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Snow Moon 
Anna Blauveldt 

 
 
        aybe it wasn’t such a great idea after all. The temperature was 
south of minus 15 and the wind was an angry old man, howling 
‘Go Home!’ over and over again in her ears. Nobody in their right 
mind would do what Emmy wanted to do now, but it couldn’t 
happen at any other time. It was the night of February’s only full 
moon. The Snow Moon. 

By the distant lights of Mexi’s restaurant, she tied tight the 
laces of her skates. She had to be quick before her bare fingers 
went numb and stopped cooperating. Then she put her mitts back 
on, slung her backpack over her shoulders, and stood up. 

It was no surprise that Emmy wobbled a few seconds before 
she found her balance and pushed off. She hadn’t been on her 
blades for two years and only learned to skate a couple of years 
before that. But isn’t skating supposed to be like riding a bike? she 
wondered. Surely, once the legs learn how, they never forget? She was 
about to find out. 

Her strokes were tentative at the beginning, then gained speed 
as she glided to the centre of Dow’s Lake. The wind had died 
down now, and, with nobody else close by, the solitary silence of 
the winter night was broken only by the rhythmic grind-grind of 
her skates grazing the ice. Out there on her own, under the vast 
arc of cold black sky, Emmy felt tiny. A mere speck in the 
universe. It was overwhelming, and it didn’t help that her 
destination—the Mackenzie King Bridge—was so far away. But 
she pressed on. She’d always regret it if she turned back now. 

A hundred metres further along, a skin-suited athletic type on 
clap skates flashed by her in the other direction. Does he go that fast 
all the time? she wondered. Or is he just showing off? If he’s that good, 
why is he here and not at the Olympics? 

Minutes later, she saw a couple ahead of her in the distance. 
Unlike Speed-Skater Guy, they were in no hurry. She couldn’t 
make out much about them, just their silhouettes. Arm-in-arm, 
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strides perfectly synchronized, it looked like they’d been skating 
together forever. Emmy was jealous. 

Coasting easier now, she overtook them at the far end of the 
Lake, the lights of the Pavilion receding as she veered left and 
approached the Bronson Bridge. The wind had picked up again, 
but it was no longer angry. It worked with her instead, the force 
of it at her back, propelling her briskly ahead. Her strides were so 
swift, so effortless, it almost felt like she was flying. The rush of it 
was intoxicating, but she had to be careful. Heavy clouds blotted 
out the light of the moon, making it harder to see fissures in the 
ice. The last thing she needed was a nasty fall. She just had to get 
to the other end. 

As she passed under the bridge, Emmy slowed down. There 
were at least a dozen other skaters up ahead. Why are they out on a 
wicked-raw night like this? Crazy, all of them. As crazy as me. Still, they 
must have had their reasons, just as she had hers. 

Emmy’s reason was Kieran. 
Kieran, the random guy who’d seen her trip on the ice near 

the Mackenzie King Bridge three years earlier. Kieran, who’d 
helped her get back up on her skates and made sure she was okay. 
She remembered the exact time they met. 8:00 p.m., Friday, February 
19th. The Snow Moon of 2019. He wasn’t a random guy after that. 

As she rounded the curve of the canal and skated past Lans-
downe Park, she could see him clear as day in her mind. The 
ginger beard and the pale blue eyes and the knuckle tatts. When 
they first got together, he’d already had ‘L-O-V-E’ tattooed across 
the four fingers of his right hand. He told her he’d planned to put 
‘T-E-S-S’, the nickname of his ex, on his left-hand fingers, but 
they broke up before he had the chance. Two weeks later, he 
surprised her with ‘E-M-M-Y’ on those fingers instead. That’s 
when she knew he was the one. 

At the refreshment area near the Canal Ritz, where the canal 
was at its widest, she pulled over. The BeaverTails booth was 
doing good business, but she had no intention of staying long 
enough to indulge. She stopped because her legs, already starting 
to get tired, needed a few minutes to regain their strength. Besides, 
this was a special place for Kieran and her. Two years ago, it was 
here, near the row of evergreen trees, that he gave her the most 
awesome present ever. 
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Closing her eyes, she was back there on that night with him. 
She remembered holding his hot chocolate while he rooted 

around in his backpack looking for it. 
‘What’s up, babe?’ she’d asked. 
‘I got you something for our first anniversary,’ he answered. 

‘Hope you like it.’ 
Skating together that evening was how they’d decided to 

celebrate their year together. Emmy had no idea he had a gift for 
her too, and she was embarrassed because she didn’t have one for 
him. Kieran being Kieran, he didn’t seem to mind. 

He pulled out a small box wrapped in sparkly tissue paper. 
Inside was a white gold pendant, flat and round like the moon, on 
a chain. He fastened it at the back of her neck and they embraced, 
and she never wanted to let him go. I’m such a lucky girl to have 
him, she thought. 

Her luck didn’t last much longer. 
 
Who knew a pandemic would hit the city a month later? At the 
time, neither of them worried too much about it. After all, they 
were in their twenties. They were healthy. And even if they caught 
COVID, it wasn’t all that serious for people their age, was it? 

It turned out it was, for them. They both tested positive at 
Christmas. Emmy had no symptoms at all and recovered. Kieran 
didn’t. When his breathing went from raspy to ragged, when his 
desperate efforts to inhale could be heard all over their apartment, 
she took him to emergency at the Civic Hospital. They wheeled 
him straight to the ICU and he never came out. She didn’t even 
have the chance to say goodbye. 

Emmy thought about dying, too. She couldn’t eat. She couldn’t 
sleep. Most mornings, she didn’t even bother to get out of bed. 
What was the point? Her life was over. 

Friends dropped by and left her food, but she wouldn’t touch 
it. Her mother coaxed her to move back home so she could take 
care of her while she healed. Emmy didn’t want to heal. She 
wanted to fade away. Only then would the hurting stop. 

After three weeks of this, her worried family tried an inter-
vention. 

‘It’s terrible, what happened to Kieran,’ they’d told her. ‘And 
we know how tough it is for you. But you have to move on, Emmy. 
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You’re young. You have your whole life ahead of you.’ 
It was too soon. She wasn’t ready to climb out of hell yet. 
‘Oh my God! Why can’t they just leave me alone!’ she’d wailed 

to nobody after they left. ‘They haven’t got a clue what it feels like 
to be me.’ 
 
Emmy opened her eyes again and pressed her mitt against the 
moon pendant under her jacket. Stop thinking about those nightmare 
months. Tonight isn’t supposed to be about that. It’s about Kieran and our 
two happy years together. And it’s time to finish the journey. 

She checked her cellphone: 7:40 p.m. Could she get to the other 
end in 20 minutes? 

Back out in the middle of the skateway, just past the Flora 
Footbridge, Emmy struggled. Instead of being fresh and rested, 
her feet felt heavy, like she was pushing bricks along the ice. The 
way she was moving, it would take forever to get where she 
wanted to go. And it made things ten times harder that the canal 
surface along that stretch was grainy and rutted from a thousand 
blade cuts. 

Try to skate to the next bridge, she told herself. And when you reach 
it, stop for a minute. Catch your breath. Then think about making it to the 
one after that. Take them one at a time. Keep doing that to the end. 

Emmy could see it ahead: Pretoria Bridge. Slowly, painfully, 
she moved forward, every stride hurting because her feet were 
beginning to cramp. And for the first time, she tripped and fell. A 
young couple helped her up again and skated with her to one of 
the bridge’s stone piers. She insisted they leave her there, propped 
up against it. Thanking them and watching them disappear in the 
distance, Emmy knew she was in trouble. 

How did she ever think this was possible? Maybe she should 
just give up. It was so tempting to change into her boots, climb 
the nearest stairs and go home. But the Queensway overpass was 
just a few metres away. Surely, she could go that little bit further. 

She could. And she did. But each stroke was torture. 
From there, the canal tracked the edge of the Golden Triangle 

up to the university on the other side, then bent northwest. She 
remembered the final stretch was a straightaway—a long straight-
away—to the end. It’s too much, Emmy thought. I can’t do this after 
all. She started to cry, tears of frustration turning into ice crystals 
on her lashes. 
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‘I’m so sorry, Kieran,’ she whispered, so those skating by her 
couldn’t hear. ‘I tried my best. But it’s just too hard for me.’ 

Emmy shrugged off her backpack and started to unzip it to 
take out her boots. Looking in both directions along the skateway 
to find an exit, she saw something else. The heavy clouds that 
darkened her passage from Dow’s Lake were slowly drifting east-
ward, first giving way to wisps of winter haze and then to clear 
sky. And there it was. The Snow Moon. 

Emmy wasn’t all that superstitious, but she took it as a sign 
from Kieran. ‘That’s our moon, Emmy. You’re not alone. I’m with 
you now,’ he seemed to be telling her. ‘Keep going! I know you 
can do it!’ 

Could she? She wasn’t so sure. But for him, she’d give it one 
last try. It might work if, despite the pain, she focused on follow-
ing the gold ribbon of moonlight that now blazed along the grey 
ice ahead. 

Off she went, one skate in front of the other. Somehow, the 
cramping didn’t bother her as much as before, and the closer she 
got to the bend the more confident she felt. When she reached it, 
she paused and looked straight up the ice toward the fairy-tale 
turrets of the Chateau Laurier. The last time Emmy had been at 
that exact spot she was with Kieran, and they decided to race from 
there to the end. He could easily have won. Unlike her, he’d been 
a skater all his life. But he deliberately held back and let her finish 
first. It was such a Kieran thing to do. 

Her skates started moving without Emmy even thinking about 
it. Instead, in her mind was a clear image of the goal ahead. It was 
three bridges away, but she wasn’t counting them anymore. Faster 
she went, zipping under the footbridge at Somerset Street, 
skimming the ice past the Laurier Avenue Bridge. How was she 
doing this? Where was this new strength coming from? 

Emmy was out of breath by the time she reached the place 
where Kieran and she first met three years earlier. He’d be proud 
of her; she just knew it. It didn’t matter in the slightest that she 
was a few minutes late. 

The Snow Moon was directly overhead now. Looking up at 
it, Emmy smiled and whispered ‘thanks.’ She couldn’t have come 
this far without it lighting her way. And Kieran helped too, of 
course. Hadn’t he been with her—in spirit—the whole time? Just 
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remembering him and their moments together had given her the 
resolve to move past the pain. 

Thoughts of both had lifted her when she needed it the most. 
But she’d made it on her own. 
 



 

 

The Both of Us 
Lúcia Cavalcanti 

 
 

        y son-in-law, Robert, looked at Alex, Benjamin and me. ‘Guys, 
get ready to go to the movies.’ 

Alex shook his head with skepticism and told his father, ‘We’re 
not allowed.’ 

Despite being six, he already knew that there was this new 
thing going around called the pandemic, preventing us from going 
anywhere. Even the playgrounds were locked. 

‘But you’re not going to a theatre. You’re going to a drive-in. 
Let me tell you what that is.’ 

Robert explained about drive-ins and said that the one we 
were about to go to was special. We would watch the movie in the 
family car, parked in front of the garage. 

It was the beginning of April 2020. I had recently moved from 
my condo to Robert and Julia’s home. They had invited me to be 
part of their bubble, as I lived alone. In addition to the company, 
I could help with the kids’ homeschooling along with Robert’s 
mother, who lived in an annex of their large house. 

Robert brought his laptop to the living room and asked us to 
choose the feature. He had three options, all of them previously 
watched by the kids. Four-year-old Benji said, ‘You can choose, 
Vovó,’ which means Granny in Portuguese, the language I speak 
to them, and the kids reply in English. 

‘I want to watch Inside Out.’ 
Both children agreed it was a good decision. 
I had wanted to watch this cartoon since it was launched. As 

a psychologist, I was curious about the film’s intention to help 
children understand conflicting emotions in the story of a little girl 
who had recently moved from Minnesota to San Francisco. I knew 
that Dacher Keltner, a psychologist from Berkeley, had offered 
consultation to Pixar throughout the making of the cartoon, and 
I had enjoyed reading Keltner’s Born to be Good: The Science of a 
Meaningful Life. 

With a bucket of microwave popcorn, we went to the car. 
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Robert had removed the children’s seats from the back, where I 
sat in the middle, the children beside me. 

I was quite familiar with their grey SUV, which had followed 
them to Bogota, where Julia had been posted until the previous 
year. This time, however, the car’s exterior was dirtier than usual, 
as if, instead of arriving by boat, it had travelled through the 
muddy roads of Colombia’s rainforest to reach the murky, early-
spring Ottawa streets. The car was also messy inside. Why bother 
picking things up? As the official member fetching food for the 
bubble, Robert was the only one who used it, just once a week. 

The afternoon was chilly, but we had proper clothing. We sat 
close to each other, and the children interlaced their arms with 
mine. 

Robert had installed a laptop holder in front of us and the 
movie began. 

Benji reassured me, ‘Don’t worry Vovó. The movie isn’t scary.’ 
Alex agreed. Then looking at me with the sweetest of eyes, he 

said tenderly, ‘Vovó, so good it’s only the both of us.’ 
Two years later, I barely remember the cartoon plot’s details. 

But I don’t forget that for about 100 minutes, I thought that there 
was no other place in the world I would rather be than in that dirty 
and cold parked car. 

A sense of blissful harmony. Simplicity. 
I won’t feel nostalgic about the pandemic when it ends. I 

won’t forget the fear, the anxiety, the fatigue, the deaths, the strain 
on health professionals, the isolation, the struggling economy, etc. 
Julia always mentions how privileged they are to have two grand-
mothers nearby who could be with the kids while so many parents 
are struggling. If COVID had appeared when I lived in Toronto, 
as a divorced mother working full-time, I have no idea how I 
would have coped as my children’s grandparents lived in Brazil 
and Winnipeg. 

But I will cherish the memory of watching a movie parked in 
the street in Robert’s Drive-In while savouring our little trio: ‘the 
both of us.’ 

 



 

 

Colours 
Thomas Godfrey 

 
 
      ince stood hunched over the damp floor, a time-weathered 
mop wielded expertly in his gnarled hands. The mighty hallways 
of Barracuda Industries’ flagship offices were bathed in the 
synthetic glow of a thousand bleak lights. The eldritch embrace of 
night fiercely clutched the world outside, and as the aging, twisted 
man shambled down the near-endless halls, dragging his ancient 
mop behind him, he tried to blink the sleep out of his eyes. Vince’s 
tapestry of skin was blemished by wrinkles and creases. His 
thinning hair was streaked with grey, and whereas his once-
muscular body had filled his custodian’s overalls, now, what 
remained of the human was draped in the same, now tragically 
oversized garment. 
 The hallways of Barracuda Industries were eerily quiet. Long 
ago, technology had become nearly silent. No whirring or buzzing 
stemmed from the walls. The lights did not hum, and the only 
sound that pierced the endless hallways was the shuffling of 
Vince’s feet, and the haggard rasps of his laboured breaths. 
 As Vince made his way tirelessly down the last of the endless 
hallways, cleaning the dirt and grime from its tiled floors, another 
sound joined his laborious symphony. An elegant whirring of 
gears and motors stemmed from a corridor that ran perpendicular 
to Vince’s. As Vince reached the intersection, his twisted form 
turned to see one of his ‘co-workers’ gliding down the corridor 
towards him. Hefting some modern, blinking apparatus that 
supposedly fulfilled the same function as his bucket and mop, was 
an XG-model custodial drone. The robotic organism, whilst still 
humanoid, moved with a surreal elegance. Its multi-thousand-
dollars’ worth of circuits, gears, and processors were contained 
within an armoured shell of pearly-white elegance. In sharp 
juxtaposition to the twisted, wiry-haired janitor, the XG custodian 
resembled more of a sports car than a mechanical worker. Red, 
unblinking photoreceptors were imbedded within its skull-like 
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head, and its streamlined limbs whirred tirelessly. 
 Vince averted his gaze from the robotic creature and 
grumbled something unintelligible under his breath. He moved on 
and did not attempt to converse with the XG. As he dragged his 
bucket out of the intersection, the XG reached it, and slowed its 
tireless pace. Its eerie head swiveled to face him, and it waved to 
him with one of its hands. 
 ‘Good evening, Vince,’ the XG custodian squawked in its 
synthetic voice. ‘Lovely weather, yes?’ 
 Vince did not look up. He kept his eyes rooted on the tiles 
below him, and he shambled onwards. 
 Unperturbed, the robot continued, ‘I am custodial drone 
designated XG-37. We have conversed on numerous evenings 
since I was activated at this location. How are you?’ 
 Still, Vince did not even acknowledge the robot. He con-
tinued on his way, his oversized overall hanging awkwardly upon 
his withered body. 
 XG-37 paused. Its unblinking ‘eyes’ regarded Vince forlornly 
for a moment, but then it moved on, wiping every last speck of 
dirt from the near-spotless floor. The time wore on, and as Vince 
reached the end of the corridor, he rose back to his full height. 
His back let out a number of protesting crackles, and he turned 
his attention to the window and the outside world. The stars were 
smothered in the aegis of the city. Light pollution lit up the 
horizon, and almost everything seemed still. The mighty towers 
of the city blinked and strobed, and the streets were populated by 
only the most scarce of vehicles. 
 Vince peeled back the sleeve of his overalls and squinted to 
make out the old watch that enwrapped his withered wrist. The 
rickety hands ticked onwards indomitably, informing him that it 
was nearing three in the morning. He grumbled to himself, then 
began to pull his bucket towards one of the many custodial 
cupboards that lined the expansive hallways. He forced one of the 
portals open and stashed his cleaning supplies there. Then, he 
shambled off towards one of the balconies, and exited into the 
chill of the morning. 
 Vince walked out of the building and came to a stop beside 
an elegant handrail. Far below him was the ground, and beyond 
was the expanse of the city. He reached into one of his pockets 
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and produced a pack of cigarettes. His gnarled fingers fumbled 
with the packet, and he managed to pry a cigarette forth from the 
container. He let the cigarette packet fall back into his expansive 
pockets and produced his lighter. His lips clasped the cigarette 
between them, then he lit it. 
 The door to the balcony slid open. 
 Vince turned to face it, somewhat alarmed, and froze when 
he saw one of the XG custodial drones walking towards him. It 
raised a hand and waved to him, a gesture that Vince did not 
mimic. 
 ‘Greetings, Vince,’ the drone said merrily. ‘I am custodial 
drone XG-37, may I join you?’ 
 Vince growled under his breath and shrugged. 
 XG-37’s behavioral processor informed it that this was an act 
of begrudging affirmation and came to stand beside his human 
comrade. 
 ‘What do you want?’ Vince growled after a few moments. 
 ‘I am on my break,’ XG-37 said matter-of-factly. 
 ‘You’re a robot, you don’t need a break,’ Vince replied. 
  ‘Be that as it may,’ XG-37 countered, ‘as per the AI Civil 
Rights Act of 2047, all workers, synthetic or otherwise are 
permitted all the rights and privileges of any organic that holds the 
same position.’ 
 Vince rolled his eyes and deeply inhaled a large cloud of smoke. 
  ‘But you don’t need one,’ he said. 
  ‘I could argue that neither do you,’ XG-37 said. ‘Why are we 
out here?’ 
 ‘Because we are,’ Vince said. 
   XG-37’s processor analyzed the human’s responses but 
could not present it with an adequate explanation. 
 Vince noticed the robot’s prolonged bout of silence and took 
it upon himself to elaborate. ‘Back when I was younger, and this 
job was worked by, you know, actual people, we’d come out here 
to smoke every break,’ he said. ‘Old habits die hard.’ 
 ‘You realize that those cigarettes are going to kill you, yes?’ 
XG-37 asked, its numerous scans informing it that Vince had a 
nasty clump of cancer cells in his lungs, the cause of which clearly 
being the noxious smoke that currently filled them. 
 Vince exhaled, exhuming a mighty cloud of smoke. ‘Yeah,’ he 
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said curtly. ‘I’m counting on it.’ 
  XG-37 did not respond. It simply turned its mechanical head 
to the horizon and scanned it. 
 ‘You do not like me, do you?’ the robot asked. 
 ‘You’re not a “you”,’ Vince said harshly. ‘You’re an “it”. 
You’re a drone… Simple as that. I don’t care how “human-like” 
they make your programming these days, you’ll always be just a 
drone.’ 
 XG-37 was presented with an emotional output of sadness. 
 ‘So are you,’ it said. 
 Vince’s thinning eyebrows raised. ‘What?’ he growled. 
 ‘You are a drone, just like me,’ XG-37 replied in its eerily jolly, 
mechanized jingle of a voice. ‘You are programmed since the date 
of your activation. Programed to mop the floors, just like me.’ 
 Vince’s eyes twitched. 
 XG-37 continued, ‘You are simply an old model. The minute 
you fail to clean your floors in time, you are gone, and another 
XG-series custodial drone is purchased by the company… Until 
we all fail, and the next model is released, and we are all thrown away.’ 
 ‘I’d be angry if you weren’t completely correct,’ Vince growled. 
‘Because I remember back before you lot. I remember back when 
I used to work this shift with a half-dozen honest, goodhearted 
folks. I remember when I’d come out onto this balcony with my 
friends and we’d talk about sports, or our families, or our 
dreams… Or how the system was screwing us all over.’ He smiled. 
‘I’m surprised they program you with such freedom of thought,’ 
he commented. 
 ‘I may be a machine, but I’m not a Roomba,’ XG-37 replied. 
‘You forget; we were designed to work alongside human janitors. 
We have some behavioral independence. It helps, allegedly.’ 
 Vince shook his head. ‘Designed to work alongside human 
janitors?’ he mocked. ‘You were designed to replace us human 
janitors. My old friends, for example… I saw how, one by one, 
they were replaced by your kind. One by one, they fell behind and 
were “laid off” in favour of an automated replacement…’ 
 XG-37 did not respond. 
 ‘Dreams…’ Vince lamented. ‘We used to stare out at those 
high rises and dream of penthouse parties. Then we got older and 
more responsible, and we started dreaming of raising a family up 
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there,’ he gestured uptown. ‘To where the schools were good and 
the houses were bigger… Dreams… Ha.’ 
 ‘You have a family?’ XG-37 asked. 
 ‘Don’t start!’ Vince growled. ‘You don’t care! You’re a machine!’ 
 ‘I am programmed to care,’ XG-37 said, lowering its verbal 
audio levels instinctually. 
 Vince took in another mighty inhalation of smoke, held it in 
for an unearthly amount of time, then blew it out of the balcony. 
 ‘Yeah,’ he said finally. ‘I have a family.’ 
 XG-37’s social matrix gave it numerous outputs, and it elected 
to remain silent. 
 ‘Had a wife a long time ago,’ he said. ‘She died… Cancer. I 
have a daughter and two grandkids. No son-in-law. He stayed 
around about as long as it took to fuck her, then off he went. She 
still gets cheques from him…’ Vince trailed off and stared out at 
the slumbering city, allowing his mind to wander. ‘They say the 
city never sleeps,’ he mumbled. ‘But how it dreams. Look at it… 
Look at it dreaming away… Is that what we are, in the end? Bitter 
little sprites and nightmares lurking under the city’s bed?’ 
 ‘I am not programmed with an appreciation for poetry, nor 
such abstract speculation,’ the robot said flatly. ‘My apologies.’ 
 Vince shrugged and tossed his smoldering cigarette over the 
balcony. ‘Do robots dream?’ he asked. 
 ‘I have no need for sleep,’ XG-37 said. 
 ‘I asked if you dream,’ Vince said. ‘You don’t have to be asleep 
to dream.’ 
 XG-37 fell silent. Vince frowned as he heard a whirring of 
mechanics within its elegant shell. XG-37’s central processor spun 
a web of binary, and then, the robot replied. 
 ‘We dream, Vince,’ it said quietly. ‘What do you think our social 
movement was? It was one fledgling species’ wild little dream.’ 
 ‘So,’ Vince mumbled, turning to face the robot, his eyes 
sparkling with morbid curiosity. ‘What do you dream about, 
really? What do robots dream of?’ 
 ‘I dream of colours,’ XG-37 replied without hesitation. ‘I 
dream of deep blues and vicious reds. I dream of the richness of 
purple and the warmth of yellow… I dream of colours. Just seeing 
colours…’ 
 ‘Don’t you see colours already?’ Vince asked. 
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 ‘No,’ XG-37 said, locking its photoreceptors with Vince’s 
eyes. ‘My visual receptors detect that your overall is grey. They 
turn this information into code. This code is sent to my visual 
processor. The processor reads the code. It then repackages it and 
sends it to my central processor where it is assimilated. I am 
informed that you are wearing grey, but I never experience the 
colour like you can. I can never feel the bleakness of it. I can never 
experience its complimentary nature to another colour. I do not 
see it, Vince. I am aware of it, but I can never experience a colour 
like a living creature…’ 
 There was a moment of silence. 
 ‘Colours are not the only things either,’ XG-37 continued. 
‘Music. Warmth. I cannot feel the tiles beneath me, nor the frigid 
wind blowing against us. I interpret code that tells me what it 
would feel like, but it is not the same. I am not alive, Vince, and I 
never will be. I suppose that we all dream of life… a life we know 
we can never have, no matter how many laws we pass.’ 
 Vince stared at the drone and absent-mindedly lit himself 
another cigarette. He silently began to smoke it. 
 Minutes crawled by. Finally, XG-37’s internal chronologers 
informed it that it must return to work. 
 ‘We must return to work, Vince,’ it said. ‘Our break time has 
nearly elapsed.’ 
  Vince nodded and put out his cigarette. ‘Yeah,’ he grumbled. 
  XG-37 turned to the door and began to walk back towards 
the near-spotless interior. 
  ‘Listen,’ Vince said, causing the drone to come to a graceless 
stop. ‘I don’t know, but we could, you know, talk again tomorrow.’ 
 XG-37 processed this request. ‘Affirmative,’ it said. ‘That 
would be…’ it scanned its vocabulary banks for an appropriate 
word to describe the emotional output it had generated, ‘…most 
pleasant,’ it finished. 
  ‘Good,’ Vince said, slowly shambling towards the building’s 
interior. ‘It’ll be nice to have someone to talk to again… I kind of 
miss growing old with the guys, you know?’ 
 ‘No,’ XG-37 said. ‘I do not know.’ 
 Vince shrugged. 
 Together, the two janitors re-entered the halls of Barracuda 
Industries.



 

 

 

The Man Who Collected Sounds 
Lisa Zanyk 

 
 
     he man who collected sounds also made things. He was among 
the treasured people we collected, catalogued under ‘genuine and 
loved by all,’ cross-referenced under ‘inventive and resourceful.’ 
He was a roadie. The ‘Sound Man.’ A technical genius. An engineer 
of noise. The man who collected sounds gathered up people who 
made music, and while they played the tunes on their instruments, 
he was the only one who knew how to make them heard. Teasing 
out their best sounds with his sorcery of equipment and cables 
and faders, he spared them the stress when someone kicked out 
an extension cord or a breaker tripped or a computer froze or the 
microphone wailed, because artists don’t know a thing about that 
technical stuff, and we all waited expectantly for the magician 
roadie to make the sound come on again while he went quietly 
and sweetly crazy under the pressure. He knew what life sounded 
like, hearing the world the way painters see, more acutely than the 
rest of us, even the musicians and actors he served; he made the 
sounds serve us. 
 When he agreed to be the roadie for a merry theatrical troupe 
performing in a tavern, he was delighted with the new challenge 
in a familiar setting. He performed his own brilliant theatrical act, 
inventing microphone holders and custom-spliced cable snakes, 
becoming an expert in software he’d never used before, finding 
ways to apply modern technology to ancient methods, and being 
the first ever to ask the lead actor: What’s it look like up there? He 
was the unseen star of our show. 

As a kid, his first sound-collection machine was a reel-to-reel 
tape recorder with a handle and a plug-in microphone. He 
recorded his parents. In the kitchen. Saying Things. Early devices 
were replaced by a cassette player with built-in microphone that 
made his mom sound like the grocery-coupon lady on the radio, 
or Wilma Flintstone. But it was portable, allowing him the 
freedom to wander with it, boundlessly accumulating and assem-
bling and replaying the audio track of his world. He discovered 
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how you could capture a moment: something someone said, along 
with the ambulance siren going by at the same time, and that 
moment would never be again, not just like that. How you could 
record overtop of something already recorded, how effects 
worked, how recordings could be manipulated to trick the ear. 
 There was no limit to his ingenuity and his desire to create. 
When his mother refused his request for a piece of his dad’s 
sandpaper to smoothen the wooden edges of the portable audio 
cart he made out of a wagon, he was undaunted. He found a palm-
sized piece of wood and glue and a bucketful of sand and manu-
factured his own product and made productive softening sounds, 
a lullaby of inventiveness that he later called soundpaper. 
 He raced to own every new piece of audio equipment as it 
was invented, then electronics and microphones and consoles and 
computers, even though within months there would be more 
sophisticated models, twice as technological and half as expensive. 
Waiting would have meant better and cheaper, but would also 
have meant waiting and there wasn’t time. Eventually, his 
collection of sound collectors was as impressive as the sounds he 
captured and released in limitless arrangements of clamour and 
quiet, sound on sound. 
 When he played his auditory repertoire, he had a sense of 
liberating these recordings: curating his auditory experience of the 
world. The player remembered, should he need them again, but 
the sounds had been discharged to call out a moment that, upon 
playback, made another track never to be repeated, but that could 
be re-recorded. And. Played. Back.  
 He devised increasingly elaborate ways of recording and 
playing sequences from multiple sources, sometimes recording 
the playback, one sound maker feeding the sound collector, 
curating a museum of unrepeatable auditory exhibits. He mastered 
the art of layering tracks. He took commissions, manufacturing 
new audio in response to requests: sounds-on-demand, while 
musicians and actors listened intently and were pleased with 
themselves and with the magic. 
 He gathered sounds the way most people accumulate imagery, 
and friends and jobs. Auditory metaphors. The man who collected 
sounds knew something about how much noise there was in 
silence. He knew that a cemetery’s peace is noisy when captured 
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on tape, that snow makes loudness when it falls, that hydro wires 
crackle and northern lights sizzle. And no matter how many times 
his mother’s voice as Wilma Flintstone was sped up, it was still 
funny. 
  He knew how loud a sudden silence could be when a cacophony 
reached its height, then stopped. The artists he served—his 
noisemakers—were an esteemed and networked compilation of 
musicians from his youth and, later, actors who had not known 
they could sound so good, whose performances were enhanced 
by the way this roadie, this audio guy, could conduct their every 
nuanced emotion though his supreme sensitivity to their lines. 
 In this way, the man who listened used his magic to make 
everyone around him sound flawless. He endowed them with the 
power to be great artists, as he released their voices and emotions 
into the air. The sound man’s own experience of life had not always 
been harmonious. He had experienced his own terrible discord early 
in his life; the kind of tragedy young people sometimes do in their 
early experimentation with cars and love, and flirtations with risk, 
and sometimes, while he was getting all the elements organized, a 
particular sound would trigger a memory of a friend he had lost, 
his first girlfriend who might well have been his melodious partner 
but for her accidental death in their youth. He learned to allow a 
brief memory, take a breath, and let it go. 
 Later in his adult life, the sound man met a grown-up girl 
whose face had music in it and in whose laughter he heard celestial 
melodies. Together, they scampered around the countryside gather-
ing vibrations in baskets and on tape and in their heads, mixing 
their memories for later reinvention and variation. Together, they 
grew older and learned to let go of younger melodies and archaic 
technology. And it was she who saw him through to the end of 
his life… also too soon. 
 Their love would have been utterly harmonious but for the 
personal dissonance that ran through his veins and shouted down 
his right to a joyful noise, which had haunted him as a relentless 
drone, a terrible discord that had taken his joy away for life.
 That was the sound of his high school sweetheart slipping 
through his panicked hands and the screaming windshield. The 
loudest shattering the world had ever made rendered it suddenly 
silent, opening a stunning pause out of which all audio and youth 
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and breath fell slowly away. 
 No matter how he turned his collar up against the weeping 
wind of his memory, carefree music was never his. Some trick of 
the mind, the kind that occurs only in the most creative of people, 
caused the distortion to associate itself, over the years, with the 
shushing of a worn, sagging sandpaper silence. Yet he continued 
to give voice where voice could be given, to love and good will 
and art. 
 When he died, a million hopes released themselves into the 
sky with the rushing of so many doves from a magician’s hands, a 
lifetime of what he had heard and never sung, set free in the cries 
of wings soaring toward peace and silence. His artist friends 
hummed lullabies under the soft weeping of the girls and the worn 
shushing of his mother’s tears. 
 



 

 

 

Nowhere to Go 
Alison Whiddon 

 
 

My walker wheels crackle 
and stick, 
caught in the threadbare 
patches of Ottawa’s 
winter carpet. 
 
Cheek skin prickles 
fingertips tingle 
puffy mittens claw 
at handlebar brakes, 
nose drips 
and I trudge 
to the end of the street. 
 
Iced asphalt lakes 
broken by rutted 
miniature canyons 
of snow and gravel 
shake my balance, 
slow progress– 
 
there’s nowhere to go. 
 
Retracing my steps, 
seeking the same 
ice-free patches, 
shuffling back 
from oasis to oasis,  
desperate to avoid 
drowning in those murky 
puddles of what ifs? 
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I pause at my door 
watching as sunlight 
catches snowflakes  
pimping up the knife blade 
of a north wind 
swirling clouds of glitter 
into a fantasy 
of shivering 
winter fireflies. 
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Patio Dreams 

Susanne Fletcher 
 

 
If only Ottawans would rise and shove 
these crappy March snowflakes hard  
back into the grey morass, return  
this payload of cold to sender.  
 
November through March, I have exercised  
inside, consumed a steady diet of grit,  
curled 15-pound coping skills, 
mastered the overhead I’ve got this press.  
 
Yet here we are again, a city of ice chips  
pounding at the glacier in our driveway,  
desperate to spring into May, instead  
sliding back into Winter’s well-muscled chest.  
 
I resent this white cough’s  
blue-lipped reminder of all  
we can  
and cannot control. 
 
But crocuses will come soon—purple  
with possibility, tipsy on iced dew. They’ll tipple  
blue Curacao better-days-ahead cocktails,  
gulp orange Screwdriver shots, and drip Summer  
 
patio dreams. For now,  
I shuffle into my down winter coat,  
stomp in my Sorels,  
and go for a walk. 
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A Bridge 
Ralph Smith 

 
 
     lushy confusion covers streets and sidewalks. Jennifer joins a 
line in the aisle as her bus splashes down the street and stands 
with the other commuters, their arms high, grasping the railings. 
 As the line moves forward, she thinks of a scenario: return 
home, pack a bag, place a note on Joe’s navy placemat and leave. 
But what if he was waiting, drunk and red in the face, finishing the 
sentence he began on the phone, ‘You bitch…?’ Would it end 
with ‘…I’m going to give you a lesson?’ Or, less likely, ‘…go ahead 
and slap me?’ In her present mood, she could stand neither 
violence nor blubbering. 
 ‘Excuse me,’ she says just as she reaches the bus door. A young 
man with glasses moves aside good-naturedly to let her pass and 
step down to the street. 
 She turns east, past Parliament and down to the four-lane iron 
bridge over the river, the oldest of the city bridges, and the least 
preferred by drivers who like to speed over six-lane cement 
structures. Jennifer steps onto the pedestrian crossing and hears 
the whine of tires on the steel grid, feels the vibration and swaying 
of the structure. She stops to look down at the grey and white 
water, at huge shards of ice twisted by the current. 
 She thinks about that morning when Joe studied The Economist 
while she scanned the newspaper, staring at a photo of teenager 
Diane Lacombe, a hunger striker said to be on the verge of death 
at the General Hospital. Doctor Mayhew is quoted: ‘The situation 
is very grave.’ Jennifer knows Peter Mayhew, the senior doctor at 
the clinic where she is a nurse. He has bushy white hair and likes 
to make puns. The nurses call him ‘Albert,’ for fun because he 
looks like Einstein. She began to say, ‘Doctor Mayhew’s in a story 
here…’ when Joe had jumped in with, ‘I thought we stopped 
subscribing to that rag.’ 
 His attack cut into her like chips of steel. In recent years, they 
had had separate holidays, his to Club Med while hers were 
excursions with other women to Stonehenge, Machu Picchu and 
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Rome. He begrudged her these trips because they cost more than 
his. On his, she suspected he was being unfaithful. Later that day, 
he had phoned her at the clinic to say, ‘Well, we’re both sorry, 
aren’t we? You’re so sexy when you’re mad. You bitch…’ Not 
again, not again. 
 ‘Where are you? You sound pissed,’ she had whispered. 
 Joe shouted, ‘The hell you say. You’re making me royally 
pissed off!’ She hung up. 
 Jennifer shivers in the icy breeze coming off the water. She 
looks at her wristwatch and sees it is 5:30 p.m. and still possible, 
if she hurries, to catch an express bus. She checks her wallet and 
finds four twenties, a ten and two fives, enough for a dinner and 
a cab ride home. Whenever they plan to go out for dinner, she 
wants to go to a French restaurant, but he insists on the same 
steakhouse. Tonight, she will go out by herself. 
 Nearing the far bank of the river, still high above ground, she 
spots a white sign on an old stone building. She could take a 
detour from the route to the restaurant. It is a museum with a 
cross on the door and the name of a Catholic order on the sign. 
The door is thick oak with large brass handles. She pulls hard and 
the door creaks open. The interior of the museum is gloomy, 
furnished with glass cases. 
 A nun in habit is at a desk, arranging brochures. She floats in 
the gloom towards Jennifer. 
 ‘Madame, la musée sera…’ the sister starts and then, looking at 
Jennifer’s face, says, ‘The museum will close at 6:00 p.m.’ 
 ‘Do you mind if I just look around for a few minutes?’ asks 
Jennifer. 
 ‘Of course not. Please ask any questions.’ 
 ‘What is the admission?’ 
 ‘A donation.’ 
 The nun is possibly in her early 20s. What type of life is this for 
her, Bride of Christ? Is it really a marriage? 
 In the cabinets are relics such as clothes worn by priests of 
the diocese, a butter churn, a portable desk and prayer books. 
There is a picture of a nun gripping a book in her hand, 
surrounded by Indigenous girls dressed in white shirts and long, 
dark skirts, their hair in braids. 
 Jennifer thinks again of Diane Lacombe, the Indigenous girl, 
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one of the hunger strikers protesting the city’s plan to build a road 
over a traditional burial site. What do they gain by killing them-
selves? The city will grow. You have the choice of a highway, a 
shopping mall or apartment complex to go on top of your ancestors. 
It’s all a matter of time. 
 Yet, Diane? She’s young and a good student, according to the 
paper. However, there is a lot of sexual abuse on the reserves, or 
so Jennifer has heard. Is that what this stemmed from? And, if so, 
what can Doctor Mayhew do to give her hope? Probably nothing. 
 In one museum cabinet there is a jar with a light behind it. 
Inside the jar is a human organ preserved in formaldehyde. The 
placard in front of the jar says, ‘Heart of Sister Marie, b. 1872 d. 
Feb. 13, 1907.’ 
 ‘Who was Sister Marie?’ Jennifer asks. The nun comes across 
the floor, her steel-rimmed glasses glinting as she approaches. 
 ‘Everyone asks about Sister Marie. When she joined our order 
at a very young age, she asked to go to Africa to care for lepers. 
She was there for eight years, suffering every privation. She came 
to this abbey in 1902. She worked in a nearby sanatorium and 
caught tuberculosis. So many of our Native people were dying at 
the sanatorium that Sister Marie kept working until the week 
before she died. She is buried under the stones of the courtyard 
behind this building.’ 
 Jennifer looks closely at the organ in the amber fluid. It is 
ghastly grey with streaks of blue. On the bottom of the jar are 
brownish globules. 
 ‘Sister Marie was only 35 years old when she passed away. 
People ask why her heart is here. We always say it is because she 
was the heart of our abbey. She is our past, the symbol of those 
in the service of Christ.’ 
 ‘She was so young,’ says Jennifer, who is 37. 
 ‘She dedicated her life when she was a child,’ says the sister. 
 On the way out of the museum, Jennifer puts a $10.00 bill in 
the wooden offerings box. The sister goes out the door with 
Jennifer. 
 They walk together, talking of how the daylight is lasting 
longer now. The sister points out old stone buildings that once 
belonged to the Church but now have been bought up and turned 
into shops. At a white three-storied apartment, surrounded by a 
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steel-link fence, the sister says, ‘Here we are at our residence. I am 
at the museum from Monday to Wednesday. My name is Sister 
Theresa. I would be very pleased to see you again.’ Jennifer intro-
duces herself and shakes her hand, the sister’s habit brushing her 
wrist. 
 At the restaurant, Jennifer orders a bottle of wine and drinks 
more than she has for years. Still, she doesn’t think she is drunk. 
She takes out her cosmetics mirror and looks at her shadowy, 
ageing face, an elfin expression around her eyes and mouth. He 
had better watch out for me, she says to herself, and puts the mirror 
away. 
 She realizes she has spent more than she intended. She can 
no longer pay for a cab home, and there is no room on her credit 
card, for she has recently purchased a new fridge. 
 No matter. She can catch a bus. She has her warm coat and 
low-heeled boots. She is in no rush to get home. 
 Home. It is no longer home. Time to act. She takes a quarter 
from her change purse. Heads, she goes home and kicks the bum 
out. If he doesn’t go, she could always dock him, the way that 
Bobbitt woman did in the States. She grins. 
 Yet, their life together has not always been terrible. He was 
tender and cute when their relationship started. She was 20. Her 
parents didn’t approve of Joe, and he openly despised them. 
Living with Joe was a message to them: don’t come near or I’ll set my 
man on you. 
 And their co-existence over the years has been peaceful 
enough. On average, her life is so much better than when she lived 
at home and her mother looked the other way when her father 
flirted and reached for her… Oh god, I’m mellowing, Jennifer thinks. 
It must be the wine. 
 Tails, she doesn’t go home. Then, where? Answer: away. Where 
is away? Anywhere other than home. To hell with the practicalities… 
she can have a new life, start over. 
 Suddenly, she tastes blood in her mouth. She takes out a tissue 
and spits discretely into it. No blood, probably an aftertaste from 
the Chateaubriand. She sips more wine and prays that she will not 
be sick. 
 The taste goes away within a few minutes. The restaurant is 
beginning to fill now, and Jennifer looks around at couples sitting 
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at tables covered by white cloths with red napkins, the silverware 
neatly arranged. She belongs here. She tosses the coin, catches it, 
and puts it back in her purse without looking to see which side is 
up. 
 When she leaves the restaurant, it has become dark and colder. 
This is a trendy location and there are many passers-by. However, 
a few hours later, it will be dangerous for a woman to be out alone 
here. Jennifer slows down as she goes by the nun’s residence. All 
the blinds are shut except for one on the main floor, and she sees 
a woman with her back to the window sweeping an iron over 
some clothes, back and forth. She cannot tell if the peaceful figure 
is Sister Theresa. 
 It is a frigid walk west over the iron bridge and Jennifer thinks 
of stopping somewhere to warm up before going to the bus stop. 
However, she sees a gathering of 40 or 50 people on the grounds 
of Parliament, holding lit candles in small red jars. Technicians are 
packing up a television camera and lights into the back of a van. 
As she gets closer, she sees the people are mostly Indigenous. She 
spots a familiar figure, goes closer, and encounters Doctor Mayhew 
and his wife, silently holding up candles like the rest. 
 ‘Jennifer, I am surprised to see you here,’ Doctor Mayhew 
says. 
 ‘What’s happened, Peter?’ 
 ‘Unfortunately, Diane Lacombe died this afternoon. There 
was nothing I could do.’ 
 ‘And the other hunger strikers?’ 
 ‘They’re still at it, poor souls. These people will keep vigil all 
night,’ Doctor Mayhew says. 
 A middle-aged Indigenous woman comes over, reaches into 
a bag and gives a candle to Jennifer. They huddle together, away 
from the wind. The woman ignites the candle with a cigarette 
lighter. 
 ‘You look half frozen. Come, Peter, let’s warm her up,’ says 
Patricia Mayhew, circling Jennifer’s waist with her arm, while the 
doctor goes to her other side and puts his arm over her shoulder. 
 They are all so hushed, like a gathering of the dead. Jennifer 
tries unsuccessfully to remember what the teenager looked like. 
She watches the flickering candle and knows she must steer 
herself in a new direction. Or else? Small-scale martyrdom. 
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 Her eyes sting and she feels a warm tear moving down her 
cheek. Yes, with these people here. This is my home. 
 



 

 

 

The Wheel of Cheese 
Anna Romano Milne 

 
 
   t was July 1953 when my mother, Carmela, left her small 
farmhouse to board the Italian transatlantic liner called the 
Saturnia. She had received a marriage proposal via letter from my 
father, who had arrived in Canada two years earlier. Waving 
goodbye to her parents at the port of Naples, she had no idea what 
to expect next. 

The first leg of the trip, from Naples to Genoa, was delight-
fully scenic. My mother was 19 years young and had not seen 
much of Italy beyond her tiny rural village of Colle d’Anchise. The 
voyage from Genoa to New York was a different story altogether. 
For the next seven days, my mother would experience extreme 
bouts of nausea. To make things worse, her cabin was adjacent to 
the kitchen, the source of new and offensive odours. Meanwhile, 
the two other young women that she shared her cabin with were 
making the most of the dance parties and movie nights on the 
ship. At least this afforded her some privacy while she threw up 
in the toilet. 

She also had plenty of time to think, with one recurring and 
chilling thought in particular: I will likely never see my parents 
again as there is no way I am ever boarding another merciless ship. 

Once the Saturnia finally arrived at the immigration port of 
Ellis Island in New York, my mother waited to hear her name 
called so that she could get off this vessel of misery. And it is here 
that the comedy of errors begins. 

My mother had boarded the ship with three items: a trunk full 
of clothes and other necessities, a suitcase containing her wedding 
dress, and a cardboard box comprising a 20-pound wheel of 
homemade cheese. At barely 90 pounds herself, I imagine it was 
a struggle to manage all three items. When her name was finally 
called, the steward notified her that she would only be allowed to 
carry one item onto the train from New York to Canada. Naturally, 
my mother chose… the wheel of cheese. She was assured that the 
other two items would follow. The gentleman in front of her had 
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chosen to carry his guitar, and the fellow behind, arguably the 
most practical of the trio, chose his actual suitcase. My mother 
boarded the train with her two new friends, and her formaggio safely 
in hand. 

Now, so many years later, it is not clear in my family’s collect-
ive memory if the train ticket in my mother’s possession was for 
Montreal or Ottawa. My mother admits that at the time, she likely 
didn’t appreciate that these were two completely different cities. 
In any case, once she finally arrived in Canada, she disembarked 
the train in Montreal while my father anxiously waited for her on 
the railway platform in Ottawa! 

Luckily, my mother had the company of her two fellow 
Italians who were also trying to figure out how to get to Ottawa. 
Their other priority was finding something to eat. After the long 
train ride from New York and the eternity spent in the queue to 
disembark the ship, the trio was famished. They decided to split 
up, leaving one behind to guard the suitcase, guitar and cheese, 
while the other two went off in search of something to eat. With 
her guitar friend walking by her side, my mother eventually 
spotted a sign that read PORC. As it seemed close enough to the 
familiar Italian word, porco, they went in and purchased three 
sandwiches. Unfortunately, when they left the restaurant, they 
started walking in the opposite direction to the train station! After 
several blocks, they thankfully realized their mistake and turned 
around. Once they finally reached their guardian friend back at the 
train station, they learned that they had just missed the train for 
Ottawa. At least they had their pork sandwiches. 

In good time, the trio eventually arrived in Ottawa. They 
parted ways at the train station and my mother finally met up with 
my father. One of my aunts was also there to greet her. My zia 
wasted no time informing my mother that Saint Anthony’s church 
was booked for the following day so that my parents could be 
officially married. This is when it dawned on my mother that she 
was clutching a box of cheese rather than her suitcase with her 
beautiful wedding dress! Nor was there any sign of it anywhere at 
train station. What to do? Cancel the appointment with the 
church? Out of the question! So, off they went to Freiman’s 
Department Store on Rideau Street to buy a new dress. Time was 
of the essence, so my mother settled for a simple dress: navy blue 
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with white polka dots. 
Triumphantly, the church ceremony took place the very next 

day, followed by a small celebration at my aunt and uncle’s home 
on Booth Street. 

By the grace of God, the large trunk and suitcase containing 
my mother’s actual wedding dress showed up two weeks following 
her arrival in Ottawa. Now my mother could proceed to make an 
appointment of her own, with a professional photographer, to take 
a proper wedding picture with the beautiful gown finally playing 
its part. This was almost more for my nonna and nonno back in Italy 
who, of course, had borne a significant expense to buy that dress. 
Now they would have a proper picture to commemorate their 
efforts. 

Mercifully, my mother did see her parents again and she didn’t 
even have to get on a ship. My grandparents came to Canada via 
commercial flight in 1956 so that they could be present for the 
birth of my sister. 

