sentence on My Hard Drive -- Issue Number 9,
July 2016
Cyndi MacMillan
Cyndi MacMillan is a writer who lives in New Hamburg, Ontario, home of North
America’s largest working waterwheel. Her stories have appeared in the Kitchener
Citizen and the Record. She attempts to give equal attention to her poetry, short
fiction, and novel-in-progress with the support of her husband and young daughter.
Contributions:
Cabinet Card, 1884 -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Nico Mara-McKay
Nico Mara-McKay is a writer living in Toronto. Her work has appeared in numerous
journals and magazines, most recently in Broken Pencil, The Antigonish Review and
Contemporary Verse 2. She can be found on Twitter @plutopsyche.
Website: nicomaramckay.com
Contributions:
Cut -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Dave Margoshes
Dave Margoshes is a fiction writer and poet who lives in Regina. His poetry and
stories are widely published in Canadian literary magazines. His new book of poetry,
The Horse Knows the Way, came out last fall. "Mona Lisa 1998" is part of another
collection, Dimensions of an Orchard, to be published in 2010. Another book of
poetry, Purity of Absence, came out in 2001. A story collection, Bix's Trumpet and
Other Stories, won Book of the Year at the 2007 Saskatchewan Book Awards.
Contributions:
Bat Mitzvah -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Jesus at Ten -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Mona Lisa 1998 -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Brooklyn, 1952 -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Derek Mascarenhas
Derek Mascarenhas is a graduate of the University of Toronto School of Continuing
Studies Creative Writing Program, a finalist and runner up for the school's Penguin
Random House of Canada Student Award for Fiction, and a nominee for the 2015
Marina Nemat Award. He has works published or forthcoming in The Dalhousie
Review, Switchback, and The Antigonish Review. He is presently working on a
linked short story collection, Coconut Dreams, and a novel.
Contributions:
Learn to Care -- Issue Number 8, June 2015
Shannon McConnell
Shannon McConnell is a writer, teacher, and musician from Vancouver, British
Columbia. Shannon’s fiction and poetry has appeared in the University of the Fraser
Valley’s Literary and Arts Magazine, Louden Singletree. Her writing explores mental
illness, relationships, mortality, the Pacific Northwest, and the 1990s punk/grunge
scene in Seattle. Shannon is currently living in Saskatoon working on her Masters of
Fine Arts in Writing at the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
Gum Wall -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Snap -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Tyler McCreary
Tyler McCreary is a Master's student in Geography at the University of
Saskatchewan. His thesis research explores racial constructions of the Canadian
prairies and how they are contested by anti-racist education.
Contributions:
'you have to name the silence': Songs to Kill a Wîhtikow by Neal McLeod -- Issue
Number 1, April 2006
Karen McElrea
Karen McElrea's poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Grain, Arc, Event,
Wascana Review, The Prairie Journal, The Dalhousie Review, The Nashwaak
Review, Vallum and echolocation, in Body Language (Black Moss Press, 2003), and
on Winnipeg buses for Poetry in Motion.
Contributions:
Landlorn -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Cassidy McFadzean
Cassidy McFadzean is completing an MA in English and creative writing at the
University of Regina. She is currently writing a collection of poems inspired by the
Old English riddles of the Exeter Book, which infuse the non-human world with life
and often speech. Her writing has appeared in CV2.
Contributions:
I spy a pair of eyes: a riddle -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Lisa McNally
Contributions:
Visibly Vulnerable -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Fred Meissner
Long ago, Fred Meissner decided to "live life to the fullest" by playing at writing and
working as a high school English teacher; having enjoyed some success in both areas,
he will eventually retire from teaching, build a papier-mache glider from his
rejection slips, and soar peacefully into Oblivion's misty realms. He has a few recent
publishing credits, including Ascent Aspirations, Electro-Twaddle, Armada
Quarterly, Poetry Canada, and a broadside for Rubicon Press. As well, Cezanne's
Carrot, Toward the Light, Horizon Magazine, and Inscribed have each published
one of his personal essays.
Contributions:
Moose Thoughts -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Christina Mengert
Christina Mengert holds an MFA from Brown University and is pursuing her PhD in
Creative Writing at Denver University. Her poems have appeared in Salt, American
Letters and Commentary, Aufgabe, and Phoebe, among other journals. Her first
manuscript, The Last Night of Polaris, has twice been a National Poetry Series
Finalist.
Contributions:
Epithalamion 2 -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Dianne Miller
Dianne Miller divides her time between Saskatoon, where she teaches at the
university, and her farm in Nova Scotia. She has published poems in the Amethyst
Review, Grain, and The Antigonish Review. She is a member of the writers' group
Sisters' Ink. Her poetry explores, among other things, the slippage between memory
and history.
Email: dianne.miller@usask.ca
Contributions:
The visit -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Richard Milligan
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Richard Milligan does ecological fieldwork in the
summer and studies 18th century travel writing the
rest of the time in pursuit of a Masters in English at
the University of Saskatchewan.