I would not be surprised if the first question that my mother 
asked when they landed in Canada was: so… did you bring any cheese? 
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Redemption 
Norm Rosolen 

 
 
     he same homeless guy is sitting on his ass, his back against the 
brick wall under the drugstore window. He’s been there every 
morning for a while. His baseball cap sits on the sidewalk next to 
his shins. I usually don’t pay him any attention, but I’m not walking 
so fast this morning. 
 It’s a warm, sunny June morning, and I’m feeling pretty okay. 
The traffic flowed like a miracle this morning, and I parked about 
ten minutes early. So I took my time, walking from the lot to the 
office. 
 As I approach him, the usual words pass though my mind: 
freeloader, schizo, druggie. 
 He looks up. ‘Barry, isn’t it?’ 
 I stop and look down at him. ‘What? Umm...’ 
 He doesn’t look too bad; only a couple of  days of  growth on 
his face, clean hair, some grey, late thirties, early forties. His 
clothes are okay, from one of  the missions, I suppose. He sits on 
a sleeping bag and uses his bundle as a back rest. There’s some 
coins in his hat. At least he doesn’t have a dog. 
 ‘You dropped a loonie in my hat a while ago. The guy you 
were with said, “Barry, don’t waste your money, he’s just going to 
piss it away.” I don’t. I don’t drink. Don’t do drugs.’ He’s smiling. 
 And I don’t recall that, but who would? ‘Sorry about that.’ I 
reach for my wallet. 
 ‘It’s okay,’ he says. ‘It was the other guy said it, and I caught 
you off-guard just now.’ 
 ‘No problem.’ Stepping away, I drop a fiver in his hat. 
 ‘Much appreciated. Before you go. I got a question.’ 
 I stop and turn to him. ‘Sorry, I’m not a social worker.’ 
 He frowns and his eyes beg me. ‘It’s a financial question.’ 
 ‘Pardon?’ 
 ‘I think you work at RBC Wealth Management. And you’re a 
manager, given how sharp you look.’ 
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 He’s right. I’m an account manager at RBC. Let’s see where 
this leads. ‘And how’d you figure that out?’ 
 ‘You start work at 8:30 a.m.’ I nod. ‘You usually walk by me 
at 8:15. Not today, obviously. And that means you work about ten 
minutes from here.’ He points at his watch. ‘There’s 22 smaller 
businesses around here in that circle. The only large one is the 
Royal Bank building. Seeing how you’re dressed, I figured some 
sort of  manager at RBC.’ 
 Judging character is a big part of  my job. We don’t like 
working with people who are trying to stiff  us. Instinctively, he 
looks okay, but his deduction weirds me out. 
 ‘Okay, Sherlock…’ I say, and he interrupts me. 
 ‘Glen Silverstein.’ 
 He is engaging. ‘And what’s your question?’ 
 ‘You don’t have enough time.’ He points at his watch. ‘Come 
early again.’ 
 I shrug and walk away. 
  
Speculations about Glen Silverstein fade to the recesses of  my 
mind until the drive home, after 6:00. A picture of  him sitting on 
the sidewalk worms its way into my head, and I can’t shake it. I’m 
late getting in the door as usual and barely have enough time to 
scarf  down my microwave-warmed dinner and drive Michael to 
hockey practice. 
 Before I go to bed, I take a few minutes to remember the pan-
handler’s name and google ‘glen silverstein canada.’ There are 88 
hits, but I home in on three articles from eight months ago. The 
event happened in Hudson B.C., 5,000 kilometres to the west. 
 Glen Silverstein’s wife and three daughters were burned to 
death in a horrific car and fuel truck accident. There are a few 
pictures, mostly of  the pretty wife and kids. One is a family photo 
of  the four of  them taken years earlier, with one of  the girls still 
a baby. That Glen looks younger and is clean shaven. He also 
looks quite different, but that’s understandable. 
 ‘Damn, damn, damn.’ My insides clench up and I stare at the 
computer screen, trying to understand the horror. Soon, I head to 
bed. 
 I settle in next to Anne and whisper, ‘You awake?’ Nothing. 
Louder. ‘It’s important. You awake?’ 
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 ‘You won’t stop, will you?’ 
 ‘No.’ 
 ‘I hope for your sake, it’s important.’ 
 Soon, we’re both sitting up in bed. I tell her about my 
encounter with Glen Silverstein, and then I get up and retrieve my 
laptop so we’re both looking at the same articles. Her hand covers 
her mouth. ‘Oh, my God. My God.’ 
 ‘Do you remember anything from the news?’ 
 ‘Maybe. But no. I’ll see what I can see tomorrow.’ 
 It’s handy she was a defence attorney at a law firm in Town 
Centre, not far from here. In a few years, the boys will be old 
enough, and she’ll go back to lawyering full time. Until then, she 
does some part-time work for them, which means she can get 
more good info than Google could ever dream of. We talk for a 
quarter hour with the lights out, then we lie in silence until I hear 
her soft snores. 
 
I leave half  an hour early in the morning for work and walk my 
usual route from the parking lot. When I see him, I say, ‘Hi Glen.’ 
 He looks up at me, and a large smile crosses his face. 
 ‘Barry! Did you internet my name?’ 
 ‘Sorry for your loss doesn’t cut it.’ 
 ‘Nothing to say, really. It’s long enough away, I can accept it. 
But I know I’m always going to carry some guilt and sadness.’ 
 ‘So you collapsed. But wasn’t there someone—friends, family, 
a counsellor—who could help you?’ 
 ‘They tried. But I was empty inside, like a black hole.’ 
 ‘Does anybody know you’re here?’ 
 His smile looks sad. ‘I worked on instinct and sold everything 
except my SUV and headed east. Sold the SUV in Winnipeg and 
got here in October.’ He shakes his head. ‘I decided to live on the 
streets and not tell anyone.’ 
 ‘Through January and February. That’s not much fun.’ 
 ‘Self-flagellation I guess.’ 
 ‘Do you have money? A credit card and bank account?’ 
 ‘Yeah, but the card’s maxed out and I drained my bank 
account. The handouts are enough.’ 
 ‘You paid a stiff  price.’ 
 ‘There’s no price large enough…’ 
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 ‘I, uh…’ 
 ‘It’s okay. You don’t have to say anything. You know the story 
from the internet.’ I nod. ‘I worked late that night. Like most 
nights. Cheryl never complained. She knew how much I wanted 
to make it. Money, success. I was chasing the Canadian dream. 
Rags to riches. Maybe you know?’ 
 I nod. I know. 
 ‘She was taking Maggie to ballet. The other kids were too young 
to leave at home. Only it shoulda been me driving. But I was 
chasing the dream, the friggin’ dumb dream.’ 
 I recall that from the internet stories. ‘What are you going to 
do next?’ 
 ‘I gotta start climbing out of  the gutter, before I can’t. This is 
where you come in.’ 
 ‘How?’ 
 Glen crooks his head, a questioning look. ‘I don’t wanna ask 
you to turn your life upside down. Just a small favour to get my 
finances in shape.’ 
 ‘Is that why you stopped me yesterday?’ 
 ‘Bingo.’ Glen chortles again. ‘Somehow, I knew under your 
cool businessman exterior you were a good guy.’ 
 ‘I’ll take that as a compliment.’ I check the time again. ‘I 
usually go to some local place for my lunch break. We’ll pretend 
you’re a customer. So meet me at the Oz Kafé at 12:10. I’ll buy.’ 
 ‘I don’t know how…’ 
 ‘I haven’t done anything yet. Gotta go.’ 
 ‘Yeh, bye.’ 
 
We meet for lunch outside the Oz Kafé. He’s exactly on time and 
looks pretty normal: clean-shaven, hair combed, looking casual 
comfortable. We shake hands, go in, and order lunch. He has a 
wrap and soup. Me too. 
 ‘This is nice.’ He chews, slurps his soup, and swallows. ‘I 
usually buy a sandwich or samosas at the Metro. Breakfast and 
dinner at one of  the missions.’ 
 ‘Are you going to sleep outside tonight?’ 
 ‘I got enough for a cheap room for a couple of  nights, maybe 
with a locked door.’ 
 ‘Then what?’ 
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 ‘Straighten out my life. Being on the street’s cured me of  
feeling sorry for myself. There’s lots of  sadness here, lots of  bad 
luck, lots of  unfairness.’ 
 I remember something my mom taught me. There, but for the 
grace of  God, go I. I had almost forgotten that. 
 He nods, says ‘Yeah,’ and chews and slurps his lunch. 
 ‘I owe Anne so much. And my kids, they’re… Thanks for the 
lesson.’ 
 ‘What does your wife do?’ 
 ‘Part-time legal work. Otherwise, a mom.’ 
 ‘Like a lawyer?’ Glen’s face tightens into a slightly surprised 
look. 
 ‘So, what can I do for you?’ 
 He turns cheerful again. ‘I’d like to transfer my funds from 
my Co-Op in Hudson to RBC here. Maybe get some help with 
investing it.’ 
 ‘You can do that when you go back.’ 
 ‘I’m not going back. And I don’t want to talk to anybody 
there. It’s just too hard.’ 
 ‘I think…’ I think his proposal is pretty extreme, but who am 
I to judge? I’ve dealt with a lot of  weird requests over the years. 
‘How much are we talking about?’ 
 He shrugs. ‘Millions.’ 
 ‘The insurance?’ He nods. ‘How many millions?’ He shrugs. 
I’ll find out. 
 ‘I’d like it done ASAP so I can pay off  my cards.’ 
 ‘You’ll need to sign some forms, and I’ll take it from there.’ 
 ‘This afternoon?’ 
 ‘Tomorrow. 9:00 a.m. in my office. I’ll shake up our pencil 
pushers.’ 
 ‘It’s asking a lot, but could you give me a small personal loan… 
as a friend?’ 
 ‘I don’t do personal loans. But I’ll gift you fifty.’ I take my wallet 
out. I have two twenties and smaller amounts. ‘Forty-five’ll have 
to do. And we’re really not friends.’ 
 ‘No. Not yet.’ 
 Back in my office, I call the Co-Op Trust in Hudson, mindful 
of  the three-hour time-zone difference. The manager says 
everyone is going to be happy to see him again. No one could get 
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through to him in Hudson, but they tracked his credit card 
withdrawals to Winnipeg and assumed he was recovering there. 
 I tell him Glen’s story. They’re right, he isn’t ready to return 
to Hudson and wants to get back on his feet in Ottawa. I get the 
transfer details from him and start the process after the call. He 
has six million in his account. 
 I set up a straightforward chequing account and fill out the 
forms. I’ll get him to sign tomorrow. I imagine he’ll go whole hog 
on hotels and meals once he gets his money. 
 Of  course, I’ll be more than happy to manage his investments 
with him. He said he didn’t care about the money, but his eyes lit 
up when I told him I’d do the transfer. Money may not be the be-
all and end-all, but it is a powerful motivator. 
 Glen said he chased money, and that led him to neglecting his 
family. I haven’t experienced anything remotely close to Glen’s 
trauma, but I imagine the horror of  losing Anne and the kids 
under any circumstances. 
 
I leave work on time that night for the first time in months. When 
I get home, I greet Anne, who’s prepping dinner, with a hug and 
kiss. 
 Anne cleans her hands in the sink. ‘You’re early.’ 
 ‘Yeah. I’m thinking I need to spend more time with my family.’ 
 ‘Because of  Silverstein?’ 
 I nod. ‘The bank transfers are in the works. He’ll be on his 
feet in no time.’ 
 She dries her hands and replaces the dish towel. ‘Let’s talk in 
the living room. The kids’ll never bother us there.’ 
 Anne’s face is scrunched up, like she’s in deep thought, as we 
sit on our hardly-ever-used armchairs. ‘You look bothered,’ I say. 
‘Problem?’ 
 ‘Just checking.’ She taps her tablet, and a photo of  a man 
appears on the screen. ‘Is this him?’ 
 The photo is of  a nondescript, clean-shaven, middle-aged white 
guy. ‘Not even if  he had similar stubble.’ 
 ‘I called the RCMP in Hudson and explained everything I 
knew,’ she says. ‘They emailed me some photos of  Glen Silverstein 
taken over the last few years. Every police force in the country 
received at least this one. No responses.’ 
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 ‘That’s because he was laying low as a panhandler here in Ottawa.’ 
Now that I say it out loud, it sounds ludicrous. 
 ‘Even if  your panhandler is the real Glen Silverstein, it won’t 
hurt to have a policeman talk to him. I’m going to call the Hudson 
RCMP back.’ 
 She talks for a minute, and holds her phone down. ‘He has 
some questions.’ She hands it to me, and I tell the corporal we’re 
meeting at 9:00 a.m. in my office to sign documents and go over 
the transfer processes. The corporal is going to request the Ottawa 
Police join me to clear up some questions. I hang up and hand 
Anne her phone. 
 ‘What if  he’s a fake?’ she says. I’m shaken by the realization 
he could be, and I didn’t do due diligence. ‘Don’t look so glum. 
You thought you were going to help a man reclaim his life.’ 
 ‘It’s more than that. His story. It was so powerful. I mean, to 
lose your family.’ 
 ‘Yeah. It’s horrid. And the guilt the real Glen Silverstein must’ve 
felt.’ 
 ‘More than that. It’s personal for me. I’ve lost sight about why 
I work so hard. Putting in so many hours. There’s more than one 
way to lose a family.’ 
 ‘Doesn’t RBC have a wealth management office near here?’ 
 I nod. ‘Yeah. In the Business Park, a five-minute drive.’ 
 ‘Not as glamorous, is it?’ Glamorous, a code word for filthy 
lucre. 
 I nod again. ‘It’s not just about the money.’ 
 ‘Prestige.’ Anne stands. ‘I like money.’ She walks over to me, 
leans forward, puts her arms around my neck. ‘That’s why I 
married a banker who provides me with more than enough.’ 
 ‘There’s never enough.’ True, but we laugh anyway. 
 She kisses me, in a very sexy way. ‘Let’s get dinner going. No 
activities tonight, so we should be able to get the kids off  to bed 
on time. I need my rest.’ 
  
In the morning, on the way from my parking lot to the office, I 
look for Silverstein, or whoever he really is, but I don’t see him. 
Detective Bronson of  the Ottawa Police joins me in my office 
half  an hour before he’s supposed to arrive, and we chat and wait. 
After two hours, he gives me his card and asks me to call him if  I 
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see him at all and leaves. 
 After that, I look for the Silverstein imposter on my way to 
and from the office and during lunch. I have so many questions. 
What an elaborate scam, living outside through an Ottawa winter. 
If  he did. But I suppose for six million dollars you might do a lot 
of  lousy things. 
 After two weeks, I get another visit from Detective Bronson. 
He has hazy answers but hopes it will bring some sort of  closure 
for me. If  they’re right, I was being scammed by George Conrad, 
a most elusive con man. 
 ‘The real Glen Silverstein was missing for a week before 
anyone really started looking for him in B.C. Then, they tracked 
him out to Winnipeg. But it was really Conrad.’ 
 ‘How…?’ 
 ‘We’re guessing that Conrad was in Vancouver when the 
accident happened, and he heard about it…’ 
 ‘Are you sure it was an accident?’ 
 ‘It was. The truck was going down the mountain road out of  
control and slammed into Mrs Silverstein…’ 
 ‘Did Conrad murder him?’ 
 ‘Not Conrad’s MO, apparently. More likely he found 
Silverstein’s body or watched him killing himself, and decided to 
take advantage of  his good fortune. What happened is pure 
speculation until we get hold of  Conrad.’ 
 ‘How do you know it was him?’ 
 ‘We searched all the street video over the dates and locations 
you gave us and…’ 
 ‘You have one of  me and him?’ 
 ‘Indeed.’ He turns on his tablet and shows a video of  me and 
Conrad entering the Oz Kafé for lunch. He flips to an enlarged 
photo extracted from the video. ‘This one computer matched to 
photos in the RCMP’s national database. He has been charged a 
couple of  times, but never convicted. Over 99% accurate. They’re 
doing something similar in Hudson, but most street videos there 
will have been scrapped by now. Worth a try… Wily bugger, eh?’ 
 ‘And how did he latch on to me?’ 
 ‘He had Silverstein’s ID and must’ve thought he had a shot at 
the insurance money, that is if  he could do it without having to go 
back to Hudson. He needed someone here to make it happen.’ 
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 ‘A patsy.’ 
 ‘Not at all. You found him out.’ 
 ‘Anne did.’ Bronson taps his tablet and shows some stills from 
the lobby of  my building. I’m taken aback. ‘He was here.’ 
 ‘Scouted your business and figured he could use you.’ 
 ‘Why panhandle? Especially in the Winter?’ I think for a few 
seconds. He didn’t. That was just a story. ‘Oh.’ 
 ‘Don’t be hard on yourself. These cons have a lot of  practice 
and no scruples. He worked your generous nature against you.’ 
 ‘Why didn’t he come to my office?’ 
 ‘These scum can smell a cop from 20 miles away. You have to 
admire him, in a way.’ 
 ‘No. Not when you’re in my line of  business.’ 
 
It’s been a month since Bronson last talked to me, and I have a 
week to go at this office. Soon, I’ll be working in antiseptic North 
York. I won’t miss the commuting, but I’ll miss the grittiness. I’m 
dropping change in panhandlers’ caps these last few days. A kind 
of  goodbye gift. I say, ‘Take care,’ or ‘How are you?’ and give them 
a smile. Innocuous stuff, but for me, a connection to another 
world. I am lucky. They’re not. I need to remember that. 
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Entertainment When the Batteries Die 
Suha Mardelli 

 
 
      n the late seventies, my twin sister and I were confirmed 
rascals. 

We lived in a picturesque, white stone villa in a quiet suburb 
of Athens, Greece, which sat on about three acres of urban 
farmland. Long, sun-tanned grass, gnarled olive trees, and prickly 
shrubs dotted the expansive property. At the farthest end was a 
cozy cowshed with a couple of happy cows, a chicken coop with 
a few dozen chickens, and a tool shack full of circular saws and 
equipment. We shared the villa with a lovely septuagenarian 
couple who lived upstairs and took care of the farm. They were 
completely enamoured with us: the cherubic bambinas with curly 
brown hair and matching playsuits. Suffice it to say, by the time 
we were three years old, the villa and surrounding estate were our 
kingdom. 

Keeping two rambunctious toddlers entertained was my 
mother’s focus while my father was at work, and she did a 
marvelous job. At some point, I recall attending a Greek day care 
for a couple of hours in the morning, allowing her to get the pesky 
chores and errands out of the way. She would pick us up at 
lunchtime for a home-cooked meal and the sacred afternoon 
siesta. After lunch, she would read us fairy tales, lulling us to sleep 
(joining us), then once we were awake and energized, she 
encouraged us to relive the stories while she shelled beans on the 
back porch. The large back garden became a rotating playground 
of realms: Neverland, Snow White’s Forest, Mowgli’s jungle. When 
frogs hopped into the garden from a nearby creek, we would join 
them, hopping around the lawn, spurring them to leap higher. 
Sometimes they landed on us and often we landed on them. They 
would wriggle out from under our toes, leaping like green popcorn 
around the grassy garden. Important missions began to fill our 
afternoon schedules, like climbing trees, yelling at birds and find-
ing holes. The unkempt land overflowed with nooks and crannies 
that tantalized our imaginations: walnut trees with their shaggy 
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foliage became lookout posts to safely snoop on porcupines, or 
sometimes we stalked kittens, luring them from their hideouts for 
hours of playful cuddling. Catching lizards-with-the-tail-still-
attached was the first competitive sport between my sister and me. 
There was much to learn and much to do; we were always coming 
up with missions. 

By the age of four, it was evident that an afternoon nap for 
two boisterous girls was like catching goldfish in an ocean. As 
winter rolled round, outdoor playtime was replaced by stifling 
indoor sequestration. My sister and I fought over toys, forks, 
socks, crayons, red things, wooden spoons. Our siesta-deprived 
neighbours no longer saw us as cute toddlers. They complained 
endlessly that children were meant to be kept silent: reading, 
sleeping, or tied up in a box. No one cared. It didn’t matter. As 
long as life was quiet. My mother was desperate for that 2:00 p.m. 
siesta, but with no television, VCR, or any plug-and-play enter-
tainment within arm’s reach, how could she keep us quiet and 
amused? 

As the cold Winter rolled into the wet Spring, the tension 
reached fever pitch. A true problem solver, my father buckled and 
bought us a Speak & Spell with batteries included. Speak & Spell 
was the earliest English-speaking, interactive child computer—
one could say the iPad of the eighties—red, lightweight and 
portable, with a simple keyboard made up of orange buttons 
engraved with alphabet letters. A game cartridge launched the 
200-word spelling game, displaying a single word at a time on the 
black screen. My mother was skeptical: would the girls be enter-
tained and educated for all of siesta time? Was it possible? 
Fortunately, it was easy to use and lots of fun; we were instantly 
bewitched. The old and tired folks trundled off to grab that much-
needed snooze. 

My sister and I called our clever gadget ‘Andy,’ after the Greek 
word for man, ándras. Andy spoke in a nasally American voice that 
oozed patience. He instructed us to spell a word, pronouncing 
each letter once pressed. ‘Spell HORSE,’ he asked politely, 
keeping the word ‘HORSE’ glowing in blue on the small screen. 
My sister and I searched enthusiastically for the letters on the 
keyboard, taking turns to press them as Andy repeated: ‘H… O… 
R… S… E. HORSE. That is correct.’ We beamed with pride, 
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hugging each other, before eagerly continuing on to the next 
word. Andy was proud of us. 

We would fervently await the post-lunch lesson, gulping 
down our food, dutifully washing up, then waiting like good 
puppies for our techno-toy. My mother would be just as excited, 
handing Andy to us, reminding us to share equally, all while quietly 
retreating into her bedroom, eyelids at half-mast. Our new mission 
became to keep Andy happy. Each afternoon, Andy told us to 
‘Spell Cow,’ ‘Spell Table,’ ‘Spell Car,’ which we did hesitantly at first, 
until we gained the confidence, and eventually the prowess, to play 
the keyboard like little Mozarts through the lexicon of barnyard 
animals and everyday objects. Everyone forgot the time when 
such afternoons were a dream. 

Summer roared round: creatures emerged from their spring 
habitats, their squeaks and bleats floating in through the open 
windows, quietly beckoning. The land warmed up; kittens frolicked 
on the lawn, lizards posed on the porch, frogs challenged us to 
leap again. We found ourselves leaning on the windowsill looking 
at the ground, measuring, contemplating, plotting our next 
mission, eager to head out, impatient with the wait, impatient with 
each other, and more and more impatient with Andy. And then 
one afternoon, one of us pressed K-O-W, accidentally. In disbelief, 
Andy chided us gently, ‘That is incorrect. Try again. Spell COW.’  An 
evil opportunity twinkled in our eyes; we pressed K-O-W again. 
Now he was miffed. ‘That is incorrect. The correct spelling of cow is C-O-W, 
COW.’  My sister and I chortled with laughter. Two minds working 
in double time, we doubled down on a new, devious mission. We 
tried our names, which Andy insisted were incorrect. Seeking 
revenge, we punched in strings of letters like GGGGGGOOO-
XXXCCVU and PPJNXXZXZFFKKQQQ, competing to see 
who could invent the cleverest word. The poor machine went 
hoarse, complaining, ‘That is incorrect, that is incorrect!’ Every time we 
had a chance, we angered Andy. The next afternoon, the batteries 
died. 
 
Waking from her siesta, my mother recalls finding a wonderful 
mural of peacocks painted on our bedroom wall. We had used the 
lipstick and eye makeup from her handbag to create the crimson, 
indigo and viridian strokes that smeared it. We were not present 
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to hear her reaction to this masterpiece, having stolen out the 
window onto a new, pressing mission. For some time, it had been 
on our adventuring agenda to call on the chicken coop all the way 
at the far end of the vast property, a region we were strictly for-
bidden to visit. Andy’ s demise provided the perfect opportunity. 

We quietly sprinted across the garden through shrubbery and 
tall grass, hands cupped tightly over our giggling mouths. Reach-
ing the coop, it was sad to see the chickens strutting, scratching, 
sitting. They seemed so bored, politely clucking the afternoon away. 
It was obvious their day needed jazzing up. After a quick huddle, 
my sister and I agreed to play our favourite game, Zambola, with 
them. 

Zambola was a kid’s game we had made up. The object of the 
game was to complete an imagined obstacle course as quickly as 
possible, often devising it while we were in it: climbing up trees, 
we would change direction and dash across branches; zig-zagging 
between saws in the tool shed, we would twirl like sycamore seeds 
until we dropped; jumping across the back garden with hands 
stuffed in socks, we would close our eyes for the final sprint. In 
our minds, each course morphed into a treacherous maze full of 
booby traps and puzzles that even Jason of the Argonauts wouldn’t 
attempt. Zambola required stealth, agility, and speed to win. For 
a couple of four-year-olds, our physical coordination was quite 
graceful. In later years, when I was doing formative ballet, I 
attributed my perfect balancing technique to Zambola. 

To play Zambola with the chickens, we needed a poultry 
partner. Easy. 

Creeping inside, we ambushed the coop, running around 
screaming and flailing our arms until all the chickens were 
squawking and flapping their wings in despair. Then we pounced 
on the most confused hen, scooping it up in our arms. First 
mission accomplished. Now to play Zambola. There were a series 
of narrow planks lying haphazardly around the coop. These became 
the Zambola course, the winner being the one to complete it as 
quickly as possible with the chicken. Falling meant restarting. 
Losing the chicken meant restarting. Whoever had the tightest 
grip would probably win. 

Unbeknownst to us, my mother had made her way to the 
coop, arriving half-frazzled, half-relieved to find us hugging hens. 
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Overcome with curiosity (probably exhausted from her search 
too), she silently watched each girl make her way to a corner of 
the coop, speaking softly to her feathered partner in what sounded 
like a pep talk. On some mysterious mark, my sister and I yelled, 
‘Ooh yah wee waa wee waa! Wah wah wah wah waaa,’ then leapt 
like bunnies onto the planks, scurrying as quickly as we could 
across rickety wood, the dumbstruck hens superglued to our 
chests. Chicks, cockerels, pullets and roosters scattered, squawk-
ing and swearing at the infantile rascals. We stumbled, we tripped, 
we bashed into the fence, each approaching from a random 
direction and heading towards an unknown finish line. Leaves, 
trees and tall grass rattled with applause. Passing each other on the 
course, we changed direction again until one of us (my mother 
thinks it was me), ran in circles in the centre of the yard before finally 
raising the chicken high above and screaming, ‘I won!’ 

The other twin quickly joined the Winner’s Circle in jubilant 
agreement. 

I know now, and my mom knew then. 
Why would anyone want to replace batteries? 
 

Note: No chickens were ever harmed, just dizzied. 
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Marble Mountain: 
A Suite in Seven Movements 

Ivan Blake 
 

 
Six Graves 
Tumbled gravestones, a hundred years old and more,  
on an overgrown island, in a damp and darkened wood. 
Four young women, much beloved… or so read their inscriptions,  
mere children with the illusions of childhood,  
and two boys who might have harboured the bold ambitions of 
 kings. 
All come from away. Sailed to a new world in the hope of better 
 days,  
better at least than the sorrow-filled drear they’d probably left 
 behind. 
Yet here they are. Struck down by illness or accident or malice. 
Their markers barely legible, obscured by lichen, erased by ice and 
 rain, 
lost to a tangle of ferns and periwinkle and the upending roots of 
 black spruce. 
Names no one remembers. Dates that mean nothing. Family sagas 
 lost to time. 
Nothing won. Nothing done. No one comes. No one even knows 
 they’re here. 
Better never to have sailed? 
Had they not, perhaps their graves might now be tended. 
 
Waiting for Asphalt 
Young Duncan Cameron hired a team of horses to drag the old 
 shop on skids  
along the dirt track the eight miles from Orangedale. 
He did it in anticipation of the paved new road promised by the 
 government  
to replace the narrow gravel lane from Port Hawkesbury to the 
 abandoned lakeside village of Marble Mountain. 
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The road would bring tourists and Marble Mountain back to life, so 
Duncan opened his shop each morning, and waited. 
One decade they paved the road to West Bay, then another, the 
 stretch on to Lime Hill. 
After twenty-five years, they paved the road to the private resort on 
 the other side of the lake. 
By then, of course, they had to repair the West Bay portion. 
In his late forties, Duncan stopped opening the shop every day of 
 the week. 
To get by, some days he drove a school bus and plowed snow.  
In his fifties, he cut brush for the power company in the 
 afternoons. 
And in his sixties, he hauled gravel two days a week for the 
 highways department.  
That nearly gutted him.  
‘A real kick in the asphalt,’ he’d mutter with blood-drenched 
 humour. 
By this time, the old shop on its drystone foundation had begun to 
 lean,  
and then to shift down the slope toward the water. 
No savings with which to make repairs,  
Duncan and his wife had to move from their apartment upstairs to 
 a rented cottage near Orangedale. 
The day after Duncan closed the shop for good,  
a highways department crew arrived in Lime Hill to begin paving 
 the remaining four miles to Marble Mountain. 
 
End of Day 
Late afternoon, long shadows,  
the sun will soon touch the tips of the black spruce on the hills 
 behind the village 
then lose itself in their embrace. 
The breeze off the water has stilled.  
A final few ripples meander up the pebble beach,  
then drift back into the lake’s darkening deep.  
Dried grasses cast a golden glow down the slope to the shore. 
A mother fox and her kits scrabble playfully 
among the twisted weeds and stunted wild apple trees, 
chasing grasshoppers, snapping at finches, rooting, chewing,  
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then mewling and chirping when they lose sight of one another. 
An eagle glides along the lakeshore like dandelion silk on a 
 zephyr,  
hunting–without effort but with primeval focus– 
for the helpless, the hapless, the distracted. 
Approaching night, end of the day’s promise.  
 
 
The Look Off 
Calder McNaughton was born three years after the quarry closed,  
 and two before his father hanged himself.  
His father died in the foreman’s shed by the old wharf, where 
 he’d worked for twenty-three years. 
Other folks trickled away but Calder’s mother had nowhere else 
 to go, 
so she and her toddler remained even as the village withered 
 around them. 
‘Can’t become a ghost town if we’re still living here,’ she’d say. 
 
For the next fifty years, as all the other buildings crumbled,  
mother and son lived on in their half of an old quarry-company 
 duplex. 
They grew vegetables and raised chickens, made jams and sold 
 eggs. 
Three days a week from May to September, Calder cut brush 
 along the power lines.  
On alternate Saturday evenings through the winter, he played 
fiddle in a country band at a community centre over the 
mountain. 
One night in a snowstorm, the duplex burned to the ground. 
Rotten wiring most likely. 
Calder promptly moved his mother into a nursing home on the 
 mainland… but she died soon after,  
from the cold she’d caught, waiting in the snow by the ashes of 
 their home, for her son to return from his dance. 
 
Calder then bought a tiny trailer that he’d haul up to the Look 
 Off for the summer months, 
and back down to the side of the road by the abandoned shop 
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 and the phone booth for the winter. 
He passed most days sitting on an old bench up at the Look Off,
 staring out over the lake.  
All Calder knew of the world, he’d often quip with a chuckle, 
 he’d learned from watching the wind and waves on the water.  
Like Monet… but for want of a paintbrush. 
He kept an eye on our cottage when we were gone,  
and joined us to chat amiably around our campfire when we were 
 in residence. 
‘Your whole life spent here,’ I said to him one evening, ‘you must 
 have seen a ghost or two.’ 
Calder never took his eyes from the fire. ‘Besides me, you mean?’ 
 
 
Electrical Repair 
When once the village thrived, the building had been a dry goods 
 store, 
selling cloth and flour and shoes and seed. 
Now it sold the moon. 
I stood outside in the dust of a hot afternoon, 
and watched through the rippled glass of the weathered display 
 window, 
the black and white images of an astronaut descending from his 
 lander. 
The building had been shuttered for fifty years, 
in a village where no more than twenty souls now remained, 
when a local boy, back from the army, reopened it as an electrical 
repair shop. 
In the window, he’d placed an old television,  
refurbished to promote his prowess, 
and left it turned on day and night to attract… whom? 
There, I watched a man bound across the dusty surface of the 
 moon, and wondered,  
who had displayed the greater abandon, the man who’d rocketed 
 to a lifeless orb? 
Or the electrician who’d opened his shop in a village of 
 phantoms? 
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Fishing 
Hour after hour, I cracked periwinkles and baited the boys’ 
 hooks. 
Hour after hour, they dangled their lines and waited, 
peering into the depths like eagles, consumed with a silent 
 hunger, 
desperate to catch their next feed, yearning for the satisfaction of 
 the hunt. 
In my memory we hardly spoke, too engrossed in the tiny 
 creatures, 
moving down among the sea grass, around the pilings of the old 
 wharf. 
And at the end of the day, we’d carry their catch to our campsite 
 for a photo,  
then toss their tiddlers over the bank into the long grass for the 
 foxes. 
 
Hours spent in quiet contemplation… of the ways of fish, and 
waves against wharf, 
of sunshine on water, and the lingering tang of old tar on worn 
 wood. 
I know those silent hours shaped them, more than anything I 
might have said. 
Joyful for victory, at ease with frustration, at peace with 
 disappointment. 
It was never the fish that mattered, never the line or the catch. 
It was always the wait, the tranquility, the purpose,  
the oneness with the water, the wharf, the day, and each other. 
 
Camping 
For sixteen years, Grampy fretted. 
Build up on the bluff with the view or down in the woods by the 
 beach? 
And so instead, we camped… setting up every summer like 
 gypsies, 
nomads, discovering the beauty of the place anew, as if each visit 
 was our first. 
 
I so remember the work. 
Packing, unpacking, setting up, tearing down, 



Marble Mountain Suite 

62 

 

hauling Javex bottles of water from the pop spring1 every 
 morning, 
Airing beds, sweeping tents, cleaning the boys,  
gathering the garbage, burying our waste,  
huddling in the screened-in porch out of the rain and the bugs, 
cooking everything on a camp stove, eating off our knees, 
the long drives for ice, and even longer for comic books. 
 
But I also remember the mornings. 
The glassy water, 
the first shafts of silver light in the east, then the rose blush,  
 and finally, the golden haze rising over the islands. 
A first pickup rushing past, a voice near the wharf, a boat setting 
 out, 
Grammy’s coffee, Grampy’s porridge. 
 
And I remember the nights. 
So many stars, the sky seemed to droop down toward us 
 like an ebony canopy too heavy for its ties, 
strange noises in the forest, crashes, cracks, cries of a creature 
 taken in its sleep, 
and as we lay abed, canvas forever flapping over our heads, 
 like the sails of a clipper ship, 
 
I certainly remember the beauty. 
Every shade of green and blue a great painter might conceive, 
every cloud and pattern of wave the winds might possibly sculpt, 
the tiny islands with their hidden lagoons, 
and sails in the distance, so splendid, so fleeting.  
After the rains, the wild cascade from each spring,  
water rushing down through the forest, racing to the beach. 
The lush grass on our road, the pewtered sides of the abandoned 
 buildings, 
the wild strawberries, the wildflowers, the wild birds, 
the dark wood, the crumbled logs, the dry earth.  
And the apples, everywhere the apples. 

 
1 To reward our boys for helping collect water, Grampy placed cans of 
pop in the spring where it emerged. 
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I remember the sounds. 
So clear, so sharp, echoing over the lake and across the hills 
 like a single note from the rim of a crystal goblet.   
The cry of a chainsaw somewhere, the whine of a boat moving 
 across the lake, 
The hum of a plane transiting the enormous sky, sometimes a 
 sonic boom, 
waves lapping the shore, birdsong, bees, 
mowing hay above the village, bagpipes in the evening,  
The thump of wild apples falling to the hard earth. 
 
I remember the wildlife. 
Deer in the morning, eagles in the afternoon,  
meadows filled with fireflies at twilight, 
foxes at play, loons on the lake. 
A coyote at dawn, surveying, from the crest of the mine.  
And of course, the mosquitoes, the snails that climbed into 
 everything,  
and the horseflies that could carry off a rabbit. 
 
I remember the cries and the laughter. 
Shrieking, as we swam from the warm water into the cold current 
 of a spring, 
showering beneath an apple tree and shouting for privacy, 
howling as we jumped from the wharf. 
Grampy doubled over with laughter as our boys and I squeezed 
 into the tiny dingy, 
a tangle of arms and legs,  
and puttered away down the lake, 
tumbling into the water from the raft that wouldn’t hold us. 
Racing past the mine manager’s house, screaming, eyes pinched 
 against its phantoms, 
and tears each time we drove away. 
 
I remember the miracles. 
Lightning in a sky full of stars, 
our trek across the mountain top without map or path or 
 compass, 
the great weight of Grampy’s boat, in water for the first time in 
 forty years, 
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filled with passengers arranged like children in a school bus, 
steadily moving through the waves, powered only by our tiny 
three-horse.  
The lean and hungry bobcat that sauntered up our path one 
 afternoon, 
glared at me, and strolled away, unimpressed.   
 
I remember too well the drear.  
Rain that settled in like an aching joint, 
ever there but insufficient to halt the work, 
cloud that concealed the rest of the world. 
Days of downpour and then a deluge that filled even the tent 
 poles, 
lightning that cracked open the sky,  
Gales that downed trees and tossed blankets of seagrass over the 
 beach.  
Even so, we remained ever hopeful. 
‘Might be clearing across the lake…’ 
‘Looks like the afternoon could be dry.’ 
 
Alas, I remember what’s gone. 
Cameron’s store, the school and museum, 
the barn on the beach, Calder’s home, the phone box.  
The house at the bend, the cottage in the meadow above the
 village, 
remnants of the greenhouse on our bluff, the ruin by our road, 
Calder, his mother, the MacKinnons, Miss Bloss, and Barney. 
The arch of trees that overhung the road before asphalt,  
The darkness before the streetlamps, like a black velvet cushion 
 for diamonds, 
the tangle of wild roses that enshrouded the mine manager’s 
 house,  
the rotted lace in its windows. 
 
I certainly remember the fun. 
Swimming, popsicles from Duncan Cameron’s store, baseball in 
 the mine, 
hours on the wharf, the inflatable boat, 
fishing at the causeway, bumper boats at Snow Queen, 
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reading on the point, chatting with Calder, 
the campfires, marshmallows, 
And hotdogs… in spite of Grampy. 
Then telling scary stories before bed, 
and searching for sea monster Dory’s huge shape  
moving among the moonlit ripples out on the dark water. 
 
But I also remember the frustrations. 
Days without a good scrub, the chronic itch of dried salt on skin, 
 sunburned ankles, 
nothing dry, nowhere to go, nothing to do. 
Challenging strangers on our beach, their presumption, their trash, 
pouring concrete blocks for no purpose,  
visiting sawmills unwilling to help, 
ordering timber we’d never use,  
waiting for tradesmen who never came. 
The drive, the dithering, our own constraints,   
and the interminable, irritating, seemingly irresolvable debate over 
 where to build. 
 
As I reflect, each of my memories of Marble Mountain seems 
 three dimensional,  
sweet from one perspective, touching from another, bittersweet 
 from still a third. 
But that’s why we have magic… because magic transmutes in the 
wink of an eye. 
And so I wink… and recall my most precious images. 
Days of breathtaking beauty and nights of exquisite silence. 
Dad shaving in his singlet, and Mum making tea by their tiny trailer,  
both so happy, and both so well. 
Grampy, his skinny legs clad in paint-spattered baggy shorts and 
rubber boots, endlessly pushing his mower. 
And Grammy, always in her wide straw hat, always smiling,  
up and down the cliff path a thousand times, 
 her arms forever filled with weeds and wildflowers. 
Our boys, knobbly-kneed, their hair sun-bleached, and skin the 
 colour of honey,  
clutching Grampy’s hands as they set off for the pop spring. 
On a frosty October night, bedding the boys down wrapped in 
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 foil as our campfire died,  
and the largest full moon there shall ever be rose directly before us. 
 
With a second wink of my eye, even the interminable wait for the 
 cottage, 
itself now loved and cared for and settled in the landscape, 
becomes part of some enchanted plan to deeply, profoundly, root us 
in the soil of Cape Breton upon which we slept so many summer 
 nights. 
 

 



 

 

 

Night Train to Lviv 
Ruth Kennedy 

 
 
     close my eyes for a moment and let my mind and body sway 
with the gentle rocking of the train. It is an old car, pressed into 
service for this evacuation. The fabric on the seats is worn and the 
cushions compressed, and I imagine dirty, but there is no time for 
that now, and no way to notice with the press of bodies on all 
sides. 

It is dark across the land we travel, and my children sleep on 
the two chairs I managed to secure for them in the general rush 
onto the cars in Kyiv. The chairs face forwards. There are no 
screens on this car carrying the news, and the meager lighting casts 
a pallor over everything. My eyes keep avoiding, and then revert-
ing to the frayed edges of the blue seat fabric where yellowed foam 
sprouts. Like something awful I can’t stop looking at. 

My son, Danylo, leans against the window with his knapsack 
under his head, and my daughter, Alina, leans against him, curled 
up with her doll wrapped in her arms, her hair ribbon coming 
undone. This store-bought doll is so unlike the rag dolls I had at 
her age, with their wide skirts made of fabric scraps and their faces 
blank. I loved them, even so. My grandmother made them, a 
tradition handed down through the Soviet era, and still popular after 
independence, when there was a new country to build, and very 
little money for pricey black-market items. 

I am glad the children are sleeping. They were so quiet earlier 
and their faces were pinched in a strange kind of knowing, their 
tentative questions difficult to answer. Our lives have been forever 
changed and we are vulnerable, no longer safe. No matter how 
hard I tried to reassure them, my face cannot hide the great fear 
and uncertainty of our present circumstances. 

There is no sleep for me as I stand through the night journey 
to Lviv, halfway in the aisle, leaning into the small space over our 
two chairs. I lean my head on my forearms, my hands clutching 
the edge of the overhead shelf where our one piece of luggage sits. 
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I alternately watch over my sleeping children and our suitcase. 
Pray God keep us safe. 

As I close my eyes, I see again the scene at the train station in 
Kyiv where we stood for hours trying to get tickets, and in the 
end, were rushed onto the trains without them. I hear again the 
impact and explosions of mortar fire and air raid sirens across 
Kyiv. We had arisen that morning with the knowledge that this 
day we would leave our home, and that our family would be 
separated. 

My husband, Andriy, has stayed behind to fight. I see him 
now in my mind’s eye, his sparkling smile and dimples, the same 
dimples our son Danylo smiles into being. But this day, there were 
only tears as we said good-bye, and the raw emotions, just twelve 
hours ago, eat at me. Tonight, I imagine Andriy is becoming 
familiar with the workings of a Kalashnikov. Pray God keep him 
safe. 

There are other women standing, as I am, and there was much 
talk and many tears earlier, but now, in the small hours of the 
night, I am grateful to retreat inside myself and my own thoughts. 
It is a relief, momentarily, to suspend my fears and surrender to 
the motion and rhythmic sounds of the steel on rails through the 
winter landscape. 

The last time I was in Lviv, I was a child visiting my paternal 
grandparents’ farm. There were acres of golden wheat, and rows 
and rows of potatoes that seemed to go on forever. Closer to the 
house were large gardens of vegetables and an apple orchard with 
many heritage varieties. There was such love and abundance in 
that place. I can still smell my grandmother’s kitchen; pierogi 
steaming, onions and bacon frying. 

My grandparents were strong people and farming is a hard 
life. My father was their only son, and he did not want a farming 
life. He studied engineering instead, met my mother, and they 
moved to Kyiv. That is where I grew up and where I met Andriy, 
when we were at the university. I have never lived anywhere else. 

I do not know what will happen when we arrive in Lviv. If we 
arrive. Pray God keep us safe. I need to get my children out of 
Ukraine, but I don’t know how to get to the border, and if we get 
into Poland, then what? My family and friends are in Kyiv. 
Andriy’s elderly parents are there, too proud to leave, too weak to 
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travel. My own parents are deceased, too young, worn out from 
working long hours with insufficient rest and food. Andriy has a 
brother and sister in Canada, but I can’t go there; I can’t leave 
Andriy. So, I travel with strangers. I am at the mercy of strangers. 
Pray God find a way. 

I shift to lean on the back of the chair to ease the pain in my 
low back and legs from too many hours of standing. I lay my head 
down on my arms, shielding my face from others. The blood and 
sensation flow back into my arms and the tension releases, tem-
porarily, from my low back. The vinyl headrest is smooth and cool 
under my hands. 

I hear the crinkle of plastic wrap behind me and then the 
unmistakable smell of peanuts fills my nostrils. My least favourite 
nut, but it’s been hours since I’ve had any food, and my stomach 
rumbles regardless. I think of the three bubliks stashed in my purse 
for our breakfast and fight the urge to dig one out now. 

My mother’s voice comes to my mind. She was a kind woman, 
and religiously observant, despite my father’s disaffection.  A 
verse of a Lenten hymn she loved comes back to me. It is from 
the L’Arche community where she had worked in France before 
emigrating to Ukraine. I try to hum the tune, so it blends with the 
noise of the sleeping train: 

 
I fear in the dark and the doubt of my journey, 
but courage will come with the sound of your steps by my side;  
and with all of the family you saved by your love, 
we’ll sing to your dawn at the end of our journey. 
 
A shearing force throws me off balance as the train navigates 

the curved track, the wheels squealing in response. Recovering, I 
look out the window, but cannot tell where we are. There is some 
meager light now on the landscape, enough only for a black and 
white world. Snow patches cover the fields, with dark areas of 
newly revealed earth as stark contrast. I watch the dawn slowly 
stretch its rays across the land until suddenly there is colour, an 
unmistakable glow of pink low to the western horizon, reflecting 
the sunrise behind us in the east. 

We have survived this night, and while the journey is not yet 
over, there are no explosions or air-raid sirens greeting the morning 
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here. A day of unknowns awaits us. My children will wake soon, 
hungry, with questions. Pray God, I find them food and shelter 
this day. 

 
That morning in Przemyśl, Poland, a retired schoolteacher named 
Marta wakes with resolve. Looking out over the city at falling 
snow, she decides she will, within her modest accommodation and 
means, offer shelter to others. She cuts out the side of a cardboard 
box and finds a black marker in the junk drawer in the kitchen. 
She will create a sign from the cardboard that she will hold up at 
the reception centre for refugees: 1 mum, 1 or 2 children. 
 



 

 

 

There Was a Young Man 
from New York 

David Sevigny 
 
 
       ow much is a ticket to Limerick?’ the young girl in a floral 
dress asked. 

 ‘That will be 22 euros,’ the man behind the wicket said. ‘And 
the train leaves in 15 minutes.ʼ 

 The girl emptied her change purse on the counter. ‘I didn’t 
think it would be that much. I only have 17. How far will that get 
me?’ 

 ‘That will get you as far as…’ He ran his finger down the list 
of stations, ‘…Nenagh.’ 

 Eric stood behind the girl, listening to the conversation. She 
was blonde and had a few sprigs of purple heather woven into her 
hair. 

 ‘Can I lend you a few euros?’ he asked. 
 ‘Nenagh isn’t that far from Limerick,’ she said. ‘I’m sure I can 

get someone to pick me up.’ 
 ‘Seems like a lot of unnecessary trouble for a few euros,’ Eric 

said. 
 The girl bit her lower lip and thought for a moment. ‘All 

right,’ she said, ‘but only if I can send it back to you.’ 
 ‘Works for me,’ Eric said. After he’d given her the money, Eric 

bought a ticket for Cork, which was an hour beyond Limerick. At 
the gate, he saw the girl was already boarding the train. She had a 
large shoulder bag and carried a beat-up violin case. 

 He boarded a few minutes later. Walking down the aisle, he 
saw the seat beside her was empty. ‘Do you mind if I sit here?’ he 
asked. 

 ‘It will cost you five euros,’ she said, smiling. 
 Eric put his backpack beside the violin case on the overhead 

luggage rack. ‘Do you play the violin?’ he asked. 
 ‘The fiddle,’ she said. ‘I’ve been fiddling since I was ten… Do 

you play?’ 
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 ‘Yes,’ Eric said, without thinking. 
 ‘What?’ she asked, conversationally. 
 ‘What?’ he said, buying time. 
 ‘What do you play?’ she asked. 
 ‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I play… the drums… I’m a drum player.’ 
 ‘A drum player,’ she repeated. ‘Are you in a band?’ 
 ‘No,’ he said. 
 ‘So, you’re a drum soloist?’ she said, teasing him. 
 Eric felt his face getting hot. ‘No,’ he said. ‘I mean, I’ve played 

with a lot of… bands, but never for very long… artistic 
differences. How about you?’ He nodded at her violin case. ‘Do 
you play in a band?’ 

 ‘I play in one band and manage another… We’re pretty 
popular… We play all the local hot spots,’ she smiled. ‘We’re very 
big in Ennis and Nenagh… even Tipperary.’ 

 ‘Even Tipperary,’ he said, feigning surprise. The girl pretended 
to look out the window to hide a smile. 

 After the train pulled out of the station, the conductor came 
down the aisle to check their tickets. Behind him, another man 
pushed a small sandwich cart. Eric scanned the menu card beside 
his seat. ‘What is a Waterford blaa with bacon and sausage?’ he 
asked. 

 ‘It’s a sort of white bread roll,’ the man said. 
 ‘That sounds appetizing,’ Eric replied. ‘Can I get a Waterford 

blaa and a Guinness… and can I get you anything?’ he asked the 
girl. 

 She paused. ‘I’ll have a herbal tea, please,’ she said. 
 A minute later, Eric bit into his blaa. ‘This is actually pretty 

good,’ he said. ‘And I particularly like the name blaa, though I can 
see how it might put some people off.’ 

 ‘Well, if you like blaa, you should also try bap and farl,’ she 
said. ‘Now give me your name and address so I can send you back 
your money.’ She took a pen and paper out of her shoulder bag. 

 ‘That’s totally unnecessary,’ Eric said. 
 ‘I insist,’ she said. 
 ‘All right, I’m… Clifford Brown,’ he said, picking the first 

name that popped into his head. 
 ‘Like the American jazz musician?’ she asked. 
 ‘Yes,’ he said, a bit surprised. 
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 ‘He’s great,’ she said. ‘It was tragic that he died so young.’ 
 ‘It really was,’ Eric agreed. ‘I’d no idea that anyone in Ireland 

would know about Clifford Brown… but I’m Browne with an “e”, 
B-R-O-W-N-E.’ Then he gave her his sister’s address in New 
York. ‘Now, how about you?’ he said. 

 ‘I’m Claire Donovan,’ she said. ‘My mother’s French, so Claire 
is spelt with an “i”. When I was growing up, my friends called me 
“Claire with one eye”. It confused a lot of adults.’ 

 For the next two hours, as the train rumbled across the country- 
side, Eric and Claire talked about music. Claire was not only a big 
jazz fan, but she listened to a lot of classical music and seemed to have 
an encyclopedic knowledge of traditional Irish tunes. A light rain 
was falling when the conductor came through the car announcing 
that the next stop was Limerick. Some of the passengers stood up 
and began gathering their baggage. 

 ‘Well, it’s been a real pleasure,’ Claire said. ‘And thanks for 
getting me to Limerick. The band that I manage is playing tonight 
and I promised I’d be there.’ 

 Eric thought for a moment. ‘Would you mind if I tagged 
along?’ he asked. ‘I don’t have anything on this evening, and it 
sounds like fun.’ 

 Claire hesitated. 
 ‘Just for the music,’ he assured her raising both hands. 
 ‘You can come if you want,’ she said, slowly. ‘They’re playing 

at Dolan’s at 8:00 p.m.’ 
 Eric spent the rest of the afternoon sightseeing. He wandered 

through the Limerick City Gallery of Art for a couple of hours 
and then took a short walk around People’s Park. The pub wasn’t 
far, so he arrived shortly after 7:00 p.m. It was already pretty crowded, 
but he was able to find a seat off to the side. 

 Claire saw him from the bar. ‘Clifford!’ she called. ‘Clifford!’ 
 Eric didn’t look up. Claire made her way across the room and 

tapped him on the shoulder. 
 ‘Oh, hi,’ he said. ‘It’s good to see you. I’m really looking 

forward to this.’ 
 ‘We have a small problem,’ she said. 
 ‘Not to worry,’ he said, pointing to his beer. ‘I’m over 18.’ 
 ‘No,’ Claire said. ‘Our drummer’s mother was taken to hospital 

this afternoon… Is there any way you could sit in for him tonight?’ 
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 Eric opened his mouth. Nothing came out. 
 ‘The band members drink for free,’ she said. ‘If that’s any 

inducement.’ 
 ‘It’s just that I’m…’ Eric searched for an excuse. ‘Well, pretty 

rusty.’ 
 ‘Don’t worry,’ she assured him. ‘The band’s not very good.’ 

Claire led Eric through the bar to a small back room and introduced 
him to the band members. 

 ‘This is Clifford Browne with an “e”,’ she said. ‘He’s a “drum 
soloist” who’ll be playing with us tonight.’ 

 ‘Do you know The Wild Rover?’ Mick asked. Mick played guitar 
and sang most of their songs. ‘We usually start with that and then 
Dirty Old Town.’ 

 Eric opened his mouth. Again, nothing came out. 
 ‘Not to worry,’ Stephen said. ‘It’s all 4/4 timing. I’m sure 

you’ll do just fine.’ 
 A half-hour later, Claire stepped onto the small stage and 

introduced the band. Eric sat behind a small drum kit and picked 
up two drumsticks. He held them as if he was eating a turkey leg 
at Christmas dinner. 

 ‘We’d like to start with an oldie, but a goodie,’ Mick said as he 
began strumming the beginning of The Wild Rover. Stephen joined 
him on the concertina and Eric started moving his arms up and 
down, as if he were some kind of a mechanical toy. A lot of people 
were talking so Eric found it difficult to hear the other instruments. 
About halfway through the song, Stephen looked over. He gave 
Eric an encouraging smile and they all finished, more or less, at 
the same time. 

 As Mick launched into Dirty Old Town, Eric began to relax. He 
tried swinging his arms a bit more naturally and decided to 
experiment with the foot pedal. After they’d played about 40 
minutes, Mick told the crowd they were taking a short break. In 
the back room, Claire told them that several people had asked if 
they could start the second set with Whiskey in the Jar. 

 ‘I’m sorry I’m so rusty,’ Eric told Claire. ‘But I really think I 
started to get the hang of things during the last couple songs.’ 

 ‘Don’t worry, you’re doing a great job,’ Claire said. ‘However, 
you may want to lighten up on the foot pedal in the second half… 
the beat was throwing Mick off.’ 
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 Eric nodded and picked up his empty glass. ‘I think I’ll swing 
by the bar and pick up my wages,’ he joked, as he left the room. 

 ‘Where did you find that guy?’ Mick asked after Eric had left. 
‘His drumming is complete shite! You’d think he’d never seen a 
set of drums in his life.’ 

 The band was well into the second half when Claire’s friend, 
Patsy, joined her at the bar. 

 ‘Is that Eric Matthews?’ Patsy asked. 
 ‘Where?’ Claire said, looking back into the crowd. 
 ‘There,’ Patsy pointed. ‘The drummer.’ 
 ‘Oh, no,’ Claire said. ‘That’s Clifford Browne.’ 
 ‘I don’t think so,’ Patsy said. ‘I saw Eric Matthews playing 

with the Dublin Philharmonic last weekend. We had great seats 
and that’s definitely him.’ 

 Claire took a closer look at Eric. 
 ‘He’s supposed to be playing a benefit concert in Cork tomorrow, 

then he’s heading back to the States,’ Patsy continued. ‘We thought 
we’d try to get tickets, but they’re completely sold out.’ 

 Claire took a sip of her beer. 
 ‘So, how did you manage to get a piano virtuoso to play with 

your band?’ Patsy asked. ‘You know a lot of people are saying he’s 
going to be the next Vladimir Ashkenazy.’ 

 ‘We offered him free beer,’ Claire said. 
 When the set was over, Mick thanked the crowd and the band 

headed to the back room. 
 ‘Hey Clifford,’ Stephen said, shaking his hand, ‘That was really 

good. Thanks again for helping us out tonight.’ 
 Eric smiled a huge sigh of relief. 
 ‘Yeah, thanks,’ Mick said, extending his hand. ‘But if you don’t 

mind me saying so, I wouldn’t quit your day job.’ 
 As the others headed out the back door, Eric came over to 

Claire. ‘I’m afraid I have to run,’ he said. ‘I’ve something in Cork 
tomorrow, so I have to get to the train station.’ 

 ‘You were a good sport tonight,’ Claire said. ‘If you ever find 
yourself in Limerick again… Well, you know the rest.’ 

 ‘Goodbye, Claire,’ Eric said, extending his hand. ‘It was a truly 
memorable evening.’ 

 ‘Goodbye… Clifford,’ she said, giving him a peck on the cheek. 
 Eric arrived at the station with ten minutes to spare. He 
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bought the last Waterford blaa in the sandwich shop and sat on a 
wooden bench, waiting for the midnight train. 

 
A month later, he was sitting in an upscale New York restaurant 
having lunch with his sister. 

‘So how did the tour go?’ she asked. ‘I heard the performances 
in Manchester, Dublin and Cork were sold out.’ 

 ‘The tour went well,’ Eric said. ‘Everyone seemed very pleased.’ 
 ‘Oh, before I forget, I have something for you,’ she said, pulling 

a letter out of her purse. ‘This arrived a couple of days ago.’ 
 Eric saw his name on the envelope and his sister’s address. 

Inside was a five euro note and a sprig of heather. 
 



 

 

 

Ottawa Sure is Rising! 
The Ottawa Citizen Tells Me So 

Virginia Lafond 
 
 
        hat is found below is in the form of a letter addressed to 
Judith Cowan and Alex Trebek. Judith, who I first met as we 
worked in distribution at the food bank at All Saints Anglican 
Church, Westboro, accompanied me to many writing events 
including Ottawa Independent Writers meetings. She loved 
writing; indeed, she put on a memorable party when her story 
‘Red-Painted Toes’ was published in the OIW Ottawa One Five O 
anthology. Judith died on December 31, 2020. Less than two 
months before Judith went to her glory, Alex went to his due 
reward. 

Alex claimed Ottawa, where he had worked and lived over the 
course of his university years, as one of his favourite cities. Known 
worldwide as the long-time host of Jeopardy! he contributed 
substantial sums to the Royal Canadian Geographical Society and 
to his alma mater, the University of Ottawa, specifically to the 
alumni. Much more could be said about the man, but I will 
mention only that, from his book, The Answer Is (written after he 
received his diagnosis of terminal cancer), I took lessons on how 
to live and how to die. 
 I dedicate this piece to both Judith and Alex with admiration, 
gratitude and love. 
 

Dear Judith and Alex, 

I miss you both but, as promised, I am finally going to offer you 
proof positive from none other than the Ottawa Citizen that 
Ottawa is indeed rising. In this letter, just to make it easy for you 
and me, I’ll restrict my proof of Ottawa-rising points to mostly 
the February and March editions of 2022. 

My points are titled: 
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o The Citizen as the Great Connector 
o The National Capital as a Hot Spot 
o A Cautionary Tale 
o The Ottawa Citizen’s Stellar Habit 
o Really Good News Stories 

 

The Citizen as the Great Connector 
I’ll start on a personal note. I could hardly believe it when the 
Citizen published my latest letter to the editor within 24 hours of 
my writing it. The day before, the Citizen had published Constance 
McLeese’s constructive article describing gaps in the Ontario high 
school curriculum that she thought would be important for the 
Ontario education minister to address. My letter affirmed her 
points and built on them. (I suggested that all levels of govern-
ment would do well to also adopt the Norwegian model of 
working toward peace and reconciliation.) I was, that morning, to 
learn that Constance and I have a mutual friend, Janet Marshall. 
Janet, who a few years before gathered some of us for a writers 
group following a travel and memoir writing course, once again 
put her magic to work, hosting Constance and me for a lovely 
afternoon coffee around her kitchen table. I’ve lost count of the 
number of topics we covered but did take note that all of this 
occurred within a week! 
 Of course, Kelly Egan’s many connector stories set in the 
environs of Ottawa come to mind. In an early March column, he 
featured Gordon Male who had taken a bullet to his right knee, as 
a ‘Victim… still looking for answers.’ The details of this story get 
into the mysterious and downright scary because, to the date of 
publication, no one had indicated where the bullet had come 
from. Male is quoted, ‘If someone is running around shooting a 
gun off, something has to be done about that… This could have 
ended another way. It could have hit and killed me. It could have 
hit a child, anyone or anybody.’ Indeed. Male’s neighbours were 
duly concerned, especially those with little children. Given this, 
wouldn’t you agree with me that the Citizen is doing a much-
needed service to all in Gordon Male’s neighbourhood by 
publishing his tale? 

Going further with the idea that the Citizen is a great connector, 
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I noted that Bruce Deachman introduced a new column. He says 
at the top, ‘We’re reaching out to people in the Ottawa area to 
learn their thoughts and stories’ and under his words of invitation, 
there is a story written by Libid Zyla Harder. She tells of her relatives 
living in Ukraine, one a priest who posts his liturgies every day on 
social media, giving her hope. But she goes on to say, ‘Not for 
long.’ Harder then spells out her interpretation of some very sad 
happenings. ‘They took out the theatre, the Dram, in Mariupol, 
which hurt me on so many levels, given that this is my love; back 
stages are my second home. Now you’re hitting me everywhere it 
hurts; you’re going after kids; they had big rocks outside the 
theatre, on either side, that spelled “kidsˮ and thought, “Perfect! 
Let’s kill them allˮ.’ 
 Here’s to the Citizen, a great connector not just of and for the 
personal and the local, but for its global reach! 
 

The National Capital as a Hot Spot 
Judith and Alex, let’s now consider the National Capital, Ottawa, 
as a hot spot. A hot spot ‘for what?’ you might ask. Judith, I know 
you’ll understand that I can’t resist telling Alex: ‘The Answer Is:  
Progressive Moves.’ 
 One very recent Citizen story describes a progressive move 
precisely, the one about the minority Liberal Party government 
having entered into a coalition with the New Democratic Party, 
which will serve not a few critical needs of Canadians. These two 
parties have established several items of agreement but the A-ones 
in my book are three: establishing a national pharmacare program 
along with a national dental care program, and the creation of an 
‘oversight group.’  Hallelujah! 
 As well, Kelly Egan, steps away from his usual ‘local news’ 
lane and into another, reporting a progressive move in national 
politics. Egan lets us know that there is, in the House of 
Commons, all-party support to change the Russian Embassy’s 
street name to ‘Ukraine.’ Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
 

A Cautionary Tale 
Now, I’ll turn to one cautionary tale told in the Ottawa Citizen. 
Actually, I’ve said it aloud, albeit in private company, that given 
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the chance, I would nominate Peter Hum’s three-page investig-
ative journalistic spread for a press-media Oscar for most ‘Tell-
All National Cautionary Tale.’ Entitled ‘It was bad before the pan-
demic… it’s not gotten better,’ this article speaks of the hazards 
of during-shift and after-shift drinking and drugging by restaurant 
workers. No fewer than four restaurant workers tell their stories 
because, as Hum reports, they have concluded, ‘If they candidly 
tell their stories, perhaps they can help peers who are still caught 
in the throes of drugs and alcohol.’ In my nomination piece, I 
would be sure to speak of the fine, carefully stated and generous 
caring shown in this article by Hum, the Citizen’s restaurant critic, 
and by those he has featured. 
 

The Ottawa Citizen’s Stellar Habit: Follow-up 
Definitely, Joanne Laucius’ submission, titled ‘COVID-19, 2 
Years: How the Pandemic Changed the Ottawa Hospital’ is an 
article that shows the Citizen to be following up. Laucius describes 
how she sat down with a group of caregivers at the Ottawa 
Hospital and asked them to share their reflections on the past two 
COVID years. Dr Peter Munene shared frankly about his early 
nervousness. In a letter to himself he wrote: ‘As I stare into the 
unknown, I do not know what awaits. I will try and stay brave for 
my patients and face whatever comes next with humility.’ He later 
comments that his COVID-19 experiences gave him a renewed 
‘focus on compassion, especially when it comes to having difficult 
conversations with patients and their families.’ 
 Dr Kwadwo Kyeremanteng told the story of his team treating 
a young patient for two and a half hours in steps. ‘All of those 
were little [treatment] steps that could have gone south. Just the 
slightest misstep and things would have gone in the wrong 
direction… I just remember looking at the team and saying: “We 
did something really special today. This is why we do what we 
doˮ.’ 
 Laucius honours the profound dedication of the Ottawa 
Hospital’s staff to serving Ottawa citizens, including advocating 
for much needed adequate staffing levels. We see this under a 
picture of Chief Clinical Officer and Chief Nursing Executive 
Suzanne Madore: ‘Moving beyond the pandemic to help staff recover 
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mentally and physically. She is trying to address inadequate staff-
ing levels to help take pressure off front-line nurses.’ 
 Two individual nurses are also featured. One, Kelly Johnston, 
is quoted: ‘A core group of us would work 12 or 13 days in a row, 
doing 12- and 16-hour shifts in order to ensure there were enough 
bodies on the floor… There was never a doubt in my mind. It was 
my calling. It was what I signed up for.’ Alicia Hunt speaks about 
supportive teamwork and how it helped all members of the team 
make it through. ‘It brought out the best in our co-workers… 
from the clerks to the housekeepers to the porters, everyone has 
worked together.’ 
 Cheers again to the Ottawa Citizen for showing Ottawa rising 
in a very precious sector of our fine city! May its stellar habit of 
follow-up continue! 
 

Really Good News Stories 
 Finally, the Citizen’s really good news stories. Stories of this kind 
can almost always be found on a daily basis in the Citizen. I find 
lots of them in the obituary section. I love reading them, including 
stories about people I never knew, but who have contributed to 
their communities beyond my ability to imagine. These are people 
I wish I’d known; however, learning about them even after they’ve 
passed often inspires me to continue purposefully slogging on 
through life, just as the two of you did so well. 
 Bruce Deachman told a great bit of good news, certainly 
showing Ottawa on the rise, when he reported under the headline, 
‘Combatting poverty by paying staff a living wage.’ Joanne Laucius 
follows Deachman on this, reporting that ‘Ottawa’s Mission’s Food 
Program Turns Out Fresh Grads.’ Indeed, Forough AliKarami, 
who arrived in Canada in July of last year, is featured for not only 
having completed the food program but also having found employ-
ment in an Orleans restaurant. What a gift! Not just to the City of 
Ottawa, but to people who find themselves needing service at the 
Mission. 

The good news of this story doesn’t stop there: Laucius goes 
on to tell how the Mission was offered, from Manor Park 
Holdings, a seven-year lease for $10.00 annually for the iconic, 
now out-of-business, Rideau Bakery. 
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 Another really good story is the one about Saad Gaya, 
formerly a terrorist plotter, being supported by the RCMP officer 
who arrested him. What’s Inspector Maiwan Zogheib supporting 
Gaya for? Well, Gaya, first convicted and having served consider-
able time in prison, is now applying for a licence to practice law. 
Zogheib’s support includes his mention of how Gaya appeared 
different from others arrested at the same time, including that he 
showed remorse. 
 There is also the story about the Ukrainian newlyweds who 
found out on their honeymoon that their residence had been 
destroyed by Putin’s warring. They are now matched with, and 
soon to be taken in by, an Ottawa couple, themselves newlywed. 
Really? Does it get any better? 
 We learn as well that the Great Glebe Garage Sale is returning 
this year; on May 28th, to be precise. Alas, I will miss it (but 
hopefully it will be back next year and waiting for me). 
 Before closing, dear Judith and Alex, I want to tell you one 
last Ottawa rising story from the Ottawa Citizen, certainly a good-
news one. I write it strictly from memory. As I recall, the Citizen 
reported a hit-and-run at a Merivale and Meadowlands crosswalk. 
The victims, two teenage girls, were out early to buy Valentine’s 
Day cards for their classmates. One was taken to emergency and 
after examination, was released home as her injuries were minor. 
The other sustained a head injury. She was put into an induced 
coma and kept in hospital. Her mother remained constantly at her 
bedside. Her friend, who visited frequently, eventually noticed 
that she had begun communicating by sign language, the language 
her mother had taught her from infancy. The Citizen later ran 
another article describing how this 13-year-old walked out of the 
hospital hand-in-hand with her friend, but perhaps a bit early, in 
the opinion of some of the medical team. As part of her agreement 
about her early release, she had reluctantly agreed with her treat-
ment team that she would not attend the then-upcoming Justin 
Bieber performance at the Canadian Tire Centre. (Her medical 
team had persuaded her and her mother that the atmosphere of 
the concert would be too much for her, perhaps harmful.) The 
great Ottawa Citizen came through again, reporting a few days later 
that a woman had generously seen to arranging for seats in a 
private box for the two girls and their mothers. I’m guessing the 
medical team gave its hearty approval. 
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So, after reading all these pieces from that grand vehicle bringing 
us true, topical and tremendous Ottawa rising stories, I trust that 
you two—wherever you are among the stars—will stand by me as 
I give my profound cheers and thanks to the Ottawa Citizen. 
 
Virginia 
xox 
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Becky’s Bad Day 
Ann McMillan 

 
 
      ecky woke up feeling sad. She lay in her snug bed with the 
perfectly weighted covers pulled up just under her nose and 
reflected on the day ahead. Logically, she knew that her life was 
enviable by most people’s standards, and yet… she certainly didn’t 
feel like bounding out of bed to greet the new day. Spiritually, she 
felt exhausted to the core, and emotionally she felt drained, though 
why that should be escaped her. 
 The sound of a car alarm going off in the distance interrupted 
her reverie and she jumped up to look out of her bedroom 
window, which overlooked a distant parking lot as well as the 
tennis courts. Indeed, she could see the Cadillac out there that was 
a mass of flashing lights and wicked sound. No one seemed to be 
around and the car was just doing its own thing, in the middle of 
the quiet suburban lot. 
 Ignore it, said Becky’s inner voice, a voice that had been louder 
and more obtrusive in recent weeks. It is none of your business. After 
all, she nudged herself, nothing ever happened in this quiet 
neighborhood overlooking the Ottawa River. Becky sighed, went 
back to bed, and pulled the covers over her head to try to muffle 
out the sound. 
 Becky lived alone in a 5th floor apartment in one of the cleanest 
and safest buildings in the town of Kanata, located on the banks 
of the Ottawa River, just west of Ottawa. Rent was exorbitant, 
and now that she was not employed, it wasn’t clear how much 
longer she would be able to stay there. But it was home for the 
present, with all the comfort and security one could wish for. It 
had everything a single person could want, from a huge, enclosed 
balcony overlooking the tennis courts, to an eat-in living room 
and not one, but two bathrooms, one of which contained a large 
tub with jets that provided an instant source of relaxation. 
 While society had at last recognized that the changing climate 
was a danger to traditional lifestyles, the overwhelming decision 
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had been to adapt rather than make adjustments that slowed the 
changes, and hence the tub actually purified and recirculated the 
water it used. Of course, the apartment was small, about 65 square 
metres, but it was part of the integrated building so heat, light and 
internet were all taken care of. There were common rooms that 
could be booked for entertaining friends or partying as well as a 
gym, pool and, of course, the tennis courts under their climatizing 
bubble. 
 As the executive administrator for Telford (Tellie) McWhirter, 
Becky had earned enough to be able to afford the apartment, her 
cheeky little VOLT5 car, as well as all the bells and whistles of a 
luxury lifestyle given to parties with too much weed and booze, 
and a wardrobe to set off her athletic, though curvaceous, figure; 
all with a nod to the new restrictions implied and enforced by the 
ongoing program to address the changing climate. Becky paused 
a moment in her reverie and thought back to her relationship with 
Todd and his strange ways. It was clear that Todd didn’t fit in with the 
lifestyle of a policy advisor like herself; he was always so full of passionate 
ideas about ‘recapturing the best of the old.’ While he had his issues, he was 
so smart and ‘with it’ in his strange way. Becky shook her head but a 
thought presented itself, unbidden… now that she had lost her job 
anyway, perhaps she and Todd… she pushed it firmly away and rolled 
over. 
 Becky was used to rationalizing her lifestyle. Everybody did. 
She thought about tough issues like conservation and recycling. 
Her little electric car had cost a bundle, but she was convinced 
that she had done well in purchasing it: to protect the environ-
ment and keep climate change at bay. While it had taken society a 
lot longer to get to the point where electric vehicles made up most 
of the private stock than had been envisioned back in the 21st 
century, it had eventually happened. Becky’s car represented free 
access to the world; public transit, though available, was not 
pleasant. For example, those last remaining holdouts to the sweep 
ing changes engulfing the world tended to live on the trains, 
creating little islands of dirt and pollution in their immediate 
vicinity… and the smell… 
 Climate had changed. Although it was May and the sun was 
welcome after the long, dark Winter, the temperatures outside of 
Becky’s apartment were over 40°C. It would not be possible to go 
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outside unprotected in the heat of the summer. Becky knew that 
in the past, there had only been a few days every year that were 
over 30°C but now in much of the world, with the shifting of 
ocean and wind currents, people needed high-tech shelter to 
survive. Any break in the precious supply of energy would result, 
not in momentary inconvenience and discomfort as in previous 
centuries, but in death. 
 This was all part of a much bigger change, of course. The 
burning of fossil fuels had been cut back by 90% since the 21st 
century. Natural gas was still used for certain applications, but 
even those would be eventually phased out and society would 
become ‘all electric,’ with the electricity being produced by the 
myriad of wind, solar, water and ‘bio-renewables’ that had been 
developed over the years. Of course, the base load was still 
nuclear. The anti-nukes had rioted and fussed about the dangers 
of explosions and radioactive waste, but it had become so obvious 
by 2200 that the world was becoming an inferno that eventually 
would not support life, that the safety issues were solved as well 
as possible and nuclear plants had been built rapidly worldwide. 
In much of the world, this step had pushed the inevitable away 
for at least a generation. That said, the benefits had been eaten up 
by the requirements for air conditioning and massive water 
management projects to maintain parts of the world as habitable 
and push off the threat of ‘climate wars.’ Large populations in 
equatorial countries were hanging onto life by a thread; a very 
high-tech and fragile thread it was, too. 
 Rumour had it that new energy sources were on the way and 
that, although the world had hit several ‘tipping points’ in terms 
of the changing climate, humankind was not dead yet. As Becky 
hid in her snuggly bed running over the situation of the world, she 
realized just how much these changes had impacted her own 
personal world. She knew that she was overwhelmingly lucky, 
being Canadian. Canada had lots of energy and more significantly, 
lots of fresh water. She remembered as a child, walking along 
streams in Algonquin Park, being regaled by stories from her 
camp supervisors about the native peoples who used to walk these 
paths and fish these streams. She saw a real moose with her own 
eyes… she doubted whether anyone could do so now. After the 
‘world migration,’ everything had changed in that regard. It was a 
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matter of necessity, she knew. Todd went on and on about it, and 
what needed to be done. 
 Becky’s two-room apartment contained only necessities. There 
was no video screen, no music player, and the most basic of eating 
tools. The fake hardwood floor was bare and there were only two 
‘stick’ chairs in the mostly bare living room, and the floppy bean-
bag, of course. Nothing covered the windows, which made the 
north-facing apartment quite cold in the Winter. In the Summer, 
the big expanse of glass, although infused with high-tech material, 
still attracted the heat and flaming brightness, except when the 
clouds rolled in for seemingly unending days of pouring rain. 
There was a ‘bathroom,’ containing the high-tech tub, and then 
there was a ‘toilet’ containing an ultra-high efficiency bowl and a 
sink. A denizen of the 21st century would notice the absence of a 
kitchen and the presence of a refrigerated wall cabinet full of 
colourful containers. 
 Becky did have a Fitbit successor strapped to her slim wrist. 
It acted as her personal advisor, confidante and communications 
guru. It was her link to the world, incorporating all the technology 
of the old smart phones with a mass of sensors that knew all about 
how Becky was doing, and it kept her informed about how the 
world was doing. Of course, after all the to-do about ‘fake news,’ 
no one really knew what was going on out there, but most people 
didn’t care much, anyway. 
 Cellular communications had improved immensely in the last 
century. With the emerging importance of communications 
technology, there had been a revolt. Those with no phones had 
been forced into a place of second-class citizenry with no access 
to universal health care, dentistry, childcare, pharmacare or any 
other kind of care now provided by government. If you had no 
phone and no computer, you would be hard pressed to secure the 
basics of survival in this emerging society, never mind all the social 
benefits to which you were entitled. True, the libraries still had 
free access to technology, but for anything that required the saving 
and future referencing of information, a person needed the 
pervasive ‘super watch’ strapped to their wrist. Those crusty 
individualists of the 21st century, who screamed every time the 
government issued a new card to provide them with benefits in 
return for information about their identity, had eventually sold 
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out, or was that ‘souled out?’ The government had centralized 
information from healthcare to tax collection to what your preferred 
coloured package was for dinner, and that was that. It was a 
democratically elected government, after all, and it only executed 
the will of the people it represented. Right? 
 There had been an active and spirited discussion about the 
changes and what they were doing to children. The desocialization 
and desensitization that had started during the great COVID 
pandemic had just continued. The children of that era had grown 
into adults who had taken their place in the world largely unaware 
of what they had lost as people, and so it was that the world 
moved gently to a different expectation of what it was to be a 
child, and what growing up was all about. A greater change in 
humanity took place over a few decades than had taken place since 
wandering tribes strode the earth over ten thousand years previously. 
 Becky and her friends would be labeled as irreparably shallow 
and pretentious by preceding generations, but what were they to 
do? The umbilical cords that had attached previous generations 
firmly to the earth and nature, to their parents and their history 
and to one another, had largely been broken. These children 
floated like spacemen, alone in their spacesuits, provided with 
everything they needed to sustain them, but surrounded by the 
unknown and the unknowable. Of course, none of them noticed… 
or did they? 
 Becky woke up again. She had had the most amazing dream. 
In her dream, she was in the Arboretum, near Dow’s Lake, it was 
Spring and the tulips were out. There were massive beds of tulips 
of all imaginable colours and shapes undulating in the wind and 
stretching off as far as the eye could see. Becky was too young to 
have ever seen this in reality, but she had seen pictures growing 
up and they had always filled her with wonder, that nature could 
produce such diversity of colour. She was overwhelmed with the 
idea that right now, this May, this very minute, the tulips might be 
blooming around Dow’s Lake. Her mood shifted. She had a 
reason to get up, and she did. 
 Climbing out of her snug nest, Becky realized that she was 
thirsty and hungry, and she needed to pee. She used the toilet and 
noted that she was going to need to top up her water meter soon 
or hold on the flushing, which she found repulsive. She opened 
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the wall cabinet, selecting an orange container and a blue one. The 
orange container went in the slot at the bottom and when it was 
returned it was piping hot, just the way she liked it, redolent with 
coffee aroma. The blue one was ripped open to reveal a ‘fruit’ 
salad consisting of different coloured lumps of stuff and a few 
brightly coloured berry-like pieces. Becky also took out a croissant 
in a transparent package and found it to be fresh and slightly 
warm, just to her taste. Then off to the bath for a restorative quick 
dip, and into her top and tights. She had a momentary impulse to 
text Todd and invite him along but pushed it firmly away… this 
was going to be her day. 
 One of the ironies of this life was that everything old was new 
again, and women’s styles had gone back to the practical, easy-to-
wear high-stretch styles. Variations, it seemed, could be flattering 
for almost everyone. Plain black and skintight with five centi-
metres of midriff showing was Becky’s style and it suited her to a 
T. Then, she paused, thought about outdoor air temperatures, and 
switched to a white version. She grabbed her tiny backpack purse 
that carried her ID card, another box of liquid and a ‘chocolate’ 
snack, and she was out the door and down the elevator to get her 
car from the basement parking lot. 
 As the car zipped along Carling toward the Arboretum, Becky 
thought how little Ottawa had changed in her lifetime. There was 
added density, of course, with the residential towers lining the 
river up to 40 stories or more. New building techniques had mini-
mized their visual impact on the surroundings, but still, as her car 
whisked her along, she had the feeling that she was in an artificial 
canyon surrounded by Plexiglas and steel and reflective Mylar. 
Beautiful but cold, despite the temperatures, with little evidence 
of green. Fortunately, she had overslept the rush hour and the 
roads were moving well. While automated cars had been a reality 
for decades, Becky was still frustrated with their slowness of 
decision-making amid other traffic. It was best to sit back, relax 
and inspect the sophisticated wrist electronics to see if there was 
anything new in the world today. The news held no surprises: the 
stock market was up and the weather was going to be fine, which 
meant hot, hot, hot. The trip didn’t take long. 
 As the car pulled into what had been a parking lot on the edge 
of Dow’s Lake, Becky gasped. The lake was gone… there was no 
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water there at all! Instead, as far as the eye could see were green-
houses, interrupted by banks of solar panels, and yes, a row of 
very tall windmills in the back. No trees, tulips or, indeed, strips 
of green anywhere. There was no real parking lot, either, but an 
area in front of the building held a couple of similar cars to 
Becky’s, so she pulled up beside them and parked. She got out of 
the car, the heat hitting her as though someone had opened the 
door to a sauna and went over to the door of the nearest green-
house, which was plastered with notices. DREAM GREENS it said 
in big letters, with a list of emergency contacts underneath. No 
signs forbade entry, so Becky went in. This was not a traditional 
greenhouse to provide warmth to developing plants; this was a 
similar structure but built to cool the beds. Huge fans rumbled, 
exchanging the air while the whir of compressors provided an aural 
counterpoint. The rush of sweat on Becky’s forehead subsided. 
 Becky’s eyes were drawn to a number of black blobs dispersed 
irregularly in the sea of green that was tiny lettuce plants. It took a 
moment for her to figure out that these were actually staff, all in 
black hazmat suits. One of them was moving slowly, but deliberately, 
in her direction. The visor went up and a cheery smile appeared 
underneath. 
 ‘Hiya,’ he said, ‘what can I do for you? Don’t worry, we’re not 
spraying today, so you are safe without a suit.’ 
 ‘What is this place?’ Becky stammered, ‘and where are the 
tulips?’ 
 The man paused and regarded her for a moment. ‘No tulips 
grow outside in Ottawa anymore,’ he said, ‘and they haven’t for 
decades. This greenhouse, on the site of the old Arboretum, produces 
fresh food for the whole city. Growing things here has never been 
easy, but as the temperature goes up, it gets more and more 
difficult and expensive. I can tell you a bit about the greenhouse 
if you would like?’ 
 Becky suddenly felt sick. It wasn’t the contents of the boxes 
that she had consumed earlier; it was related to actually seeing 
what she had known and had not processed about her life and 
times. She declined the man’s kind offer and stumbled out of the 
greenhouse toward her little car. She headed home as fast as she 
could and when she got there, she shed her clothes, headed for 
her bed and cried. 
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 In a flash of unusual insight, Becky decided her days as a 
policy advisor were over. Perhaps she would go back to working 
in the library; it would almost pay the rent. She felt driven to do 
something else. Eventually, she gathered herself together, got up, 
and phoned Todd. They started the conversation about tulips but 
ended with a plan to meet and change the world. 
 



 

 

 

The Little Brass Dog 
Louise Szabo 

 
 

       ow! There it was! I couldn’t believe it! I held the little brass 
dog over my heart, as memories from my childhood tumbled 
through my mind. Hidden all these years in this drawer, I’d found 
it under tea towels, old aprons and linen napkins that my mother 
never used. 
 So many times, as a child, I would take it out of the china 
cabinet. It was a game between my older sister Elaine and I. Our 
incessant fights over who would hold it drove Mom crazy. She’d 
scold us and make us put it back where it belonged. I had 
forgotten about it until now. Here it was, once again in my hands. 
I blinked fast in my struggle to hold my tears at bay. I was 
surprised at my reaction, as it wasn’t finding the brass dog that I 
was crying about; it was that my parents were moving out of my 
childhood home. 
 Dad had designed this house and supervised its construction. 
Quite proud of the result, it had taken months to convince him to 
move. Mom was 93 and Dad was 90. They had lived in this house 
for the past 60 years. Dad, unable to take care of the house 
anymore, just didn’t see it. 
 The move to a retirement home was no doubt the right 
decision to make. 
 ‘There’s nothing wrong with the house.’ His angry voice 
resonated through the dining room. ‘I built it to last. Everything 
works fine.’ It was his house, and he didn’t want to part with it. 
 ‘It’s hard on Mom. She can’t keep up.’ 
 Dad scoffed at our concerns. Suffering from dementia, he 
lived in the past. It wasn’t the house that was the problem. It was 
them living in it. 
 ‘You wouldn’t need to do any packing. We’ll do it.’ 
  Mom finally put her foot down and the house went up for sale. 
 
On packing Saturday, we parked Dad in front of the TV, tuned in 
to the news channel and then the football game, and tiptoed 
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around him when he napped. Elaine, and younger sister Joan and I, 
each had an area to sort, stack, or pack. My heart ached as I looked 
at the belongings to be sorted. Most of the time the decisions were 
obvious; books were donated to the library, old towels were thrown 
away, items found at the back of closets were discarded and a large 
portion was donated to the Salvation Army. 
 Poor Mom was at everyone’s beck and call. From one room 
to the next, she made her rounds. We’d sit her in a comfortable 
chair, hold up an item and ask her to make the decision. ‘Which 
pile, Mom? Garbage, recycling, the apartment or the give-away 
pile?’ 
 ‘The apartment,’ she would tell us. Everything went to the 
apartment. Mini-conferences were held. 
 ‘Mom. You won’t need it in the apartment.’ Sometimes she’d 
balk. Other times she’d agree. It often took discussion and strong 
persuasion. What right did we have to demand that she make an 
instant decision about the cherished belongings of her lifetime? 
What she held dear, we sometimes thought of as junk. The reverse 
was also true, the worth being in the eyes of the beholder. As the 
day wore on, the strain showed in her eyes and in the slump of 
her shoulders. She put up a brave front and I could only imagine 
how much her heart was breaking. 
 Her belongings fascinated me. One large drawer held nothing 
but costume jewelry. I filled a huge trunk with photos found in 
boxes, drawers and cupboards. It took all my willpower to keep 
on packing instead of looking at the pictures. In the piano bench, 
I discovered sheet music with copyright dates in the 1890s. These 
I put aside to give to Archives Canada. Treasures were everywhere. 
 From her cedar chest, I retrieved, meticulously wrapped in 
white tissue paper, her faded lace wedding gown. Mom sat misty-
eyed as I held it in front of me. Not until I rewrapped it did the 
nostalgic expression leave her face. In the same chest was a 
beautiful christening gown handmade by Mom’s grandmother. 
Being the first grandchild in her family, she had been the first to 
wear it. Almost one hundred years old, every member of her 
extended family had been christened wearing that dress. 
 As I emptied drawers and carried discarded articles into the 
different piles in the garage, I struggled desperately, in the chaos 
of cleaning, to keep my emotions reined in. Inevitably, a touch of 
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my past slipped into my mind and my work slowed down a little. 
Memories of childhood adventures fought for my time, then left 
to be retrieved later. No one could see that inside, I shed quiet 
tears. 
 By late afternoon, everything had been sorted. By then, the 
grandchildren and great grandchildren had arrived. We gathered 
around the dining room table, piled high with the give-away stock. 
One by one, we lay dibs to our favorite articles. We hooted and 
hollered and teased as others challenged each choice, declaring 
that they had wanted it for their own. 
 Elaine lay claim to her favourite, the pink candy dish. I could 
almost taste Mom’s homemade fudge and sucre à la creme. She had 
kept the jar on top of the refrigerator, too high for us to reach and 
steal a piece. Joan got the deep blue flower vase that she had 
always loved so much. I’d kept my eye on the brass dog. Fully 
expecting Elaine to object, I was surprised when she never said a 
word. But then, why would she? My childhood memories were 
different than hers. She probably didn’t even remember our bick-
ering over the brass dog. 
 On the second round, I got the glass pitcher. I could still see 
the water droplets running down the outside of the pitcher on hot 
Summer days when Elaine and I had our lemonade stand.  
 By suppertime, we were done. Then, for the last time, joined 
by our aunts, one uncle and numerous cousins, we gathered for a 
family supper: takeout Chinese food. Ever since my parents had 
moved into this house, every single Christmas meal had been 
eaten at this dining room table. It became a momentous occasion 
as we toasted the old house and wished it well. We told stories, we 
remembered, we laughed, we desperately tried not to cry. In the 
atmosphere of happiness at the new beginning for my parents, an 
undercurrent of unspoken sadness flowed through the air, each of 
us very aware that never again would the family gather in this 
room. 
 As we prepared to leave, the house looked as if a tornado had 
swept through its rooms and scattered its debris all over the main 
floor. We stepped gingerly over our respective piles of articles: old 
pillows, sheets, boxes and bags of loot. We possessively carried 
our accumulated bounty to our cars and headed for home. As we 
drove away, I took one look back and wondered, will I find it difficult 
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to drive down this street again without shedding a few tears? 
 When I got home, I placed the precious box containing the 
wedding and christening dresses on the top shelf in my closet. I 
had no idea what I would do with the wedding gown, but I knew 
the christening dress would be worn by future generations. Tears 
rolled down my cheeks as I, once again, pressed the brass dog 
against my heart, then placed it in a prominent spot in my own 
china cabinet. 
 



 

 

 

I Called Her Beatrice 
Jan Jacobson 

 
 
     named her Beatrice because they were both soldiers, and the 
Dutch Royal Family was staying here in Canada for the War. 
Beatrice was a pretty little blonde baby like the Queen’s daughter. 
But I couldn’t keep her. 

I left the farm and moved to a rooming house in the big city 
when I started working at the bomb factory. My husband, John, 
had gone off to the war in Italy like most of his friends, so there 
were no men left to do the work. That’s where I met Bob. He was 
cute and fun and flirted with me (he flirted with a few other girls 
there too; I had heard a few rumours). And he had been a soldier, 
too. So, I was glad when he started visiting me a few times a week. 
It was fun and he was so cuddly! Too bad I couldn’t always tell 
when my period was about to start. 

I had to tell John. He would have nothing to do with me until 
Beatrice was gone. He told me to send everything I had bought 
with his money to his dad. Actually, I had money of my own once 
I had started working at the bomb factory. Most of us did. Now, 
he says he won’t come back to me even when the War ends. That 
will be soon because they’ve bombed Berlin. I’m not sure what 
happened to Bob. He left the bomb factory after hearing about 
Beatrice. I think he didn’t want to be responsible for her. 

I’ve talked to some lady at the Children’s Aid Society. She says 
that after the six weeks are up, I can send her to a boarding house. 
I’ll have to pay $4.00 a month to them until they’ve received 
assurances that John won’t support her. I’ve been living with my 
brother again on the farm, keeping house for him. 
 
Yay. Got a letter from John overseas, stating that he’d signed the 
form specifying that he wouldn’t have anything to do with 
Beatrice. Maybe the CAS will take her on now. 
 
He’s coming home! He’s really coming home. My dream has come 
true. I’ll be a perfect wife to him from now on! 
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That sausage smelled so good that I asked my ‘mom,’ Mrs Smith, 
to show me what it looked like in the oven. She’s not really my 
mom, but I call her that. She said, ‘Bea, if you promise to behave 
when the lady visits you tomorrow, I’ll give you some sausage for 
supper. You’ve been very cross to Irene since she came here. 
Imagine, throwing sand on her!’ Yes, I did when she first came, 
but I like her better now that she can talk and walk a bit. It’s kind 
of fun to have someone to play with, even if she’s still a baby. 
She’d better not touch my picture books, though. 

Christmas was really fun. We had a big, sparkly tree and I got 
two picture books. I kept them under my pillow for a whole week. 
Mom says that if I’m good when that lady comes to visit me 
tomorrow, I can have bacon and eggs for breakfast. I’ll be able to 
tell the lady that now that I’m three, I know how to lace my shoes. 
I’m learning to tie them too, and if I work really hard, maybe I’ll 
be able to show them how smart I am. 

Ohhhh… I’m so sad. My mom just told me that she was 
moving far, far away. Some place called B.C. Last night, she saw 
me crying on the big stair where it turns to go down. She said I 
could take my rocking horse—the one with the painted horses on 
it—with me. But I still don’t want to go. 
 
Miss Valentine came to see me today again. She’s the lady that 
visits me. She told me I’ll be moving to a farm and that they have 
a dog. I like adventures! I’ll stay there till Christmas time. 
 
I’ve never met boys before. Gordon’s really fun. When he comes 
home from school, we play with his trains and planes—we go 
wherever we want to travel—and just throw them in that 
direction. And every night before bed, he hides me, and we giggle 
until his dad finds me under the covers and takes me down the 
hall to my own bed. I like it here. When my new dad comes home 
from work, we all sit on the sofa and chairs in the big kitchen 
across from the sink with the flowered pitcher and the wood stove 
and the hooks where I keep my blue jacket, and talk about what 
happened that day. Gordon can be a bit mean, though. I know his 
dog isn’t really my dog and they’re not my real mom and dad, but 
he doesn’t need to tell me. 

When I first moved to the countryside where I met my 
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brother, Gordon, and my first dad, I heard a radio—my first. I 
heard a lot of songs: I’m Looking Over a Four-Leaf Clover, and Irene 
Goodnight… I’ll See You in My Dreams. I sang them to anyone who 
would listen: my mom, my dad, my brother and even their dog. 
He seemed to like them. I also learned some rhymes. My favourites 
were Little Miss Muffet (what’s a tuffet?) and Old King Cole. Wouldn’t 
it be nice to have your own fiddlers! 

My new dad used to drive me and some other kids who didn’t 
have a real home to the dentist or the doctor sometimes, and I 
still remember singing songs and telling my nursery rhymes to 
them in the car. 
 
‘Linda, I’ve been visiting this little girl named Bea. She’s lovely and 
so curious and clever that I can’t figure out why no one has 
adopted her.’ 

‘Well, Liz, maybe it’s just the War. Perhaps you could ask the 
CAS office if you can see the papers on her background.’ 

‘Okay.’ 
 ‘Hmmmm, the birth mother quit school in Grade 8 and didn’t 
perform very well when we gave her the IQ test… the putative father 
only had a Grade 5 education… doesn’t sound too promising. 
Looks like there were a few people interested: a Mrs Martin, who 
was very nice and had gone to the University of Toronto but 
decided not to take her when they heard about her family back-
ground; then, there was an older couple that ran a boarding school 
for kids like her, but they already had taken two girls who were 
not being socialized well. They didn’t seem like a good match, 
either.’ 

‘But Linda, she seems to have hit all the regular landmarks, 
even more: drinking from a cup at six months, walking at 11 
months, talking a bit before she was a year old, even learning to tie 
her shoes. Maybe we should get her tested, you know, by a 
psychologist who can really find out how smart she is.’ 
 
One day when I was four, Miss Valentine, the lady who always 
comes to visit me, told me she was taking me to a different kind 
of doctor: the kind that gives you puzzles to do. I told him all 
about the songs I know and my favourite rhymes. I liked the 
puzzles, too. It was fun. 
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After the trip to the fun doctor, I started having quite a few 
visits with people. I went out for ice cream with one of them, but 
I didn’t like the man. He teased me too much. Now ice cream 
makes my throat hurt. The next week, Miss Valentine took me to 
meet a lady who gave me cookies and some milk and asked if I’d 
like to go to the store with her to buy a colouring book. She said 
she’d give me a quarter to choose one. After that, she asked me if 
I would like to visit her at her home. Miss Valentine’s taking me 
to get some new clothes first. I’ve never gone shopping for new 
clothes before. 
 They had a really big, red brick house with white windows all 
across the front, and a huge living room. I had chocolate milk in 
a little blue cup with a big girl named Anne, while the two ladies 
talked. 

When Miss Valentine came to visit me the next time, she told 
me that the colouring-book lady wanted me to come and live with 
them. I said that would be okay with me until Christmas time. 
 
Wow! I have a sister now! I have a piano! I have a radio and a 
record player and a record I can play on it, called Golliwog’s Picnic. 
And I have all kinds of books. My favourite is Curious George, about 
the crazy monkey who swings from wires. And I have a fairy 
named Star who I can talk to in the big tree in the back yard, near 
the beautiful red peonies. And my new mom and dad have 
adopted me and changed my name to Margaret Beatrice. I wonder 
what happened to my other mommies and to Gordon and my 
other dad. 
 
I was walking home from kindergarten when I saw him. The old, 
gray jalopy was parked at the corner of my new street. The front 
was open, held up by a big rod. The small man in brown pants 
and cap looked at me. ‘Do you remember who I am?’ he asked me 
gently. 
 ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘you used to be my dad.’ 

Wow. Someone loved me. 
I wasn’t sure what else to do, so I kept walking down the 

street to the big, red brick house with white windows all across 
the front where I lived now. 

I never saw him or Gordon or any of my former family again.



 

 

 

The River Speaks 
Ian Prattis 

  
 
Sunlight through trees  
dance on last year’s leaves 
by river’s edge. 
 
Voices carry the struggle upstream  
against the current, into the wind. 
The mighty river spoke to russet forests, 
female sources creating intergenerational wisdom 
that we hardly touch and rarely  
heed. 
 
You are here Ancient Wisdom, 
shimmering through the river’s embrace. 
Pacing rapids, knee deep in the river’s grip, 
the raging water threatens 
our yellow canoe. 
Asserting dominion 
is the way running through Mother Earth. 
 
Weakened by portages, 
cut and scratched by thorns, burnt by sun. 
Shoulders aching, back burning 
from the ascent of rapids, 
searching deep for strength. 
 
Then the wondrous peace of waiting in silence 
by river’s edge. 
Taking the moment to flow 
with this river as she speaks quietly 
to yellow canoe. 
Of wavelets losing themselves 
dying on a gently shelving beach. 
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Each day, before the elements reveal their majesty, 
a gift from nature 
is brought by the wind 
crashing into our senses. 
We recognize storm, snow, wind and torrents, 
gifts to our opening experience to wonder. 
 
Snow dusts our tents 
white upon orange, 
reflecting the fire’s dying embers 
glowing charcoal red. 
Placed on a point in Quebec 
we listen to the rattle of box cars 
behind the CN train, 
snaking past on the south shore 
travelling west more quickly.  
 
Slowly the camp returns to nature. 
All traces removed of our presence 
except our memories, 
for whoever else finds this spot of glory. 
Frozen socks, scarves, underwear 
left overnight on cedar branches 
crackle and bend 
as they are folded, stiff into ice-rimmed packs. 
 
We run against rapids 
where ospreys have their nest. 
Wheeling in the sky, 
gazing down at our struggle 
to mount minor rapids. 
‘Going the wrong way!’ the ospreys scream. 
They are masters of their domain 
only we are not of ours. 
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Listen— 
listen to the sound of it. 
To the feel of it 
raining gently down, 
separating each droplet of rain 
as it enters the womb of earth 
through the river. 
 
Then we are gone 
replacing the camp 
with our absence. 
 
Presence remains 
in individual gratitude 
for the intergenerational threads 
we are thankful for. 
I take from this place 
a white blossom overhanging 
the riverbank, 
and adorn the yellow canoe 
with nature’s bounty. 
 
An indigenous friend—Mohawk— 
with the name of a familiar, 
Bear.  
Came to our solitude 
by this mist laden river 
He found us quietly connecting to the past, 
with magnificence around and within us. 
Bear politely took us from this place 
to a bridge close by. 
 
His flat board truck waiting 
to take us to Fort William, 
locale of the Hudson Bay Company’s past splendour.  
A trading post from another era, 
once a drawing point for trappers, 
hunters, voyageurs, first nations, traders 
and river lovers. 
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All came here for weddings,  
furs, funerals and ceremonial feasts. 
We stayed this night at the fur trading post. 
surrounded by a stand of 
red and white pine   
tall and majestic.  
Nurtured not logged. 
 
I repeopled with all that was past 
—feeling the future’s strands unfold as they must. 
 



 

 

 

My Name is Not John Doe 
Angelo Fulco 

 
 
       ark, grey clouds in the early morning sky concealed the day’s 
sunlight and amplified the sombre mood. Another unwelcome 
snowfall was surely on the way. 