Contributions:
'you have to name the silence': Songs to Kill a
Wîhtikow by Neal McLeod -- Issue Number 1, April
2006
Sonnet Mondal
Sonnet Mondal writes from Kolkata and is the founder of The Enchanting Verses
Literary Review. He has authored eight books of poetry and has read at Struga
Poetry Evenings, Macedonia, 2014; Uskudar International Poetry Festival, Istanbul,
2015; and the International Poetry Festival of Granada, Nicaragua, 2016.
He has been a featured writer at the International Writing Program, University of
Iowa’s Silk Routes Project and his latest works have appeared in The McNeese
Review, Sheepshead Review, Clackamas Literary Review, Two Thirds North, and
Sanskrit Literary-Arts Magazine. Most recently his poems in Slovenian translation
have been aired at the Literary Nokturno program of the Public Radio and Television
of Slovenia. His poetry has been translated into Hindi, Italian, Slovenian, Slovakian,
Chinese, Turkish, Macedonian, Bengali, and Arabic.
Website: www.sonnetmondal.com
Contributions:
April and My Plastic Sunflowers -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Dan Murphy
Dan Murphy is a retired educator and an author who splits his time between Tilting,
Fogo Island, and Corner Brook, Newfoundland and Labrador. He has co-authored
eleven books that include environmental science textbooks and canoe and sea kayak
paddling guides. Dan is completing his third volume of poetry and is in the process
of seeking publishers. His poetry has appeared in Quills: Canadian Poetry
Magazine, Rabbit Tales, Paragon IV & V, Red River Journal, The Tilting
Expatriate, and The Scaldy Detail Anthology (Scallta Media, Wexford Ireland), and
recently an anthology of his work was published in Humber Mouths 2 released
during the 2010 April Rabbit. In 2011 he received a Newfoundland and Labrador
Arts and Letters award for poetry.
Contributions:
Liturgy -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
James B. Nicola
James B. Nicola, winner of three poetry awards and recipient of one Rhysling and
two Pushcart nominations, has published 400 poems in Atlanta Review, Tar River,
Texas Review, etc. A Yale grad and stage director by profession, his book Playing the
Audience won a Choice Award. A first full-length collection, Manhattan Plaza, is
scheduled for release in 2014.
Contributions:
Context and Perspective -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Melanie Oberg
Melanie is first year English Master’s student at the University of Victoria. She
obtained her Bachelor’s degree, with Honours, at UBCO. She was born and raised in
Trail B.C.
Contributions:
Michelangelo -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Nicole Pakan
Nicole Pakan is an active member of the Edmonton (Canada) literary community,
performing and organizing events around the city. She is the Co-Editor for the
international online and print literary journal DailyHaiku. Her recent publication
credits include poems in Filling Station, The Prairie Journal, Other Voices,
Notebook magazine, Misunderstandings Magazine, The Toronto Quarterly and
Blue Skies Poetry. She was short-listed for the CV2 2-day poem contest for 2008 and
was the winner of the 2009 Edmonton CBC Poetry Faceoff.
Contributions:
Bullets or Glass -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Jared Pearce
Jared Pearce teaches writing and literature at William Penn University. Some of his
poems will soon be or have recently been shared in DIAGRAM, Asymptote,
Harbinger Asylum, Corvus, East Coast Ink, and Dark Matter.
Contributions:
Is Just a Dream, Dream, Dream -- Issue Number 9, July 2016
Charlie Peters
Charlie Peters is a writer from Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. He is currently completing
a Bachelors of Fine Arts in Acting at the University of Saskatchewan. His work has
been published in In Medias Res and Windscript (a publication of the Saskatchewan
Writers' Guild).
Contributions:
Pigeon on a London Street -- Issue Number 5, July 2012
Nick Pincumbe
Nick Pincumbe, 25, is currently an MFA candidate at the University of Alabama. "Q
and A" is his first creative nonfiction publication and despite its exploration of the
uncomfortable state of modern male bonding, hopefully it shows he loves his parents
very much.
Contributions:
QandA -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
Kenneth Pobo
Kenneth Pobo has a new chapbook out from Eastern Point Press called Placemats.
His work has appeared in Grain, Windsor Review, Indiana Review, Nimrod,
Dalhousie Review, and elsewhere.
Contributions:
Wandawoowoo Learns to Skate -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Michael Prior
I am a writer living in British Columbia where I work at a bookstore and attend the
University of British Columbia. I have just recently started to submit my work. My
poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Qwerty, The Antigonish Review and
Contemporary Verse 2.
Contributions:
The Four Humours -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Paula Jane Remlinger
Paula Jane Remlinger graduated from the M.A. program in the U of S English
Department; her thesis was on the poetry of Saskatchewan author John V. Hicks.