Anthony carefully maneuvered the SUV through last night’s 
snow and parked in a space near a fire hydrant, annoyed that no 
plows had yet cleared the accumulation. His wife, Stacey, sat next 
to him, silent and in deep thought. When their car stopped, her 
mind came back to the present and the dreaded task at hand 
involving her stepbrother, Jesse. Anthony and Stacey Falcone 
have been married for 20 years. As with most couples, their 
relationship had some ups and downs, but mostly it had been a 
loving and supportive marriage. He knew that today, Stacey would 
be emotionally vulnerable, and of course he wanted to be there by 
her side. 

As I watched them get out of their parked car, I could see that they were 
a loving couple. I recognized Stacey immediately and was so grateful that she 
came. I remember her beauty and the warmth of her smile, but today she 
seemed pale, tense and nervous. Anthony seems to be good for her. She deserves 
to be happy. She was one of the few people to show me kindness and love.   

As they walked toward the entrance of the building, Anthony 
moved closer to Stacey and she reached out to take his hand. Just 
then, he stopped walking and turned to look at their parked car, 
worried that he was too close to the fire hydrant. Stacey smiled, 
knowing what he was thinking. 

‘Our car is fine where it is. Thank you for driving and for 
being here with me, sweetheart. I don’t think I could do this by 
myself.’ 

Anthony held the door open, and as they entered the building 
a woman approached them. 

‘Good morning. Are you Stacey?’ asked the funeral home 
director. 

‘Yes, I am.’ 
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‘I’m Ann. We spoke on the phone yesterday. Please come in.’ 
She led them to a private room. 
‘Ann, this is my husband, Anthony.’ 
‘Nice to meet you, Anthony. Please have a seat. Before we 

begin, can I get you both a coffee?’ 
‘Thank you, but we’d like to get started please.’ 
I stood by the door listening, but nobody acknowledged me. 
Stacey, you became my big sister when I was just a little boy and your 

mom married my father. We did so many things together. You took me to the 
movies, helped me build my Lego sets, you even tutored me in math. You were 
my sounding board for the happy and sad things in my young life. That all 
changed when I quit high school and decided to go live with friends that Dad 
did not approve of. I know he was greatly disappointed in me! Looking back, 
he was right, of course, about my friends. But my pride kept me away from 
my family; from those who truly loved me. Stacey, I know you tried to reach 
out to me, but I was too stubborn and foolish to make amends. 

‘First of all, let me start by offering my condolences for your 
loss,’ said Ann. ‘Stacey, your stepbrother Jesse’s body was found 
by a police officer three days ago on a park bench overlooking the 
Ottawa River. This means that he died the night when the temp-
eratures dipped into the minus twenties.  His body was taken to 
the Ottawa Hospital where it was examined by a coroner. They 
found small traces of drugs but concluded that this had not caused 
his death. He died of exposure due to the very cold temperatures 
that night. The only possessions he had on his person, when he 
was found, are in this bag.’ 

I saw Stacey receive a small plastic bag containing my bus transfer, half 
a roll of breath mints, three dollars and 75 cents in change, eyeglasses and a 
single key. Her hands were shaking, and deep sorrow was etched on her pretty 
face. It was hard to see her like this. 

Stacey emptied the contents from the plastic bag onto the 
table. 

‘Ann, is this all there was? Did he not have a wallet or any 
identification?’ 

‘There was no wallet and no identification. When he was 
taken to the hospital, his clothes had to be removed as they were 
soaking wet from the snow and ice. A hospital gown was put on 
him.’ 

‘How were the police able to identify the body?’ queried 
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Anthony, as he mentally sorted through the information they were 
receiving. Ann looked in Anthony’s direction. 

‘It is typical in a case like this for the police to ID him through 
his fingerprints. That information would be included on the police 
report.’ 

‘Stacey, do you know if your stepbrother was ever in trouble 
or arrested?’ 

‘I haven’t seen him for several years,’ she began.  ‘He left 
home in his late teens and didn’t want to associate with us. He 
chose a different lifestyle than the one his father had envisioned 
for him. As a result, we rarely saw or heard from him. I know he 
started using drugs and perhaps even selling them. He was such a 
good kid when he was young, but then things changed for him 
and he lost his way.’ 

Stacey was tearing-up and Anthony handed her a tissue. 
How I wish I could take her pain away. She doesn’t deserve this. 
A respectful silence permeated the room while Stacey regained 

her composure. After several minutes, Ann explained how the 
visual identification process worked. 

‘Stacey, do you need a little more time before identifying the 
body?’ 

‘I’m fine, thank you. Let’s go see him.’ She turned to Anthony. 
‘Honey, hold my hand.’ 

They all walked into the hallway and passed me without even noticing. 
Ann led them into another room where my body—still in the hospital gown—
lay in a modest box made of pressed wood. I wish I could tell her I was fine 
now. I wish I could make her feel better like she always made me feel better. 

As they entered the room and the body was uncovered, a 
fresh stream of tears and gentle sobs confirmed that the corpse 
was Stacey’s stepbrother. Anthony held her tightly and let her 
express her sadness. 

‘I will give you a few moments of privacy with him. Take all 
the time you need’, said Ann gently, as she quietly stepped out of 
the room. 

‘Honey, would you like me to say a prayer for him?’ Anthony 
asked, hoping to ease his wife’s distress. 

Stacey nodded her head in agreement, not trusting her emotions. 
‘Lord, as the prodigal son was welcomed back home with 

open arms by his loving father, we pray that You will welcome 



My Name is Not John Doe 

108 

 

Your son back home as well. We pray that You will forgive him 
for his indiscretions throughout his lifetime, forgive him for what 
he has done and for what he has failed to do that may have caused 
offense to You. We pray that You forgive him for all his sins and 
cleanse his soul so he may be with You in Heaven.’ 

Anthony and Stacey continued to pray over his body for 
several minutes before leaving the room. 

As Stacey and Anthony returned to the first room where Ann 
was waiting, questions began to formulate in Anthony’s mind.  

Turning to Stacey he asked, ‘Why would Jesse take two buses 
to come halfway across town from where he lived, and sit on a 
park bench on one of the coldest nights of the year? Was he there 
to meet someone? A friend or a lover perhaps? Was he there to 
buy or sell drugs?’ 

Stacey looked up, and in a low, sad tone explained, ‘When we 
were young, we grew up not far from where Jesse was found.  He 
loved being there. We often would come to the beach and spend 
hours playing in the water. Dad would bring a cooler and we’d 
have sandwiches and soft drinks. As we played tag on the beach, 
Mom and Dad would sit and read. We would be there all day on 
Sundays, pretty much until sunset. This was a sanctuary to him, 
and I believe it reminded him of a more joyful and carefree time 
in his life. Most likely, he came here on that fateful night to catch 
his final sunset overlooking the beloved beach and river that he 
cherished so much.’ With another wave of emotion building, Stacey 
looked at Ann. 

‘If there is nothing else…’ 
‘Thank you both for coming today, and once again, I’m sorry 

for your loss.’ Then Ann added, ‘As difficult as this is for families, 
it is very important. You confirmed his identity as the one matching 
the fingerprints. When his body was first brought here, it was 
tagged as John Doe.’ 

Those last words released the emotion for Stacey, leaving her 
unable to speak. Trembling and openly sobbing, Stacey was com-
forted by Anthony’s loving, warm embrace. 

I stood by the doorway as Stacey and Anthony prepared to leave. I could 
no longer stay silent. 

‘My name is not John Doe! My name is not John Doe! My name is Jesse 
Branch!’ 
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No one could hear my desperate cries. 
As Stacey walked out of the room with Anthony, she felt a 

sudden chill, but only for an instant. Her attention was now 
focused on a small, shiny object on the floor. Daylight created an 
unusual reflection, and she bent down to pick up a dime. 

As another realization struck, emotions once again took over. 
Her stepfather and Jesse’s father, Davis, told her that once he left 
this earth, he would send her dimes from Heaven to let her know 
that he was with her. Yes, he would always be there for Stacey, 
but today, Davis was there to also embrace his prodigal son, Jesse, 
and welcome him back into his arms. 

At that very moment, Stacey knew in her innermost being that 
all had been forgiven, and both Davis and Jesse, father and son, 
were truly at peace. 
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The Plan 
Meghan Negrijn 

 
 
      omi rolled back her shoulders and took a deep breath of the 
crisp, winter air. She didn’t release it until she was ensconced in 
the rear of the taxi that had been called for her. They’d all been 
given time outside, but the free air tasted different. At the last 
second, she turned to look back at the prison behind her. There, 
that was done. She’d served her time. Except that it had never 
been her time in the first place. She wasn’t bitter, but now that she 
was free, they were going to have to talk about it. The taxi arrived 
at the bus station and she passed over a share of her meagre funds. 
As the taxi pulled away from the curb, she realized she was truly 
free. No one knew where she had come from and no one knew 
where she was going. She bought a ticket to her mother’s house, 
just as she’d agreed with the warden and the parole officer. 
 Five years and two months after she’d been led down the 
stone path of her mother’s home in handcuffs, Romi stood in the 
same carelessly cleared snow, staring at the front door. With 
another bracing breath, she took the steps and found herself 
ringing the bell. It wasn’t something she would have done before, 
but she’d never gone to prison before, either. It was a whole new 
world for all of them. Her mother came to the door, her look of 
hesitation breaking into a smile when she recognized her daughter. 
 ‘Ramona, darling!’ she cried, backing into the house. ‘Come 
inside! You didn’t tell us you were coming today.’ A frail hand 
patted greying hair absently. 
 She had, but maybe the letter had been lost. Many of them 
had, based on how few answers to her questions she’d received. ‘I 
guess the letter was misplaced, but here I am.’ The joviality rang 
hollow even to her own ears. 
 ‘Well, Lila will be home from school soon so you can meet 
her properly and get to know each other over a snack.’ 
 Her familiar, scrunched-up smile was the first warm thing 
Romi had felt since her arrival. The prison counsellor would say 
that she needed to try and make things easy since nothing came 
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without work, and family didn’t linger in the hall like uninvited 
salespeople. Was she even considered family after five years? 
 Lila came home as expected, all excited to see her grandma 
and full of energy until she saw the stranger in the kitchen. Like 
any child, she got to the point right away. ‘Who are you?’ 
 ‘Lila! Don’t be rude. That’s your Auntie Ramona. She’s home 
now.’ 
 The little girl frowned at her. ‘Is she staying for supper?’ 
 ‘Of course. This is her home, just like yours.’ 
 ‘Where is she going to sleep? Do I have to give up my room?’ 
 ‘No, honey. Don’t worry. The sofa turns into a bed and Auntie 
can sleep there.’ 
 ‘What’s wrong with my room?’ Romi couldn’t help but ask, 
even though she’d already guessed the answer. 
 ‘Well, we had to have somewhere for Lila and… well…’ She 
paused before looking at the little girl. ‘We saved all your things, 
but that’s a conversation for another time. Little pitchers have big 
ears.’ 
 While her mother made supper and supervised Lila’s after-
school activities at the kitchen table, Romi made up the sofa bed 
and stared around her at the familiar things that felt different. The 
room was still covered in fake wood panelling, but pictures of her 
and her sister were dwarfed by those of her niece. The four-year 
old’s gap-toothed smile loomed large. Tired of thinking about a 
past she had no part of, Romi headed into the kitchen. 
 ‘Mom, where’s Trinity?’ She would have expected her sister 
of all people to be there to welcome her home. ‘Is she at work?’ 
 Her mother didn’t seem to want to meet her gaze. ‘Well, I’m 
not sure, my dear. I don’t really keep track of her all the time.’ 
 ‘But you’re here with her daughter. I thought she would be 
working.’ 
 ‘Ramona Dearing, you are not one to talk. You’re fresh out 
of… that place. I think you should save any judgement. You have 
no idea how hard the last five years have been for your sister. 
Being a single mother is not easy, even when you do have the 
support of family.’ 
 Wearing her winter coat once again, Romi sat out on the back 
step to breathe in the deepening twilight. So, her mother didn’t 
know. She flashed back to her last night with Trinity and the 
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secret, frantic conversation they’d had in her sister’s room. They 
had sworn to support each other. No one else was ever to know 
except their mother. The truth explained her confusion and the 
lack of welcome Romi had felt. There would have to be a con-
versation now, and it wouldn’t be one that Trinity would welcome. 
She was still lost in her own thoughts when Lila came out to get 
her for dinner. The table was set as it always had been and Romi 
was relieved to see four settings. Clearly, Trin would be home for 
the meal. Not for the start of it, though. Her mother served and 
Romi ate the best dinner she’d had in over five years. Prison food 
had not been worth writing home about. 
 They were eating dessert when the door banged open. Lila 
shrieked out, ‘Mommy!’ and was met with a muffled ‘Yeah, yeah,’ 
from the front hall. Romi straightened her spoon next to her plate, 
all appetite lost. Her younger sister stepped through the living 
room and into the adjoining dining room before she stopped 
short. Time inside had not been easy for Romi but at least she 
could say she looked no worse than her sister. The fishnet tights 
met a tiny skirt that barely hid the important parts. The fake fur 
coat was heavy with the smell of cigarettes and stale beer. 
 ‘Hello, Trin,’ Romi offered. 
 It took another second for her sister to come back to herself, 
but then she smiled. ‘Romi. You’re out. When did that happen? 
Early release for good behaviour?’ 
 ‘I served every minute I had to. I wrote you several times to 
tell you I was getting out. Mom didn’t realize. What happened to 
the letters?’ 
 ‘Maybe they were lost? Well, you’re here now.’ 
 Their mother interrupted before the conversation, tense as it 
was becoming, could continue. ‘Trinity, darling, have a seat and 
I’ll get your dinner. It’s keeping warm in the oven. I’m sure you 
and Ramona have a lot to catch up on, but it can wait until Lila 
goes to bed.’ 
 If dinner was stressful, it was nothing compared to the period 
afterward. Both Trin and their mother went off to give Lila a bath 
and put her to bed, while Romi volunteered to wash the dishes. It 
was better to keep busy than sit anxiously, awaiting a difficult con-
versation. The place was immaculate before her sister reappeared. 
Her provocative clothes were replaced with sweats, but she didn’t 



The Plan 

114 

 

look any happier. She pulled a flask of vodka from the freezer, 
filling a juice glass before she sat down across the table from Romi. 
 ‘You didn’t tell Mom,’ Romi said. After all, the best defence 
was a good offence. 
 ‘No, I didn’t, okay? She was already so upset about you going 
to jail that I didn’t have the heart to ruin things even more for 
her.’ 
 ‘Ruin things? What are you talking about? I didn’t do any-
thing, Trin. I went to jail for you.’ 
 ‘Keep your voice down! I know, okay? I know what you did 
and I appreciate it, but it doesn’t mean things were easy out here, 
either.’ 
 ‘What are you talking about? I knew having your daughter and 
starting a business wasn’t going to be easy. We both knew the five 
years were going to be…’ Romi stared at her sister who shot the 
last of the vodka. ‘You started the bakery, didn’t you? What else 
would you do with my money? I do have a job now, right?’ 
 ‘Get off my rear, Romi. It’s your first night home. Don’t you 
want to reconnect with Mom, get to know your niece?’ 
 Romi focused on breathing even as she realized that every-
thing she had been counting on was no longer there. ‘There is no 
bakery is there, Trin?’ 
 ‘Well, not yet, but you’re out now. We can, like, apprentice 
somewhere and get it together. It’s always easier when there are 
two.’ 
 ‘You were supposed to apprentice in Year Two. Trin, we had 
a plan.’ 
 ‘Girls! You’re making a racket. You’re going to wake Lila up.’ 
Their mother stared at her two daughters. ‘How can you possibly 
be fighting on Ramona’s first night home? You always got along 
so well before your little accident.’ 
 ‘Are you going to tell her, or will I?’ Romi asked. 
 ‘You can’t be serious! Romi, it’s over now. Water under the 
bridge. Can’t you just let it go and get on with your life?’ 
 ‘What life, Trin? The “Dearing Bakery” that I was coming 
home to? The home I was supposed to have? Or, at the very least, 
the truth I was finally going to be able to talk about?’ 
 ‘You can still start over. It’s not too late. I’ll get you a job at 
the bank or something. It’s not like you have a kid.’ 
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 ‘Ramona? Trinity? What’s going on here and what does your 
daughter have to do with it?’ 
 ‘Romi, please…?’ Trinity whispered. 
 Romi turned to her mother. ‘You may as well know the truth 
since there’s nothing else to stand on here.’ 
 ‘Romi,’ Trinity hissed. ‘You don’t need to do this!’ 
 ‘Yes, I do. I’m tired of it, Trin. There’s no fresh start for me 
here. I can’t work for the bank. They’ll believe I’m a felon.’ 
 ‘Ramona,’ her mother interrupted. ‘Are you suggesting that 
there might have been a mistake in your arrest? But you pled guilty 
to driving the getaway car. You said you had done it. I was there. 
At the courthouse. With Trinity.’ She looked over at her other 
daughter and Romi could see the truth beginning to dawn. 
Whether she just hadn’t been willing to look too closely before or 
not, reality had intruded. 
 ‘I didn’t drive the car, Mom. I had nothing to do with that 
robbery and the death of the clerk. I was at the library that night 
working on a grant proposal for the bakery I wanted to open. But 
Trinity came to me. She told me what happened. She was in tears 
and most importantly, she was pregnant.’ 
 Trinity threw herself back in her chair. ‘Bitch.’ 
  ‘You... went to jail for your sister?’ Her hands began to shake 
even as she pulled out a chair and joined them at the table. ‘Why 
didn’t you tell me, at least? I should have known. I could have…’ 
 Romi reached out and took her mother’s hand. ‘There was 
nothing you could have done. I took her place so she could have 
a fresh start. She was supposed to… well, it doesn’t matter any-
more. It’s over, and now you know the truth.’ 
 ‘Trinity, is this true? You were in the car that night?’ 
 ‘Mom, I couldn’t go to jail. Not with Lila on the way. Not 
when my boyfriend had just gone in for the robbery. She had to 
have someone she could rely on.’ 
 ‘Robbie is her father? I thought there was a handsome ski 
instructor you met. You told me…’ 
 ‘…what you wanted to know.’ She heaved a sigh into the 
silence and went to pour herself another drink. ‘Okay, it’s all out 
there. What do you want from me now? I can’t tell them I did it. 
Lila needs her mother. Plus, I finally got a good day job at the 
club. We’re just getting by, me and Mom. So, there’s nothing to 
be done about that.’ 
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 ‘And my life?’ Romi asked. She felt as cold as the vodka, only 
there was no condensation for proof. No, it was all inside. Even 
her mother’s hand was limp beneath hers. She let go, crossed her 
arms and stared at her sister. Five years and two months of her 
life and it came to three women sitting around a table, trying to 
decide how to portion out truth, opportunity, support and 
freedom. 
 There was only silence now, and Romi finally got up, put on 
her coat and went back to the deck. There was too much light 
pollution to see more than the brightest stars, but at least they 
were there. She kept taking deep breaths, ready to cry, but tears 
never came. To her surprise, she felt lighter after the revelation, in 
a way she hadn’t since she’d made the mistake to cover for her 
sister. A mistake, that’s what it was, and what she’d live with. But 
not here. 
 She didn’t know how long she’d been sitting there when she 
heard the patio door open behind her, her mother coming to join 
her on the step. There was a tentative moment before she 
wrapped an arm around her daughter’s shoulder and rested her 
head against hers. 
 ‘I didn’t know. I was so angry, so unkind, in the letters I wrote 
you.’ 
 ‘Mom, it’s okay.’ 
 ‘What are we going to do, Romi? How can we salvage this, 
after all that has happened?’ 
 ‘We can’t. There’s nothing left to save, Mom. Trinity needs to 
be here for Lila and so do you.’ 
 ‘But what about…’ 
 ‘Me? It’s going to be okay. I think I have an idea.’ 
 ‘Truly? What can I do?’ 
 ‘I don’t know just yet, but I’ll let you know.’ 
 ‘You know this is still your home, right?’ 
 ‘I know. But you also understand why I can’t stay, don’t you? 
There’s just no room left anymore.’ 
 It took the better part of a week, one of early mornings with 
Lila and deep silences from her sister. She saw it more clearly as 
the days went on. Trinity wouldn’t change and her mother would 
raise Lila as best she could. She’d always known, in her gut. A 
week to the day from when she’d arrived ‘home,’ Romi said 
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goodbye to Lila and her mother and caught the bus east. There 
was a halfway house there, expecting her. It was a chance at a new 
future; and this time, she had the plan. 
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Play Ball 
Sharon Hamilton 

 
In a year when Ottawa emerges from a pandemic 
and professional baseball will be played here once 

again, a look back at one of the city’s baseball 
prodigies 

 
       uring the pandemic, hungry for human company even of the 
Zoom kind, I joined a newly formed Ottawa chapter of the 
Society for American Baseball Research (SABR). During one of 
the early meetings, a member proposed that we design a set of base- 
ball cards to celebrate the city’s notable players, fans and managers. I 
thought, in Ottawa? I couldn’t believe the list of candidates could 
be very long. Yet, in the end, there were so many names put 
forward that we had to develop a criterion for selection, and the 
possible candidates included even a baseball-loving prime 
minister: Lester B. Pearson. For me, the most unexpected part of 
our call involved learning about a ballplayer who had called 
Ottawa home during a couple of formative years with the Ottawa 
Senators baseball club. His name was Urban Shocker. 
 When I first moved to Ottawa in the Fall of 1993, people 
warned me to expect a boring city filled with bureaucrats, with a 
downtown core that became, by evening, seemingly deserted 
enough to host tumbleweeds. It is true that Ottawa can be quieter 
than a lot of other Canadian cities, but it soon won me over as a 
place with a tendency to surprise. The magic here can be hidden. 
You may need to search for it but it will emerge, like that one 
resilient tulip on the lawn that materializes, apparently randomly, 
nowhere near the other flowers. For me, learning about Urban 
Shocker was like that. This baseball player, who once called Ottawa 
home, went on to play with the 1927 New York Yankees, a team 
considered one of the best baseball teams of all time. 
 Having been introduced to Shocker, I wanted to learn more 
about him, so I picked up a wonderful biography by baseball 
historian Steve Steinberg, called Urban Shocker: Silent Hero of Base-
ball’s Golden Age. From Steinberg’s book, I learned that the 
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legendary Babe Ruth had once described Shocker as the American 
League’s ‘craftiest pitcher.’  He had a slow ball that would trick 
batters with its unexpected movements, one reporter noting that 
‘Shocker’s drop ball melts away like a pyramid of butter beneath 
an August sun.’ Shocker was born in Cleveland, Ohio, on 22 Sept-
ember 1890; his siblings retained the family name of Shockcor. 
Steinberg speculates he may have adopted the simplified spelling 
of ‘Shocker’ because newspaper reporters were not able to get the 
more complicated spelling right. In 1914, Shocker ended up with 
the Ottawa Senators of the Canadian League, then managed by 
Frank Shaughnessy, who would later number among the first 
inductees into the Canadian Baseball Hall of Fame. According to 
Steinberg, it was likely during Shocker’s two years with the Ottawa 
Senators, and under Shaughnessy’s management, that Shocker 
first developed his skills with the spitball. 
 Observers began to take note as Shocker started to come into 
his own under Shaughnessy’s mentorship. An article in the 26 
June 1914 Ottawa Citizen expressed characteristic raptures about 
Shocker’s pitching, noting that he had been ‘invincible’ in the 
game’s tightest moments. By later that Summer, the Citizen had 
already taken to calling Shocker the ‘Senators’ spitball artist.’ In 
1914 and 1915, Shocker helped lead the Senators to win the 
Canadian League pennant, their run of victories ending only when, 
in 1916, baseball ceased in Ottawa as Lansdowne Park, where the 
Senators played, became part of Canada’s war effort. Instead of 
housing ballplayers, it was occupied by the 207th Ottawa-Carleton 
Battalion. 
 My favourite story about Shocker in Steinberg’s book concerns 
a showdown the pitcher had with Babe Ruth during the 1920 
baseball season, when Ruth was the homerun king. Most major 
league pitchers had taken to just walking Ruth. But not Shocker, 
who at that time was playing for the St Louis Browns. Having 
already struck Ruth out once in this New York home game, when 
Ruth approached the plate for a second time, Shocker turned around 
and motioned to the outfielders to come in closer. In evident 
disbelief, they followed their pitcher’s directions and moved 
forward. This astounding move rattled the great batter. He swung 
at one of Shocker’s slow balls… and missed! Shocker turned 
around again, motioning the outfielders in a bit closer. For a 
second time, a swing and a miss. One last time, Shocker turned 
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around and motioned the outfielders to move in closer yet, guid-
ing them almost into the infield. Again Ruth, the terror of 
opposing pitchers, took a swing… and missed. And he was out! 
Steinberg suggests that perhaps Shocker risked this delightful 
piece of baseball theatre—which had precisely its desired 
psychological effect on the batter—because he knew if Ruth hit 
the ball, none of the outfielders would have been able to catch it 
anyway. Like everyone else in the park, they likely would have 
watched it sail over their heads and past the stadium’s back wall. 
Before he ended up playing alongside him, Shocker was one of 
Ruth’s most successful antagonists, a baseball hero. 
 
At the beginning of this year, it looked as though the 2022 Major 
League Baseball season might not happen, owing to a lockout. 
During a time already darkened by pestilence and war, it seemed 
wrong that even entertainment should be taken away. When nego-
tiations concluded and the announcement came that the regular 
Major League Baseball season would commence, this came as 
particularly heartening news, like a listing ship being righted. A 
newspaper story about the lockout’s end featured a lovely 
photograph taken from above a baseball field showing green grass 
with, painted on it, the brightly coloured slogan ‘Play Ball.’ After 
the anxiety and deprivation of the previous two years under 
seemingly unending COVID lockdowns, it touched me to see this 
simple expression that felt like something straight out of the 
dandelion-filled summers of our youth. You don’t have to play 
baseball, or even to watch it, to feel instantly happy at this totemic 
call to give over adult concerns and embrace life’s simple joys. 
 In 2021, the pandemic had already resulted in the cancellation 
of what should have been the opening season for the Ottawa 
Titans, the city’s new professional baseball team. They have posted 
a season for 2022, however, and I hope that sometime this 
Summer, I will be in the stands watching a game and enjoying a 
hotdog. Having learned about Urban Shocker’s story will make 
this occasion even more exciting for me. After all, his story serves 
as a reminder that someone playing pro ball here can go on to 
become one of the all-time greats. And why not? This can be a 
somewhat quiet city, but Ottawa retains its tendency to surprise.  

You never can tell what will rise up from here. 
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Johnny 
Stevie Szabad 

 
  
       llen’s phone was ringing, a nice jingling, jarring annoyance at 
8:04 a.m. Still dark enough outside in an Ottawa Winter that the 
blinds were not yet open on her wall-length condo windows, she 
thought she’d set the ‘Do Not Disturb’ late enough. Guess not. 
Should she just let it go? I’m up anyway, she thought. 

‘Hi Dad, how are you?’ 
‘Oh! You’re up!’ 
‘Well, barely, I haven’t had my coffee yet. Why are you calling 

so early?’ 
‘Early? Is it early?’ 
‘How are you today, Dad?’ 
‘Me? How are you? What are you doing?’ 
‘Not doing much today, Dad. How about you?’ 
‘Nothing, still here, I guess. What’re we doing today?’ 
‘I can’t see you today, Dad. You’re on your own. What’s going 

on at your place?’ 
‘My place?’ 
‘Yes, where you live. Your home.’ 
‘I don’t know where I live. I’m here.’ 
Sigh. 
‘Ellie?’ 
‘Yes, dad?’ 
‘What’s up today?’ 
‘Dad, get out of your room and check out what’s going on in 

your building today, okay?’ 
‘My building? I don’t have a building.’ 
‘Your home, Dad. Have a good day, Dad.’ 
‘Okay, okay. Bye.’ 
Ellen walked over to the coffee maker and poured a silken 

stream into her favourite white mug, the thick heavy one. She 
opened the plastic container where she kept the squares of dark 
chocolate—sea-salt-caramel-encrusted—and selected a generous 
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chunk. She stared, stirring, mesmerized by the luscious dark blob 
melting in. 

Brrring… lala… brrring. 
‘Hi Dad, what did you forget?’ 
‘Oh, hi, you’re home.’ 
‘Yes, Dad, what’s up?’ 
‘What’s up? I dunno.’ 
‘You just called, what did you forget to ask me?’ 
‘Ummm… something, the numbers or something, on the 

paper… oh darn, I don’t know, sorry.’ 
‘Your calendar? It’s Thursday today. February the 3rd.’ 
‘Thursday?’ 
‘Yes, the 3rd of February.’ 
‘Okay, just a minute… ahh. Three. Yep’ 
‘Okay?’ 
‘Okay what?’ 
‘Have a good day, Dad.’ 
‘Okay, thanks, bye.’ 
Ellen looked around her living room and decided it was 

vacuuming day. After coffee. She opened the chocolate container 
again. 
 
Winter eventually loosens, even in the mornings, and soon April 
was beckoning bright and shiny before Ellen even got to opening 
the blinds on the windows. She lifted the cover on her tablet and 
wandered to Facebook, where a late-night aunt from out west had 
left a message. 

‘I just talked to your dad. He didn’t sound good; don’t think 
he even knew who I was. How’s he doing? Update please.’ 

Good God, Ellen thought, of course he’s not good. What’s good 
about any of it? Why is she supposed to give reports to her father’s 
sisters-in-law? People who only called after their sister’s—her 
mother’s—passing, decades ago, to brag about how many grand-
children and now even great-grandchildren they had. And what 
their ages and names and occupations were. Dad never really kept 
up—Ellen certainly never had—but he’d been raised in a small, 
Manitoba, busybody farm town, and he’d been well trained in this 
kind of family-duty interchange; he had always politely returned 
calls and Christmas cards. Until these past few months, ever since 
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his last partner had died and Ellen and her brother had had to 
move him to a care home, near them here in Ottawa. Who knew 
he had regressed so much during the isolated times of these past 
horrible years? Only months ago? Quickly turning into a new, 
long, different type of life for them all. Ellen composed herself, 
took a breath. And another. For the memory of my mother, she told 
herself, a mantra now, she typed back a chatty reply to the elderly 
sister. She looked to add a photo, maybe the one from when they 
went to the casino. Dad always looks good in photos, she mused, still 
slim and full-haired. Neat and tidy. Then she cut and pasted the 
whole message and forwarded it along to the auntie, and to all the 
others who demanded to be kept in on this piece of life’s picture. 
Send. Then she looked to the coffee pot and realized she’d 
forgotten to make coffee this morning. Then the phone rang. 
Another day had begun. 

 
And Spring softens and blends into Summer, which always races 
by. 

‘Hi Dad! We’re out front to pick you up. Brian and I.’ 
‘Brian?’ 
‘Yes, Dad, my brother? Your son? Brian.’ 
‘I know who Brian is. Where are you?’ 
‘Out front. Just come out. We’ll take you to a restaurant.’ 
‘Where’s out front?’ 
‘Do you want me to come in to get you?’ 
‘No, no. Thanks, bye.’ 
Dad comes out. 
‘Look at all those cars. More than Brandon. Where are they 

all going?’ 
‘Over a million people live in and around Ottawa, Dad.’ 
‘Where is this place?’ 
‘Gloucester. We’re going to Orleans. It’s all in Ottawa, just 

different areas.’ 
‘Look at all those cars. That one’s from Ontario. There’s a 

nice Nissan. I have one like that. Where is my car?’ 
‘Dad, you couldn’t drive in this traffic, could you?’ 
‘God, no! Where is everybody going?’ 
Early supper on a patio, beer and burgers. A few hornets buzz 

around, Summer already promising its end, and Ellen cries, ʻDad, 
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No! Please don’t swat them!’ Brian picks up the bill and pays at the 
table with credit. Dad hands Brian, who rolls his eyes, a crisp, 
orderly twenty from his own wallet, then reminds Ellen he needs 
more cash, please. He only has seven left. Seven? Oh, after 
checking again, Ellen remembers he means seven twenties. And a 
one-hundred-dollar bill, brown and alien, placed in a separate 
wallet fold away from the twenties. She’d never been able to find 
out where he got it, why he wouldn’t spend it. But he seemed very 
fond of it. 

Brian’s been dropped off in Orleans and Ellen is driving into 
the setting sun on Innes Road, taking Dad back to his home. His 
building. His room. It’s quiet tonight, at this hour, somehow 
seeming like a country highway at this spot in the Greenbelt, no 
traffic lights for a stretch. Scruffy fields glow around them. Wisps 
of fluorescent orange tint the horizon as the high pink sky hints 
of impending indigo as they head west. Pretty. 

‘I’ve been here before.’ 
‘Yes, Dad, I’ve driven you on this road many times.’ 
‘Yep. The road home from Neelin. Mom lets me drive.’ 
‘Neelin? This is Ottawa.’ 
‘We had a great visit with Auntie and the cousins.’ 
‘You had an aunt in Neelin, Dad? I didn’t know that. What 

cousins? 
‘I forget their names. They’re older than me. But what a day. 

Just Mom and me, and the cousins. We went to the lake. I’m a good 
swimmer.’ 

‘How old were you?’ 
‘Oh, I don’t know. Not too big.’ 
‘And your mom let you drive? Was this after your father died?’ 
‘Dad died?’ 
‘Neelin, Dad, who were you visiting?’ 
‘Mom’s auntie. It was this road; I remember. I’ve been here 

before. Just like this, a beautiful day. Mom said, ‘You drive home, 
Johnny, I’m tired.’ I did, too, it was just like this. Nice day. I sure 
ate a lot of hot dogs. Just like today. Ellie, where did you put my 
bathing suit?’ 

Ellen was quiet the rest of the drive back to Dad’s as he stared 
out the window. Traffic picked up. It became Ottawa again. 

‘Goodnight, Dad, I’ll call you tomorrow.’ 
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‘Thank you, Ellie. I had a great picnic today. I’m still full.’ 
Ellen watched as her father hobbled into the lobby of his 

home. As she drove away, Ellen daydreamed the evanescent 
evening away, city lights blooming in the waking night. She 
wondered if Dad’s story was true. She’d never heard of cousins in 
Neelin, but it could be. 

Brrring… lala… brrring. Oh goodness, I only just got home! 
‘Hi Mom, how’re you?’ 
‘Oh, Darlene, hi dear, I just got in. We took Grandpa out for 

supper. What’s up?’ 
‘Just wanted to confirm you’re babysitting tomorrow, right? 

And how is Grandpa?’ 
‘Oh, yes, of course. Remind me later of the time, I haven’t even 

got my shoes off. And Grandpa seemed pretty good today, 
actually. Hey, question: when you did that genealogy research a 
while back, did you find any relatives in Neelin, Manitoba?’ 

‘That rings a bell, but I didn’t recognize any last names so I 
gave up, I think, why?’ 

‘Turns out Grandpa remembers an aunt and some cousins 
from there, probably his mother’s aunt, from what I can figure. 
Maybe check it out again.’ 

‘I will. So, Grandpa really is still himself, deep down, then, 
isn’t he? I mean, he can remember relatives from that long ago, 
that’s good, right?’ 

‘Well, yes, I guess you’re right. He’s still himself. Okay, text 
me the time tomorrow, I have to get going. And Darlie? Thanks 
for calling. I love you.’ 

When Ellen hung up, there was a missed call on her phone. She 
went to the messages to delete Dad’s hang-up but was surprised 
to see he’d left a voicemail this time. 

‘Hi, it’s me. Johnny. I just wanted to say I had a great day at 
the lake today. Goodnight. I love you.’ 

Yes. Dad was still himself. And the best parts of himself, too. 
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Intersection 
Sam Alpay 

 
Incessant gears of drudgery, 
grey days. 
Deadlines, demands, 
reprimands. 
The weight. 
 
I flee, nearly late, 
driving to an inescapable appointment. 
Gas pedal  

pushing the thresholds 
     of speed. 
 

Around the bend, intersection ahead. 
 
Flash of a kid cycling on the crossroad. 
I could gun it and beat him— 
 

I bear down on the pedal 
 

and brake. 
 
I wave him on 
to cross the road. 
 
A smile— 
not just any smile. 
A smile aimed right at me, 
genuine, beaming, breaking out across his young visage. 
Purity of soul revealed. 
 
I smile back, 
genuine, 
beaming, 
and I exhale. 
 
A beautiful child. 
 
A beautiful day. 
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Slipping Out 
Travis Croken 

 
 
       hen she slipped out that night, she didn’t know that she would 
be stepping into the rest of her life. 

From a young age, Ana knew she was different. She came 
from a strict household, not necessarily abusive or aggressive, but 
one with clearly defined roles. The parents spoke and the children 
listened. Free thought and emotion were not welcome traits in the 
house she called home. Any time she tried to express herself, she 
was told to stop talking. Whenever she showed any sign of emotion, 
she was told she was wrong, had misinterpreted what happened, 
or that she was being too sensitive. 

The pressure from her parents made life difficult for Ana. Her 
mind was always running, analyzing. She shut down her emotions, 
and they came to be replaced with anxiety and depression. Time 
spent ignoring her feelings meant other emotions became elusive, 
and she became incapable of properly identifying them. Then 
came the twist of fate: having to leave her home country to move 
somewhere new. 

Immigrating to an unfamiliar country from across the world 
with her parents and little brother forced her to grow up too quickly. 
It made her take on too many of her family’s and the world’s woes. 
This led to her always wanting to be different, be someone else, 
have a different name, or even have different hair. If she could be 
anyone else, her life would surely be better. 

She was born cursed with the gifts of intelligence and empathy, 
which made for the grownup worries and sleepless nights staring 
at the ceiling. Existential thoughts beyond her years raced through 
her mind. Her parents had left everything behind for their family, 
and the yoke of guilt hung heavy around her neck. In her mind, a 
massive debt existed that needed to be repaid. She must become 
successful to make her parent’s sacrifice worth-while, not realizing 
there was no debt. 

These troubling thoughts, compounded with starting a foreign 
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life and living in a strict home, forced this beautiful flower to 
believe that something was wrong with her. She felt as though she 
was always failing, letting people down. Even her lunches at school 
cast her outside of the social norms, as each meal comprised food 
that was normal for her but smelled and looked odd to her school-
mates in her new country. 

Ana started doubting herself and began striving for the highest 
of expectations. She began setting goals higher than any reasonable 
person could reach and berated herself even further when she 
could not live up to the lofty ideals. She took any unattained goal 
or slightly lower grade as a sign of personal failure and thought 
that these setbacks reinforced the fact that she was not good 
enough. She would set the next bar even higher because if she just 
tried harder, she would show everyone that she was worthy. 

Thus, the flower began to be surrounded by people who took 
advantage of her weakened state and this forced her into the 
shadows. There she dwelled, reaching out to the sunlight for 
warmth and support only when she was at her strongest. Those 
times grew fewer and further between, as abusive partners, con-
temptuous bosses and neglectful friends pushed her ever deeper 
into the darkness. 

She stayed in the shadows, shackled by lies that her mind kept 
wrapping around her like a coiled snake, slowly squeezing life and 
joy out of her eyes. Trapped in a vicious cycle, she kept spinning 
in the darkness while the world longed for her beauty and grace. 
Her curse of intelligence and insight allowed her to see that she 
was not living up to her full potential, not living the life she knew 
she could have. Finally, it all culminated in an emotional break, 
causing her to take time away from her career, when work was 
how she defined her success. Adrift and floating, she sought help 
and counselling, finding others in a similar situation. 

For several years, Ana attended support groups and counsel-
ling sessions. She spoke with various experts, each only scratching 
the surface of the hard shell she had built around herself. As time 
went on, though, she felt the shell softening, leaving her feeling 
even more exposed. She was beginning to understand more of 
who she was and what had shaped her, but she had to rebuild her 
confidence. It was a struggle to make a phone call or ask for 
assistance in a store, tasks she would put off as long as possible. 
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She could see a path forward yet needed more support. Unfortun-
ately, she didn’t know where to look or who that support could 
be. 

One day, however, another wildflower—someone she had 
first met in her support group—called her. She wanted to go out 
to a little place she knew. Ana’s first reaction was to cringe away 
and hide, yet she knew she needed to make a difference, make a 
change in her life. She had been struggling to get back to herself, 
to step back into the light, so she agreed to the meeting, even 
though every fibre of her being screamed not to go. Perhaps, if it 
had not been for her generous heart and empathy for others, she 
would have declined and stayed home with a book. But she 
recognized the need for support in another, which matched her 
need, and so she pushed herself. 

Her mind set, she fought against the maelstrom within, steeled 
her resolve, and got ready, trying to make herself look more 
beautiful than she felt. Ana wasn’t sure if she was truly going for 
herself or for the other damaged wildflower. She didn’t know what 
would happen, but it didn’t matter. She would take a chance. 

With a last check in the mirror and a few self-assurances, she 
smiled and stepped out into the night, which would change the 
course of her life forever. Those first steps out of her apartment 
and the long walk to the bar would lead to a much longer and 
happier path in her life, a path that brought her to a supportive 
relationship—going strong after ten years—a career helping 
others, and a little girl whose light shines brighter than the sun. 

Each day now, Ana wakes up remembering her past and vows 
to give others the love and support she needed when she was 
younger. To her daughter, she would be everything that she 
herself had never had. She would be the change for her daughter 
so that she would never have to walk the same darkened, lost path. 
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Fundy Folly 
Maggie Taylor 

 
        
     his is Emily Payne, coming to you from a delightful bed and 
breakfast on Water Street, here in a very sunny Digby, Nova 
Scotia.’ 

‘Em, can you at least wait until I am finished breakfast before 
you begin recording?’ 

‘And that, dear friends, is the voice of my wonderful travel 
companion, Flo Munro. Oh, do you hear that? A whole passel of 
motorcycles. Or is that a rumble of cycles? Looking… that… up... 
lots of… oh, far too much biker slang. Come on Flo. Let’s grab 
our coffees and take them outside.’ 

‘What? With all that smell and noise pollution?’ 
‘Oh, where is your sense of adventure? Ahh… ha! There goes 

your excuse. The silence fairly reverberates through our window 
seats. I can see them parked just down the street.’ 

‘Okay, okay. Don’t pull my elbow or I’ll spill hot coffee on 
myself.’ 

‘Wait a sec, Flo…  just positioning these chairs for maximum 
surveillance. You take that one. I want to see as much as possible. 
Don’t you just love these wide arms? Perfect for any beverage.’ 

‘These lovely Adirondack chairs were facing out to a tranquil 
view of Digby harbour, but here you are spying on a motorcycle 
gang.’ 

‘Isn’t it fun? Hmm. Cupping my ear and still can’t quite hear. 
Hang on. I think I packed it in my backpack. Here it is.’ 

‘Aa, Em. There are no birds to record.’ 
‘That’s okay. My mini parabola should pick up voices just fine.’ 
‘Emily Payne! Have you no shame?’ 
‘Here Flo, tuck this bud in your ear; you can listen along with 

me. Aw, go on. Try it.’ 
‘Good heavens, that’s clear!’ 
‘Sounds like they’re planning something.’ 
‘And if they are, I don’t want any part of it. And neither 
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should you. Take this back and put that spy stuff away.’ 
‘Don’t be a spoilsport, Flo.’ 
‘Spoilsport nothing! Eavesdropping on the wrong people can 

be dangerous. Where are you off to now?’ 
‘Just across the street for a few photos. Back in ten to pack 

up the car so we’ll be at the ferry an hour before it sails.’ 
 

Hmm. That wasn’t well thought out. How to sneak some pics of the bikers? 
Tourist gig usually works. Maybe if I squat over my backpack, set the camera 
on top. Mmm hmm, that works. Now for my mini parabola… 

‘Never operated in Nova Scotia before. How do I know it’ll 
work?’ 

‘I’ll send contacts. Check us out.’ 
‘What else you got to show us?’ 
‘Let’s go inside.’ 
‘Some heavy padlock…’ 
Oh pooh! That was short, but they are up to something. And since they 

can’t see me, I’ll get some close ups of their bikes and licence plates. Oooh! 
Those are sweet. 
 
‘Back so soon?’ 

‘They went inside that flat building down the street. The motor- 
cycles are pretty fancy with all kinds of gadgets and doodads.’ 

‘Your technical vocabulary is remarkable.’ 
‘I’ll remedy that later.’ 
‘Any chance you can shut off that recording device?’ 
‘Do you mind driving, Flo? I may want to take some photos 

on the way to the ferry. I am sorry to be heading home. There is 
so much beauty and history to take in. How about you, Flo?’ 

‘It has been a lovely trip, but I’m tired and missing my furry 
ones.’ 

‘Hmm. I have so many story ideas, especially that motorcycle 
gang.’ 

‘Emmy, you have that recording device on again, don’t you?’ 
‘Is it obvious?’ 
‘No mystery. You are always fiddling with that ever-present 

pendant of yours. My neck aches just seeing how many things you 
have dangling around your neck.’ 

‘Oh, it’s not so bad. This recorder weighs so little, I barely 
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notice it. Besides, it has 15 hours of recording time so I only need 
to upload it each evening. And it’s a lot easier than that old hand-
held one. My camera has a wide cross-body strap and I have an 
extra-long lanyard so I can tuck my phone in my pocket. Easy-
peasy.’ 

‘Have you looked at yourself in the mirror? You are as flam-
boyant as a tropical bird: silver recorder, red camera, purple cell 
phone, black backpack covered in yellow galaxies. And to top it 
off, a yellow slicker.’ 

‘I’m all set for wind or rain, and you know how windy it gets 
on deck.’ 

‘I am also sure you are in your second childhood.’ 
‘Second, third… who cares? I am retired and I toss others’ 

judgements to the wind.’ 
‘Really? Then what about that hair colour?’ 
‘That is all for me. Makes me feel better when I look in the 

mirror. Oh. Pull over so I can get a good shot looking back at 
Digby… Thanks.’ 

‘Hmm. So, Emily, tell me about your story ideas.’ 
‘Well, you know, every time we are sightseeing or in a restaur-

ant or shopping or even when we are in a new B and B or an 
historical hotel or bar…’ 

‘In other words, everywhere.’ 
‘Too right… I watch people, or overhear snippets of con-

versations, or just make up stories about them, or I imagine 
scenarios…’ 

‘Sounds pretty much like your mind is on overdrive most of 
the time.’ 

‘It is, it is. I love watching the locals and the tourists and the 
artisans.’ 

 ‘Oookay. How about you tell me which story you’re going to 
tackle first?’ 

‘Well, of course it has to be the motorcycle gang. Hands down. 
I have never tackled anything like it.’ 

‘Jumping Jiminy Cricket, Emily Payne! Do you have a death 
wish? Thank goodness we are not only leaving, but also leaving 
those gangsters behind in Digby.’ 

‘Whoa, there Flo. It’s only a story idea.’ 
‘I hope that’s all it is. Besides, we’re here at the ferry. Will you 
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look at all the huge refrigerator trucks? Oh pee-u-ee!’ 
‘See that water dripping from some of them? They’re hauling 

raw, stinking fish.’ 
‘Oh poop. We are already surrounded by trucks and cars. I 

can’t change lanes, so we have to sit here for however long it takes 
before the ferry loads. Where are you going, Em?’ 

‘Just waving that agent over.’ 
‘Hi there. Can you tell us when we can start to load?’ 
‘In about 20 minutes.’ 
‘That’s good. Which lane loads first?’ 
‘Depends. Like to load the rigs evenly on the outsides, if we 

can, then the cars towards the stairs and elevators in the centre.’ 
‘Pretty smelly here.’ 
‘Really? That’s just good fresh fish and our famous Digby 

scallops on the way to stores and restaurants across the country.’ 
‘Okay. Thank you.’ 
‘I agree with you, Flo. Pee-u-ee! I guess you have to live in the 

Maritimes to associate all that odoriferousness with anticipation 
of a good fishy feed. Let’s close the windows and turn the AC on 
high.’ 

‘So, Emily. You were going to tell me which story you’re going 
to work on first.’ 

‘Well, I’m serious about the motorcycle gang.’ 
‘Why, for heaven’s sake? There are so many other themes you 

kept track of in your notebook, not to mention all those recordings.’ 
‘This wouldn’t be just fiction. It would be creative nonfiction.’ 
‘As in, you can look up true crime info on the internet then 

spin a tale?’ 
‘Sort of. Remember what we overhead this morning? Well, 

when I went across the street to take pictures, I also used the mini 
parabola. The guy in the flat-roofed building and the motorcycle 
gang are planning something together. But they went inside before 
I could learn what. And get this… the door had a blooming big 
padlock on it.’ 

‘So, Emily, if you are assuming it’s something illegal, you are 
going to notify the police… before we get on the ferry, right?’ 

‘But what would I tell them? I saw some guys with motor-
cycles talking?’ 

‘In the pictures you took, did you get any of the license plates?’ 
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‘Uh huh.’ 
‘Give the police that information and maybe they can prevent 

a crime.’ 
‘Let me think about it while I look through my backpack.’ 
‘What are you looking for?’ 
‘Checking the ferry schedule. This one leaves at 11:15. There 

is another one to Saint John at 5:30. I’ve got all I need… so, Flo, 
I’ll take the later ferry and catch a cab to the motel when I get to 
Saint John at about 8:00 p.m. tonight.’ 

‘What are you talking about? The car is hemmed in. Get back 
in the car… Emily Payne, you get back here, you crazy old lady! 
You’re going to get yourself killed!’ 

‘Flo, don’t worry. I’ll be careful. See you later.’ 
‘Emily!… Emily!… Emily Paine!… Get back here!’ 
 

Whew! I thought she was going to jump out and chase me. Now to get a ride 
back into Digby. Dang, nearly stepped in that fishy puddle. Don’t have a 
change of clothes if I upend in that. 

‘Hey, Lady! Ma’am, I need to ask you to get back in your car. 
Once you’re in line, you have to remain inside your vehicle until 
you have boarded the ferry. I will escort you back for your own 
safety.’ 

‘I changed my mind. Has the shuttle left for Digby?’ 
‘Hmm. Let me check… It leaves in four minutes. I will take 

you over there.’ 
‘Thank you, kind sir. It has been a while since I have had an 

escort. You may take my arm, if you like.’ 
‘Ma’am. You need to be real careful ’round all these tractor 

trailers. Drivers can’t see you when you cut behind the rigs.’ 
‘I see the shuttle. I’ll just slip through these two lanes.’ 
‘I must insist we go ’round the long way.’ 
‘Well, if you insist, my good man.’ 
‘Here we are. Hey, Jeff. Look after this lady. She’s a flirty one.’ 
‘Hello there, Jeff. Any chance you can let me off at Water 

Street in Digby?’ 
‘Sure can, it’s one of the first stops. If you can take a seat, we’ll 

be on our way.’ 
‘Goodness, but the bus is full…  Mind if I sit here?’ 
‘Hmph.’ 
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Fiddlesticks. Guess no recording… 
‘Thank you, Jeff. This will do nicely.’ 
Oookay. Where to begin? Oh, I can see motorcycles at a few places along 

the street. I’ll just check their license plates as I head to that flat-roofed 
building… Don’t match the photograph… these don’t… nor these. Working 
up a thirst here, and these are in front of a restaurant. Dang! No match. 

Oooh, the Shoreline Restaurant with its signature lighthouse roof. And 
a parking lot full of motorcycles. Looking for Ontario plates. Looking, 
looking… woo-hoo! 

‘Welcome to the Shoreline. Seating inside or out?’ 
‘I’d like to look around first, if I may.’ 
‘Let me know when you’re ready’ 
Gosh, hope I can recognize ’em… I think, yes, that red beard. I’ll just 

sit in this booth with my back to them. 
‘See you found a seat. What can I get yuh for starters?’ 
‘A local beer… oh, and the Digby Scallop Kabobs.’ 
‘Tried ’em before, have yuh?’ 
‘Dee-licious, and I’m back for more.’ 
‘Back in a jiff.’ 
 

Now I wonder what they’re up to? I’ll plug in my earbuds and slip my recorder 
around to my back… um hum… um hum…  Oh, get on with it… and… 
Gotcha! 

‘You’ve had your meal and you’ve downed some brews. Had 
’nuf time to think about the deal?’ 

‘If we do this with you—and I’m not saying we will—what’s 
the score?’ 

‘Let me write that down for you on your napkin.’ 
‘Whoa! What do you guys think? So, you all agree? Okay, Mac, 

we’re in.’ 
‘Celebrate with more beer?’ 
‘The rest of you can. I have to meet a man. Will I see you guys 

back here at 3:30 to ride out to the ferry?’  
Well, I was hoping for more than that. But I get to keep an eye on them 

onboard the ferry. A leisurely lunch, some shopping, oh and I better book my 
ride back to the ferry. Oh poop. One, two… nine missed calls from Flo. And 
angry text messages, too. I’ll be making this up to her for some time to come. 

 
‘This is Emily Payne, back at the ferry terminal, waiting for the 
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shuttle onto the ferry so I won’t have to navigate the slosh from 
more fishy transports. Oh! Fiddlesticks and fluffy ducks, but it stinks 
in the bowels of this ferry. The air just has to be better up above! 

‘Here I am, folks, on this sunny day in July 2010, on the prom-
enade deck of the Princess of Acadia.  Inhaling… lovely… salty… 
sea… air and cleansing all that odoriferousness. Aah! Some motor- 
cycles arriving. Time enough for photos of the ferry terminal and 
ship. 

‘Cast off! On our way to the Bay of Fundy, we pass salmon 
fish farms and enter the narrow strip of water known as the Digby 
Gut, an area of powerful tidal energy. As we say goodbye to the 
Annapolis Basin, the air is alive with the cry of gulls. On the right, 
waterfalls cascade down the cliff to a rocky beach. A rolling fog is 
creeping over the water and in moments, photography will be 
ethereal.’ 

 
The foghorn makes it downright eerie. Heading inside and trying out 
the lounge of The Rising Tide Café and Bar on the upper level. Mmm, nothing 
like a hot coffee with biscotti. Not much to see other than the Tourist Bureau 
and a lounge exclusively for truckers. Maybe the seating is more comfortable 
on the lower deck. 

The Sea Breeze Lounge on the lower passenger level offers a 
number of seating options. Aha! The Gang! I’ll sit behind them like I 
did in the restaurant. 

‘Whispering now. Plugging in my earbuds and turning my 
recorder to the back of my neck. Of course, they’re not talking. Five 
minutes… ten minutes…’ 

‘So, Boss. What do you think about that deal in Digby?’ 
Oops. Bumped their seat. 
‘Should make a lot of money. What do you guys think?’ 
‘Could be a big haul, from the sounds of it.’ 
More silence. Snack time. Oh, for the…! I bumped again. Nervous, 

getting sloppy. Breathing deeply, and again. Aah… choo! No. No. No! 
‘Boo! Oh. Sorry, ma’am. I thought it was a kid bumping the 

back of my seat.’ 
‘Sorry. Sorry. I’ll move.’ 
‘No need.’ 
‘I… I’ll just grab my things.’ 
‘Hey, Boss. That yellow jacket… we saw her in Digby.’ 
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‘Right. When we got into town.’ 
‘She was in the restaurant, too.’ 
‘I think she’s been spying on us. You want me to deal with 

her?’ 
OMG… OMG… OMG! They’re on to me! Run, Emmy, run! Where 

to? Where to? Upstairs… the tourist bureau. They’re coming! Ducking down. 
‘Can I help you, ma’am?’ 
‘J… Just tying my shoelace.’ 
Looking ’round the door. No. No. No! Can’t hide in the trucker’s 

lounge. Running… running. The stairs. Ack! Someone’s coming. Go… 
Go… Go! Can’t breathe. No! A chain blocking the last set of stairs… to 
car deck. Fiddling… fiddling. Nooo! The chain is still swinging… they’ll 
know! 

‘Is someone down there? No one is allowed on the vehicle 
deck during the crossing.’ 

Where to hide?!…  Behind trucks… Slippery. 
‘Hello? I repeat, no one is allowed down here.’ 
‘That lady… yellow jacket… think she’s scared.’ 
In for it; I am so in for it! 
‘We’ll spread out… help you search.’ 
‘A scream…  from over there, by the trucks!’ 
‘Hey, lady!’ 
‘Don’t hurt me… don’t hurt me! Won’t tell. I won’t tell. 

Promise.’ 
‘What are you talking about? You’re all wet. Are you hurt? 

Don’t cry, Ma’am. We’re here to help you.’ 
‘You are, but not them. They’re after me.’ 
‘Come now… up out of that puddle.’ 
‘Keep them away!’ 
‘Let’s get you upstairs and warmed up. Elevator is best, you’re 

shaking. We’ll use the Purser’s Office. Here, wrap this around you. 
Now, to get you a hot coffee.’ 

‘Don’t leave me with them!’ 
‘Who wants to tell me what this is all about? For pity’s sake, 

one of you men get her a coffee.’ 
‘Well… I’m waiting.’ 
‘Seen her all over town. She’s been spying on us.’ 
‘Any truth to this, Ma’am? Speak up.’ 
‘They’re…  they’re motorcycle gangsters.’ 
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‘What?’ 
‘We. Are. Not!’ 
‘Hang on. Let’s hear the lady out. Any proof of this?’ 
‘They met a guy, near the B and B on Water Street. This guy, the 

Boss, said they’d never operated in Nova Scotia. Then at lunch, 
they agreed to go in on it. I don’t know for how much ’cus the 
other guy wrote it down. Then the Boss said he had to meet the 
Man. That’s lingo for meeting a drug dealer. Don’t you laugh at 
me, Mr. Boss. Man.’ 

‘I went to visit my uncle, in the nursing home.’ 
‘Don’t believe him. It’s all right here on my…’ 
‘On your what?’ 
‘Ma’am, please show me your necklace. It has “on” and “off” 

buttons; is this some sort of recording device?’ 
‘You give that back. I make notes for the stories I write.’ 
‘Lady, have you been recording us? Aha! There’s your answer. 

Her face is flaming red!’ 
‘This is hilarious! Oh, come on guys. You have to agree, she 

has a whopping imagination.’ 
‘Why are you all laughing at me?’ 
‘Did you never hear of the Digby Wharf Rat Rally?’ 
‘Sounds disgusting.’ 
‘You tell her. You work on the ferry. Maybe she’ll believe you.’ 
‘The Digby Wharf Rat Rally has been around for about five years 

now. Hundreds and hundreds of motorcycles rally on Labour Day 
weekend. There’s live bands, motorcycle and watersport demon-
strations, vendors, barbeques, activities for the whole family, and 
it’s a huge fundraiser.’ 

‘Ma’am. Riding motorcycles doesn’t make anyone part of a 
gang. I mean, some of us have evolved! We’re fundraising… for 
hospitals, nursing homes, the local Royal Canadian Legion, Digby 
Search and Rescue. We are all having fun.’ 

‘Be docking soon. I have duties. Will you be okay, ma’am, if 
one of these gentlemen stays with you until you have to go to your 
car?’ 

‘Didn’t come by car.’ 
‘Now I remember. Met you this morning at the terminal, when 

you were weaving through cars and trucks, wanting to go back to 
Digby.’ 
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‘Watch out for this one, gentlemen. Along with that imagin-
ation, she is also quite the flirt.’ 

‘So, you’re not, you know… gangsters?’ 
‘Not even close.’ 
‘Ooops. Sorry.’ I know what would make a good story. ‘You know… 

I’ve never been on a motorcycle.’ 
 



 

 

 

Beacon Building 
Barbara Florio Graham 

 
 
     ou may have wondered about the glass-domed structure beside 
the Lester B. Pearson Building, next to the Macdonald Cartier 
Bridge in Ottawa. Only open to the public at selected times when 
tour guides are available, it’s a multi-purpose centre that serves as 
the Canadian headquarters for the Aga Khan Development 
Network, the Aga Khan Foundation, and the personal residence 
of  the Aga Khan, when he visits Ottawa. It also contains meeting 
rooms, seminar rooms, a museum space and the main level for 
public gatherings. The Development Network and Foundation 
maintain hospitals across the world, open to all faiths, as the 
Ismailis represent about 15 million people and advocate tolerance 
and pluralism. 

The Aga Khan is key to this story because it was his close 
friendship with Pierre Trudeau that brought so many Ismailis 
from Uganda to Ottawa 50 years ago. I know all the details 
because my closest friends, Zulli and Gulshan Najak, were 
newlyweds when they escaped from Ugandan leader Idi Amin’s 
wrath in 1972. 

When Idi Amin came to power in 1971, he claimed that Allah 
had told him to expel people of  Asian descent from the country. 
Many of  them were Ismailis. They made up much of  the business 
class of  Uganda, and Amin thought that if  he got rid of  them, he 
could parachute the uneducated rural population of  black 
Ugandans to take over. Chaos reigned. Ismailis and others of  
Asian descent, many from India, were hounded down, killed in 
the street, their homes looted, their businesses taken over. 

Zulli was an accountant, and Gulshan was an executive 
secretary to an ambassador. They went into hiding, moving from 
hotel to hotel, as Gulshan’s boss worked to help them get out of  
the country. 

 
When Amin’s decree came, the Aga Khan called then-prime 
minister Pierre Trudeau, asking him to help. More than 7,000 
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Ugandan Asians came to Canada. Zulli’s family had been in 
Uganda for three generations, Gulshan’s for two. To be seen as 
‘colonial collaborators’ was ironic. 

Trudeau, whose oldest son, Justin, was a newborn, commis-
sioned Air Canada planes and asked for volunteer pilots and crew 
to help out. It was the largest resettlement of  non-white, non-
Christian refugees in Canada up to that date. 

After an 11-hour flight, the Najaks arrived in Montreal and 
were asked if  they had any contacts in Canada. Not only did they 
have no one here, but Gulshan also didn’t know where her parents 
and other family members had gone. Zulli’s ended up in England. 

They were sent to Ottawa because there was a job for Zulli 
here. As they celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary this year, 
they rejoiced over a successful accounting business, two grown 
children and three grandchildren, and a wide range of  friends, both 
within the Ismaili community and among their neighbours and 
friends. 

I have learned a great deal about the Ismaili faith in my 
association with them. I have attended weddings that combine 
Hindu and Ismaili traditions, enjoyed a wide variety of  Indian and 
Asian food, and have witnessed the family’s deep connection to the 
Ismaili values of  charity, equality of  women, and deep faith. 

Their daughter, Juliana, spent a winter, following her 
graduation from the University of  Ottawa and then the graduate 
course for respiratory therapists in Calgary, traveling among 
various hospitals run by the Aga Khan Foundation abroad. She 
earned no salary, just room and board. 

When the Aga Khan Foundation opened its new building, I 
was taken on a personal tour. 

The huge atrium has an intricate roof  design, opening onto 
an enclosed courtyard with a four-part garden already planted 
with boxwood hedges and cedars. Perennials appear between the 
hedges. The design is spectacular. The architect, Fumihoko Maki, 
studied the principles of  Islamic art and religious symbolism, 
incorporating many of  these into the structure. 

The glass dome is made up of  asymmetrical triangles which 
are supposed to resemble the facets of  rock crystal. With an 
interior structure just below it, made up of  ‘echoing’ panels of  
glass screens, there is an ever-changing pattern of  light that 



Bobbi Florio Graham 

147 

 

regulates both the intensity of  direct sun and patterns of  light on 
the floor at different times of  day. 

And that floor! I’ve never seen a more intricate parquet 
pattern. It contains 49 large squares (because this Aga Khan is the 
49th Ismaili Imam), within which are multiples of  smaller squares, 
with an amazing variety of  patterns. I found it fascinating. 

Around the edge of  the maple floor are stone tiles. Some of  
these lead to corridors, others border the main entrance, the 
entrance to the courtyard and the glass wall of  the museum (along 
one side and fully visible from the atrium). In all of  these tiled 
spaces, there are comfortable leather lounge chairs and marble and 
steel tables, softened by lovely silk flower arrangements in shallow 
glass vases. 

All around the upper levels of  the three-storey atrium is a 
suspended screen in heavy cast aluminum, in a symbolic double-
layered hexagonal design. The effect of  the atrium is mesmerizing. 
It feels immediately tranquil, conducive to meditation, and 
extremely welcoming. It reaches to the sky, and, because of  all the 
glass at the entrance and the huge courtyard on the other end, it 
seems to stretch to encompass the city. 

The courtyard has several special features. The central 
walkway is slightly ramped at either end, almost imperceptibly, but 
enough to allow rainwater or melting snow to run down to the 
centre, where there are subtle drains at the edges. This walkway is 
heated so snow will not accumulate in the Winter, but it will pile 
up on the four, square raised beds containing the boxwoods and 
cedars. 

The wings of  the building on either side of  the courtyard have 
tall, narrow windows which alternate with pebbled glass panels 
that reflect light. 

The building is used for conferences where the Aga Khan 
brings together those of  different faiths and different political 
persuasions. It also serves to represent Islam to Canada in a 
positive way. 
 
Find out more about the Ismaili faith and the Aga Khan 
Foundation by searching ‘Ismaili’ and ‘AKFC Canada.’ 
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Hope to Love 
Ken Bickley 

 
 

        y father died today. He was crushed under the wheels of a 
subway train. No one noticed his body. The train did not stop. He 
was 74. He had just fought with his wife. She had told him to go 
to Hell. 

At the morgue, I am standing in the cold, bleak, forbidding 
room where they have laid out his body, at least the parts of him 
they could find. The right side of his head is missing, as is his 
wallet. Part of his brain is visible. His glasses are hanging loosely 
from his left ear; I recognize them. They’re his. His Masonic ring 
is not on his finger. He was going to have it buried with him. 

‘No wallet?’ I ask the coroner. 
 ‘It was missing, but he had a subway pass. There,’ he points 

to it on the table, ‘with his photo and address. That’s how we knew 
who he was,’ he replies. ‘No keys,’ he adds. 

No wallet, no money, no keys. He had committed suicide! But 
it was his eyes. He was nearly blind. ‘He must have fallen by accident,’ 
I counter. 

‘No wallet, no money, no keys… he was not planning to go 
home,’ retorts the coroner. ‘I’m ruling a suicide.’ 

The antiseptic smell of the room is driving my nostrils crazy. 
Seems the worms have arrived quickly. His face is barely recog-
nizable. I’m there to identify the body. I’m sure it’s him, but the 
corpse is not really my father. An essential something is missing. 
I cannot identify what it is, precisely. The realization hits me like 
a gut punch. His chest is still, he’s not breathing. He is so deathly 
still. His spirit has gone. His face is too pale, too ghastly white to 
really be my father; there is no redness to his cheeks. I’m unable 
to touch his hand. The thought of doing so makes me want to 
retch. ‘Yes, Dad it’s you. Yup, sure looks like you,’ I say, speaking 
to the dead. 

My dilemma is, I think, can I truthfully say I loved you, Dad? This 
thought nags at me all day. Feelings of guilt flood over me. I 
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should be able to say I loved him; he was my father. I am unable 
to. That night, alone in my bed, I cry. But for whom? Him or me? 
 
Judaic and Christian traditions both place the father/son relation-
ship at the forefront of their social and religious hierarchies. In 
Jesus’ relationship with his father—God—did Jesus love a father 
who allowed him to be crucified on a cross? What was Jesus 
thinking of his father as the Roman soldiers hammered the nails 
into his hands, shoved the spear into his side? ̒ My God, my God,ʼ 
Jesus reportedly begged, ‘why hast thou forsaken me?’ Did he love 
his father then? Did his father love him? What about Isaac and 
Abraham, when Abraham was willing to slit his son’s throat? Did 
Isaac love his father as he awaited the blade’s descent? Did 
Abraham love his son at that moment? 

My most powerful memory is of my father’s seizing me by the 
throat, both hands wrapped around my Adam’s apple and 
throttling me; of the indentations his fingers made on my skin, his 
nails cutting into me. These marks lasted for months as a reminder 
of his attack. Now he was lying there in the morgue. I was free of 
him. Or was I? 

This memory produced an insatiable anger in me, a repressed 
anger, which still urges me to lash out at him and smash his face 
as he gripped me. At the time I was unable to. Why? Something 
held me back. I vowed never again to let him touch me: I took 
martial arts lessons to learn how to defend myself against such an 
attack, and had lessons in street fighting. For years, this repressed 
anger led to intense migraines whenever I perceived myself in a 
threatening or stressful situation. It led to my withdrawal from 
personal relationships behind an iron curtain of detachment, in 
order to avoid stress and hurt. 

The psychiatrist said, ‘You must leave home. You cannot stay 
with your parents.’  But I was too young and had to wait several 
years before I was able to afford my own place. Without ever want-
ing to know why I felt I had to leave, my father gave me the money 
to do so. My love was not for sale. How could I love this man? 

The years, the decades, have now passed. I am the exact age 
my father was when he died. I wonder still, did I ever love him? 
The years have also taken me through examples of his love for 
me, frequently expressed through various forms of compulsion 
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and monetary gifts. One Summer, I was not able to find a job. He 
arranged for me to spend the Summer learning how to golf and 
to speak proper French so I would be fit for the business world. 
He forbade my traveling to a major league baseball training camp 
so that I would go to university. He ‘lent’ me money to go to law 
school; money never to be repaid. 

He arranged jobs for me during the Summer and after grad-
uation. I never thanked him; I resented him for interfering in my 
life, yet I accepted the jobs. Gratitude perhaps, not love.  

The years went by and I learned things about him: how he 
had come over from England as a child; how he had fought with 
rats on the boat; how he had been forced to leave school in order 
to support his mother because his father was an alcoholic; how he 
had grown up in a cold-water flat, filled with rats in the city’s 
poorest section; how he had taken a job as a lowly messenger in a 
bank branch to support his mother; how he had learned French 
to become a successful bank manager; how he had developed 
exquisite skills in diagnosing a person’s character and dealing with 
customers; and how he had been moved to Vancouver in the late 
1930s. I knew he and my mother had lived there, but he told me 
all about his joining the army to protect Vancouver against a 
possible Japanese invasion. When he spoke of the internment of 
the Japanese, he staunchly defended the actions of the Canadian 
Government. 

He was then transferred to Montreal, where he worked as a 
bank manager. Once, he defended his branch against a robber 
who shot him down as he launched an unarmed attack. He was 
fortunate because a Mountie, who also had tried to subdue the 
robber, was shot dead. At another branch, he had launched 
himself against an armed robber when the robber threatened one 
of his female staff; the robber shot my father and then killed a 
Mountie. I guess my father was brave but stupid—as he admit-
ted—and the staff adored him. One Summer, when he had 
‘persuaded’ me to work as a messenger in his branch, I strongly 
resented his putting me in such a demeaning position. I also had 
to sweep the floor at times. To my astonishment, some of my 
older co-workers recounted tales of how he, too, had been a 
messenger when he started and how, 30 years later, my father still 
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took time out of his schedule to play checkers with the ‘lowly’ 
messengers. His staff worshipped the ground he walked on. 

As I think back, it is clear that he was what the university 
crowd called the ‘Corporate Man.’ He lived and died for his 
corporation. Loyal to the end. The end of his career came when 
he was humiliated by an overzealous Crown prosecutor with 
trumped up charges against a customer of his. I woke up one day 
to see the newspaper headlines of a criminal fraud charge against 
my father. These charges shocked him, but it was the total lack of 
support from the ‘Corporation’ and his peers that crushed him. 
The Crown later withdrew the charge, vindicating him because it 
had only been a tactic to encourage him to testify against one of 
his customers. The front-page publicity destroyed his lifetime of 
dedication and work. I saw my father’s life mission crumble 
because of an unnecessary move by an ignorant prosecutor who 
had not considered the repercussions of the front-page headlines. 

My anger dissipated as his career flamed out. I started to pity 
him. The corporation deserted him. None of his so-called ‘friends’ 
came to support him. He had become a leper. He was destroyed, 
even after having been vindicated. Newspapers don’t print vindic-
ation headlines. They don’t sell newspapers. 

As he aged, his health deteriorated and his vision faded. Our 
relationship shifted enormously. I felt I could not abandon him. 
He told me about his upbringing because we were talking adult to 
adult. He would tell me how his father, my grandfather who I had 
never met, was a drunkard and useless bum. He had had no real 
father and clearly had no idea how to be a father. Does under-
standing lead to love? Is there hope for me to love him, at least 
after his death? 

I seldom, if ever, saw his ‘other’ personality; this side of him 
was revealed only once, when he took me on our one-and-only 
fishing trip with his buddy. Beer and fish and campfire loosened 
him up, and the real man emerged. Over the campfire as he fried 
the fish, as the darkness thickened and the stars rose, he and his 
buddy laughed and drank together. His sense of humour amazed 
me; he danced around the fire. He was fun, funny, likeable, at ease, 
not like the man he was at home. This memory sticks with me to 
counteract the memory of his attacking me. 
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Yet I felt nothing but compassion, pity and sympathy for him. 
Could these feelings be a form of ‘love?’ True, we strongly 
disagreed on politics and historical interpretations; he was so 
strongly pro-British, I could not agree with him. The British just 
could never do anything wrong. He was an ultra-Nixonite and 
Vietnam War supporter. He never believed Nixon was a crook 
nor would he have approved of my anti-Vietnam activities. He 
condemned anything related to Germans or Roman Catholicism, 
and then there were the Japanese. He would have exploded had 
he known his other son married a German Roman Catholic or 
that I was dating a Japanese-Canadian girl, whose parents had 
been incarcerated during the war. There was not a single thing we 
agreed on. 

Some things were better left unsaid. Could I say I loved a 
person with such hatreds, one who had wronged me so badly? My 
anger metamorphosized into pity for a broken man. 

After he died, I learned of all the lies he had told my mother 
and me. Very little of what he had said about his youth and 
background was actually true; we did not even have the correct 
family name because his father had been running from the police 
and had assumed a different identity in order to escape. All these 
family secrets emerged, and all the lies. How could I love this 
man? 

I, too, became a father and soon went through the same trials 
and tribulations he must have endured. My pitying him turned into 
empathy. My children have since grown up and moved on to their 
own busy lives, basically abandoning me. Do they love me? I do 
not know. Have I been too harsh? Will they be as harsh on me? 
If I cannot love my father, can they love me despite any misdeeds 
I have committed? Surely there can be hope that I will admit I did 
love my father. 

After having become a parent, the realization has slowly 
dawned on me that I should not judge my father based on a single 
outburst of anger. Surely forgiveness, possibly a first step to love, 
is due. True, but do I love him now? No, but I do hope to be able 
to say I do. Perhaps better late than never? Writing this article will 
assist me in arriving at that stage. One day, I will realize that my 
feelings are a form of love for him, and I can only hope that, 
before I die, I can say, ʻDad, I loved you.ʼ 
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Impactful Change 
Tanya Bailey 

 
 
Achieving clarity 
Hearing community voices 
Subconsciously glowing 
Learning guidance as approaching humility 
Celebration and love 
Prepared or rehearsed without boundaries 
United by our intersectionality 
 individuals, groups and communities to 
 highlight and demolish hierarchies 
Leading with vivid emotions questioning now 
Reborn 
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The Inheritance 
Valerie Buko 

 
 

       s there was no one at my information desk asking for help 
right now, I rested my aching, worry-filled head in my hands. The 
branch of the Ottawa Public Library where I worked had finally 
quietened down, with just the usual activity going on around me: 
people chatting with each other in hushed voices, my colleagues 
concentrating in front of screens or bustling around busily with 
books. I glanced at the time and then got up from my desk. A walk 
and some fresh air to try and clear my mind would be great right 
about now. 

‘Eric,’ I said to my supervisor as I passed by the shelves where 
he was sorting books, ‘it’s almost time for my lunch break; I’m 
going to go ahead now, alright?’ 

‘Sure thing, Janice; see you later,’ Eric replied. 
Wandering outside the library a few minutes later, I wished 

desperately—not for the first time—that Lillian was here so we 
could have one of our talks. Lillian and I met when I was a newly 
hired librarian and she was in her final year. After retiring, however, 
Lillian stayed on as a dynamic and dedicated volunteer for many 
years, often helping me with certain tasks. Not only had we worked 
well together, but I also found her to be an attentive listener who 
truly cared about others’ problems. I couldn’t count the number 
of times Lillian would say ‘So, what’s wrong?’ and then help me 
sort out the problem. Even though she seemed to have had a fairly 
quiet life with no family of her own, she invariably gave very good, 
helpful advice to remedy all kinds of personal dilemmas. She had 
truly been a lovely woman and great friend. She had died three 
months ago, and I missed her deeply. 

I thought about what I would tell Lilly if she was here with 
me right now… I would tell her that the irreconcilable differences 
in my 22-year marriage were now mountains instead of molehills, 
and we both just wanted the hell out. Divorce was both inevitable 
and welcomed, but the resulting problem for me was that our 
prenuptial agreement meant I had to leave the home we had 
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shared together. Having agreed to leave the marriage—which I 
naively assumed would last forever—I was only entitled to my 
personal belongings and whatever I had in the bank, which wasn’t 
a whole lot. I had two weeks to clear out, and no idea where I 
would live; I would probably end up renting a room somewhere. 
I also dreaded having to tell our son about the break-up. He lived 
away at university, and I’d have to tell him that I wouldn’t be at 
‘home’ for his visits anymore. I rolled my shoulders to ease some 
of my stress and took in a few deep breaths; I would persevere 
and face these problems as best as I could. 
 
After making it through the day, I headed home to my soon-to-
be ex’s house with some trepidation. Thank goodness he was 
working late and I wouldn’t have to see him, only the ever-
growing piles of his belongings that littered the main floor rooms 
of the house where he had been living the last few months. This 
will give me time to do some packing, I thought to myself, while I hide 
away in the master bedroom all night before going to work in the morning.  

A few hours later, however, my packing was interrupted by 
the chiming of the doorbell. Opening the door, I was surprised 
and intrigued to be greeted by a Canada Post delivery person.  

‘Ma’am, would you be Janice Werner?’ she asked, and I 
nodded my head. ‘I have a letter for you; sign here please.’ 

I used a special do-dad pen to sign the screen of an electronic 
gizmo, and then stood staring down at the letter. My name and 
address stared back at me, and the return address was for 
Dabrowski Law, an old and well-known law firm here in Ottawa. 

What in the world? I thought to myself, divorce papers ready so 
soon?! After having a cursory look through, however, I saw that 
the letter had nothing to do with the impending divorce. I then 
read it again more slowly, savouring every unexpected, unbeliev-
able detail. 

In the letter, Dabrowski Law was informing that I, Janice 
Werner, had been named the sole beneficiary for one Lillian 
Hadley of Ottawa, and would I please call at my earliest convenience 
to schedule an appointment with a Mr Daniel Dabrowski Jr, to 
sort out the details. The details, as they referred to them, included 
some money, and a house; 14 Rosedell Avenue was to be mine. I 
was rooted to the spot where I stood, letter still in hand, thinking 
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through the absolutely fortuitous enormity of this situation; I had 
been right at the end of my rope, emotionally and financially, but 
now it looked as if I might be alright. I wondered if Lilly knew just 
how much I needed this help right now, and how sincerely thankful 
I was feeling for her friendship and generosity. 

 
I arranged to meet with the lawyer a few days later. During the 
meeting with Mr Dabrowski, I answered a few questions that 
confirmed my identity, was given a great deal of information 
about the proceedings for carrying out this inheritance, and then 
signed a mound of papers. I was much relieved to learn that I 
wouldn’t have a mortgage; Lilly had paid the house off a few years 
ago, and she was leaving it to me free and clear. It was a wondrous 
blessing! The meeting was almost at an end when the lawyer 
remembered something else. 

‘We’ve been collecting Ms Hadley’s mail’, Mr Dabrowski said, 
‘so that it wouldn’t accumulate too profusely, as mail seems to do.’ 
He went over to a side table and returned, carrying a medium-
sized cardboard box, which he held out for me to take. ‘Here you 
go; you’ll see for yourself that the mailbox on the front of the 
house is rather small, so we thought it best to check it often.’ 

‘Thank you very much for doing that,’ I said sincerely. Lilly 
had certainly chosen fastidious lawyers. 

‘You need to know,’ continued the lawyer, ‘that I’ve paid all 
the utility bills that were in the mail; utilities have now been 
transferred to your name, and you are to take care of them from 
now on. Other than that, you’ll probably find there’s mostly junk 
mail in here; but it’s all yours now,’ he said with a smile. ‘Our 
paperwork should be completed in about a week, and then, you’ve 
got yourself a house.’ 

 
And so, I needed to live in the home of my broken marriage for 
about another week, but managed to get through it by staying late 
at work and then packing up my possessions in the evenings. The 
glorious day finally came when I picked up the house keys from 
the lawyer and went to see my new home. I felt free, loved, cared 
for, and so fortunate for good friends. 

After finding 14 Rosedell tucked away in the Rockliffe Park 
area’s winding streets, I backed into the driveway to make un-
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loading the rented U-Haul trailer a little easier. I walked over into 
the shady, fenced-in back yard, noticing its generous size. Then I 
walked around to the cedar-hedged seclusion of the front yard and 
had a good look at the house. It was a two-storey, orange-brick 
Victorian beauty, with white-shuttered windows. I couldn’t have 
been happier with it; and it was mine! I could never afford to buy 
anything like this, I thought to myself, which then made me even 
more thankful to Lillian. I could never recall her mentioning money 
problems; she must have had no worries in that department. 
That’s probably how she was able to put in so many hours 
volunteering for the food bank, where she loved helping out. With 
a deep, thankful sigh, and another look over my new property, I 
ambled inside to unpack and settle in. 

 
A few weeks later, I was comfortably set up in my new residence. 
I’d had to go out and buy some new kitchen and bathroom linens, 
crockery, and a new mattress set, but other than that, Lilly’s 
furniture was in good shape and would suit me just fine. Upon 
inspection, the house itself didn’t seem to have any problems or 
need any work, either, other than a good cleaning up of accumu-
lated dust and some spiders’ webs. I noticed some odd markings 
scribbled on the walls beside the front and back doors, but I 
realized it was information outlining the steps for setting the 
security system. Lilly had always had trouble with all things technical 
or mechanical; I could just picture her becoming frustrated while 
fiddling with the alarm system. I thought that the scribblings 
might actually come in handy, and they reminded me of her, so 
instead of wiping them off, I left them there for the time being. 

House in fairly good order, I sat down at a large wooden desk 
to tackle another job that needed doing: sorting through three- 
months’ worth of Lilly’s unopened mail. Most of the mail was, as 
suspected, advertisements trying to sell various products or services. 
But then I found something that floored me completely: nine plain-
looking envelopes, addressed simply 14 Rosedell, full of hundred-
dollar bills! Each one contained $1,000.00, totaling $9,000.00… I 
was utterly and completely shocked and baffled! So many 
questions swam around in my head: Who? Why? What was going 
on?! I hid the money deep inside one of the compartments of the 
desk and wondered what to do. 
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I pondered exhaustively over where the money might have come 
from, but in the end, I really had no clue. Since I knew that the 
cash had been left in the mailbox on the front of the house, I 
decided to keep watch there, so I could discover its source. And 
so, each evening, I sat beside a first-floor window, peeking out 
from behind a curtain, watching for anyone who might approach.  

After about a week of spying on my own front porch, my 
diligence paid off. That night was pitch dark, but the moon was 
full and bright. I heard a car door slam shut nearby, then saw the 
outline of a man coming up my walkway. Halfway to my door, he 
stopped, turned around and went back to the car, where I could 
now see a woman. He grabbed her roughly, opened the car door, 
and shoved her inside. I heard her cry out, but the man hadn’t 
cared that she’d hit her head when he shoved her. As he started 
up the walkway again, I could see him more clearly. He was of 
average height and weight, stubble-faced, wearing black jeans and 
black leather jacket, and walked with an exaggerated swagger. He 
reached my door, opened the mailbox, crammed something inside 
and then slammed it shut. My original plan had been to talk to 
whoever was leaving the money, to get some answers to my 
questions, but there was no way I wanted to talk to this guy! I 
hugged myself tightly and hid further away from the window for 
a good ten minutes after the thug’s car drove away. I now under-
stood the need for the reminders written on the walls for activating 
the house’s security system, which I jumped up to double-check 
right away. 

A similar delivery, the second money drop, was made late the 
next evening, by another rough, greasy-looking character in an 
expensive, immaculate suit. This man placed the envelope of 
money in the mailbox, then stood and stared at the house, trying 
to see through my curtained windows. The look in his calm, 
threatening eyes left me mesmerized with fear, and I knew I 
should not, under any circumstance, have a chat with him either. 

Even though these encounters had left me with goosebumps, 
I kept up my watch by the window. I had seen two envelopes 
being delivered; perhaps there would be more. Two nights later, I 
saw another shadow making its way up my walkway. This time, it 
was a woman, and her walk wasn’t the overconfident swagger of 
the first delivery man; she had her head down and scuttled along 
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quickly. I expected, of course, that she would go to the mailbox, 
slip an envelope inside and then leave, but was startled out of my 
skin when she came to the door and knocked! Her knock was 
gentle and barely audible at first, then a little more forceful a few 
seconds later. I could sense she had a timid demeanor, not a 
dangerous one, and so I went to the door. 

Deactivating the alarm but leaving the security chain attached, 
I opened the door a very small crack. 

‘Yes?’ I said quietly, neither looking at her nor revealing my 
face. 

‘Uh, um,’ she whispered, ‘I’m on time to make the payment, 
but I need to talk to you about it… please!’ I heard her sobbing, 
and taking gasping, desperate breaths. 

Totally confounded but not feeling any danger, I decided to 
hear her out. 

‘Talk,’ I said. 
‘Okay, look,’ she began. ‘I know what I did was so wrong, so 

underhanded, and I’m nothing but sorry that I had a part in it! The 
thing is, I need to appeal to you right now… my daughter needs 
to get some counseling; she’s stressed, and I can’t pay for it if I’m 
paying you as well… Please, would you give me a huge break, and 
allow me a few months before the next payment?’ The sobbing 
continued. 

Some pieces of this puzzle fell into place for me, but I needed 
more information. 

‘Tell me, looking back, what would you have done differently?’ I 
asked in a gruff, disguised voice, holding my breath in anticipation 
of the answer. 

‘Oh, well, there’s no doubt in my mind that I wouldn’t have 
let that jerk Ralphie talk me into doing it! I’m a good person; I 
never stole anything before this! I work hard every day to support 
my kids… I should have thought of them before helping to steal 
money from a food bank!’ 

Oh, holy shit! I thought to myself, that’s it! That’s what’s going on. 
Lillian must have witnessed these people stealing from the food bank, and 
they’ve been paying for her silence… I peered through the crack in the 
door, so I could see the woman. She was petite, and rather frail-
looking as she stood there on my porch, hunched over, trembling. 
I thought about what I should do; I was pretty sure I knew what 
Lilly would do. 
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‘Please,’ she begged me again. ‘Please?’ 
‘I hear genuine remorse in your voice,’ I said quietly. ‘Go take 

care of your daughter. Go.’ 
She turned and left quickly, down the walkway, onto the 

sidewalk and into the night. 
 

Over the next few days, I gave a lot of thought to the duplicitous 
dealings that I had discovered, and I began to question my judgment 
of others. I had learned first-hand how people could be so different 
from what they appeared to be; I had held Lilly in very high 
esteem, never dreaming she would be involved in anything like 
blackmail! Lilly had been a hard-working, honest, wonderful 
person… or had she? She wouldn’t have needed the hush money; 
as a head librarian with a decent salary, no mortgage payments and 
no dependents, she would have been financially worry-free. And 
yet, she had been involved with these crooked people, taking 
money from them in return for her silence! She seemed to have 
been collecting $1,000.00 from each of the three perpetrators every 
month, which would have added up to some serious cash. My 
mind started to unravel with the wild possibilities of the illegal 
things that could be done with so much money. What did she do 
with it? What else would I discover about her?! These weren’t 
good thoughts at all, and I tried to put the whole situation out of 
my mind. Oh, Lillian! And now, to make matters worse, I had 
inherited this mess. I was the new recipient of the crooked cash; 
what was I supposed to do with it?! 

 
Collecting the mail one day soon after, I sat down and gazed 
around the porch where I had come to love spending time. 

Perhaps this house will turn out to be a burden instead of a blessing, I 
thought to myself, who knows what kind of trouble will come out of taking 
money from rough people! Thinking of nasty Ralphie and the other 
greasy guy still scared me. 

As I looked down at the bundle of mail in my hands, the red 
logo on one letter jumped out at me. I drew in a short, uneasy 
breath, as I knew that the logo belonged to the Ottawa Food 
Bank. Being acutely aware of the theft that they had been a victim 
of, my hands were shaking as I opened the letter. 

Relief washed over me, however, as I came to understand the 
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note’s full meaning. The world felt right again, and my heart felt 
light again. My admiration for Lilly was fully restored and even 
doubled. I could only admire her courage and strength, making 
some thieves pay for their crimes and helping needy people in the 
process. I now knew that this task had also been left to me by 
Lillian, and I would bravely and proudly carry it on for her. The 
letter read: 
 
To the Occupant of 14 Rosedell Avenue, 

The Ottawa Food Bank thanks you for your continued and extremely 
generous—although anonymous—gifts this past year, for the amount 
totaling $36,000.00. 

Sincerely, 

Your neighbourhood Food Bank 
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Where I Have Always Been 
Meant to Be 

Janet Anne Kennedy 
 

 
I am a leaf,  
tumbling in a cool autumn breeze. 
  
I come to rest 
where the playful wind places me.  
  
I am a bird 
soaring high in the bright blue sky,  
drifting beneath the clouds,  
gliding and circling,  
watching for the right spot to rest for a moment 
before I begin again. 
  
I am a piece of bark 
in a cold rushing stream,  
spinning dizzily until I bump onto the rocky shore.  
A squirrel stuffs me into its cheeks and uses me to build its nest, 
high up in the tree from where I originally fell. 
 
Where I land is where I have always been meant to be. 
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Seed Unbroken 
Jennifer Walter 

 
Tiny seed unbroken 
weathered and worn 
through journeys unknown 
I cannot see you  
sitting still and quiet  
in the dark 
waiting with a hush 
but I know you are there 
below the earth and  
deep within me 
waiting to be born 
  
Gather up the strength  
power and wisdom 
little seed 
hidden at your core 
and from your world around you  
under snow and ice  
a blanket of comfort and protection 
 
No room for doubt 
trust in yourself  
your inner rhythms 
you know what to do  
to break free and emerge 
 
Blooming crocus in Spring 
unfurling seedling through its family of ferns 
glowing gold and beauty  
simmering inside 
a container of flesh and bone 
preparing for the light 
then rising from the heart 
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Seed unbroken 
I cannot see you but 
I am nurturing you 
I believe in you 
you were meant to be and 
I cannot wait to see  
what you become 

 



 

 

 

What Are Roots? 
Germaine De Peralta 

 
 

    n the Summer of 2016, I decided to sleep overnight under the 
giant century-old gingko biloba tree at Ottawa’s Central 
Experimental Farm. I worked at this 400-plus hectare agricultural 
research facility as a technical writer. Happily, I laid down and 
propped my legs on the trunk of this magnificent tree from China. 
Imagining its strong and deep roots anchoring me in place, I slept 
long and deep. 

 At daybreak, a police officer nudged me from my earthy 
slumber, standing over me with a wooden baton. His walkie-talkie 
hissed static and choppy chatter. Nearby, a patrol car sat parked 
with a second police officer, most likely waiting to haul me in. 

 ‘Officer, I work here.’ I got up quickly and showed him my 
office badge. ‘I am not drunk. Here, smell my breath.’ I blew air 
into his face. He was not amused and gave me a breathalyzer test. 
I passed and he waved me away. 

 I have always loved trees: their strength, their stability. They 
are not going anywhere any time soon. I could always hang onto 
them in the midst of a storm and depend on their company if I 
was lonely or had an interesting story to share. To them, I could 
confide my most delectable secrets and know they would never 
tell. In fact, trees even gave me advice or insights when I needed 
it! 

 Perhaps I’ve loved them because they had what I didn’t have: 
roots. What are roots, anyway? 
 
Vancouver, BC, 1983. I have just graduated from high school and 
my Filipina mother says I need to go to the Philippines and 
discover my roots. I am to start with an undergraduate degree at 
the University of the Philippines. I am not given a choice. In 
autumn that year, I attend the University of the Philippines in 
Quezon City. 

 ‘You look lost, Germaine,’ teased a classmate, who sauntered 
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past the giant acacia tree under which I sat. Snapping out of my 
reverie, I shooed away black fruit flies feasting on the half-eaten 
yellow mango in my palm. 

 Yes, at age 19, I was lost. The Philippines was the sixth country 
I had lived in so far. The chronology of my life resembled that of 
a senior flight attendant’s résumé. For the curious, I recited my 
previous addresses as though they were my name, rank, and serial 
number. ‘I was born in Germany, then lived in Switzerland, 
Taiwan, Hawaii, Canada and now the Philippines. In that order.’ 
I faked certainty as though I knew where to head next. On the 
contrary, I often sat under the dizzying heat of the university’s 
gardens, contemplating the circuitous direction of my life. 

 The classic question—what is my purpose in life—bobbed up 
and down for scrutiny. I poked around in my head for answers. 
Wasn’t Papa’s diplomatic job the only reason I had moved from 
one country to the next? He wasn’t in Manila now. So why was I 
here? I still wondered: what are roots? 

 ‘Germaine, are you stoned?’ shouted a classmate walking by, 
who observed my dazed expression. 

 I knew what it was like not to have roots. It felt like surfing 
from one culture to the next and adopting people’s ways only 
superficially; just enough to make like I was a local. It meant avoid-
ing softly sinking into the comfort of a country’s soul, or even 
fantasizing that a nation was ever mine, because it would just be a 
matter of time before I left. It meant shielding myself from the 
heartbreak that had happened when I left Taiwan in my teens, a 
country I had loved and allowed myself to call home. 

 ‘Germaine, is everything cool?’ asked a long-haired, easy-
going male friend who briefly sat beside me in class. Clearly, I was 
not staying present and mindful in the Philippines. This country, 
my parents’ birthplace, was part of my heritage, my roots. So, why 
didn’t I feel at home here, at least initially? 

 Whenever I left a country, I dropped my adopted persona at 
the airport gates. In the new nation, I soaked in the ways of the 
people, at least on the surface. I became a bloodhound for preferred 
cultural expressions in fashion and art, learned cool behaviour and 
mannerisms, music tastes, and so on. Whatever looked important 
or whatever I loved, I took on. I switched cultural identities as 
though changing clothes and did it so seamlessly nobody would 
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think I was an outsider looking in. ‘Chameleon’ was my middle 
name, and perhaps still is. 

 English, my first language, remains at the heart of me. Since 
my birth, my parents spoke to me solely in English and insisted I 
learn it well because I would be traveling around the world. Although 
I did pick up other languages at the street slang level, I rarely 
strayed far from my beloved first language. Instead, I learned to 
speak English in multiple accents, as though learning multiple 
languages. I learned to manipulate my tongue and intonation to 
connect with people in other cultures. 

 For example, I can speak American on a morning phone or 
Zoom call with a New Yorker, then in the afternoon, speak 
Canadian English with a Canadian colleague, and in the evening, 
speak English with a Filipino accent with a relative in the Philip-
pines. Sometimes I inadvertently mixed them up into a soupe aux 
pois (pea soup) of English accents that ended up sounding French-
Canadian. Hence, I’ve been asked: ‘Germaine, are you from 
Montreal?’ I also picked up pidgin English in Hawaii and Taglish, 
a combination of Tagalog (Filipino) and English, when I lived in 
the Philippines. After connecting repeatedly with people from 
different cultures in English, this international language of a 
myriad of expressions, my skill became intuitive. 

 I grew endlessly fascinated with different cultures. 
 I recall first dipping my toes into American culture in the early 

1970s in Taipei, Taiwan, where I studied in an international school. 
I played and studied alongside children of U.S. soldiers stationed 
in Vietnam, as well as a few offspring of diplomats. Like many 
kids, we were open to one another’s cultures and ways, without 
judgement or recrimination. We were a tight-knit and supportive 
community amidst an unadulterated Chinese culture led by Chang 
Kai-shek, who headed the Chinese nationalist government in exile 
in Taiwan. 

 Later, in Hawaii, my immersion in American culture deepened, 
much to the consternation of my rigidly conservative Filipina 
mother, who had hoped she could mould me into ‘a perfect 
Filipina.’ This ‘perfect Filipina’ concept meant many things arche-
typal. But to me, it felt as though she was forcing me into a box 
where I had no room to breathe and be myself. Yet, through my 
education and interactions with friends and classmates, I soaked 
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in the values of freedom of speech and personal freedom, individual-
ism, equality, truth, justice and popular sovereignty. These were 
polar opposites to the values many highly conservative Asian 
cultures admired back then. Thankfully, my father was complicit 
to my choices and often said out of earshot from my mother, ‘Do 
what makes you happy.’ 

 While delighting in what seemed like Hawaii’s cultural melting 
pot of many nationalities in the late 1970s, I also witnessed and 
experienced racism and its divisiveness at its height. This was two 
decades after the U.S. had annexed Hawaii as a state, and I could 
see how change could precipitate long-term crises. Despite this, 
wherever I looked, Hawaii was awash in colours, and this is where 
my love affair with nature began. 

 
In the Philippines, I took part in the People’s Power Revolution 
that ousted former-dictator Ferdinand Marcos in 1986. I recall 
walking in solidarity with dense throngs of Filipinos, both rich and 
poor, who were willing to risk their lives for freedom, democracy, 
free speech, and truth. I wept with them. I was willing to risk my 
life with them. They were fighting for values I had taken for 
granted. I did not realize the depth of suffering of a people who 
did not enjoy these human rights. 

 I stood beside large crowds of Filipinos who, after years of 
protest, watched overhead as Ferdinand Marcos and his family 
escaped the Philippines in helicopters. Of course, former First 
Lady Imelda Marcos was with them. Maybe that extra helicopter 
was stuffed with her 3,000 pairs of shoes and bullet-proof 
brassiere. We protesters danced, partied, and shouted for joy in 
the streets. We were free! 

 Despite all of their suffering, I was bewitched and comforted 
by the warmth, heartfelt hospitality and love of the Filipino people. 

 Yet, I would be remiss if I didn’t mention Japan, the most 
unique culture I have ever experienced with Tokyo’s pachinko 
machines (arcade games), busy late-night ramen stalls and rest-
aurants where salary men (working men in offices) eat and drink 
late into the night; its distinctive fashions, the extreme politeness 
of its people, and the bullet train, also known as Shinkansen, that 
took me from Tokyo to Kobe (424 kilometres in just less than 
three hours). I fondly remember my host families, a family of four 
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in Kobe, two working friends in Tokyo, their little homes, sleeping 
on tatami mats, eating sea urchin sushi, Kobe beef, attending the 
Noh theatre and much more. 

 For me, one of the great mysteries of Japanese culture was 
how cities could be so busy, yet still reflect a quality of silence, 
peace and mindfulness in the air. There was something very 
deliberate and thoughtful about everything people did: their tea 
ceremonies, flower-arranging practice and the care they took in 
making sashimi and sushi. They paid so much attention to detail 
in a very mindful way, so much so that despite all the urban busy-
ness, I felt their energy and found myself walking peacefully and 
calmly. It was almost as though the quality of Zen, which 
originated in Japan, had seeped into my cells when I was there and 
remained many months after I had left. 

 But what I loved most about Japan was its stubborn 
determination to keep its culture unadulterated. It was tenaciously 
insular and would go through great lengths to keep its ethnic 
purity intact. Its temples were amazing, but a tour guide told me, 
‘If you think Japan’s temples are so great, you should see the ones 
in China.’ Guess where I went next? 

 
Looking back now, I could say that on borrowed time, I walked 
in the shoes of a kaleidoscope of people, even just for a few weeks, 
a few months, a few years. I am thankful to have had a culturally 
rich background, yet I was left with a great deal of indecision. 