She has been previously published in In Medias Res and Backyard Ashes, and is the
author of two teacher guides published by Thistledown Press. She also has work
forthcoming in the Hagios Press anthology Fast Forward: New Saskatchewan
Poets. She lives in Saskatoon with her husband Trent and her diabolical black cat,
Dickens.
Contributions:
Burnt Sienna -- Issue Number 2, April 2007
Autumn Richardson
Autumn Richardson is from northwestern Ontario. Her writing draws upon
landscape, ritual, and memory. She lives in Cumbria, England, and is the co-founder
of Corbel Stone Press, publishing texts, music, and art informed by landscape,
folklore, ecology, history, and animism. Recent publications can be found in
Contemporary Verse 2, Room, Carte Blanche, Reliquiae, and Earthlines Magazine.
Contributions:
Aperture -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Jael Richardson
Contributions:
Stone Walls and Molassess -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Anthony Rintala
Anthony Rintala, nerd, recently returned from a three-decade tour of the American
South and is currently hiding out in southern Indiana, where he teaches, grooms his
beard, and waits for the signal. He will know the signal. His work has most recently
been published in New Plains Review, Kudzu Magazine, Muse: A Quarterly
Journal, Ishaan Literary Review, Oklahoma Review, Copperfield Review, A Few
Lines Magazine, Mad Hatter’s Review, Foundling Review, Muddy River, Penwood
Review, St. Ann’s Review, and Sakura Review.
Contributions:
The Tree -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Kim Roberts
Kim Roberts is the author of two books of poems, most recently The Kimnama
(Vrzhu Press, 2007). She edits the acclaimed online journal Beltway Poetry
Quarterly, and lives in Washington, DC.
Contributions:
IUDs -- Issue Number 3, May 2008
James Romanow
Contributions:
The Hack's Progress -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Michael C. Rush
Michael C. Rush currently splits his time between northern Arizona and upstate New
York, and has most recently published poems in Blue Fifth Review (forthcoming),
The Istanbul Review, Penumbra Magazine, Four and Twenty, Scholars & Rogues
Literary Review, and Picayune Magazine.
Contributions:
Elegy for Edges -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Jenny Ryan
Originally from Ontario, Jenny Ryan is currently finding her way in Saskatoon as a
writer caught up in the career of a Children's Librarian. A longtime fan of Dorothy
Parker's, Miss Ryan recently purchased her first cloche hat.
Contributions:
Mrs. Parker Has Accidents -- Issue Number 1, April 2006
Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer
Lorelie Gerwing Sarauer is a writer and artist living in Saskatoon, SK. She's attracted
to narrative, which she expresses through her drawings and paintings, as well as her
writing. She's currently enrolled in the new Master's of Fine Arts in Writing program
at the University of Saskatchewan and hopes to graduate in the fall of 2013.
Contributions:
Mindful -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Mindful -- Issue Number 7, June 2014
Richard Scarsbrook
I am the author of the books Cheeseburger Subversive, Featherless Bipeds, Destiny's
Telescope, and The Monkeyface Chronicles, which have been short-listed for the
CLA Book of the Year Award (twice), the Stellar Book Prize, and ReLit Award, and
the OLA White Pine Award (twice), which I won in 2011 for The Monkeyface
Chronicles. My prize-winning poems and short stories have been published widely. I
teach creative writing courses at George Brown College and The Humber School for
Writers.
Contributions:
These are not Metaphors (These were not Dreams) -- Issue Number 6, June 2013
Ole Schenk
Ole Schenk lives in Saskatoon and works on completing his M.A. thesis in English,
on historical fiction and hermeneutics. He is passionate about literature in all its
genres. Ole enjoys animated dialogue, continental philosophy, jogging by the river,
playing guitar with friends who will sing with him, and preaching occasionally in
church.
Contributions:
John Livingstone Clark — "Man Reading 'Woman Reading in Bath'" -- Issue
Number 4, May 2010
Jeff Schiff
In addition to Mixed Diction (Mammoth books, 2009) Jeff Schiff is author of
Anywhere in this Country (Mammoth Press), The Homily of Infinitude
(Pennsylvania Review Press), The Rats of Patzcuaro (Poetry Link), Resources for
Writing About Literature (HarperCollins), and Burro Heart (Mammoth Books). His
work has appeared internationally in more than seventy periodicals, including
Grand Street, The Ohio Review, Poet & Critic, The Louisville Review, Tendril,
Pembroke Magazine, Carolina Review, Chicago Review, Hawaii Review, Southern
Humanities Review, River City, Indiana Review, and The Southwest Review. He
has taught at Columbia College Chicago since 1987.
Contributions:
Self Portrait with Forecast -- Issue Number 4, May 2010
Jonathan Sherman
Jonathan Sherman is a recent graduate of the Master's program at the U of S. His
areas of study include hip-hop aesthetics, visual poetry, and internment literature.
He currently resides in Saskatoon.
Contributions:
Breaking the Cycle of Innocence in Michael Kenyon's The Beautiful Children --

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