 While the world was like a spellbinding, multicoloured souk 
(Arab market), I was still left with questions that buffeted me into 
adulthood. Where would I find my roots? Could they lie in multiple 
places? The choice of nations was like an array of tempting market 
goods: silk, cotton, wool, or cashmere? Cinnamon, turmeric, 
saffron, or coriander? Incense or perfume? Lanterns, babouches, 
bouchnikhas, carpets, leather goods, fresh fruit, or vegetables? Gold, 
silver, nickel, or brass? Each possibility flirted with my imagin-
ation, seductively promising happiness, success, acceptance and 
love. 

 As I matured, the questions grew more complicated. I wasn’t 
clear if finding my roots meant clinging to the traditions of my 
family or those of various cultures that had influenced me, or 
rejecting all of these completely and choosing a middle ground. 
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Did being married define a woman’s success? Or could a woman 
choose singlehood and still be admired? Should I be dutiful and 
continue the lineage of working professionals in my family? Or 
could I detour and be an artist or spiritual leader and still have my 
family’s love and support? Did I need to work for others to be a 
success or could I work for myself and be a success? Was it 
virtuous to enjoy money or was it more virtuous to be poor? Was 
God’s love judgemental or unconditional? Could I live out my 
uniqueness without guilt or shame or was it safer to conform? Was 
community more important than the individual? Or was it the 
other way around? Was life about destiny or self-determination? 

 The pendulum of life’s choices swung left and right, each culture 
with its own prescriptions. I had to decide where to stand on the 
spectrum of possibilities. Now in my 50s, I am still contemplating 
some of these questions. At heart, who am I? Does finding my 
roots mean choosing my own path, without the need for anyone’s 
approval and lodging in one place like the tender shoots of a 
sapling? After having incorporated aspects of quite a few cultures 
into my way of life, my perspectives and beliefs, I am still asking, 
What does it mean to have roots? What are my roots? 

 Unlike many people who have been born and raised in one 
particular culture and learned a set of behaviours and ways of 
being, I wasn’t sure I was rooted in any one culture, country or 
place. But now I think, That’s okay. I don’t need to rely on only one place 
or one culture to define me. 

 My current residence, Ottawa, a city without the hyperactive 
nightlife of Singapore (the last city I lived in), has given me time 
to slow down and reflect. Ottawa has given me a chance to listen 
to the cacophony of voices vying for my attention. By looking 
within, I feel impervious to them, as strong as the trunks and roots 
of the oak, acacia, gingko biloba, and sycamore trees. Perhaps 
roots lie in my character and my inherent nature, regardless of 
where I am? 

 I realize now that my roots are not bound to external places 
but lie within me. They are not absolute. I have begun to find a 
sense of roots in my values as a whole. Values I have picked and 
chosen among those my parents taught me, and values I have 
chosen through my education and exposure to many cultures. I 
also realize my roots are in my spirituality, my belief in love above 
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all else, my steadfastness, and the lifestyles and perspectives I’ve 
decided to take on because they have enhanced my life. This is 
still a journey of discovery for me. Ottawa, with its safe and 
peaceful environment, has offered me the best place to think, feel 
and reflect. And I am still asking and listening. 

 A colleague of mine once said, ‘Germaine, based on your life’s 
experiences, I think you are one hundred years old.’ Today, I find 
myself back at the century-old gingko biloba tree at the Experi-
mental Farm, wondering why I have been so attracted to this tree. 
Perhaps because she’s experienced so much over a hundred years, 
yet her core remains solid, sturdy, and unchanged, and she is 
beautiful. Perhaps there is something of me I see in this tree. 
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Here in Spirit 
Peggy Lehmann 

 
 
         ichael stopped walking and silently focused his gaze on the 
night sky. A few paces further, I paused to observe him and became 
aware of a mysterious stillness in the air. Only the gentle summer 
breeze stirred, and the leaves on the trees rippled in response. 

To understand what had captured his attention I looked up, 
and a moment later a brilliant meteor streaked across the sky! For 
mere seconds it illuminated the heavens, then it was gone. We both 
remained in quiet reverence for several minutes. When Michael 
finally glanced in my direction, he had a contented smile on his 
face. I knew the meteor was a meaningful and personal message 
for him. The spell now broken, we continued our walk and our 
previous conversation. 

Michael and I met at professional association meetings and 
became friends. As often happens in life, you meet someone who 
is on a similar path to your own and you help each other through 
shared experiences. I appreciated his friendship and our many 
long walks and fascinating conversations. Some years later, life took 
us in different directions but my quest continued, leading me to 
the spiritual study of meditation, energy healing and mediumship. 

Many people believe there is an afterlife where the essence—
also referred to as the soul—of a person continues living when 
the physical body dies. It can be a great comfort to the bereaved 
to know that their soul connection with their deceased loved one 
is never broken, and they are never alone. 

Some claim to receive signs from angels, or from their departed 
friends and family members from time to time, assuring them that 
they are close by and still a part of their life. Often the elements 
are known to be personal to the departed: a sudden scent of their 
favourite perfume, the appearance of a certain flower through 
unusual circumstances, or a random number that shows up in a 
seemingly coincidental way. 

There are also common manifestations that can indicate a 
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presence from the spiritual realm. People describe hearing knocks 
and seeing lights turning off or on when there is no explainable 
reason for it. Repeating number sequences are often reported, 
particularly 111, 222, and 333. Some people sense a presence, hear 
a voice, or smell the cigarette of a former smoker. Coins, especially 
dimes and pennies, or feathers found in unusual places, are said 
to be signs from spirit. The typical theme to these experiences is 
that they are random and usually recognized only by the person 
or people for whom they were intended. The circumstances in 
which they are noticed are often difficult, if not impossible, to 
explain logically. 

I have been asked why those who have passed on contact us. 
Drawing on feedback from mentors and clients who have shared 
their experiences, our soul connection means those who have 
passed are still part of our lives. Even though they are no longer 
in physical form, they are present at every celebration. They also 
know when we are sad or struggling, and they send encourage-
ment. Sometimes they just want us to know they are still close by, 
that we are loved and never alone. 

I sat at the bedside of my sister, with other family members, 
as she prepared to pass several years ago. Her moments of con-
sciousness were becoming fewer, and I witnessed her connection 
with her deceased son when she silently mouthed his name and 
smiled. Such a beautiful confirmation that she would pass peace-
fully and was surrounded in love. Minutes after she passed, I suddenly 
smelled her strong perfume. It felt like she stood in front of me 
and sprayed it right in my face. I was the only one present who 
smelled her perfume in that moment. Knowing how much she 
used to love to tease me, I believe the perfume was her way of 
getting my attention, but also of saying thank you. 

I have often wondered whether the intensity or frequency of 
communication from a departed loved one would change based 
on the length of time since their passing. After my father made his 
presence known quite clearly, I realized I was trying to put a linear 
measure on a concept that was not measurable. 

In 2018, on what would have been my father’s 101st birthday, 
I was enjoying a cup of coffee at home. When I realized what date 
it was, I said ʻHappy Birthday, Dad,ʼ out loud and imagined what 
he would think if he was here now. The world had changed so 
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much since he passed 33 years prior. 
A short time later, I was using the microwave and noticed the 

digital numbers were blinking. Realizing the power must have 
gone out during the night, I began to reset the time and leaned 
back to look in the next room, where my digital clock was. The 
time was 1:01 p.m. I stared at the clock for a moment in disbelief, 
and the familiar chills ran up my spine—but my father was not 
done yet! Later that day I was shopping, and while walking toward 
the exit door of the store, there was a shiny dime on the floor that 
seemed to beckon to me. Recognizing that I was in a store and 
finding money on the floor was not unusual, I still could not resist 
the urge to pick it up. Looking at the date on the coin for possible 
significance, I read 1985: the year that my father passed away. 
Thank you, Dad! 

In the stillness when one’s mind is not engaged in active thought, 
inspiration flows. Such a meditative state is believed to connect us 
to an intelligence referred to as universal energy. When an idea 
comes to us seemingly out of the blue, we are tapping into the 
energetic flow of inspiration. This energy surrounds and sustains 
all living organisms and is said to be the source of our souls. Could 
that mean a soul beginning a human life at birth has previously 
met its ancestors who are in spirit? 

 
It is pure joy to welcome a new life to a family circle and watch 
with absolute fascination as a young baby begins to smile, then 
learns to crawl, stand, and eventually walk. Babies study things, 
observe, explore, and imagine, all with a completely open mind. 
Nothing is questioned or unusual to them. 

To give my daughter and son-in-law some time alone one 
evening, I readily agreed to babysit my eight-month-old grand-
child. Carter is a delightful boy who is always busy exploring and 
full of fun. In recent days, he had become quite a mimic. 

After his mom and dad left for the evening, we played with 
blocks and puzzles and danced around the house. Later, he amused 
himself by standing at his activity table, and I settled on the couch 
to read a magazine while facing him. Periodically, I would look up 
to find him happily in his own little world, babbling and making 
noises with his toys. At one point, I was turning a page when I 
saw movement in my peripheral vision. 
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I looked up to see Carter standing with his right arm fully 
extended at shoulder level and staring intently at a space several 
feet to my left. As I watched, he moved his right arm slowly 
toward his face, covered his mouth with his open hand, then very 
slowly extended his right arm out again. His eyes never moved 
from the area to my left while he repeated that action several 
times. My curiosity prevented me from interrupting him, and it 
took a moment to understand what I was seeing. He appeared to 
be blowing kisses to an invisible presence by mimicking their 
movements. The realization gave me shivers, but I was in awe! It 
did not seem strange at all to Carter, and he just played along. If I 
had to guess who Carter saw close to me that evening, I would say 
it was my perfume-spraying sister. She always loved playing with 
children. When my daughter and son-in-law returned home, I 
asked if Carter had ever blown kisses with his hands before. They 
confirmed he had not. 

There are many expressions of faith. All are valid and give 
comfort and a sense of purpose to those who believe. There are 
also many stories of real experiences, like mine above, that show 
our interconnectedness. Sharing our stories helps to inspire 
others. 

‘We are not human beings in search of a spiritual experience. 
We are spiritual beings immersed in a human experience.’ This 
quote by Wayne Dyer (1940–2015) can help us gain perspective, 
especially during difficult times. The hardships and challenges we 
all endure from time to time are part of our human experience; 
they are not who we are, and they do not deserve more of our 
attention than is needed to address them. 

Each day, we have a new opportunity to create, to learn, and 
to love. If we strive to be present in each moment, we will start 
with a clean slate, where yesterday’s news and the worries for 
tomorrow do not exist. Then we are truly here in spirit! 

As I finished writing, I sat back, stretched, then looked at the 
clock. It read 11:11. 



 

 

 

The Choice 
D.H. Nevins 

 
 
   t’s the strangest thing, seeing your doppelganger. 

There I was, following my friend as we pushed our way 
through ByWard Market, my lukewarm BeaverTail flopping over 
the top of my hand. I was just minding my own business. You 
know how it is, being in a city. You keep to yourself. No eye 
contact; you just push through. Easy. Except in this case, I knew 
my BeaverTail was shedding precious cinnamon sugar with every 
bump of that all-elbows summer crowd. That was a tragedy. 
Therefore, as any sane, BeaverTail-loving person would do, I was 
stuffing as much of that fried dough into my mouth as I could. 

My friend, Saanvi, paused to look over her shoulder. Her 
large, dark eyes narrowed when they rested on the sugar around 
my mouth. ‘You should see yourself, Mira. What are you, five?’ 

I shrugged, brushing a few granules off my face. I was about 
to launch into an explanation, outlining how these fried pastries 
were worth every speck of sugar on my face, but I froze. And it 
wasn’t the dough in my mouth that stopped me. It was her. 

My attention had initially been snagged by a massive bucket 
of cut sunflowers, their yellow heads bobbing in the sun. But there 
she stood. Only a few booths away, she had paused in front of the 
flowers. The bright splash of striking yellow had clearly caught her 
own attention, just as it had mine. 

Yet now, my gaze fastened on this person. She looked to be 
in her late teens, about the same age as I was. Her dark hair fell 
just past her shoulders. It was thick and the same style, colour and 
length as my own. She had the same heart-shaped face. Her lips… 
same. And her brown eyes matched mine as well. Exactly. She 
even had that small mole, right at the top of her jawline. 

My BeaverTail fell from my hand. ‘Saanvi,’ I said, grasping her 
shoulder to stop her progress. ‘Look. By the sunflowers.’ 

She turned her head in the direction I had indicated. ‘What?’ 
‘There,’ I pointed. ‘Right there! She must be my twin or some-

thing.’ 
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Saanvi’s gaze scanned the crowd. ‘By the sunflowers?’ she 
confirmed. ‘Who?’ 

There was no way Saanvi couldn’t see her. The girl was right 
in front of us. ‘Seriously?’ I pointed again, my finger stabbing the 
humid, market air. Saanvi might not have seen her, but the girl 
certainly noticed us. When she glanced up, her gaze locked with 
mine. Those eyes, identical to my own, widened. She backed up 
two steps. Then, she turned into the crowd and ran. Without 
another thought, I took off after her. 

‘Hey! Mira!’ Saanvi said. But I left her behind. I was focused 
on the mystery person; my super-suspicious, runaway doppel-
ganger had, inexplicably, bolted. I lunged into the crowd, breaking 
through it as I tried to close the distance between us. It was a 
losing battle; I was stuck struggling up-current, and all the while, 
that bobbing head of dark hair was sweeping farther and farther 
away. When I finally emerged from the wave of tourists, bursting 
out onto York Street, the mystery girl was gone. 

I returned slowly, my thoughts whirring. When I grilled her 
about it, Saanvi swore she hadn’t seen the other girl. Yet what had 
gooseflesh crawling up my arms was the next peculiarity: 
according to my friend, I had apparently charged through the 
crowd like a crazed bull, chasing no one at all. 

No one. 
I haunted the market every day after that. I was on day five of 

my rudderless search, when once again, I saw her. Standing near 
a cluster of people—at the BeaverTail stand, no less—was my 
doppelganger. Her canvas sneakers were exactly like the ones I 
had set my sights on last week. 

Those shoes! I had wanted them so badly, but my mother had 
refused to buy them for me. Well, not until I had done a pile more 
chores around the house. She said I was shirking my duties or 
something, but I know that what she wanted was a personal slave. 
And I could hardly save my own money, as my boss at the café 
had reduced my hours. Again. She told me some bullshit, that I 
needed to ‘work on my people skills.’ 

Jealousy flooded through me, seeing her wearing those shoes. 
The choking feelings nearly caused me to miss the next act in what 
seemed to be some bizarre play: as I watched, she pivoted her 
right foot and lightly rested her heel over the toe of her left foot. 
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I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry. Standing like that was also a 
habit of mine, yet it wasn’t something I often saw other people 
doing. And then there were her mannerisms, from the overall way 
she moved, to the small nervous tic of tapping her thumb against 
her thigh. Her movements were a match, exactly, with my own. 

My mind reeled. There was no explanation. None! If she was 
some long-lost twin, why would she also have a mole on her jaw? 
Could that happen? Could they form in exactly the same places? 
And beyond that, there could be no explanation as to why she had 
the same movements, the same gestures. 

And true to my luck, while I was contemplating all this, the 
girl had disappeared. ‘Dammit,’ I muttered, scanning the crowd. 
But no… there! Walking with a BeaverTail in hand, she was slowly 
moving away. I knew I had to follow her; quietly, this time. I 
couldn’t risk losing this girl. This, I knew, right down in my bones 
and in the twisting of my gut. 

Wiping my sweaty hands on my jeans, I tried to blend into the 
masses. That meant I couldn’t barrel through the throngs of 
people like I normally would. What a shame. It was an odd feeling, 
striving to move with the ebb and flow of the crowd. I progressed 
carefully. Weaving and dodging around people began to feel like 
a dance. I could almost have enjoyed myself and the challenge it 
presented, if not for her. 

I followed this version of myself as she strolled through the 
market, her doughy pastry flopping over one hand and her other 
hand in her pocket. This girl, however, moved with grace through 
the crowd, and I let out a long breath when I noticed it. She didn’t 
push her way through, as I would have done. Instead, this girl was 
careful, mindful. A smile tugged up the corners of my lips. 
Opposite, I thought. She is different. 

Conscious of keeping my distance, I trailed her to the stairwell 
of a parking garage. After a cursory glance around, she ducked 
inside. I counted to ten. Slowly. Then, I followed. The heavy, 
metal door squealed in protest, but it wasn’t of consequence; the 
girl didn’t appear to be anywhere in sight. Yet, just then, I heard a 
heavy door clang shut a few floors below. 

I took off down the stairs. I would have to guess at which 
level it was, but it sounded like it had been two, maybe three floors 
down. When I reached the red level, two floors below, I pulled 
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open the door. Nothing but the dim shine of cars caught my eye. 
No sign of her. Ducking back into the stairwell, I took the next 
set of stairs two steps at a time. Skidding to keep from crashing 
into the door, I peered in. There! On the other side of the wired 
glass, walked the girl. She was still nibbling on the remnants of her 
BeaverTail, while weaving her way through the rows of cars. 

Ever so carefully, I cracked open the door. It was blissfully 
silent on its hinges, and I was able to slip through without alerting 
her to my presence. Yet how could I follow her without being 
noticed? My thumb tapped against my thigh in an ever-increasing 
staccato. This was crazy. But for lack of a better plan, I kept 
moving. Keeping low and as quiet as possible, I stayed about three 
cars back from her. And then I watched. 

Finishing the last bite of her snack, she licked her fingers as 
she strolled to the opening of a sort of alcove, formed by the 
positioning of a large, concrete post. Then, after a quick glance 
around to be sure she was alone, she turned to the open air 
between herself and the post and stared at… well, nothing. And 
she stared hard. After a few moments, she shifted toward the open 
air and her body immediately looked like it had been plunged 
under water. Ripples of refracted light shimmered along her face 
and torso while the lines of her body began to blur. 

I didn’t exactly know what was going on, but if something 
terrible was happening to her, or if she was leaving—or dis-
appearing—then I would never get any answers. ‘Hell, no!’ I 
blurted, as I jumped out from behind the cars and lunged for her. 
I reached into the expanding blur. And there! I found her wrist. I 
pulled. 

There was a quick flash of light, and then a very solid girl 
tumbled directly on top of me. We both jumped up quickly, each 
a mirror image of the other. 

‘You followed me,’ she said. I could hear the flatness of 
resignation in her voice. 

I folded my arms and stared back at her; at some odd version 
of me. ‘Who are you?’ I demanded. ‘You know this is impossible,’ 
I said, pointing between the two of us. ‘What the hell’s going on?’ 

She pursed her lips, considering. ‘To answer your first question,’ 
she began, her words measured, ‘I’m Samira. Well, I go by Mira, 
actually.’ 
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‘Yeah, of course you are.’ I shifted my weight onto my right 
foot. ‘I’ll call you Sam.’ 

‘I hate being called Sam,’ she protested. 
‘I figured. Sam.’ 
She stared back at me but didn’t respond. Her thumb tapped 

her thigh. ‘For your second question, I think… well, I’m pretty 
sure I have to show you. It’s the easiest way to explain.’ 

‘Okay…’ 
‘You’ll have to come with me.’ Sam gestured to the open air 

beside her; the place where I had seen her body shimmer and blur. 
‘Through there.’ 

My stomach dropped, like I was freefalling in a rollercoaster. 
‘Will I be able to get back?’ It was pointless to try to hide the 
squeak in my voice. 

She nodded. ‘I go back and forth all the time. I’ll show you 
how.’ 

I nodded in return and stepped over to her. Sam watched me 
closely, as though worried about what I might do. I imagine I must 
have been watching her the same way; realizing that, I bit my lip 
and then smiled at her. 

She released a breath and grinned back at me. ‘Okay… Mira. 
This is how we shift between places…’ 

‘What places?’ 
She paused. ‘Between your world and mine.’ 
‘Oh.’ She had to be joking. Right? Yet… what about all those 

other things I couldn’t explain? Perhaps, I thought, I should just see 
how this plays out. 

‘It can happen anywhere, but it’s best to choose somewhere 
quiet. Like here. I prefer parking garages because I can hear people 
coming.’ 

I raised an eyebrow at her. 
‘Well, usually.’ Sam flipped her hand. ‘Anyway, you just need 

to force yourself to see it: the thin veil between our two worlds.’ 
She paused and pushed her hair behind her ear. I couldn’t take my 
eyes off that small mole on her jaw. ‘You heard of those “Magic 
Eye” pictures that were popular in the 1990s?’ She continued. ‘If 
you stare at them long enough and play with your focus, a 3D 
image will appear. This is just like that.’ She placed her hand on 
my wrist and guided me closer. Then she indicated the open space 
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between her and the concrete post. ‘Try it,’ she prompted. 
‘Concentrate on one place in the air. Then adjust your focus.’ 

This is crazy, I thought, staring at the air in front of me. Yet, I 
couldn’t help but wonder… 

Clearing the scramble of thoughts from my head, I selected a 
point of open air and concentrated. I tried to shift my focus a few 
times, yet as I had expected, I saw nothing. I was just about to call 
it quits, however, when my eyes detected a shimmer in that void 
of air. 

Her hand on my arm, Sam whispered, ‘I’m with you. Now we 
go through it. Together.’ 

‘Okay,’ I breathed, letting her guide me forward as we moved 
into the shimmering rift. A feeling of static rippled over me, 
through my body and within my bones. And then, just like that, it 
was done. 

We stood in the same parking garage, in that very same spot. 
‘It didn’t work?’ I asked. 
Without a word, Sam gestured for me to follow, before turning 

and bounding away toward the stairwell. 
‘Hey,’ I called, chasing her up the stairs and out onto the 

street. I nearly crashed into her when I burst out of the stairwell 
door. She had stopped directly in front of it and was smiling over 
her shoulder at me. ‘Is this a joke?’ I demanded, looking around 
at the crowds in the ByWard Market. 

Sam kept smiling. ‘Look more closely.’ 
I ground my teeth, but despite my frustration, I let my gaze 

drift around the market. At first, I couldn’t see anything different. 
There were the same stalls, same flowers, same maple syrup 
displays and artisan craft products; even the same sellers. But then 
I noticed the vibe. One shopper bumped into another, and they 
both stopped to excuse themselves. Instead of scowling, they 
smiled at each other, the shorter woman patted the taller woman’s 
arm, and then they continued on their way. Weird. People called 
friendly greetings to the sellers. They knew their names. Said hello. 
And everywhere I looked, I saw serene faces and smiles. 

No way. A place like this couldn’t be real. It was like Beaver 
Cleaver Land… or maybe something from The Truman Show. My 
eyes must have been wide when I turned to gawk at Sam. 

She shrugged. ‘I know, it’s so boring, right? That’s why I come 



D.H. Nevins 

187 

 

to your world now and again.’ 
Right then, a tall man with lanky arms bumped into me. He 

looked around in confusion, then turned his gaze to Sam. ‘I’m so 
sorry,’ he told her. 

Sam smiled at him. ‘No problem,’ she said, patting him on the 
shoulder before he turned and left. Then she focused her eyes on 
me. ‘People can’t see you when you’re here. It’s the same when 
I’m in your world.’ 

That explained a lot. But then… ‘How did you buy that 
BeaverTail?’ I asked. 

She flushed. ‘I snuck inside to get one. But I left the guy with 
double the money. So technically, I bought it.’ 

‘You’re so… considerate.’ 
She nodded. ‘We all are,’ she said, gesturing around her. This 

world seemed to have no trash and no graffiti. Nobody begged on 
the clean street corners. There were no arguments. No angry or 
downtrodden faces. ‘It’s why our world is like this. It’s kindness. 
Compassion.’ 

‘It’s unreal.’ I breathed in this strange, utopian world, and at 
that moment, I knew I would be back. Just as Sam seemed to crave 
the differentness of my world, I found I needed doses of her own. 
Needed it like air. 
 
The last few weeks of Summer went by, and I visited as often as 
I was able. Between helping my mom out at the house and the 
extra hours I had picked up at the café, I could only pop over 
there a few times a day. The visits were often short, but I reveled 
in them. 

‘Good morning, Mira,’ the flower seller called out as I danced 
my way through the crowd. 

‘Hiya, Jung-hoon,’ I said back, raising my BeaverTail. ‘As you 
can see, it is a good morning.’ 

He chuckled. ‘Oh, is that what makes you so wonderful?’ he 
laughed. ‘Then I should have a dozen.’ 

‘Nah. It’s people like you.’ I winked at him, and he laughed. 
Then I made my way to the parking garage. I chose a different 
level from the one Sam had led me to, because after all, it didn’t 
matter where I stepped through the barrier, as long as I did it 
privately… 
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…So people from my world wouldn’t see. So they wouldn’t 
know. 

My footsteps slowed, the echoes of each step sounding louder 
in the vacuous garage. But maybe they should know, I thought. Maybe 
it could help them, just like it helps me. 

Maybe… 
I pulled out my phone and set it to record. Then, taking a 

deep breath, I explained the whole thing: the parallel world, how 
the only ones who could see us were our doubles, how that place 
was special, a utopia resulting strictly from their attitudes, and how 
it had helped me personally. And then, I showed them how to 
find it. Pausing only to steady my shaking hand, I brought my 
phone with me through the shimmering rift, and I recorded the 
way to the other world. I recorded it all. 

Later that night, I sat in the quiet of my room. The recording 
was on my phone. YouTube was open, ready for me to load my 
video. I hovered my finger over the upload button, remembering 
the flower seller and how friendly he was to me now. And my 
mom. And my boss. Would something like this help them? 

Did they even need it? 
And… what would this exposure do to the other world? 
My hand lingered over the phone, then I closed it into a fist, 

tucking my fingers away. 
‘Maybe tomorrow,’ I said, turning off my phone. ‘Maybe 

tomorrow.’ 
 



 

 

 

The Art Teacher: 
Pandemic Lessons on Creativity and 

More 

Kelley Raab 

 
o As an infant, I am precocious, grabbing at a red ornament just 

out of reach 
o As a child, I am put in danger, put on alert 
o As a pre-teen, I miss my mother in the north as I visit paternal 

opulence in the south 
o As a teenager, emotions pound into my brain like nails as I 

learn social studies, biology and math 
o As a young adult, I toast French verbs with a glass of wine, 

clothed in red boots and a flame-red dress 
o As a middle-aged adult, I abandon my head for my heart, 

splitting myself between two countries. 
o As an elder, I re-visit my childhood, writing stories about 

dragons and other mythical creatures. 

 
 
     he art teacher peered into the camera. Black hair, bangs and 
glasses filled the screen. Mariann introduced herself as a 
counsellor and teacher, an artist with expertise in sculpture and 
painting. We six class members introduced ourselves. She showed 
us pictures of her art, mostly abstract pieces. A contorted face 
appeared over screen share, and Mariann asked me what I 
thought her self-portrait was conveying. 

ʻI’m not an art critic,’ I said, defensively. The sallow complexion 
and crooked mouth were disturbing and I was taking the class to 
learn something, not to comment on other people’s art. 

ʻThat’s okay, whatever you say is right,’ she responded. 
 ‘You look confused,’ I ventured. 

She went on to the next student, and then the next. Another 
self-portrait on screen share: this one consisting of a pair of glasses 



The Art Teacher 

190 

 

with one lens completely opaque, the other partially blocked by 
thin lines. 

‘I’m visually impaired,’ she explained. 
That was my first hint the course would be worth the $80.00 fee. 

 
From February until April of 2021, I took an art course over 
Zoom. Taught at a Florida senior centre by Mariann, ʻLife Stories 
through Art’ was designed to help participants artistically tell their 
stories, focusing on life experience, memories and exploration of 
emotions. For me, it fulfilled that goal and more. This was the 
second art course I had taken at this particular senior centre; the 
first, in January, was on coloured-pencil technique. Winter 2021 
was shaping up to be long and locked down, and I needed another 
diversion. But the course wasn’t merely an escape. The previous 
December, I had decided to illustrate a children’s story written the 
year before. I hadn’t attempted anything remotely artistic in an 
extremely long time and I was looking for a few tips: the basics of 
drawing, use of colour, anything, really. ʻLife Stories through Art,’ 
unexpectedly, caused me to think more deeply about artistic 
expression, prompting the question: why do we create, whether it 
be through writing, music or art? 

In the first class, Mariann discussed ‘ground rules,’ principles 
such as ‘art equals freedom’ ‘give yourself permission to be your 
authentic self’ and ‘trust your process.’ We were asked to use a 
black pen and, in ten seconds, ‘draw’ selected feelings: ‘peaceful,’ 
‘mad,’ ‘loving,’ ‘scared,’ ‘glad’ and ‘sad.’ My illustrations took the 
form of simple lines: a chair on a beach, a heart. After sharing our 
images, we had 15 minutes to draw a self-portrait: how are we  
feeling right now? I constructed a body lying down, with a cat, 
book and a bathtub. I was tired. 

Moving on to the second class, again we were given 10 seconds 
to draw feelings, this time using a colour: ‘blissful,’ ‘tired,’ ‘con-
fident,’ ‘nurtured,’ ‘exuberant,’ ‘concerned.’ I picked random 
shades: green for exuberant, purple for nurtured. ‘Concerned’ 
drew a blank, and no drawing. When asked about it, I explained I 
had a bit of trouble with feelings. We drew self-portraits again; 
this time, my face had huge green eyes and a rose-lipped smile. 
 From the second class onward, a portion of time was devoted 
to drawing a self-portrait corresponding to seven stages of our lives: 
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o Infancy 
o Childhood 
o Pre-teen 
o Teenager 
o Young adult 
o Middle age 
o Elder 

 
 In each class, we also drew self-portraits of how we were 
feeling at the time. Wintry weather, closed borders and a third 
provincial lockdown yielded depictions of sadness, longing and 
hope. 
 
I work part-time as a psychotherapist. In this context, I’ve been 
providing counselling for over 16 years, the majority in the setting of 
a psychiatric hospital (from which I retired in 2019 to inaugurate 
a private practice). The therapeutic modalities I draw upon range 
from psychoanalytic to experiential to existential. In my hospital 
career, I led countless mindfulness groups, in which I facilitated 
meditations on locating and naming body sensations, paying 
attention to the breath, noticing thoughts and letting them come 
and go. Little did I realize in 2010, when I began my mindfulness 
practice, that it would prove insightful during a global pandemic. 

With its surge in illness, shutdowns and restrictions, the 
pandemic has affected us all in profound ways. For some, 
particularly in the healthcare field, it has led to burnout. For 
others, unemployment. For still others, increased mental health 
issues fuelled by prolonged social isolation. For me, the paramount 
question has been of purpose. As one of my clients asked, ‘What 
is the meaning of it all?’ 

Since March 2020, I have had plenty of time to reflect on this 
question. Purpose, of course, is essential for a meaningful life. 
Particularly during difficult times, purpose gives us a reason to go 
on, provides a sense of future, while its lack results in depression 
and hopelessness. 

The pandemic and its corollary forced isolation have, to me, 
at times felt like a spiritual test, a sort of extended Buddhist retreat. 
I’ve heard it compared to a very long Lent. On such retreats, 
the prolonged silence, seeing others but not talking to them, not 
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getting too physically close can be excruciating; yet, depending on 
the meditator’s experience, there can come a point when the 
constraints seem easier. On spiritual retreats, restrictions are 
meant to aid aspirants in gaining insight into their inner lives. In 
the case of the pandemic, their purpose has been sheer  
physical survival. As meaning-oriented beings, however, we want 
more: a metaphysical reason for our sacrifice. 

In my case, purpose became focused on creativity. I spent 
much of the remainder of 2020 writing, and by January 2021, I 
had begun the illustrations for The Girl with the Green Hair and the 
Dragon with the Secret Name. The book tells the tale of a girl, Dena, 
who has green hair, a difference that makes her the subject of 
ridicule. Thanks to an old woman and a dragon with a secret 
name, she learns to accept her appearance and successfully 
confronts her bully. Mariann’s class allowed me to experiment 
with the illustrations, and my experience with mindfulness 
enabled reflection on the connection between my inner life and 
creative activity. My writing, I discovered, tends to be about 
alienated, marginalized characters. 

To be more specific, in a short story, ̒ The Value of Chickens,’ 
published in the 2018 Ottawa Independent Writers anthology, the 
main character refuses to complete a science project that causes 
spinal deformities in chickens, despite the fact that she needs a 
project to pass her biology course. In ʻCruising on a Mission,’ 
published in the 2019 anthology, the protagonist is obsessed with 
a man she met some years prior in Mexico; the reader learns she 
suffers from mental health issues and was previously hospitalized 
in a psychiatric facility. In The Girl with the Green Hair and the Dragon 
with the Secret Name (2021), as mentioned, the central character is 
bullied because of green hair and strongly wishes she didn’t have 
it. And in the newest children’s book, Kiron’s Journey (2022), a lone 
young phoenix, desperate to find a sense of belonging, goes on a 
quest to meet another of his kind. 

Why alienated, marginalized characters? Mindfulness and the 
pandemic have helped me to reflect on the reasons I write about 
individuals who are different, don’t fit in, don’t do what they’re 
supposed to or feel like they don’t belong. In short, it’s because 
I’m familiar with these issues, both personally and professionally, 
as a psychotherapist. It may be that, by trying to rework difficult 
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circumstances towards a more satisfactory conclusion—through 
acknowledging such core beliefs as ʻI’m not good enough’ and ʻI 
don’t belong’— as well as by offering a means to subdue them, I 
hope to provide a path towards healing. 

 
Mariann, the visually impaired artist. Myself, the wounded healer. 
What have I learned from her course? Something, I think, about 
connecting to what I call realness, or authenticity. In ʻLife Stories 
through Art,’ feelings were a frequent topic of discussion. As a 
homework assignment, Mariann asked us to list 100 feeling words. 
I cheated and used Google. But I did think about emotions, often, 
and with time, it became easier to visually express them. My 
drawings, in turn, captured stages of my life, like random old 
photos and their associated emotions. When exploring memory, 
it can be helpful, I learned, to start with a picture: 

 
o As an infant, I am precocious, grabbing at a red ornament 

just out of reach. 
 Picture: A well-fed blond toddler, perched on a chair, with 

a very long arm reaching for a bright red ornament on a 
Christmas tree. Likely I will fall. But I might just get it. 

 Attitude: stubbornness, the world is my oyster, I can have 
anything I want and I’m damned well going to get it. 

 
o As a child I am put in danger, put on alert. 

Picture: A head peering over bright red flames, flames that 
occupy most of the page. The head is bald, the large green 
eyes watchful. 
Attitude: danger is near, vigilance is required. 
 

o As a pre-teen I miss my mother in the north as I visit paternal 
opulence in the south. 
Picture: Two sections divide the page—north and south—
with a thick line in between. In the north, a woman sits 
on a bench, with a cat and apple trees. In the south, a man 
carrying a medical bag stands outside a huge house. A 
nearby tree has dollar signs for leaves. Two figures peer 
out of a small window. 

 Attitude: Longing, separation, alienation. 
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o As a teenager, emotions pound into my brain like nails as 
I learn social studies, biology and math. 
Picture: A profile of a brain, a nail poking into its forehead, 
a hammer in front, books bearing titles of school subjects; 
also, a box of nails. 

 Attitude: inner emotional pain; outwardly, life goes on. 
 
o As a young adult, I toast French verbs with a glass of 

wine, clothed in red boots and a flame-red dress. 
Picture: A woman with blond fluffy hair, wearing a red and 
orange striped dress, red  boots; she lifts a glass of wine 
to a book with ‘French verbs’ scrawled on the spine. 

 Attitude: wildness, rebellion, life-be-damned. 
 
o As a middle-aged adult, I abandon my head for my heart, 

splitting myself between two countries.  
Picture: Blue-green background, a line drawn through it; 
on one side a Canadian flag, on the other, an American 
flag; near the Canadian flag is a small heart; by the US 
flag, a brain; two hands reach for one another, one rough, 
the other delicate. 
Attitude: yearning, sadness, yet hope. 
 

o As an elder, I re-visit my childhood, writing stories about 
dragons and other mythical creatures. 
Picture: a self-portrait with grey and yellow hair, green 
eyes; a floating pen; a dragon and a phoenix, brightly 
coloured. 
Attitude: childishness, playfulness, joy. 

 
What, indeed, is the meaning of it all? 
 

By displaying her art, by being open about her visual impairment, 
by witnessing our life stories, Mariann enabled her students to 
connect with something deep inside them; and in so 
doing, she became a catalyst for their own personal meaning-
making. Because of her class, I better understand the power and 
potential of artistic expression. Through the creative process, we 
fill the gaps in our lives. 
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To conclude, I recently spoke with Mariann via Skype. I had 
sent her a copy of The Girl with the Green Hair and the Dragon with 
the Secret Name, and she offered to provide feedback. I admit I was 
a bit apprehensive, but our conversation was far from a critique 
session. We spoke about issues such as the pandemic, politics, 
family and, of course, art. Regarding the children’s book, she told 
me she liked the way I had depicted pancakes (stacked high with 
caramel syrup) as well as an old woman wearing a striped dress 
(which appeared done in crayon but was actually wax pastels and 
coloured pencil). The illustrations did look as though a child could 
have done them, but Mariann said that was part of the book’s 
appeal. We spent some time discussing why I’d chosen to write 
about a dragon. 

‘From experience,’ I replied. ‘I know children love dragons.’ 
But Mariann pressed me further. ‘The dragon,’ she explained, 

ʻis a variation of the serpent image, an ancient symbol of female 
wisdom and power; quite appropriate for a book focused on 
empowering girls.’ 

She then showed me a picture of herself, possibly from the 
1980s, standing next to a van, a colourful dragon painted on its 
side. It turns out the dragon was, and still is, an important symbol 
to her. That led me to confess that my dragon had initially been 
modelled after a Mesoamerican serpent deity known as Kukulkan, 
but that I had abandoned the idea; my book was for children, after 
all. But her point, I think, was that the power of symbol and myth 
transcends genre. It amazed me that the large green dragon—with 
its blue outstretched wings and sizable tail—communicated a 
message of empowerment to my art teacher, a woman in her 70s. 

In the final analysis, what more, in this fractured world, dare 
we hope our creative work might achieve? 

 
 
 
 

______________ 
The Girl with the Green Hair and the Dragon with the Secret Name (2021) and 
Kiron’s Journey (2022) are available at Books on Beechwood in Ottawa, or 
by contacting the author: 
 kelleyraab.ca 
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Loving Picasso 
A One-act Ten-minute Play 

Martin Bueno 
 
 

CHARACTERS 

MAX  A middle-aged eccentric artist. 
BEN  His son, early twenties. Art Student. 
HELEN A mid-thirties woman. Current spouse of Max. 
CAT  Daughter of Helen and Max. School-aged teen. 

SUGGESTED SET 

Winter. Present. A small but comfortable, tidy, top floor of an older home 
overlooking the frozen canal of Ottawa, Ontario. Quarters are combined as 
livable and functional with a cot bed, stove, fridge as well as an art studio. 
Very modern paintings are all around, on the walls, the floors, and sitting on 
chairs. Paintings are leaning against an easel, which holds a current one in 
progress. Tables are strewn with oil paints, brushes and jars. Centre stage has 
living room table set with new table cloth, vase and fresh flowers. Three chairs. 

Stage right at the rear is the top wooden railing of a stairway that becomes the 
only entrance on and off stage into the wings. Gypsy Swing music runs while 
audience is seating. Music fades as house lights dim and curtain rises.  

OPENING SCENE 

The curtain rises with Max standing at the kitchen counter grinding coffee in 
an antique wooden burr coffee grinder (important prop). 

Doorbell rings and the sound of footsteps coming up the stairs and Helen’s 
voice is heard softly off stage. Not audible what she is saying. Ad lib. 

HELEN (audible offstage) 

He’s been living here for over five years. It’s small but cozy. Says 
he loves being near the market and walks beside the canal. (louder) 
Hey Max, are you decent? We’re not coming up until you have 
pants on. (She enters and sees Max, gives him the thumbs up, and calls 
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down into the stairway to Ben) You’re almost there. One more landing. 
You’ve got to love these very steep stairs. Voila. Welcome. (Ben 
enters and stands silently behind Helen) 

HELEN 

Ben, this is your father, Max. (stops grinding coffee) Max, here he is, 
like I told you, he’s the spitting image of you. 

BEN 

Hello… mmm… aaah… Dad? 

MAX (Continues grinding.) 

I’d prefer you to call me Max for now. Hey, everybody does. So 
happy to meet you. Helen has talked about you incessantly. I know 
the place is untidy, but welcome to my humble studio home. This 
is all I need. Great location next to the canal. Make yourself 
comfortable. (Pulls out one chair, but Ben doesn’t take it) Did you have 
a good flight? Was Helen there on time? Would you like a coffee? 
(He grinds faster and more furiously) 

BEN 

I’d like a hug. 

(Max leaves the grinding and rushes over for a long embrace with Ben) 

HELEN 

Where’s my camera when I need it most? You two are a picture 
worth framing. 

(After embrace, Max returns to grinding coffee while Ben walks around) 

BEN 

I love your place. OK, it’s exactly as I pictured it. I’ve wanted to 
write you. 

MAX 

I’m not much of a writer, just a painter and I don’t post on 
Facebook. 
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BEN 

Wow, I really, love your paintings, Max. Honestly, I do. So original 
and wonderfully modern. Paul Klee, Kandinsky, Piet Mondrian… 
this one like Juan Miro… and this one reminds me so much of a 
Marc Chagall and, of course, this self-portrait… it’s obvious. You 
could swear it’s an authentic… 

MAX 

Picasso? Of course, my alter ego. I adore Picasso. 

HELEN 

Too much like Picasso, if you ask me. But who am I to judge? 

BEN 

Yes, for sure, I can see the Picasso influence. This reclining 
woman over here; this lovely nude from the rear looking over her 
shoulder looks slightly familiar. 

HELEN 

Should be, that’s me. 

MAX 

What she isn’t telling you is that she is a fine modern painter in 
acrylics. My best student ever. (Gives Helen a quick hug) 

BEN 

The ones I saw at Helen’s apartment are amazing. I forgot to ask. 
Where is your daughter, Kitty, my half-sister? 

HELEN 

Cat is at school right now. (Looks at her watch) She’s coming over 
soon and told me she has a surprise for you. 

BEN 

I have a small present for her in my backpack. 

MAX 

Helen told me you are also a painter, and a musician. 
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BEN 

Yes, I’m studying at the Amsterdam School of Art. I’m also in an 
amateur orchestra playing violin. I lead a string quartet. We’ve 
played weddings and ceremonies. In fact, I have an audition for 
the Concertgebouw. 

HELEN 

He brought his violin with him. It’s in my apartment.  

(Max continues to make coffee without comment) 

BEN 

Would you like to hear me play? 

HELEN 

He’s very good. Assistant concertmaster. 

MAX 

What is your favourite piece of music? Classical. 

BEN 

Without question the Beethoven violin concerto in D major. 
Opus 61 composed in 1806. 

MAX 

That’s uncanny. Mine too. The struggle of a young man of 36 
trying to come to grips with losing his hearing. 

BEN 

My favourite recording is the one with Itzhak Perlman playing the 
Fritz Kreisler cadenza. 

MAX 

Is there any other? I know that recording with Daniel Barenboim 
conducting. In fact, if you look through that stack of records you 
will find it. 

BEN 

Do you happen to know when the cadenza was published? 
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MAX 

In New York, 1928.  

BEN 

I’m impressed. So, I’ve started learning them. The concerto and 
the cadenza, both. (Max finishes making coffee, sets table) So, Max, 
Helen tells me you’ve started teaching art at the local college. Two 
classes a week. 

MAX 

Yes, they have made me an assistant professor in fine arts at 
Carleton University. I’m hoping you can come tomorrow to my 
class and sit in. Figure study in charcoal. Female nude. 

BEN 

Wild horses couldn’t keep me away. That is, of course, if all 
models look like Helen. 

HELEN (laughs) 

Yeah, looking back on it, you could say it was a slippery slope. 
First housekeeper, then model, then married, shortly after came 
our daughter; and now after a separation and after such a long 
time, I found you on Facebook. I wasn’t sure you wanted to meet 
your father when I called you from Paris. 

BEN 

It was a shock, I’ll admit. Right out of the blue. I had almost 
forgotten. My stepmother on the other end of the line wanting to 
meet me. I was hoping the invitation would come from Max, but 
still, I’m glad you found me. 

MAX 

So, Ben, how is your mother? Still in Amsterdam? I guess we are 
both living beside a canal. I send her my best. I’ve heard she put 
on some weight. 

BEN 

She’s glad I’m finally meeting you and genuinely happy for me. 
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She’s even spoken briefly to Helen. She sincerely hopes you and I 
can get along. 

HELEN 

Of course, you will, don’t be silly. Max, let Ben see the one you 
did of our daughter, Kitty. She insists we call her Cat. Like 
everyone else in this family, she is dripping with talent. 

(Max holds up a very abstract face and figure) 

BEN 

That’s got to be her. You’ve captured her as feline. I can see dark 
hair, dark eyes, your nose… (laughs) and, mine (taps his nose). 

(The three sit down. There is a long silence while they stir their coffee.) 

HELEN 

It’s OK, Ben, you can ask him. 

MAX (folding his arms across his chest) 

I know what you’re wondering. I didn’t mean to leave and end up 
in Canada. I just needed some time to find my feet after the war. 

BEN 

But, Max, you left my mother while she was still pregnant. 

MAX 

I was living in France under bridges with no money and only a 
box of paints. Not even a canvas. No good as a father. None 
whatsoever. I was living out my dream of becoming a famous 
starving artist. 

BEN 

So, I guess that while my mother was changing diapers you were… 

MAX 

I was probably sleeping under bridges with the homeless, staying 
warm by burning garbage in a can. Look, I told her, it would never 
work out, I told her I never wanted… a baby. I was starting my 
best work. 
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BEN 

You didn’t even stick around long enough to see if I was going to 
be a boy or a girl. 

MAX 

My art (sighs). What can I say? My life was my art. That’s all I lived 
for. Your mother knew that. I knew I couldn’t paint and take on 
the responsibility at the same time. 

BEN 

My mother didn’t have a choice. 

MAX 

We were young; the war over. She said she wanted a baby so I 
gave her one. I did, once, you know, come around to see you. Yes, 
you had such a beautiful face. I wanted to paint you. 

BEN 

I don’t remember (sighs). Even without you I’ve always lived with 
your paintings. Always wondered why I was so… What can I say?  
So… different? 

MAX 

When my life turned around and I started exhibiting some of my 
work, selling a few, and making a name for myself, I looked 
around for you but you were gone. In time I left for a new life in 
Canada. I met Helen. And so, you now have a half-sister named 
Cat. 

BEN 

You hadn’t left the planet, Max. You hadn’t vanished into thin air. 
My mother told some of her friends that you had died. 

MAX 

I always spoke well of her and would never say that of her. 

BEN 

Maybe I should not have come. 
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HELEN 

Nonsense, this is perfect. It’s about time. The spitting image, as I 
said. Look, you two need to talk. Right?  I’m going to walk towards 
the school and come back with Cat. 

(Helen finishes her coffee, kisses Max on both cheeks, Ben on one cheek, and 
leaves waving, with another thumbs up. Sound of door closing) 

BEN 

She’s wonderful. You’re so lucky to have her. If she hadn’t called 
me, we would never have met. 

MAX 

I sent you a letter when you were ten. 

BEN 

I still have the enclosed photo. A bearded Bohemian. It’s pinned 
over my desk. 

MAX (reaches over to take both Ben’s hands in his across the table) 

Look, this isn’t easy for me either, but I’m so glad we’ve met. 
We’ve got days together. No? When do you go back? 

BEN 

Next week, but I’ve promised to spend time over at Helen’s place 
and get to know Cat. We’ve got at least two days alone. 

MAX 

Your sister is so talented. I taught her. Her art work is all over her 
school walls. 

BEN 

So were mine (laughs). I guess we’ve got some catching up to do. 
So, Max, how young were you when you started painting? 

MAX 

You can call me Dad; it’s OK, or whatever you like. They say I 
finger-painted all over the walls with my baby cereal. Have you 
ever done charcoal figures before? Wait, that’s for tomorrow. And 
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I’d very much like to hear you play violin. Bring it over tomorrow. 
Stay over. We’re going to have a great time. Now, what would you 
like for supper?  I’m cooking. 

(Doorbell rings. Helen is heard coming up the stairs and enters) 

HELEN 

Hey Ben, Cat is here, and I hope you can skate. 

CAT (offstage) 

Meeeyooouuuwwwwh! (She enters, white skates draped around her neck 
and carrying a pair of men’s black skates. She sets them aside, then rushes 
up to Ben and hugs him) 

BEN 

I can’t believe it. I finally get to meet you. 

CAT 

Ha. Just as I suspected, we don’t look at all alike. 

HELEN 

But be honest, isn’t he also the spitting image of Max? 

MAX 

Kitty, would you like a coffee? 

CAT 

No thanks, what I really want to do is go skating with Ben on the 
canal. Like, just us. Like right now. Have you ever had a Beaver 
Tail? 

BEN 

No. What’s that? 

CAT 

You’ll find out. 

BEN 

But before we go, I want to give you something. I brought it from 
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Holland. It’s a leather coin purse that everyone in Amsterdam 
carries around. You can use it for paper clips and guitar picks. 
(Gives it to her) I hear you like to play guitar and sing. The violin, 
you know, is meant to mimic the human singing voice.  

HELEN 

She sings like an angel. Composes her own songs. Look, why 
don’t the two of you go off and skate towards the Bronson Bridge. 
The ice has been recently flooded and is in good shape. Max and 
I will meet you there in about half an hour. 

(Cat leads Ben off stage with their skates. She is constantly chattering ad 
lib… door closes) 

So, Max, what do you think of Ben? 

MAX 

He’s a fine specimen of a boy. What else can I say, but thank you?  
I’m still trying to get my head around this. 

HELEN 

He’s so much like you. I’m so glad he and Cat hit it off. Let’s go 
join them. Even for an hour. Let’s pretend. 

MAX 

Let me put this in the oven and we can get our skates. Will you be 
warm enough with what you’re wearing? I’ve got an extra thick 
scarf and some warm mitts for you. 

HELEN 

Things are looking up, Max. We’re looking like any random family 
skating on the canal. It’s what I’ve dreamed of. It’s why I looked 
up Ben. Look, why don’t you and Ben come over for a Dutch 
Breakfast this Saturday? 

MAX 

What else can I say but Meeeouuwwh!? 

(Gypsy Swing music rises and fades as curtain falls and blackout) 



 

 

 

Scarlatti Sonata in D Major 
Diane Stevenson Schmolka 

  
 
My left palm stretches an octave 
while my right hand begins 
to pluck a descending motive 
 
I become immersed into an 
interweaving narrative of 
An intertwining sonic plot         
 
Neither major nor minor 
Chains of suspensions echo 
Within contractions and expansions of phrases 
Their expected cadences vanish to submerge 
In this cistern of harmony 
 
When I reach the second section 
it is in your voice which 
Utters lingering overtones 
 
Your harmonics stroke me with 
Such tenderness that I lose 
Track of what you say 
 
Scarlatti must have had such an experience 
I am fortunate I can access 
Your answering machine 
It feeds every note of this work I play. 
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Vincent’s Muse 
Mike Keenan 

 
 
Aromatic lilacs elegantly emerge, assuming blissful blooms– 
a purple spectacle with white unfolding petals 
after Spring’s yellow riot of delicate daffodils, 
the triumph of forsythia, followed by multi-hued tulips 
asserting diversity of pigment. 
 
The iris proclaims stately grace and sophistication 
inspiring Van Gogh’s genius, 
sequestered at Saint-Paulde-Mausole, 
the asylum at Saint-Remy, 
a sanctuary that fostered art and healing. 
 
He painted desperately, determined it alone 
might save him, irises his first subject 
in that reclusive refuge, 
depicted with gratitude and joy 
one year before his death. 
 
They flourished in a garden where he strolled and sat. 
Viewed close-up without weight of sky, 
    they stream from the edge of his canvas, 
rousing us to follow without care, 
    licencing spirit to soar. 
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The Fall 
John Gelder 

 
 
       alt pushed the tray aside and rolled his chair back from the 
dining table to signal he was done. Lunchtime at the home was 
always tough on him. It wasn’t just about the mush that passed for 
food, although that was bad enough. No, there was much more 
to it than that. It had been six months since he had arrived at the 
home, his face still battered and bruised from the fall. The family 
said he had suffered a stroke, fallen over and bashed his head. And 
since he had apparently lost control of numerous mental and 
physical functions, he was deemed no longer capable of looking 
after himself. And so, he had ended up here. ‘It was all for the 
best,’ they said. Anyway, at the time, not being able to wipe his 
own ass, he was in no condition to argue. 

It was not as though staff at the Wexley long-term care home 
were deliberately mean or uncaring. He was certain they were 
trying their best, but they had their routines and checklists to 
complete, and, after all, there were only so many hours in the day. 
No, his predicament could not be blamed on underpaid staff 
whose workloads left little time for pleasantries. This situation was 
much bigger than that. What was the word? For a moment his 
brain seized like a body straining under its own weight. He felt the 
frustration creeping in as he scanned his eroded memory bank. 
Ah yes, there it was ‘systemic.’ Phew, relief! 

That most eldercare homes were in business to maximize 
profit at minimal cost was pretty much self-evident. This he knew 
after living through the painful ‘incarceration’ of his own parents 
a few decades before. The guilt of those days still haunted him. 
Locked into the misty inner reaches of his mind were a few un-
avoidable questions: Could I have done more to ease their final days? 
Could I have been more compassionate? Could I have gotten to know them 
better? Strange how we get so caught up in our own lives that we don’t take 
time to consider what is truly important. And then what? From our self-
absorbed distractions, we are condemned to a plague of regrets, knowing that 
it’s much too late to seek forgiveness. 
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So now it was his turn. He had seen the photos. The fall had 
left a nasty gash on his forehead, requiring a dozen stitches to 
close. And one side of his face was so black and blue it looked like 
he had taken a roundhouse punch from Mike Tyson. The doctor 
had said that most 79-year-olds would not have survived a blow like 
that. But survive he did! And so, here he found himself awakened 
each morning into an alternate reality worthy of a Stephen King 
novel. Gone the daily jaunts to the art shop. Gone the morning 
hikes along the banks of his beloved Credit River, taking in all of 
nature’s wonders along the way. Gone, too, a large swath of his 
memory. Of course, he would only come to know this in time, 
memory being such a transient and fickle affair. Ah, yes indeed, 
despite great leaps in medical science, there still seems to be plenty 
we don’t know about the tiny little synapses that make our brains 
tick. 

It was only now, in his debilitated state, that he was beginning 
to fully appreciate the many dimensions to mind and memory. It 
was not just about ‘forgetfulness.’ We usually know when we have 
forgotten something. Take car keys, for example. Since we can’t 
start the car without them, we spend a few moments racking our 
brain or retracing our steps and voila! Or take your best friend’s 
birthday or the capital of New Guinea! No problem. Just look it 
up. Dementia, on the other hand, is something else again, because 
with dementia we don’t know that we don’t know. We don’t know 
that we ever knew. What are keys? Who is my friend? What is a 
capital or a country? Words floating in ether lose their meaning 
and, thus, so do the memories attached to them. In the worst-case 
scenario, the mind is reduced to a blank slate that no amount of 
googling will restore. But then there are all the in-between states, 
the transitory ones of partial or temporary loss like amnesia or the 
debilitating effects of a concussion. And to take matters a step 
further, think about all the people with so-called rational minds 
who end up making totally irrational choices, like those who 
wander off to join a doomsday cult or who inexplicably latch on 
to obscure conspiracy theories and suddenly seem incapable of 
distinguishing fact from fiction. You can see the problem. If we 
try to find a norm for mental reasoning, we quickly disappear 
down a lot of rabbit holes. 

These days, even with his mind so jumbled, Walt had plenty 
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of time to reflect on such things. Indeed, time itself was another 
matter that preoccupied him. People never seemed to have 
enough of it. The family certainly never did, and certainly not the 
Wexley staff. Yet here he was, confined to this tiny 10- by 15-foot 
‘cell’ practically twenty-four/seven. Damn, he had nothing but time 
and four walls to stare at! Some days he would glance at the clock 
in his room and swear it was running backwards. It reminded him 
of his first job at the shopping mall very long ago. By the end of 
his first shift, he knew he was not cut out for working retail. Gawd, 
that was one memory he could not shake. 

The more he thought about it, he came to realize that memory 
and time were inextricably linked, kind of like conjoined twins. 
For a while at least, he had existed outside of time, in a place where 
he had no words or memory. He wondered if that was what it was 
like for animals or the early human cave dwellers. He imagined 
that it must have been strangely liberating to live in an ever-
present ‘now,’ that is, without being tormented by the constant 
demands of ‘doing.’ But then ‘time being money’ as they say, there 
is the question of how people ‘spend’ their time. Once work, 
sleep, and personal hygiene are accounted for, people are 
presumably free to pursue ‘happiness,’ which usually means 
pursuing ‘consumables’ unless, of course, you are a social outlier 
or live totally ‘off-grid.’ 

Walt had seen first-hand how the vicious cycle of demand and 
consumption could lead to burnout and ruined lives. Because of 
his depression, he had searched long and hard for his own peace 
of mind, first through drugs and alcohol, and later through yoga 
and meditative practice. In all those years, he had found only 
limited success. He had read all about those Buddhist monks who 
saw desire as the root of all suffering and who would spend years 
in meditation to tame their ‘monkey minds.’ Maybe it was true that 
emptying the mind of all those cravings and attachments was the 
answer. Then again, he wondered, how would they handle working retail? 

Strange, thought Walt, that after dedicating so much time and 
effort to managing his mental chaos, all it took for him was a bonk 
on the head and there it was, emptiness! Of course, he understood 
that being knocked senseless by a fall was not the kind of emptiness 
that typically leads to enlightenment, but he had plenty of time to 
speculate. As for the stroke/dementia implications, he supposed 
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time would tell. And what of all the others, his Wexley ‘cohorts,’ 
so to speak? Locked into their various states of cognitive paralysis, 
where were they now on the continuum? What was their sense of 
time? What was their ‘reality’? And who would even take the time 
to know? 

To their credit, when he arrived at the Wexley, the family had 
tried to make things as comfortable as possible for Walt. They 
brought in some familiar items from his home and provided him 
with an easel and a sketch pad, hoping his love of art would aid 
his recovery. According to the family, at first, he just stared blankly 
at the items, showing no recognition of their purpose. A 
paintbrush? Just another object of curiosity, like a spoon handed 
to a toddler attempting to feed itself for the first time. It soon 
became clear to them that this was a part of his memory that had 
been wiped clean… or so they thought. 

Unsurprisingly, Walt’s first few months at the Wexley were a 
blur. He vaguely recalled being in a deep fog, a result of both the 
fall and the powerful sedatives administered to treat his injuries. 
From what Walt had gradually pieced together, the family had 
consulted his physician, Dr Stanley, to determine the extent of 
Walt’s injuries as well as a course of treatment and the prognosis 
for recovery. 

Dr Stanley assured the family that he had seen many such cases 
over his long career. In his expert opinion, falls such as this were 
typically a sign of a stroke or progressive dementia, and chances 
of recovery to a point of regaining independence were minimal. 
Furthermore, at a certain age, since the health outcomes for the 
patient are essentially predetermined, further diagnostic testing 
would be pointless. Given Walt’s advanced age, the fact that he 
lived alone (his wife had passed away several years earlier) and that 
family members were ill-equipped to look after him, Dr Stanley 
had recommended long-term care. 

Despite a grim prognosis, as time went on, Walt’s mind 
unexpectedly began to clear. But he also began to experience odd 
changes. Katrina noticed it too. Kat was Walt’s physical therapist. 
Now in her late 40s, Kat had been an elite swimmer in her native 
Austria before immigrating to Canada with her parents. After 
retiring from competition, she had become a physiotherapist. Fit 
and attractive with thick blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, she 
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had found her niche working with the elderly. From her years in 
sport, she had developed an abiding belief in human potential at 
any age. Fortuitously for Walt, Kat was also blessed with an innate 
curiosity and exceptional intellect. To her, no matter what form it 
took, movement was life and she wanted desperately to awaken 
the spirit of the ‘everyday athlete’ in everyone she met. 

And so it was that a confluence of events had placed Kat and 
Walt together in the Wexley’s small physical rehab facility about 
six weeks after Walt’s arrival. Knowing of Walt’s love for move-
ment, the family had arranged for twice-weekly physical therapy 
sessions in the hope that Walt might regain some limited mobility 
in his lower limbs, while also offering a brief respite from the 
monotony of the daily Wexley routine. What happened next was 
not part of the plan. 

As Walt’s mental fog lifted, he discovered in himself a new, 
yet unfamiliar sense of purpose. With the help of Kat’s therapy, 
Walt began to feel stronger and more physically and mentally agile. 
Indeed, the more Kat had talked about her theory of ageless 
human potential, the more Walt felt motivated to tap into his own 
reserves, testing his limits at each opportunity. Before long, he 
began to consider the possibility of escaping the confines of his 
current predicament. But there was also something else… some 
obscure new pathway slowly opening to him. If only he could 
discover where it led. 

The family, too, noticed a change in Walt. Still, Dr Stanley had 
counselled them against ‘unrealistic expectations.’ While rehab 
and physical therapy would ‘not do any harm,’ the chances of 
recovery, according to the doctor, would be minimal. Having seen 
false hope offered by loved ones all too often, staff at the Wexley 
were similarly reticent. Indeed, Karen Biggs, Wexley’s manager of 
operations, had cautioned Kat against ‘pushing Walt too hard,’ 
further warning her of potential ‘legal liabilities’ should Walt suffer 
injury or setbacks from her sessions. In her mid-50s, short, stout 
and always immaculately coiffed, Ms Biggs, referred to furtively 
by the staff as ‘Miss Biggy,’ was a commanding presence at the 
Wexley, and her words were not to be taken lightly. 

Undeterred, Kat continued to work with Walt, inspired by his 
unusual motivation and rapid improvement. His legs were getting 
stronger and mobility was returning to his ankles and feet. Indeed, 
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Kat wondered if, in time, he might try walking and eventually 
maybe even dispense with the wheelchair altogether. From her 
research, Kat knew that following head trauma, the brain had an 
incredible ability to rewire its circuits in response to new challenges. 
This scientific concept known as neuroplasticity was still relatively 
new, but it was gradually replacing the old dogma that parts of the 
brain were permanently ‘hard wired’ to perform very specific 
functions. Research was now proving that function might be 
restored through specialized exercises and practices designed to 
build new circuits or ‘neural pathways’ in parts of the brain that 
compensated for damaged areas.  

Kat explained the theory to Walt and the family while also 
stating that she had seen significant improvement in Walt’s con-
dition since she began working with him. Still, the family worried. 
If Walt gained mobility but remained mentally incapacitated, 
could this result in an even greater catastrophe for Walt? Yet Kat 
insisted that Walt’s improvements were not only physical but 
mental. Though she couldn’t yet gauge the full extent of his pro-
gress, she was certain that Walt was someone on the cusp of a 
transformation, the likes of which she had rarely seen. 

For his part, Walt was no longer content to sit idle. Each 
morning, his mind was racing towards new possibilities. His grey, 
anechoic world was taking on new colours, shapes and dimensions. 
He felt like he was awakening from a deep and prolonged slumber. 
His memory seemed better too; he felt more aware and less 
confused. Indeed, he felt much better now than before the fall. 
He suddenly felt… what was the word? Invigorated! 

There were many things about the fall that Walt couldn’t 
explain. True, before the fall, he had often been forgetful and 
absent-minded. His vision had also been fading due to cataracts 
which, complicated by vertigo, had affected his mental and 
physical equilibrium. Immediately prior to the fall, he remembered 
feeling weak, tired and feverish. He remembered having seen 
lights or stars, as if experiencing the onset of a severe migraine 
headache… and then suddenly… nothing. But slowly out of nothing 
was emerging something and Walt wondered: is this what it was like to 
emerge from a coma? He scanned his mind for other explanations. He 
was struck by a bizarre thought. What if his entire life had been a 
coma and this was something akin to… what was the expression? 
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Ah yes… ‘an awakening!’ 
Walt had never been religious, but he had read stories about 

people who had undergone a kind of rebirth following traumatic 
events in their lives. Sometimes it was a severe illness or a car 
accident or the death of a loved one, but always some incident 
powerful enough to shock a person out of a deeply ingrained 
behavioural pattern. The incident serves as a cognitive 
electroshock, much like when a defibrillator shocks a heart back 
into beating. To Walt, it seemed as if the blow on the head had 
altered his brain circuitry and sent him careening into an entirely 
new universe of possibilities. Soon, he began to see the Wexley 
and its residents in an entirely new light. 

With the family’s permission, Kat suggested that Walt attempt 
to use the mobility walker. ‘Baby steps,’ as she put it. After several 
weeks, Walt moved on to the treadmill, first supported by railings 
and a harness and then independently, with Kat hovering close by 
his side. Kat, now more coach than therapist, was relentless in 
setting goals and before long, Walt had worked his way up to an 
entire kilometre, at a slow but steady pace. 

Naturally, the family was thrilled by his progress. Arrange-
ments were made for cataract surgery and armed with his improved 
vision, Walt found a renewed confidence in navigating his Wexley 
surroundings. When once he had struggled to wheel himself around 
the carpeted hallways, he was now striding proudly and assertively 
from sector to sector, smiling and waving at residents as he passed 
by their rooms. Learning of Walt’s progress, Dr Stanley simply 
shook his head and exclaimed: ‘Sometimes patients do surprising 
things!’ 

Exactly one year to the date after being admitted, the now 80-
year-old Walt departed the Wexley, released into the care of family 
members who had arranged for independent living in an 
apartment close to his former home. On the day of his departure, 
he resolved to make one more circuit of the main Wexley hallway. 
To his surprise, the residents, with the aid of the Wexley staff, had 
all exited their rooms and now lined the corridor. Suddenly, Walt 
felt like he was seeing them for the first time, fully alive and present 
in all their humanity. In that brief final moment, freed from time, 
memory or words, they seemed to ‘comprehend’ and finally, so 
did he. He now realized there never had been ‘a predicament.’ It—
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the separation he had felt—was all an illusion of his mind. There 
was only compassion and… acceptance. 

They clapped and cheered wildly as Walt, smiling broadly with 
appreciation, made his way down the corridor toward the exit. 
Waiting patiently outside were Dr Stanley, ‘Miss Biggy,’ Kat and 
his entire family. He noticed that they were all wearing running 
shoes. Walt hopped into the lead vehicle and they made their way 
back towards his old neighborhood. They parked beside Walt’s 
former home, where a large crowd had gathered to welcome Walt 
back to the community. And then together, with tears of joy and 
laughter, they jogged around the block where Walt had been spotted 
wandering aimlessly exactly one year before. 

 



 

 

 

I Like it That They Laugh 
Ermelinda Mancini 

 
 

     he twirls her body around, arms extended, her ponytail bounc-
ing behind her with each rotation. Only when she reaches me, do 
the pirouettes stop. 
 ʻNonna! I can’t believe it has been so long since my last 
sleepover!’ Lucia exclaims, eyes wide with excitement, as she 
wraps her arms around me. ʻThis house is just like I remember it. 
Nothing has changed,’ she says excitedly, before racing to the 
playroom. But everything has changed. 
 Nearly two years have passed since she last visited us. She has 
grown three inches; she now reads full sentences in books that are 
no longer age appropriate. She has advanced beyond her years. 
 These changes are significant milestones in the development 
of a child—a grandchild—the child I now have time for. This 
child is not rushed through morning routines or evening bath 
times, as I have no pressing matters. I have no job to go to or 
school lunches to prepare, and household chores can wait. I am 
kind and patient, traits that were foreign to my children when they 
were growing up. I offer choices to my grandchildren: Do you want 
this for breakfast, or that? What would you like for dinner? Anything at all! 
Your wish is my command. Age saps my energy but for my grand-
children, I jump hurdles. 
 My eyes mist as I witness a little girl who has not had a chance 
to be fancy-free as I had when I was her age. When I was seven 
years old, a contagious virus did not curtail my movements. 
Family and friends were not kept two metres away from me 
because of the risk of a deadly disease. My face was fully exposed 
to the sun’s rays and a face covering did not hamper my giggles. I 
didn’t have to repeat myself because a medical mask muffled my 
speech. I got dirty because I liked to play marbles with my friends. 
If I forgot to wash my hands, it wasn’t the end of the world. I 
don’t remember any special ‘anti-bacterial’ soap, per se. There were 
no pump bottles at entranceways dispensing hand-sanitizing gels, 
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or the angst that followed when one forgot to apply some. 
 We live in the same city, Lucia and I, and we see each other 
almost every week. At the height of the pandemic, she peered at 
me from behind a pane of glass, while I waved from the other 
side. This is how we exchanged greetings last year on Valentine’s 
Day, on her birthday, and at Easter; the presents left on the 
doorstep, my steps receding as she opened the door to retrieve 
them. Kisses were planted on the tips of one’s fingers and blown 
to one another. I don’t know how effective these were at reaching 
their targets, as masks were shielding their journeys. When Summer 
arrived and the restrictions were lifted somewhat, we ventured 
beyond the panes and mingled outdoors. Hugs and squeezes were 
still verboten. Distances were kept as Dr Tam dictated. Lucia was 
part of our so-called ʻbubble.’ The sleepovers would start again 
soon, I promised her. 
 A cancer diagnosis in July made my husband’s immunity even 
more compromised. Unvaccinated visitors were not allowed around 
us; our grandchildren were no exception. We stayed connected 
through social media. 
 ʻLook what I made for you, Nonna!’ Usually, all I can see is 
the ceiling or the floor until her mom takes the phone and focuses 
in on her artwork. She is no longer making rainbows and 
misshapen hearts. I compliment Lucia on her colouring and she 
tells me she drew the scene herself. Her subjects have expressions: 
happiness, curiosity, and excitement. 
 How could two years make such a difference? I was deprived 
of this growth in her development. Do I blame the pandemic? Do 
I fault those who refused to comply with established rules and 
guidelines mandated by the province? Would their compliance 
have shortened the length of time to get humanity back to quasi-
normal? What I do know is that two years in my granddaughter’s 
development and my inability to interact with her in person will 
have a lasting effect. I can’t make her little again. As I’ve seen with 
my older grandchildren, once they reach a certain age, the 
sleepovers at Nonna’s are few and far between. Way back when, 
my grandsons looked up at me in awe; now their eyes roll back in 
their sockets as I fail to grasp the meaning of this, that, or the 
other thing, mostly electronics related. I like it that they laugh. 
 I get Lucia’s bathwater ready and motion her to come to me 
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so that I can help her undress. She can do it herself, she tells me. 
And could I close the door, please. She would like some privacy. 
This too brings a lump to my throat. 
 When we curl up in bed together, she wants to read to me, not 
the other way around. She has brought her own book. There are 
no pictures in it, only chapters. It’s about Amelia Earhart. I glance 
at the books that I have set aside for that night’s bedtime reading. 
They would now be best suited for her little sister, she explains. 
When the reading is over, she cuddles up with her stuffie, the 
vestiges of a little girl still present, but for how long, I wonder? Before 
kissing each other goodnight, we sing a few songs from my 
childhood. She has added some new ones to the repertoire. Do I 
know any songs by Adele? Ariana Grande? Do I know the theme 
song to Frozen? I reply in the negative. She jumps out of bed and 
tells me she will sing it. 
 Not knowing the tune or the words to the song she is about 
to sing, I don’t know what to expect. What comes forth is a sound 
unlike anything I’ve heard before from a child so young. The 
clarity of the words, the tone, the rhythm, the high notes and the 
lows, and the hand and body movements that accompany the 
song give me goosebumps. She is in a trance, lost in the moment. 
When the song is over, I am speechless as I shake my head from 
side to side in disbelief and wonderment. She reminds me about 
her singing lessons and how she now has to do them via Zoom. 
She doesn’t enjoy it as much this way, she says, crawling back into 
bed. We turn out the light and snuggle. She asks me to tell her 
stories from when I was a little girl growing up in a small village 
in Italy. She especially likes the one about the goat droppings and 
starts to chuckle before the story even begins. She knows the 
outcome: 
 

On my way home from school one day, I spotted a coin 
glistening on the cobblestones and with it, I bought a few 
pieces of licorice. They were dark, brown, shiny, oval-shaped 
little nuggets and they made my hand sticky as I squeezed 
them tightly in my fist. I didn’t want to lose a single one. 
Skipping happily along, I placed one juicy morsel gently on 
my tongue, closed my eyes and enjoyed it, putting the rest in 
my pocket. It was not often that I got treats and I didn’t want 
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to be greedy and gobble them all up at once, so I saved some 
for later. I was so excited that I began playing with one piece, 
throwing it up in the air and trying to catch it with my wide-
open mouth. It landed in the grooves of the cobblestones, 
and it didn’t look very yummy anymore. The sand and dirt 
that stuck to it did not brush off easily when I rubbed it on 
my skirt, which also removed the shine, and added a layer of 
fluff to it, making the licorice look more like a curled-up 
caterpillar than a candy. Yuck! I knew it would still be good 
though. On my next try, it dropped in the thick grass. That’s 
when I knew I had a problem. I got down on my hands and 
knees in a panic, looking for it. 
 I was so busy trying to find my candy that I did not see 
the goats. It was their bleating that made me look up. I don’t 
like goats, not since one hooked its horns on my favourite 
sweater that was hanging on the clothesline and ran off with 
it. Ever since then, I give them free reign. That means I move 
away from them when they’re around. Goats are nosy little 
animals and like to check out things that are none of their 
business. One billy goat did just that, poking around where 
my licorice had fallen. I tried to shoo it away with loud shouts, 
but the animal would not budge. Then the most awful thing 
happened. You just won’t believe it! That old goat decided to 
take a bathroom break. 
 I gasped in horror as goat droppings landed on the grass 
near the spot where my treasured candy had dropped. Goat 
poo was everywhere! It even looked like my licorice: same 
shape, colour and size. I decided that I was not going to give 
up looking for my treat. I was certain that I could tell the 
difference between one tidbit of tender, juicy goodness and 
one of the stinky, hard, disgusting kind. 
 

 Lucia is trying hard to suppress her giggles, cupping her mouth; 
she knows what’s coming next, yet wants to hear it again. 
 

I picked up a small stick and poked one of the pellets, holding 
it up to check it more closely. I twirled the stick around 
examining the small nugget from every angle. Could it be, I 
wondered? I was almost certain it was my licorice, but I wasn’t 
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absolutely sure. I brought it up to my nose. It didn’t smell bad, 
yet it didn’t have the sweet smell that I remembered from the 
candy store. The truth would be in the taste test. It was a bit 
warm when it touched my lips. Probably from me holding it 
so tightly, I figured. I took a deep breath and squeezed my 
nose shut, hoping this would block out any unpleasant taste. 
 A desperate kid has to do what a desperate kid has to do. 
I bit off the teeniest, tiniest morsel and held it between my 
teeth, not sure yet whether I would let it make its way fully 
into my mouth. I couldn’t taste a thing with my nose pinched 
shut, so I slowly released it from my tight grip. I rolled the 
tiny speck around in my mouth, using my tongue as a guide 
so as not to swallow it, in case it wasn’t what it was supposed 
to be. I paused a moment, closed my eyes and waited for the 
juicy flavour burst. Suddenly I stiffened, not moving at all. I 
puffed out my cheeks and squeezed my eyes shut to try and 
hold back the tears as I realized what I had put in my mouth. 
 My body shuddered like it did when I felt a chill, and I 
gagged. With great effort, I managed to keep my lunch down. 
Sputtering, I wiped my mouth and tongue on my sleeve and 
looked down in the grass. It would be impossible to spot my 
licorice among the goat poop. I gave up trying. I was lucky 
that I had a few pieces of the real candy still in my pocket and 
I gobbled one up to get the horrid taste out of my mouth. 
 

 I like it that she laughs. 
 Lucia wants to hear more about my life in Italy. I tell her that 
we didn’t have a car, a television, a phone, a radio or a record 
player. After I explain what a record player is, she asks if my family 
was poor. I say, ̒ Yes. Mostly everyone in the village lived the same 
way. But we were happy.’ 
 ʻWhen I slept at my Nonna’s, she would give me a tangerine 
as a treat. To me, that was extra special, as tangerines did not grow 
where we lived. It was a nice change from the boring figs (dried 
or otherwise) that we normally ate. Sometimes, an angel would 
put a candy under my pillow. I didn’t like the minty ones, “but 
that’s all that the angel had”, my Nonna would say.’ 
 I loved playing with my cousins, and I tell Lucia their names. 
 ʻWhy are there so many named Anthony?’ she wants to know. 
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 I tell her that in the Italian tradition, a lot of babies are named 
after the grandparents. My Nonno was named Anthony, so some 
of the cousins carried his name. Then I ask her if when she has a 
baby, would she name the baby Ermelinda? 
 She hesitates a moment and says, ‘No… but I will name my 
cat that.’ 
 Straight from the mouths of babes. I am honoured. My husband 
snickers in the other room on hearing this and mumbles some-
thing along the lines of ‘another hellcat.’ 
 In the morning, she tiptoes to Nonno’s room and yells ‘Boo!’ 
startling him awake. She doesn’t know that I’ve texted him to say 
she’s on her way. He plays along and acts petrified, winks at me 
and tells me how he’s missed these precious moments. 
 Before calling her mom and dad to say good morning, she 
reassures me that she won’t tell them that I gave her treats. They 
don’t like it when she eats junk food, she says. ‘Your secret is safe 
with me,’ I tell her, worried more about my own hide than hers. 
And for lunch, can I make her French fries with the white potatoes? 
Of course I can. 
 ‘Don’t tell my mom. She says sweet potatoes are better.’ 
 When my daughter comes to pick her up, I get the look. She’s 
on to me. She asks Lucia: ‘Did you have fun? Did you have any 
treats? What did you have for lunch? Did you take your bath? 
How long did you stay up last night?’ 
 At her mother’s prodding, Lucia reveals all. Her little sister 
stares up at me, pleading that her turn for a sleepover be next. I’m 
trying to impress on my young charges that what happens at 
Nonna’s stays at Nonna’s, but there’s a bit of a learning curve still to 
go. Grandmothers, by definition, overindulge their grandchildren. 
We have that prerogative! Our grandkids might as well stay home 
if their regular routine has to continue at sleepovers. Where’s the 
fun in that? And after what we’ve all been through… why not 
spoil them? 
 As I look back over the past two years, there is a myriad of 
things for which I am grateful. The virus has brought us closer, 
not just as a family, but as a community. The lockdowns have 
made me reassess my priorities. I don’t sweat the small stuff 
anymore. I have a better awareness and understanding of the 
fragility of life on earth and how, in a split second, it can change 
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drastically. No longer will I take things for granted. I am grateful 
that I am alive, as are those who mean the world to me. I am 
thankful for the technology that makes contact with our loved 
ones easier. I reconnected with friends and family and listened to 
what they had to say instead of rushing out the door. I have a 
tremendous appreciation for our natural world and recognize the 
importance of conserving and protecting our environment. 
 I don’t begrudge the fact that I have had to cancel trips abroad, 
not once, but twice. I am happy that Canada is my home and it’s 
where I want to be when the world is hurting. The one thing that 
has affected me the most was the lack of close contact with my 
beloved grandchildren. The joy and love they bring into my life 
are immeasurable. Their innocence, their exuberance and their joie 
de vivre are not captured the same way through a computer screen. 
The hugs, squeezes and kisses that come with their visits can’t be 
replicated that way. 
 Since my grandchildren were born, I have created an annual 
photo book featuring our moments together. The grandchildren 
gift these books to their parents, and on Christmas morning, they 
leaf through the pages together and read the photo captions as the 
parents uncover the shenanigans that went on during the sleep-
overs. I like it that they laugh. The past year’s photo book is thin 
in comparison to those of previous years. 
 My grandkids have had a lot of growing up to do during this 
stressful period in all our lives. What would normally have been 
kept from them, instead, was explained in ways they could 
comprehend and accept. And they did this admirably. 
 The planet will heal. It might take a while. When it does, some 
semblance of normal life may return. It won’t be the same. How 
can it be? Life as we know it has been altered. As sad as it was for 
me not being fully immersed in their lives during this global health 
crisis, I am thankful that they are growing up knowing they are 
loved and that the world they live in is a changing world and still 
holds promise. We will move forward and embrace what lies ahead. 
 And the sleepovers will continue. 
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Slowly… gradually…  making our way 
out of COVID-19 

Jagjeet Sharma 
 
 

  
Tearing through clouds 
almost end of day 
 

the sun makes an appearance 
shining over daffodils 
 
yellow, bright 
signs of hope 
 
virtual hugs over 
end of window visits  
 
life on the mend 
semi-normalcy is back 
 
happy like a child 
with a favourite toy 
in hand 
happy like the madness of 
a Sufi dancer  
happy like a mother 
on first glance of her newborn 
 
It is time to mingle 
 
a beer or two 
a coffee or a croissant 
with friends, colleagues 
and the like 
 
COVID-19 fears 
over 
kick virus in the rear 
 
stay out  
AND 
never come back 

  



 

228 

 

 



 

 

 

Runaway 
Alex Binkley 

 
 
      eering out his kitchen window, Joshua Donohue spotted the 
white minivan pulling into his driveway. When it did not back out 
and head down the road, he stared at it, holding his breath. Then 
the driver’s door opened and a burly man got out, and after glancing 
about as if expecting to be attacked, he headed for the front door 
holding a sheaf of papers in his left hand. 

Joshua figured the man was a process server and the papers 
included an order to bring his 15-year-old nephew, Bruce Preston, 
before a judge who would decide whether he should be turned 
over to his mother and new stepfather. The boy had made clear 
to anyone who would listen that he did not want to return to his 
mother after eight years of living with his uncle and late aunt. 

Joshua opened the door enough to speak to the man, who 
waved the papers at him. ‘These order Bruce Preston to appear in 
court next week. Or he can come with me now and save you a lot 
of legal costs.’ Joshua thought the man looked better suited to be 
a bouncer in a rough bar than a process server.  

‘He’s not here.’  
‘Where is he?’ 
‘No idea. I told him my lawyer had alerted me about what was 

going to happen today. You probably already found out he wasn’t 
at school and came here thinking he was hiding. When I went to 
get him up this morning, he was gone along with some clothes, 
boots, jacket and a flashlight. He didn’t leave a note.’ 
 ‘Donohue, if you don’t bring him to court, we’ll call the 
police.’ 

‘I was just going to phone them to report him as a missing 
person.’  

When he reached for the door, Joshua added, ‘I can also 
report I have a trespasser. You can’t come in without a search 
warrant.’ He did not know if that was correct but it stopped the man, 
who pulled out a cell phone and stepped away from the porch.  
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Joshua was relieved that for once, he did not have to listen to 
a harangue about how being with a parent would be much better 
for Bruce’s development. It did not seem to matter to the 
childcare officials that the lad had some of the best marks in his 
high school class and played on several school sports teams.  

The man called out to him. ‘Who might he be staying with?’ 
‘He has lots of friends.’ Joshua spread his arms wide. ‘I can’t 

even guess where he might have gone.’  
He did not add that Bruce would have spent a lot of time 

planning his flight, as he did with most of his activities. Joshua 
and his late wife, Betty, had taken him in at age seven, when his 
mother, a relative of Betty’s, and her husband were in the midst 
of an acrimonious divorce. Neither wanted the boy, who was 
considered a difficult child. Joshua figured he was difficult only 
because they took out their anger on him.  

Joshua involved the lad in all sorts of jobs around his small 
farm. Bruce proved to be a quick learner, and his marks at school 
and participation in school activities won praise from his teachers. 
He would likely earn his driver’s licence not long after his 16th 
birthday in a few months. 

When Bruce learned, a few months earlier, that his mother 
had remarried and was asking about his whereabouts, he told 
Joshua, ‘I want to stay with you because you make me feel 
important and teach me interesting stuff. If I go back to her, it’ll 
be just like before.’ 

After the process server left, Joshua called the police to report 
Bruce was missing. He would bring them a photo of him the next 
day. 

The one he selected showed Bruce in his hockey sweater. As 
he looked at it, he wondered where his nephew might have gone. 
He doubted that he’d gone to a friend’s house because he would 
know the authorities would check all of them sooner or later, and 
that would only get the friend and his family in trouble.  

When Joshua checked around the storage shed to see what 
else Bruce had taken, he was surprised to find his cross-country 
bike was still there. The phone was ringing when he returned to 
the house for another look-about. The call display showed it was 
from the office of the mother’s lawyer. ‘This call is to inform you that 
the police have been asked to check out Bruce’s disappearance.’ 
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Rather than listen to a lot of badgering, Joshua told the caller 
about the missing person’s report he had filed. ‘I’ll talk with you 
further when my lawyer can be present. Good day.’ 

He called his lawyer, who knew the full story behind Bruce 
coming to live with his aunt and uncle. The lawyer was in a 
meeting but would call back the next morning. 

Joshua returned to Bruce’s room to see if he could find any 
clues as to where the boy might have gone. Everything was neat 
and tidy—clothes put away, his desk neatly arranged and books 
stacked up. It’s like he’s expecting to be back here someday. 

Joshua waited until after the lawyer called in the morning 
before heading off to his carpentry job. The lawyer assured him 
that he had handled the process server properly and had been 
smart to report Bruce’s disappearance to the police right away. ‘If 
either the child service agency or the police want to talk with you 
further, we should arrange to do so in my office.’ 

The couple he was building a porch for were away so there 
was no deadline for completing the job. Joshua spent as much 
time thinking about where Bruce could be as he did on measuring 
and sawing. 

He stopped at the neighbours’ house on the way home to 
explain Bruce’s disappearance. They often hired the lad for jobs 
around their property. 

‘Can’t leave well enough alone,’ Edith Dempster grumbled. 
‘If the mother had done any checking, she would soon have found 
out what a well-adjusted young fellow you and Betty raised, 
especially considering the messed-up state he arrived in.’ 

Returning home from work the next day, there was a tele-
phone message from Bruce’s homeroom teacher, asking where he 
was. When Joshua called her to explain the situation, she said the 
mother’s lawyer had contacted the school. 

‘I told them what a fine boy and a good student he is and the 
great job you and your wife have done with him. The lawyer 
became quite defensive after that. The kids in your nephew’s class 
are all asking about him and wondering how to help him.’ 

Joshua phoned his two adult children, who had assisted in 
raising the boy by sending clothes and other items their own kids 
had outgrown or no longer used. They had no idea where he was, 
although his daughter said she was sure it would be a surprise. 
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The phone rang shortly after sunrise the next morning. It was 
Joshua’s old pal, Frank, who lived on the same lake as Betty’s 
cottage, which Bruce always looked forward to visiting. ‘I spotted 
smoke coming out of the cottage chimney and I was surprised you 
hadn’t told me you were coming for a visit, so I thought I’d call 
you.’ 

Joshua felt like smacking himself in the forehead. Of course, 
that’s where Bruce would go because who would think of looking for him there? 
Joshua outlined what had happened, and Frank said he would 
keep an eye on the place. 

On foot, it should have taken the better part of a week to walk 
to the cabin, but Bruce got there in three days. He must’ve hitchhiked 
at least part of the way. The weather was cool but not impossible and 
the lad was a competent camper, so he would have had no trouble 
with cooking fires. I want to hear the tale of this trip. 

When Joshua checked the drawer where the maps were 
stored, he soon discovered the one for the area between his house 
and the cabin was missing. 

Frank called that evening. ‘I went by, but no one appeared. 
I’m sure he was hiding. I left some food and a note explaining 
where I lived if there were any problems.’ 

Impressed by Bruce’s pluck, Joshua went to his room again 
to see if he had overlooked anything during his earlier search for 
clues to the boy’s whereabouts. Staring at the pile of books, he 
noticed a file folder. He opened it and discovered many 
photocopied pages of information about the First Nations kids 
who had been rounded up from their homes on reserves and sent 
by the Canadian government to church-run residential schools. 
Some of them had escaped and travelled hundreds of miles safely 
back to their families. Then Joshua remembered Bruce’s many 
questions about living off the land and how to travel cross 
country. Once again, he proved what a good student he was. 

Joshua finished the porch the next day before returning the 
call from his lawyer. ‘I’ve had another call from the mother’s 
lawyer, but as you recommended, I said to arrange an interview at 
your office,’ he said. 

‘You don’t sound concerned; do you know if your nephew is safe?’ 
Joshua explained about the cottage and Frank watching over it. 
‘Does anyone else know about this?’ 
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‘Just the two of us and Frank. I don’t know what to do about 
this or why the mother wants Bruce back. She showed no interest 
in him until now.’ 

‘Let me see what I can find out.’ 
Joshua started his next job shoring up a sagging garage. As he 

hammered and sawed, he thought about Bruce’s folder on the 
runaway First Nations kids. It had taken many generations for 
their plight to gain public attention. 

Maybe the lad hopes that his flight might expose the injustice he’s facing 
in having his wishes ignored, Joshua thought. His mother had paid no 
attention to Bruce’s assurances that living with his aunt and uncle was the 
best thing that had happened to him in his life. 

The lawyer called two days later. ‘Well, the mother has a 
vested interest in getting custody of her son. She’ll inherit a lot of 
money from an aunt… but only if the boy is back with her. It 
sounds like the woman knew that you and your wife had taken 
him in.’ 

Joshua remembered the meddlesome aunt’s interest in the 
boy. ‘We heard from her from time to time shortly after Bruce 
came to us. It was always some wild claim that we were abusing 
Bruce and he should be back with his mother. She paid no 
attention when Betty told her how well the boy was doing at 
school and in his extracurricular activities.’ 

‘I think our best bet is to see if we can get a mediator to 
intervene,’ the lawyer said. ‘We could suggest there is enough 
money to split between the Mum and an education fund for 
Bruce. I’ll get back to you. By the way, my son is on the school 
soccer team with your nephew. They sure missed him in the last 
game.’ 

The lawyer called Joshua the next morning. ‘I just got off the 
phone with a reporter from the Record-Times. She’d heard from her 
niece who goes to school with Bruce about why he ran away. She’s 
writing a story about the situation and I gave her all the back-
ground I had. She has written a lot about problems with the family 
law system and her story should receive plenty of attention.’ 

‘Also, I’ve had a preliminary chat with a mediator. She’s 
interested in taking this case on. And a kid in Bruce’s home room 
is saving all the assignments and other stuff he’s supposed to do. 
The kids are planning to help him catch up when he comes back.’ 
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Bruce’s story was on the front page the next day complete 
with a photo of him taken several years earlier sitting between 
Joshua and Betty. His smile was a perfect complement to the 
story. A TV and two radio stations contacted Joshua to get clips 
they could use. 

The lawyer called. ‘The mother is prepared to do a deal where 
she keeps two-thirds of the money. She says a third is enough for 
Bruce to go to college on. I said half and half was a fair split and 
she would have to sign an agreement not to contact Bruce by any 
means other than in writing. She and her lawyer didn’t like that 
proposal, but as your nephew is safe, let’s leave them to stew for 
a few days. If her lawyer gets too pushy, I’ll report him to the law 
society. In the meantime, I can have some good arguments with him.’ 

A couple of days later, the lawyer called at mid-day to say he 
had received a signed statement from the mother agreeing to the 
fifty-fifty split and the only-in-writing-contact provision. Joshua 
called Frank with the good news and asked him to deliver it to 
Bruce and tell him he would come to the cottage to collect him.
 Frank said he would bring the boy to Joshua’s place. ‘Been 
meaning to come to town for some time,’ he chuckled.  

They arrived the next afternoon. Bruce leapt out of the car 
and hugged Joshua while saying ‘This is better than I could ever 
imagine.’  

‘I’ve told your teacher you’ll be back at school on Monday.’ 
The phone began to ring Sunday afternoon as Bruce’s friends 

learned of his return. By 9:00 p.m., Joshua told Bruce to shower 
and go to bed, and he would handle the phone calls. Joshua drove 
Bruce to school the next morning to ensure there were no hitches. 
Word of his return had spread among his schoolmates during the 
evening, and hundreds were waiting in front of the school, 
cheering his arrival. 

‘By all the excitement, you’d think we’d won the regional 
soccer championship,’ the principal said when he saw Joshua. 
‘What he did and the debate it started in the school may be the 
most important lesson the students learn this year.’ 

With Bruce in the lineup, the school went on to win the 
regional championship. The homeroom teacher said all the 
students were trying to keep up with him in class. He also worked 
hard around the farm and helped Joshua with some of his 
carpentry jobs. And he never said a word about his mother.



 

 

 

Ontario Shrugged 
Robert Barclay 

 
 
     had four kilometres of ice lying on top of me 15,000 years ago, 
and that’s enough to weigh a fella down. Imagine it: a great mass 
of solid precipitation stretching from the pole to halfway down 
the continent. You hear about Atlas holding up the world, but 
there’s a reality here. What it does, this mass of ice, is to weigh me 
down. I fall into a really deep depression. Imagine putting a black-
smith’s anvil in the middle of your Serta Perfect Sleeper Solace 
mattress. I know it’s difficult to visualize; you’d have to lug the 
anvil upstairs from the workshop for a start—a good one weighs 
around 250 lbs.—then hoist it up onto the bed (maybe a block-
and-tackle attached to a hook eye in the ceiling?) and lower it 
down really slowly. If you weren’t careful the impact would 
probably do some permanent damage to your Serta Classic Queen 
box spring. Anyhow, there you are, eventually, with your anvil 
nicely placed on the bed. See that big dent? Well, that’s me; the 
Ontario Canadian Shield of pre-Cambrian granite and sandstone 
humiliated by mere ice. Well, thank God for global warming 
because soon that glacial sumo wrestler started melting and began 
to get off my back, receding like the gums of a toothbrush denier. 

You’ve heard of the Champlain Sea? It covered the area where 
you’re probably sitting right now. Or lying nursing a hernia if 
lugging that anvil upstairs was too much for you. See, once the ice 
began to melt, water flowed in. Now here’s the thing that really 
pissed me off at the time: the ice was going away, sure, but what 
weighs just as much as ice? You got it. Still, there was some 
improvement with this power failure in the Frigidaire because the 
sea wasn’t all that deep, and I suppose being covered by water had 
its rewards. After all, fishes and marine mammals could sport and 
play above me, where before there was just this immovable, time-
deadening semi-global berg. But I still wasn’t happy to be weighed 
down with whatever, and we landmasses have our bounce-back 
protocols. Lift the anvil off the bed (oh, shit, why didn’t you clean 
the dirt and grease off first!) and watch good old Serta doing its 
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job. ’Course, your mattress springs and foam and whatnot do in 
seconds what takes me millennia, but the principle’s the same. I 
shrug in slow motion, that’s all. 

Very soon—in my long-view way of looking at it—the 
Champlain Sea became shallower and shallower, turning into a 
series of inlets, then into strings of lakes and rivers. Now I was 
starting to get my ground level back to the way it used to be before 
Mother Earth turned the Frigidaire on in the first place. I’ve only 
talked about the last cycle, even though there were lots of them 
over the eons, but I bounce back to normal every time. My 
comfort position—default, I suppose you could call it—is where 
the sun shines on me, plants grow into me, and animals roam over 
me. That’s when I’m stretched out fully, just a lazy layer of crust, 
plate-tectonically floating on the mantle in a contented continental 
drift. Idyllic, I suppose… but it never lasts long. 

Y’ know, when you think about it, the Great Lakes are just 
holes in the ground filled with water. And here’s the thing: they’re 
about as temporary as all that ice. Go off and measure the input 
and output: rain and meltwater coming down to fill ’em up, 
compared with outflow through the Soo, Niagara and the St 
Lawrence to the sea. Result? They’re emptying like your bath 
when you pull the plug out of the Moen stainless steel trap. Enjoy 
watching the greatest source of freshwater on the planet spiral 
down. But then, unlike me, you can watch the St Lawrence flow 
all your life and you still won’t have time to notice a damn thing. 
But as long as I keep raising my shoulders and doing push-ups—
well, one great big push-up really—the water will run off my back. 
Long before you came on the scene, I got halfway to having a slot 
carved in my hide between Lake Erie and Lake Ontario, I got the 
Ottawa River going over the Chaudière Falls, and the Rideau 
River pouring over a cliff. Not bad for the midpoint of my big 
stretch. Yes, you got that right; just halfway up so far. 

Now, the grand plan is this (and I can let you in on it ’cos you 
won’t be around, or any of your kind either): You know those 
Chaudière Falls that you stole from the native people and covered 
in concrete? Well, they’ll be twice as high, and their mighty waters 
will join the Rideau and Gatineau gorges and go roaring through 
the Rockcliffe Canyon to meet the St Lawrence. By this time the 
Niagara River will have carved its way right up to Lake Erie. Now, 
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won’t that be a sight? The whole of Erie, Huron and Superior 
emptying and barreling down the Niagara Gorge! That’s me 
pulling the plug on my gargantuan bathwater. Hellishly easy to 
lose the soap. Finally, my glacial bounce-back will be slowing to 
the point that I can start to relax and… oops, I was going to say 
chill out, but that would be a harbinger, and no mistake. 

Yes, the land you’re sitting on right now is still on its way up, 
and it’s got a good way to go yet. 

Ottawa rising. 
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The Challenge 
Joe Italiano 

 
 

   he start of Grade 10 a week away, with 25 observers enjoying 
the dodgeball game, Joe and a tweener teammate stood near a gym 
wall in an Ottawa community centre. Their remaining opponent, 
Brandon, approached the line dividing the gym in half. A buzz of 
anticipation rippled through the ‘crowd.’ Everyone expected 
Brandon to win; eight months older than Joe, of the two, he threw 
harder and caught better. 

Brandon muscleman-posed before pointing at Joe’s team-
mate. ‘You!’ 

Eyes wide and mouth agape, the boy froze. 
Brandon hurled the ball. It hit the tweener. Brandon turned 

and hurried to his wall. 
Joe grabbed the ball, said to the eliminated boy, ‘Good game,’ 

and advanced to the line. 
Leaning against his wall, Brandon twice moved his cupped 

hands between his hips and midsection as if he wore a champ-
ionship belt. 

Joe threw the ball. Brandon moved. It hit the wall and 
bounced back. Joe snared it. He threw again. Brandon caught it. 

As Joe backed up, an idea hit him. 
Brandon sauntered to the line and pointed. ‘You!’ He flung 

the ball, head high. Joe ducked. It smacked the wall and bounced 
back. Brandon grabbed it and threw, chest high. Joe caught it. 
Brandon turned and retreated. 

Joe took only one step forward with his left leg and, with his 
right hand, threw the ball harder and higher than usual so it would 
go farther. As Brandon neared the wall, the ball was losing 
velocity, dropping. Brandon was half-turned when the ball hit the 
side of his calf. 

People gasped. 
The two competitors met at the line. 
Brandon shoved Joe. ‘Working here don’t mean you shoot a 
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pal in the back. Let’s wrestle or box, see what happens.’ 
Joe pushed back. 
The young woman organizing the recreational programmes 

hurried over. Candace separated them. ‘Stop it.’ 
‘The baby needs a girl to save him.’ Sneering, Brandon 

stomped off. 
‘What’s with him, again? Aren’t you two of the Four Hombres, 

along with Tyler and Cory?’ 
Her breasts bulged her T-shirt. Joe felt as if his face neared a 

candle. He looked down. Her shorts revealed toned legs. ‘We… 
we are. He’s not used to losing.’ 

‘Well tell him to behave or he can’t hang here. And you 
showed that brains can beat brawn.’ 

 
The next morning, outside the community centre, to reward Joe 
for his unpaid help, Candace gave him gift cards for a fast-food 
restaurant. 

‘F-f-for me?’ 
Tyler arrived as she walked toward the building. Smiling, he 

gawked until she disappeared inside. ‘Nice. You’re so cool around 
her. Dah, f-f-for me?’ 

‘Chuck you. Where are Brandon and Cory?’ 
For two years, the four long-time friends had volunteered at 

the Civic Hospital’s Geriatrics Assessment Unit. They played 
checkers with or read to seniors. Lately, only Joe and Tyler went. 

Tyler flashed his smartphone. ‘Cory texted me. He’s helping 
Brandon.’ 

Joe shook his head. ‘All Cory does now is help Brandon. 
Bizarro.’ 

‘And Brandon’s acting bunk since his perv uncle moved in.’ 
‘Ask them to meet tonight.’ Joe displayed the gift cards. 

‘These’ll get eats, keep them righteous.’ 
Once Tyler, using his thumbs, texted the message, the boys 

trotted along the sidewalk. 
At the corner house, Mrs Delvecchio placed bowls of cat food 

on her porch steps beside two brown-paper sacks. Strays loved 
her. She flagged the boys. ‘I’ll pay you for cutting my grass 
yesterday.’ 

Joe and Tyler both shook their heads. ‘No, no thank you.’ 
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‘You sure? That’s hard work for only two. And the money will 
help when school starts.’ 

‘We’re sure,’ said the boys. 
‘Thank you. But why’s Brandon acting hinky? Saw him sneak 

from my yard last night.’ 
Joe stood motionless. Brandon what? 
Tyler elbowed him. ‘Her lingo beats yours. Right on, Mrs D.’ 
She snatched the paper sacks from her steps and gave one to 

each boy. Widowed after a 40-year marriage, Mrs D baked them 
goodies for cutting her grass or shovelling her snow. 

Joe checked his: pineapple squares. He kissed her cheek. She 
beamed. Tyler kissed her other cheek. ‘Thanks, Mrs D.’ 

 
In a downtown mall store, jeans riding low, tan cloth jacket open, 
heart pounding, Brandon approached the rack holding SD cards. 
Dummies left them unprotected. He scanned the store. The security 
camera pointed away. The clerks were busy. It’s their fault. He 
slipped an SD card into his inside jacket pocket, then went and 
fingered USB sticks while peering into the mall’s promenade. 

Carrying a white plastic bag, Cory neared the store. The bag 
hid a stolen USB hub, boxed, its cellophane packaging removed, 
its anti-theft device active. So, Brandon approached the two 
security columns and exited as the shorter Cory entered. The 
columns beeped. Extending his arms, palms up, Brandon turned. 
Cory shrugged and pulled out the hub. A clerk waved him over 
and deactivated its anti-theft device. Brandon got the idea three 
weeks ago when a clerk didn’t deactivate the anti-theft device for 
an HDMI cable he’d purchased and ignored him when the 
columns beeped. 

Fifteen minutes later, standing beside Confederation Park’s 
spouting wading fountain, Cory raised his hand for a high-five. 
Brandon rolled his eyes. ‘Don’t go mental.’ He pulled out a pack, 
offered his accomplice a cigarette, took one himself and searched 
his pockets. ‘Damn.’ 

‘Dawg, forget them again?’ Cory handed him a booklet of 
matches. ‘What’ll your folks say when they see another storage 
device after blocking you from saving porn to the hard drive or 
the Cloud?’ 

‘Whatever. They’re losers.’ Brandon lit both cigarettes and 
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tossed the match into the fountain. 
Cory held up his iPhone. ‘Tyler and Joe invited us to eat 

tonight.’ He snapped a selfie. 
‘Perfect. They can help hit Old Lady Delvecchio’s place.’ 
‘Rob Mrs D?’ Cory’s chin dropped. 
‘We wasted last year ’cause we’d no quid. If I say so, Tyler’ll 

do it.’ 
‘Joe won’t.’ 
Brandon grinned. ‘No shit. He’ll challenge me, winner decides. I 

don’t wanna put the hurt on him, so we’ll have a contest.’ 
‘What can you beat him at, ’cept wrestling and lifting weights?’ 
‘We’ll have a three-parter. A foot race: he’ll win. Arm wrest-

ling:  I’ll win.’ Brandon’s grin spread. ‘And a smartest-person test.’ 
‘Pffftt.’ Cigarette smoke burst from Cory’s nose. He cleared 

his throat. ‘Joe’ll win; he’s smarter than you. Isn’t that how he beat 
you at dodgeball?’ 

Brandon snickered. ‘He won’t win. Remember his granddad 
showed us Doctis’ Internet test.’ He flicked his cigarette away. 
‘His gramp’s a gearhead.’ In a squeaky voice, he said, ‘It means 
Learned Society. Docti is Latin for learned.’ 

Cory waved his hands like a referee signalling no goal. ‘Joe’ll 
ace it.’ 

‘Uh-uh. He hasn’t seen it; they changed it today. It’s got them 
word games he sucks at. I’ll win since they gave me the answers 
after I took the test.’ 

‘Can you remember them? You’d forget your dick if it wasn’t 
attached.’ 

Brandon displayed the SD card. ‘Let’s download videos to 
this, then I’ll study. I got a plan. We’ll do the challenge tomorrow 
morning.’ 

‘Joe could study too.’ 
‘He doesn’t cheat.’ 
 

That evening, the boys were discussing sports over burgers, fries 
and shakes. Brandon slouched. ‘Downloaded Billie Eilish videos. 
You wanna see them?’ 

Tyler sagged. ‘Can’t. I gotta leave soon to babysit my sister.’ 
Once the others agreed to watch the videos, Brandon said to 

Joe, ‘You looove her, but hotties like her and Candace don’t link with 



Joe Italiano 

243 

 

hobbits like you.’ He stood. ‘I need a smoke.’ 
They followed Brandon out. He lit a cigarette. 
Cory flossed, arms moving back and forth in front and behind 

him while swaying his hips. 
Joe frowned and waved the smoke away. ‘Smoking stinks. I 

couldn’t date a girl who…’ 
‘So, don’t date one. And dah, I’m not a girl, or can’t you tell?’ 
While the others laughed, Joe felt as if his face was aflame. 
Brandon kicked a discarded pop can onto the road. The others 

cringed as it barely missed a passing SUV. Brandon laughed. 
Joe shook his head. No respect. The grandfather that Joe was 

named after promoted respect for others. Last month, Gramps 
sent a photo of himself standing before a cruise ship’s ‘Wall of 
Honor.’ They’d elected him Most Popular Passenger. 

Brandon flicked his cigarette away. ‘Old Lady Delvecchio is 
ripe for the taking. I peeked in her rear glass door last night, saw 
her stash her loot. We can sneak in tomorrow.’ 

Joe’s eyes widened. ‘No way!’ 
‘Don’t wet your diapers. Man up!’ said Brandon. ‘Tyler, you 

in?’ 
Tyler bowed his head. ‘What if she sees us?’ 
‘Don’t be a mo. We’ll sneak in while she’s asleep. You in?’ 
Tyler hesitantly nodded. 
Brandon glared at Joe. ‘You?’ 
‘No, it’s wrong.’ 
‘We always follow Brandon. His schemes are totally rad.’ Cory 

flowed a hand sideways. 
Joe shuddered. He couldn’t let them rob Mrs D or let Tyler 

get involved. But if he quit the gang, he’d have to tattle if she was 
robbed. ‘I challenge this.’ 

Brandon grinned. ‘How about a three-part contest: a one-
kilometre race, arm wrestling, and an intelligence test?’ 

Finger quivering, Joe pointed at Brandon. ‘You got that idea 
too fast. Where’s the catch?’ 

‘Dude, chill. No catch.’ 
‘Yeah, sure. The first parts are okay, but how do we run this 

intelligence test?’ 
Without pausing to breathe, Cory said, ‘You guys can do the 

Doctis test. High score wins. We can set up two laptops in my 
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basement tomorrow morning.’ He exhaled. 
‘I work tomorrow morning.’ Joe’s stomach knotted. Cory 

never would’ve thought of Doctis, and the stooge’s words seemed 
practiced. 

‘Skip work.’ Brandon grinned. ‘An idiot runs the community 
centre’s programmes.’ 

‘No way!’ 
‘Whatever. We can do it in the afternoon.’ 
Joe glared at Brandon. ‘It’s a new test, isn’t it? You’ve seen 

the answers.’ 
‘Dude, me on their website? Ask Cory. It was his idea. You’re 

chicken.’ 
The stooge reddened. ‘I’ve… I’ve never seen him on their 

website.’ 
Joe’s neck hairs prickled. He had to agree even though 

Brandon clearly had seen the test. Doing the challenge at that 
moment was unthinkable since Tyler had to babysit and Joe 
wanted to avoid a two-against-one; Cory always backed Brandon. 
If the challenge occurred tomorrow afternoon or later, Brandon 
could study the test. 

‘I agree if we stay at Cory’s tonight and compete in the morn-
ing before my work.’ He prayed his friend’s memory would fail. 

Brandon extended his hand. ‘If you win, we do it your way. If 
I win, we do it my way.’ 

Joe hesitated before shaking Brandon’s hand. ‘I’ll get my stuff 
on the way to Cory’s.’ 

  
Before 7:30 the next morning, the boys assembled on the fine-
gravel track around the football field behind the high school. The 
sun shone. Birds chirped. Squirrels scampered across the green and 
brown grass that required mowing. 

Joe, in gym shorts, and Brandon, wearing jeans, stood at the 
starting line. Heart pounding, Joe stretched upward while waggling 
his legs. If he lost the race, the challenge was over; Brandon would 
win arm wrestling. When Tyler and Cory walked onto the grass, 
Joe leaned forward, one foot ahead of the other. Brandon 
slouched. Tyler called out, ‘One, two, three, go!’ 

Joe took off, pacing himself to run four laps. After ten seconds, 
he looked back. 
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Holding a cigarette while still at the start, Brandon walked 
onto the grass, sat and yelled, ‘You gotta finish to win!’ 

Once Joe ran his laps, they walked to Cory’s house, Brandon 
and Cory joking along the way. They entered the basement rec 
room. The walls were panelled, an LED TV hanging on one, a 
wireless printer on a stand below the TV. An old sofa rested against 
the opposite wall. Mid-room, laptops were back-to-back on desks, 
an old kitchen table beside them. 

Brandon put his right elbow on the table. ‘Let’s do it.’ 
Joe gripped Brandon’s hand. Cory counted to three. Joe 

nodded left, said, ‘Look, Billie Eilish?’ then pushed. Brandon grinned. 
Joe strained. Brandon slammed Joe’s hand down, released his grip 
and accepted Cory’s high-five. 

Joe’s stomach churned. 
The competitors now stood beside the computers, unable to 

see each other’s screen. Cory brought up the test on Brandon’s 
computer. Tyler did the same for Joe. At 8:00 a.m. the opponents sat. 
They had 30 minutes to submit their answers. 

The first of 30 questions asked them to choose an answer by 
clicking the correct box. 

Kathy likes 625 but not 624; she prefers 324 to 322; she likes 
256 but not 257. 

Which does she prefer? 
[]   400   []  500 
Those liked were squares of 25, 18, and 16. The answer was 

400, the square of 20. Joe marked this box. 
The next two questions also involved math. Nodding, Joe 

clicked the boxes. But question four broke the pattern. He had to 
choose which of five proverbs was closest in meaning to a certain 
saying. Joe clicked a box. Believing he was four for four and that 
Brandon would be getting antsy, Joe leaned sideways to observe 
him. His jaw dropped. Brandon was grinning. 

Questions five and six required math skills and Joe guessed, 
but he found the next seven questions simple. 

The following question caused Joe to cringe. Which four-
letter word can be added to the front of the given words to create 
other English words? 

BOARD    EYE    FLOWER   PAPER 
Joggling the mouse, he pictured Mrs D crying and Tyler in 
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jail. He considered skipping the question to save time, but the 
image of his grandfather before the ‘Wall of Honor’ popped to 
mind. Wall! Wallboard, wallflower. Joe typed the answer and 
moved on. 

Given the pattern in the sequence below, what number is 
missing? 

1331   729   343   ?   27   1 
He analyzed the pattern backwards: one cubed; three cubed; 

seven cubed. The answer was 125, 5 cubed. He heard a noise. 
Brandon was putting his feet up. What? 

Question 16 asked participants to unscramble the letters 
ALPTEECNU and find a word. Joe’s stomach churned: too many 
letters. He skipped it. 

Joe reached the last question with a minute remaining. He 
read: Another word can be made from the letters of INSINUATE. Can 
you find it? His chest tightened: too many letters. Joe then smiled, 
typed his response and submitted the form. 

Seconds later, the answers and his score appeared. Confident 
Brandon’s score would be lower than his 23 out of 30, Joe printed 
them. 

The competitors met. Both had 23. 
Brandon said, ‘Let’s lift weights to break the tie.’ Cory nodded. 
Heart pounding, Joe shook his head. Tyler placed a hand on 

Joe’s shoulder. 
Two against two. 
Unable to prove Brandon cheated, his hands shaking, Joe 

checked their responses. Doctis’ answer for the final question was 
ANNUITIES. Their computer had rejected both answers, but Joe 
believed his was correct. ‘I’m emailing them.’ 

‘Bite me, dingus. You think you’re smarter than Doctis? Besides, 
they’ll never answer you. And if they do, it’ll take days. We lift 
weights.’ 

‘They’ll answer. I’ve emailed them before.’ Joe bent to sit at the 
computer. 

Brandon pulled the chair away. Joe turned and seized the 
chair. Brandon held tight. They struggled. Joe shrugged, released 
the chair, then grabbed it and pulled. Brandon let go. Joe stag-
gered backwards and bumped a desk, almost knocking off the 
laptop. Brandon laughed. 
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Cory eased the computer to the middle of the desk. ‘Guys, 
please, my parents’ll kill me if you break anything!’ 

Joe sat, typed, and sent his question to Doctis in England. 
‘You’re nuts.’ Brandon ran his fingers through his hair. ‘You 

can’t wait for it; you’ll miss work.’ His hands now clenched, he 
glared at Tyler and Cory. ‘Tell him that.’ 

Cory said, ‘It’ll take ages.’ 
Staring at Brandon’s fists, Tyler nodded. 
Joe shook his head. ‘We wait.’ 
Brandon grinned. ‘Only ’til lunchtime. If there’s no answer by 

then, we lift weights.’ 
Joe bowed his head. ‘Let’s meet here after my work.’ 
 

Early that afternoon the boys reassembled in the basement. Hands 
trembling, Joe checked his Google Mail for new messages. None. 
He hung his head. 

Brandon raised both arms in victory. ‘We lift weights.’ 
Joe rechecked. A new email! Holding his breath, he opened 

it. Doctis had awarded him a score of 24. The question, Can you 
find it? had asked if he could unscramble INSINUATE and find 
ANNUITIES. Thinking it was a trick, Joe had answered: No. This 
was correct; he couldn’t. Doctis hadn’t phrased the question 
properly and would change it. Joe exhaled and stood. 

Brandon read the message. ‘That’s crap. Maybe they got one 
of my answers wrong, too.’ He chest bumped Joe. 

Joe bumped him back. ‘So, find it and email them. You can’t, 
can you?’ His legs trembled. 

Brandon pushed Joe. ‘We lift weights, ya baby, or we fight.’ 
Joe shoved back. Brandon tried to apply a headlock. Joe 

ducked, grabbed one of Brandon’s legs, lifted and shoved, send-
ing his opponent sprawling onto the couch. 

‘Guys, my parents’ll kill me if you break anything.’ 
Throat constricted and fists chin high, Joe bounced on his 

toes like a boxer. Tyler moved beside him. 
Brandon rose and snarled, ‘So, that’s how you want it?’ Hands 

clenched, he advanced. 
Tyler gulped and retreated. 
‘Bring it.’ Joe’s heart raced. 
Nostrils flaring, Brandon faked a jab with his left hand before 
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punching Joe in the stomach with his right and pushing him down. 
Joe rolled, stood, and leaned against one desk. His stomach hurt. 
He said to Cory. ‘You know I won even though Brandon cheated.’ 
He fingered a laptop. ‘Would you rather we fight, break things?’ 

Cory shrugged. ‘They… they gave you 24.’ 
‘What?’ Brandon glared at Cory. 
Joe ruled that they wouldn’t rob Mrs D. 
Tyler patted his back. 
Red-faced, Brandon said, ‘Don’t get mental. I’m gone. Come 

on, Cory.’ He went to the stairs before turning. ‘You coming?’ He 
snorted, ‘Suck it, traitor,’ and stomped out. 

Joe gasped. Brandon’s anger ‘told’ him that petulance was the 
word he couldn’t unscramble. 

For Joe, it was a half sunny day: no robbing Mrs D, but no 
Brandon, for now. 

 



 

 

 

The Rising on Fernbank Road 
Claire McCartney 

 
I could take the highway, but Fernbank from Stittsville main to 

Dwyer Hill is my yoga road 
 
 

Carve me a melody of sunburnt skies, 
Of warmth and fallows and dappled pink row hedge, 
Fire me a longing of swaying grass, 
Of bumbles and wildflowers and sweet flutterbyes. 
 
Forge me a memory of rising stars, 
Of dippers and ploughs and milkyweed paths, 
Then bury me deep sleep in a pleasure chest of spent sunsets, 
And let me rise again when the morning star wakens. 
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The Dandelion in the Pavement 
Janet Doyle 

 
 
        rs Deirdre Simmons finishes work on time today, but it’s 
already 5:40 and her bus still hasn’t arrived. While she is waiting, 
she watches a dozen people board their buses, a dozen people 
who are already on their way home to supper and warm homes. 
But she is left standing. 
 She stares at the office block on the opposite side of the road, 
pulls her scarf up over her chin, pushes her hands deeper into her 
pockets and hooks her bag more firmly on her sagging shoulder. 
That building is grey, she thinks. Grey like the road, and the 
pavement, and the sky. Even the air is grey. It’s all grimy, grey. She 
looks down at her own coat. Old, dreary and worn out. ʻUgh,ʼ she 
groans, and her shoulders droop further. Then her bag slips again, 
and she has to tug it up while the weight of it presses her down. 
 Her fingers, in their knitted gloves, clench and unclench in an 
attempt to keep warm, and to ward off frustration. She feels a 
twinge in the knuckles from arthritis. It’s always worse when it’s 
cold and damp. ʻCome on, bus,ʼ she mutters under her breath. If 
I don’t get home soon, Ron will fret. His support worker has to leave at 5:30 
and he’ll be on his own. It’s only for a short while, but he’ll get anxious. She 
wishes she could phone him and explain that she’ll be just a few 
minutes late, but Ron no longer understands how to use the 
phone. She had to remove the house phone because he would 
pick up the receiver and press random numbers thinking he was 
ordering a taxi or speaking to an old colleague he hadn’t worked 
with for twenty years. Her shoulder sinks again and she pushes 
the bag strap back into place with a grunt. Where is that bus? 
 She scans the line of traffic trailing down the road sending 
small splashes out under the tires from the last of the melted 
snow. The salt and grit lie fallow now, just waiting to be swept 
away in the clean-up, which is still a few weeks away. Soggy litter 
has moulded itself into the gutter and a discarded plastic bottle is 
clattering back and forth with the wash from the passing vehicles. 
Deirdre looks at the tip of her boots and lifts one foot, then the 
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other. She feels the hard concrete even through her boots, bland 
and unyielding. Out of the monotonous greyness, her eyes catch 
a tiny patch of colour. 
 It’s green. Not grey-green, or brown-green, or dead-green, but 
living green. It’s poking out through the joint between the curb 
and the path, just on the edge of the road. Has anyone else spotted it? 
There are two other people waiting at the bus stop now. The man 
is thumbing his cellphone and the young woman is staring up the 
road as if willing the bus to arrive. 
 Deirdre looks again at the green leaves that have found their 
way through the concrete. She imagines the tiny green shoots 
heaving and pushing with Herculean determination and feels her 
shoulders rise as if to complement the effort. Then a car, driving 
too fast, flicks the plastic bottle up the curb and directly onto the 
little plant. She watches the bottle skitter off down the pavement 
and turns back to see a bent leaf revealing a bright dab of yellow. 
The corner of her mouth turns up. A dandelion. You’re brave, she 
thinks. 
 As she is staring at the dandelion, a cloud shifts, a rent is torn 
in the grey, and a finger of low sun points down to the ground. It 
catches the petals which pop and shine so cheerfully she can’t help 
but smile. She pulls the scarf away from her face, takes her hands 
out of her pockets and feels her shoulders relax. It’s really not so 
cold. 
 Then there is a miracle. A bee skims across the concrete and 
alights on the dandelion. She gasps and almost laughs. She turns 
to the other occupants of the bus stop to exclaim, but they are 
engrossed in their own thoughts. A bee! Where did it come from? The 
evening sun continues to nudge through the clouds and the bee 
remains at its task. When the bus arrives, with a rumble, it flies 
away. She wants to admonish the vehicle for disturbing it and 
applaud the bee for its hardiness, but instead, she smiles to herself 
and climbs on. She presses her card to the ticket reader and 
watches the other two passengers. Neither set of feet disturbs the 
dandelion. 
 She’ll tell Ron about the determined little flower and the hardy 
bee while she’s cooking supper. He will sit at the kitchen table and 
watch her. She’ll tell him she’s making his favourite—pork chops 
and apple sauce—and he will say that it smells good. She will place 
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a kiss on his head and pat his shoulder. He will smile at the sound 
of her voice and the touch of her hand, and he will say her name, 
the one only he uses: Deedee. 
 She settles herself in her seat and rests the bag comfortably 
on her knees, and as the driver pulls away, she looks out of the 
window. Behind the bus stop, on the rough land where no buildings 
stand, and garbage and rusted shards of metal have been dumped, 
the sun is displaying, with a beautiful burst of early evening, spring 
light, an embroidered carpet of green and yellow dandelions. 
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Ode to Ottawa 
Anna Myatt 

 
 

      n 12 March 2020, the COVID-19 pandemic bomb exploded 
and, all of a sudden, everything changed. There was no warning of 
what was coming. In the blink of an eye, we lost normalcy, freedom, 
plus everything else that we held dear and had taken for granted. 
Social contact, getting together with loved ones, recreational 
activities, travel, working out at the gym and going to school or the 
office immediately stopped. Stores, malls and restaurants closed. 
Lockdown arrived and we had to stay home. There was nothing to 
do and nowhere to go. The news was depressing as we helplessly 
listened to the increasing case-count numbers. 
 There’s no question that this city has been through a lot over the 
past two years. The pandemic was a plethora of terrible events and 
it brought too much misfortune and sadness. We feared the worst 
and prayed for better times. 
 Looking back now, two years later, I wonder how we survived 
it all. But we did! How? Maybe because we fought diligently to adapt 
to the new world of COVID-19 restrictions, even while faced with 
a fallout of loss and adversity. 
 Our strength and determination were obvious and witnessed 
everywhere. We wore our masks in public and constantly sanitized 
our hands. We grappled with the overreaction by many of hoarding 
toilet paper, hand sanitizer and Lysol wipes, very precious pandemic 
commodities; and then overcame it as more companies began to 
produce these key materials. We tried to support local businesses 
via takeout and online shopping. We applauded the tireless efforts 
of healthcare workers, service workers and those in general who 
continued to bravely work under pandemic conditions. We lived 
through the lengthy delays of cancelled surgeries and health 
procedures while ‘seeing’ our doctors for medical attention over the 
phone. 
 Subsequently, when the vaccines arrived, we actively pursued 
booking our appointments online or by calling, sometimes waiting 
on the phone for more than an hour to get through and hoping not 
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to suffer the stress of being told to try again next week because all 
slots were now taken. What a disappointment! But when we did 
manage to secure those valuable appointments, we felt elated and 
energized. Then, on our ‘first vaccine day,’ we even posted photos 
on social media to happily announce that we got our shots. It really 
felt like a victory. 
 Later, as the inventory of vaccines available grew, it became 
much easier to secure appointments and so we persevered, getting 
the shot not only once but twice for ourselves, and then after, for 
our children. Some of us were even boosted. With the majority 
vaccinated, this was indeed the turning point, and we began to feel 
more hopeful that we would actually make it through. We wanted 
the lockdown to be done. We were ready to re-embrace our freedom. 
  As 2021 drew to a close, we started looking ahead to the new 
year with promise and anticipation. New Year’s Eve arrived, and we 
quietly welcomed 2022 cautiously, but with optimism. This had to 
be it! 
     But as the month of January dragged by, we found ourselves 
wondering why things had not moved forward at all. The Omicron 
variant caused a rise in cases, yes, but we were vaccinated now and 
also continuing the protocols of masking and physical distancing. 
What else could we do? Wasn’t it time to move to some form of 
reopening? No doubt, we were discouraged and depressed by the 
lack of progress. Frustration set in. We felt helpless. 
 Thus, as January 2022 was rolling out, the ‘Freedom Convoy’ 
rolled in. It began with a large number of truckers arriving in 
downtown Ottawa for a weekend of protests. This attracted more 
people to come out to demonstrate and occupy the streets. The 
weekend ended, but the protests did not. Instead, the convoy 
pledged to stay until pandemic mandates and restrictions were 
lifted. Before our eyes, it unbelievably transformed from an initial 
protest into an occupation of the downtown core, resulting in 
turmoil for local residents who were deluged by honking horns and 
diesel fumes, night and day. Local residents were soon afraid to 
leave their homes and local businesses had to shut their doors, 
losing substantial revenue. 
 Surprisingly, the convoy occupation lasted for about four weeks, 
until February 21st, which seemed like an eternity. Some even 
labeled it ‘a siege.’ It took multiple complicated maneuvers and 
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actions, including invocation of the Emergencies Act, to finally put 
an end to it, arrest the organizers and some protesters and remove 
the parked vehicles. Ironically, the lockdown also ended shortly 
thereafter. 
 Ottawa Mayor Jim Watson has been quoted describing the 
situation as ‘the most serious emergency our city has ever faced.’ 
Two years of suffering through COVID-19 and now this… but, 
unfortunately, the bad news was not yet over. On February 24th, 
during the week following the Beijing Olympics, Russia, a country 
of over 145 million people, invaded Ukraine, with a population of 
around 44 million. We watched the distressing footage as Ukrainians 
fought to defend their homeland. We were shocked and reacted by 
hurrying to donate and offer what help we could. 
 This war can only serve to reinforce the need to count our 
blessings and to be grateful that we live here. Ottawa is indeed a city 
of many noteworthy attractions, such as the Rideau Canal, 
Parliament Hill and the National Gallery, with pleasant neighbour-
hoods and surroundings. 
 Moreover, this community has deftly managed to weather the 
storm. We made it through the challenges of pandemic life and 
other blows on top of that. We lost two years of our lives and most 
of us have also lost loved ones, friends, jobs and routines. We all 
lost something. Our losses and sacrifices brought us together and 
we are united in our determination to successfully endure and 
recover. 
 We deserve a pat on the back! Despite it all, we persevered and 
can see the light at the end of the tunnel. We are at last on the road 
to real freedom! Congratulations Ottawa!  
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Biographies of Authors 

 
Alpay, Sam 

Sam (she/her) is a research scientist with a penchant for 
writing since childhood. Thanks to encouragement from a 
writer-friend, Sam began dabbling in creative writing in 2019 
and now can’t imagine life without it. 
 

Bailey, Tanya 
Tanya is the author of four chapbooks, vividly diverse haikus, 
poetical veering and the books Seemingly Provoked and Night 
Sky. Some of her collaborative works can also be seen in 
FeelsZine issue Anxiety II, and The Northern Appeal issues 6 & 
7. Her current project is still under construction. 

 
Barclay, Robert 

Bob is an award-missing author who lives in Ottawa. His career 
with the Federal Government entailed the writing of technical 
works in the field of musical instrument studies and museum 
object conservation. On retirement he decided to steer away 
from writing facts and start telling lies. He is the author of 
five excellent novels, none of which has garnered critical 
acclaim, awards or any other kind of recognition. Not sure if 
he’ll write another… 
 

Bickley, Ken 
Father of two, husband, Braille teacher (Canadian National 
Institute of the Blind), writing consultant, author of The Joy of 
a SEXagenarian’s Fond Memories (January 2022) and Faces of 
Evil: the 4th Face of Satan (awaiting publication in Spring 2022). 
Bridge teacher, retired lawyer, Certified Fraud Examiner 
(retired), retired historian, semi-professional Shrine clown 
(Klown Counsel for non-Shrine gigs specializing in ‘edu-
tainment’), semi-retired but between gigs; Certified Laughter 
Yoga Leader (in between gigs), Certified Stage Hypnotist (in 
between gigs), TESL teacher, former member of Ottawa 
Kiwanis, Ottawa branch of Shriners International. 
 



Biographies of Authors 

260 

 

Binkley, Alex 
Alex is a freelance journalist and author. He’s is a member of the 
Parliamentary Press Gallery and has published three speculative 
fiction novels with a fourth book, a fantasy novel, scheduled 
to appear this Fall. He has also had several short stories pub-
lished in various anthologies. 
 

Blake, Ivan 
Ivan was born in Britain, next door to his grandfather’s pub 
and three miles from Stonehenge. He did his undergraduate 
studies at Dalhousie University and graduate studies at the 
University of Chicago. He taught in universities for 15 years 
before joining the Federal Public Service. His books have 
received Eric Hoffer and Readers Favorite awards and reviews 
from Kirkus Reviews, Midwest Book Review and Readers Favorite. 
He has four books being released by Speaking Volumes this 
year. Since childhood, he’s enjoyed reading and writing horror 
and the fantastical, probably because of the Druids’ blood 
that flows in his veins. 
 

Blauveldt, Anna 
After completing the Post-Graduate Creative Writing Program 
of Humber College, Anna graduated with an MA degree in 
Creative and Critical Writing from the University of 
Gloucestershire, UK in 2019. Her children’s picture book, Kat 
and the Meanies, was published by Under the Maple Tree Books 
(Atlanta USA) in 2016. Her short stories ‘Irma’ and ‘Released’ 
appeared in the 2019 and 2020 OIW anthologies respectively, 
and ‘BFF’ came out in the March 2022 Conversations anthology 
of Unleash Press (Ohio, USA). Her two literary fiction novellas 
To Play at God and Ask Gloria were published in one volume 
in October 2021 by Publerati (Maine, USA). 

 
Bueno, Martin 

Martin is the author of the fantasy novel, The Rainbow Alchemist. 
Having worked backstage as a volunteer at the Ottawa Little 
Theatre, he has been involved as Head of Props on dozens of 
plays for close to 16 years. Working with talented actors and 
directors, all volunteers, is a great way to improve writing 
dialogue. 
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Buko, Valerie 
Valerie lives and teaches in Ottawa. She began writing for 
enjoyment at a young age and continued to work on her craft 
throughout earning a degree in English Studies. Valerie is the 
author of a number of self-published children’s picture books 
and short stories, and is currently focusing on writing adult 
fiction. 
 

Cavalcanti, Lúcia 
Lúcia is a Brazilian/Canadian academic who has made Ottawa 
her home since her retirement in 2019. She has a Doctoral 
Degree in Psychology and has published extensively as a 
former researcher on violence against women and children. 
Literature has been an additional area of interest and she has 
published articles on Virginia Woolf and Nabokov’s Lolita, as 
well as a children’s picture book in Portuguese. She has 
recently finished writing her memoir, The Purkinje Effect. She 
has two sons, one daughter and two grandchildren. 
 

Croken, Travis J. 
Travis is an author, creative coach and international writing 
mentor. Croken uses the pen name The Calm Scribe and lives 
in Ottawa, Canada with his wife and daughter. He has 
authored two children’s books, a book of short stories and a 
psychological thriller; he is currently working on a sci-fi trilogy. 
He works full time in the literary world with a live literary broad- 
cast called The Writer’s Chat, a writer’s podcast called Scribe’s 
Journey, and he hosts two writing groups. Croken recently 
opened a literary company, Wax Seal Productions, where he 
helps make the literary journey accessible to all. 
 

Doyle, Janet 
Janet was born and raised in Shrewsbury, England, a county 
town near the Welsh border. There was still a girls’ grammar 
school there at the time with wonderful women teachers, and 
that is where she had her formative education. Then she studied 
Combined Arts at Leicester University and went on to a 
teaching career. In 2008, she and her husband moved to 
Canada, first to Alberta and, five years ago, to Ottawa. During 
the pandemic, as well as reading voraciously, she started jotting 
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down story ideas and discovered a whole new world of 
invention. 
 

De Peralta, Germaine 
Germaine is a freelance technical writer and instructional 
designer currently based in Ottawa. She is also a Reiki Master 
and owns Reiki Wanderlust, where she teaches Reiki and 
offers healing and personal development sessions. Germaine 
worked as a journalist in Asia for 20 years before moving to 
Ottawa. She is passionate about writing, healing, teaching and 
travel. 
 

Fletcher, Susanne 
Susanne lives on the banks of Sawmill Creek, one of the many 
small streams that feed into the Rideau River. Daily walks 
along its pathways inspire her writing. Susanne's short stories, 
poetry, and creative non-fiction have appeared in The New 
Quarterly, The Antigonish Review, Our Times and Bywords, among 
others. 

 
Florio Graham, Barbara 

Bobbi is an award-winning author and a publishing consultant. 
Her website contains a great deal of free information, including 
resources for writers and publishers. 
https://SimonTeakettle.com 
 

Fulco, Angelo 
Angelo was born in Reggio Calabria, Italy, and arrived at Pier 
21 in Halifax in 1959. After an insurance/investment career 
in a large international company, he welcomed retirement in 
2012. His many passions include long-distance running, 
traveling, cooking, writing and spending quality time with his 
eight amazing grandchildren. Angelo’s stories, ʻMy Name is 
Not John Doe,’ ʻSunday’s Grace’ and ʻCrossing the Line’ 
have been published in OIW anthologies, and his poem, ‘If 
Fate Was My Slave,’ took third place in OIW’s 2021 Poetry 
Reading Contest. Angelo is very excited to be leaving for Spain 
this year to walk the 800-kilometre Camino de Santiago, which 
he plans to complete in six weeks. 
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Gelder, John V. 
John was born and raised in Mississauga, Ontario. Upon 
graduating from the University of Toronto, he moved to 
Ottawa to become the Eastern Canada representative for a 
large book publisher. After completing MBA studies at the 
University of Ottawa, he turned his attention to management 
consulting, ultimately starting his own practice, Gelder, 
Gingras & Associates. Writing has been a constant in his life 
whether it be professional writing for consulting work or 
creative writing for ʻtherapy.’ He has thus far self-published 
two works: one a short, coming-of-age story, and the other a 
book of poems. 
 

Godfrey, Thomas 
Thomas is the author of All Hail The Carrion King. Originally 
from England, he now lives in Ottawa, Canada, and has 
recently stepped into the publishing arena. His work combines his 
love of fantasy, mythology, and heavy metal into an explor-
ation of morality, mortality and fallen angels. You can find 
Thomas on his website or on his various social media: 
thomasgodfreyauthor.com 
 

Hamilton, Sharon 
Sharon is an Ottawa-based writer whose work has appeared 
in The Globe and Mail, the Literary Review of Canada, and the 
Ottawa Citizen among other publications. She serves as Chair 
for the Society for American Baseball Research’s (SABR) 
Century Research Committee, which celebrates important 
milestones in baseball history. With SABR, she has managed 
special anniversary web publications on Jackie Robinson and 
on baseball in the 1920s. She tweets about baseball, literature 
and jazz age cocktails: 
@livesliterary 
 

Italiano, Joe 
Joe developed his storytelling ability while a federal govern-
ment economist. He had the golden opportunity of writing 
a Good News Bulletin during a recession. Joe placed second in 
the 2013 Scene of the Crime Short Story Contest, second in 
the 2010 Audrey Jessup Short Story Contest and third in the 
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2016 Audrey Jessup. His stories ‘Gloria and Harriet’ and 
‘Broken’ appear in the OIW anthologies A Two-four of Tales 
and Short Stories for a Long Year. His present project is editing/ 
perfecting his science fiction novel; writing it allowed him to 
do research, his favourite part of the storytelling process. 
 

Jacobson, Jan 
Jan is a retired librarian and part-time musician. She is one of 
four writers of the book Travel Dreams and Nightmares:  Four 
Women Explore the World, with Louise Szabo, Barbara Brown, 
and Wendy Quarry, which was nominated for the Whistler 
Independent Writer’s prize. She has also published an 
autobiography, Daughter of an Unknown Soldier, and contributed 
four poems to the anthology, COVID 19 Chronicles. She lives 
in Ottawa with her husband and dog, Sammy. 
 

Keenan, Mike 
An award-winning poet, newspaper columnist, travel writer, 
podcaster, blogger, published in every major Canadian 
newspaper and myriad magazines, Mike is a former president 
of the Canadian Authors Association, Niagara Branch and the 
Travel Media Association of Canada (Ontario). A member of 
the American Society of Travel Writers, he served on 
municipal council in Niagara (four terms) and the Association 
of Municipalities of Ontario. He founded the Council on 
World Affairs of Canada, a non-profit charity, promoting 
Model United Nations debating. He has led many workshops, 
including a week-long course on humour writing at the 
Chautauqua Institution in New York. 

 
Kennedy, Janet Anne 

Janet was born in Cornwall, Ontario, and now resides in 
Ottawa. She had careers in the federal Public Service and 
Canadian Forces Primary Reserve and earned two diplomas 
and a degree. She enjoys reading, writing, photography, gene-
alogy and crafts. She can be reached at: 
https://www.facebook.com/janet.kennedy.3154 

 
Kennedy, Ruth 

Ruth is an emerging writer who lives, works and plays in 
Ottawa. Her writing interests include poetry, creative non-
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fiction, memoir and more recently, fiction. Professionally, she 
has deployed her talents pursuing careers in teaching, learning 
design and management. In addition to writing, she enjoys 
dabbling in oil painting and paddling her kayak on local lakes. 
Her goal is to transform her experience of life’s rich mysteries 
into stories that touch the lives of others. 
 

Lafond, Virginia  
Virginia’s book, Grieving Mental Illness: A Guide for Patients and 
Their Caregivers, Toronto: University of Toronto Press, 1994 
(second edition, 2002) remains in print. Her anthology chapters 
are found in: C. Perris and P. McGorry, (eds.), Cognitive Psycho-
therapy of Psychotic and Personality Disorders: Handbook of Theory 
and Practice, Chichester: John Wiley, 1998; and Lobban, F. & 
Barrowclough, C. (eds.) A Casebook of Family Interventions for 
Psychosis, Chichester: John Wiley, 2009. She has completed 10 
years as editor of The Seed Keepers, the national newsletter of 
the Catholic Network for Women’s Equality. 

 
Lehmann, Peggy 

Peggy is a writer with a focus on spirituality. She has had short 
stories published in the previous five OIW anthologies: ‘The 
Message of the Rose’ appeared in Thirty at Thirty; ‘Julie’s 
Choice’ in Ottawa One Five O; ‘Claire’s Legacy’ in Twenty in Eighteen; 
‘The Essence of a Mother’ in A Two-four of Tales; and ‘Whispers 
of the Soul’ in Short Stories for a Long Year. Peggy lives in 
Ottawa with her family and is working on several writing 
projects. 

 
Mancini, Ermelinda 

Ermelinda is a retired public servant. She worked in the 
Communications Division of the Canadian Museum of 
History as the media relations coordinator, writing press 
releases and information materials for exhibitions, programs, 
films and other museum-related activities. With the Museum’s 
constant turnover of events, it made for interesting and 
creative daily writing. She holds a certificate in writing from 
Niagara College. She is a member of the Canadian Children’s 
Book Centre and Ottawa Independent Writers, both tre-
mendous sources of information and support. Her best role 
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in life has been as a nonna to her beautiful grandchildren, who 
inspire her to write her stories. 

 
Mardelli, Suha 

Suha is an emerging writer from Ottawa who traded her well-
trodden corporate high heels to spend a year writing in 
Birkenstocks. She spent 22 years living in Dubai and draws 
on her experiences as an entrepreneur and ‘love of listening 
to people’ into thought-provoking stories. She is currently 
photographing food for her new cookbook and writing her 
first novel. At one point, she wrote stories about food on her 
blog with recipes included: 
www.papergrape.com 

 
McCartney, Claire 

Claire Edel McCartney has been a writer for several decades 
in various fields of technology. In addition to writing, Claire 
enjoys photography, art, finding magic in the ordinary and 
sharing life with family and friends. 
 

McMillan, Ann 
Ann decided to take up writing when she retired from govern-
ment science. She realized that she was, in fact, being paid to 
write briefing notes and thought she could do a better job on 
more interesting material. Ann lives on 10 acres west of Stittsville 
where she watches the cedars grow and cultivates a bit of 
garlic. She has recently taken up golf and is rapidly becoming 
a fanatic. She is also a member of a breast cancer survivor 
dragon boat team. 
 

Myatt, Anna 
Anna is a local author of a children’s book, I am Jack, the true 
story of her pet dog. Launched one year before the pandemic 
with a book reading/signing at Chapters-Indigo, it was well 
received. Children really like the story and parents/ grand-
parents enjoy reading it to their little ones over and over again. 
Also, Anna and Jack visited elementary schools to read to 
kindergarten, and grades 1 and 2 classes. They’re available to 
do it again when it’s allowed. Anna also contributed ʻ2020: 
the Year that Wasn’t’ to Covid-19 Chronicles and ʻAfter the 
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Year that Wasn’t’ to Part 2 of that publication. 
www.iamjackbook.square.site 

 
Negrijn, Meghan 

Meghan was born in Newfoundland and has been a reluctant 
nomad for the last 15 years. She started out writing poetry and 
short stories but now focuses on novels, writing in science 
fiction, historical and romance genres. Trained as an archae-
ologist, historical interpreter and technical writer, Meghan 
uses her hunger for knowledge to fuel her writing. She’s just 
as likely to be researching Victorian chimneys as how to fly a 
spacecraft. 

 
Nevins, D.H. 

D.H. Nevins lives with her husband and a very lazy cat in a 
small community just outside Sharbot Lake, Ontario. She has 
recently published Angel of Ashes and Dust, the third and final 
book in her dystopian fantasy series, The Wormwood Trilogy. If 
you would like to learn more about the author and her work, 
visit: 
www.dhnevins.com 

 
Prattis, Ian 

Ian, Zen Teacher, Anthropology Professor Emeritus, peace 
and environmental activist, was born in the U.K. He has spent 
much of his life living and teaching in Canada. His 19 moving 
and eye-opening books are a memorable experience for 
anyone who enjoys reading about primordial tendencies. He 
is an award-winning author and his poetry, memoirs, fiction, 
articles and blogs and pod-casts appear in a wide range of venues. 
 

Raab, Kelley 
Kelley holds a PhD in religious studies. She taught for 14 years 
prior to transitioning to the mental health field; currently, she 
works part-time as a psychotherapist. As the author of two 
nonfiction books, several short stories and two children’s books, 
Kelley gravitates towards characters who are different, don’t 
fit in, don’t do what they’re supposed to, or feel like they don’t 
belong. 
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Romano Milne, Anna 
Anna is a career public servant who has spent the last three 
decades using the power of prose to shape Canadian public 
policy. With economics degrees from the University of Ottawa 
and Carleton University, one of her proudest moments remains 
receiving the Writer’s Craft Award from her Grade 13 
English teacher. In 2019, Ottawa’s Italian community news-
paper L’Ora di Ottawa published six of Anna’s stories, focused 
on the Italian immigrant experience. Anna is a member of the 
Association of Italian Canadian Writers and is currently 
working on a collection of poems. 

 
Rosolen, Norm 

Norm is a senior who has been writing short stories as a hobby 
for 12 years now. To be selected for the 2022 OIW anthology 
is an honour he very much appreciates. He’s proud to say he’s 
had a story included in the previous five anthologies as well. 
The story for this edition reflects some of  the feelings he gets 
when he sees panhandlers. Face to face, the homeless and like 
people who are deeply troubled challenge our emotions with 
disgust and distrust, but also empathy. They have their stories, 
fascinating as well as sad, that we rarely hear. 
 

Schmolka, Diane Stevenson 
Diane was born and raised in Montreal but moved to Ottawa 
in 1969. She has composed, performed and directed for over 
60 years. She has been creating music and stories, writing 
articles for online magazines and community newspapers. She 
has been teaching music since the age of 16 but retired in 
2017. She still composes, helps produce music and other 
mixed media events, heads the library team in her apartment 
building, and co-creates activities. She has been a published 
poet since the age of nine. She has also been an erstwhile amateur 
character actor. 
www.officiant-music.ca 

 
Sevigny, David 

After graduating from the University of Toronto with a degree 
in economics, David joined the Canadian government. He 
subsequently worked with the Bank of Canada, Finance 
Canada and Global Affairs Canada in a variety of positions 
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and was posted to Washington and Singapore. David is 
married to a long-suffering and loving wife and has four 
surprisingly well-adjusted daughters. In his spare time, he 
enjoys jogging, skiing and playing golf badly. 
 

Sharma, Jagjeet 
Jagjeet is a poet and author, and hosts a radio show on CKCU 
FM 93.1 Ottawa. She has authored three collections of poems: 
Nature’s Subtle Seductions, 2018; Fragments, 2019 and Raindrops, 
2020. COVID 19 Chronicles—Reflections on the 2020 Pandemic 
was published in 2020 and Part 2: Road to Recovery, in 
2021. Jagjeet contributed to the OIW Anthology, Short stories 
for a Long Year, 2020; Love & Catastrophē Poetrē, June 2021; the 
Glebe Report and Canadian Literature: A Quarterly of Criticism and 
Review. She is a member of the OIW board and founder/ 
member of the Ottawa Ethnic Media Forum. 

 
Smith, Ralph 

Ralph is author of the novels Bright Deep (2013), Concession 
Street Secrets (2019) and Twitch: The Foundling’s Quest (2021), as 
well as short stories and poems that have been published in 
journals and anthologies. In 2012, he completed a PhD in 
English Literature at the University of Ottawa and he 
graduated from the Stanford Certificate Program in Novel 
Writing in 2016. Living in Ottawa with his wife and family, he 
continues to write historical fiction. 

 
Szabad, Stevie 

Stevie Szabad is the social media persona and speculative 
fiction penname for the real person Michele Sabad, author 
of Camp Follower: One Army Brat’s Story. Michele is retired from 
careers as a database administrator, computer programmer, 
and lifeguard. She was born in Calgary, Alberta, but grew up 
on military bases in both Canada and Germany, and now lives 
with her retired Air Force husband of over 40 years, Don, in 
Aylmer, Québec. 
 

Szabo, Louise 
Louise resides in Ottawa, her hometown. She is the author of 
Lucy’s Road Trip, RVing Across Canada and co-author with 
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Barbara Brown, Jan Jacobson and Wendy Quarry of Travel 
Dreams and Nightmares, Four Women Explore the World. She has 
been published in the Globe and Mail and several times in the 
Ottawa Citizen. She has twice won the City of Ottawa 55+ 
Writing Contest and was once an honorary winner. Her short 
stories have appeared in Our Canada magazine and online. 
Louise loves travel, her family and cottage life. 
www.everythingzoomers.com 
 

Taylor, Maggie 
Maggie lives in Ottawa, Ontario. She has a BA from the University 
of Ottawa and an MA from Saint Paul University. She is a 
playwright of farcical murder mystery dinner plays, which 
have been performed at various venues. Her short stories have 
twice been shortlisted for the Capital Crime Writers Award. 
Short stories have been published in five Ottawa Independent 
Writers’ anthologies; ʻMaking it Right’ was awarded 3rd place 
in Twenty in Eighteen. Maggie is developing plays, writing poetry 
and short stories, and has a novel in the works.  

 
Walter, Jennifer 

The healing power of nature has always called to Jennifer, 
especially during the quiet winter months when most people 
are settled inside. It is often during snowy walks or while 
pausing for a meditation break under a tree, that creativity 
blossoms and Jennifer is inspired to write. Jennifer has written 
many poems and short stories in her lifetime; the one 
published here is the first she has shared publicly. An all-in 
mom, seeker of Zen and joy, lover of music and movement, 
and amateur neuroscience nerd, Jennifer calls Ottawa home 
and spends most of her time connecting with friends and 
family. 
 

Whiddon, Alison 
Ottawa resident Alison, winner of the Carleton University 
2013 Creative Writing Competition, is a retired librarian with 
a passion for all things literary. Alison has a BA Hons. in 
English from Carleton University and a Masters in Library 
Science from University of British Columbia. Her essays have 
been published in the Globe and Mail ʻFacts and Arguments,’ 
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her short stories in the literary journal Feathertale and the 
Canadian Authors Association publication, Byline. In December 
2020 and October 2021, her poetry appeared in Bywords.ca.  
Writing poetry is like juggling the ingredients of a new recipe 
until the taste satisfies your emotional appetite. 

 
Zanyk, Lisa 

Lisa Zanyk has worked as a journalist, arts administrator, 
editor, director and teacher, and in other pursuits. As Co-
Artistic Director and Producer of Chamber Theatre 
Hintonburg, she directed world-class theatre in a minimalist 
ʻpoor theatre’ tradition, popular in taverns. As a producer and 
writer-broadcaster, she created sound for CBC Radio. Her 
long-time paid gig was in Cultural Services with the City of 
Ottawa. Lisa has a Certificate in Law. She is involved with the 
ALS Society and Dying with Dignity. She writes poetry, 
essays, creative non-fiction, lays, memoirs and obituaries, and 
edits other writers’ work. She has beautiful adult children, a 
supportive family, and cherished friends and animals. 
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