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IN CAMERA

GROWTH AND DECAY

n April 26, 1986, the reactor at the Chernobyl

Nuclear Reactor Plant near Pripyat, Ukraine, under-
went a series of failures that resulted in the worst nuclear
disaster in history. Deadly radioactive contamination
spewed into the air, precipitating the evacuation of more
than 100,000 citizens and the creation of a thirty-kilometre
Exclusion Zone surrounding the plant.

In the summer of 1994, the photographer David McMil-
lan read an article in Harper’s magazine by Alan Weisman
about the aftermath of the Chernobyl disaster. He described
to the essayist Claude Baillargeon for the book Growth and
Decay how he became fascinated with the place—it piqued
his teenage Cold War fears and reminded him of a dysto-
pian novel he’d read as a youth, On the Beach by Nevil Shute,
about the aftermath and fallout of a nuclear war. By October
of that same year, McMillan gained access to the Exclusion
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Zone. He spent five days during this first visit exploring the
area, unrestricted apart from warnings not to linger in areas
where high levels of radioactivity had been measured. Dur-
ing the course of his subsequent twenty-two visits (over the
next twenty-five years), he has made pictures of abandoned
military complexes, elementary schools, streets, theme
parks, playgrounds and medical facilities, and observed the
speed with which nature reclaimed areas that were once
the domain of humans and their infrastructure. McMillan’s
photographs convey a powerful sense of the stark contrast
between growth and decay, of the resilience of nature, and
the eerie spectre of a post-human world.

David McMillan is a Scottish-born Canadian photogra-
pher. His work is held in public collections, including those
at the National Gallery of Canada. Growth and Decay, was
published by Steidl in 2019. —AnnMarie MacKinnon
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MISCELLANY

GEIST AT LARGE

eist  contributing editor and
Francophile Michael Hayward
recently paid homage to the great
French writer Colette by leaving a
copy of Geist 111 at her grave in the
Pére Lachaise cemetery in Paris. Hay-
ward told us: “The magazine seemed a
suitable offering, some reading mate-
rial for the afterlife. I thought that
Colette might enjoy Ola Szczecinska’s
“Symbiosis in Warsaw” (Geist No.
111), a memoir of the year she lived
with her grandmother in Poland,
since so much of Colette’s own writ-
ing draws on memories of her past.”
—The editors

HOOKED

friend at work told me about
your magazine and dropped a
copy off at my desk. I opened it to page
13, to a piece called “In Memoriam:
Edith Iglauer, 1917-2019” (by Mary
Schendlinger, No. 112) and started
reading. I was mesmerized. What a
wonderful piece. By the time I fin-
ished the last sentence, I was hooked
and knew I had to get a subscription.
I can’t wait to receive my first copy.
—Sandra McTavish, Toronto

Thanks for your kind note and welcome to

Geist, Sandra! —The editors
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ROYAL TEA

I enjoyed reading Jocelyn Kuang’s
piece (“27,000 Cups of Tea,” No.
105) about attending a Buckingham
Palace garden party. After university
and travel in Europe on a thirty-day
Eurrail train pass I found out that a
citizen of a Commonwealth country
could apply for a two-year working
holiday visa for the United Kingdom.
I stayed at a student hostel in Norfolk
Square, near the Paddington train sta-
tion and every Sunday went to Speak-
er’s Corner in Hyde Park to listen to
the speeches. I also went to a Royal
garden party and my experience was
very similar to Jocelyn’s. I stood about
two feet away from Her Majesty while
she was being introduced to a couple
and I heard her say it was a lovely day

for a garden party.
—Fred Burgess, Toronto

WRITE TO GEIST
2 Thoughts, opinions, comments and
queries are welcome and encouraged, and
should be sent to:

The Editor, Geist
letters@geist.com

Snailmail:

#210 — 111 West Hastings St.
Vancouver BC V6B 1H4

Letters may be edited for clarity, brevity
and decorum.



NOTES & DISPATCHES

Mummified

SHYLA SELLER

Uncovering a centuries old stench

Last month I went to an archivist
conference in Toronto, where my
friend Jean recently moved to take a
job as Conservator of Organic Mate-
rials at the Royal Ontario Museum. “I
have my own lab,” she told me, “You
can come see my mummy!”

I left the conference early one day
and walked from the hotel through
Queen’s Park, into the giant rotunda
entrance of the ROM. Jean came
through a side door to come get me.
I signed in, passed through security,
and ended up the twenty-fifth visitor
of the day to the staff-only area.

Jean’s lab was around 350 square
feet, a square room with windows
that faced onto the length of green-
space known as the Philosopher’s
Walk on the University of Toronto
campus. Against the walls of the lab

stood shelves that carried small arti-
facts on white trays covered by clear
plastic, and supplies, including plastic
and cotton sheets, sorbents, paints and
labelled bottles of chemicals. There
was a counter with a sink, an eye-
washing station and a microscope next
to a Plexiglas isolation workspace with
a ventilation hood. Her desk was in
the corner closest to the windows. It
was covered with pieces of paper and
various conservation books, includ-
ing Fungal Facts and Conservation of
Leather and Related Materials.

The centre of the room was filled
with several tables and a couple of
carts. On one table lay a mummi-
fied gazelle; on another lay paintings
made of wire and wood, some felted
wool dolls and shoes made from rab-
bit. And on the table closest to her

IMAGE: Gaston Maspero working on a mummy in Cairo, 1886. Artist unknown. Wikimedia Commons.

desk was a coffin-shaped object cov-
ered by an opaque plastic sheet.

Jean lifted the plastic sheet to
reveal the mummy: a dark brown
figure, about four feet tall, surpris-
ingly well-preserved, and stll very
human looking. A frame surrounded
the mummy, to keep the plastic sus-
pended above it, and the body lay
on a bubble-wrapped piece of ply-
wood. The thing I noticed first was
the smell: a bit like wet beef jerky,
very strong. Jean told me that the two
components of the smell of a mummy
are cadaverine and putrescine, chemi-
cal compounds produced during the
putrefaction of animal flesh, putres-
cine being the smell of rotting fish.
“You never get used to it,” she said.

Some of the linens on the mummy
were cut open and frayed. Jean pointed

Notes & Dispalches 7



to the mummy’s spine, which was
broken; the mummy isn’t completely
whole. “His name is Jutmosa,” Jean
said. “We used to call him Jeremy, until
the museum’s Egyptologist stepped in
to give him a less ridiculous name.”

Jean said that Jutmosa died some-
time after 1320 BCE and before
320 BCE. He was brought over from
an undetermined site in Egypt in
1910. ROM staff believe that Jutmo-
sa’s grave was robbed, and that the
grave robbers smashed in his skull. He
likely had jewels resting on the depres-
sions where his eyes (now packed
with linen) were and amulets resting
like necklaces on his collarbones—all
taken. Jean said that the coffin he was
found in had been used previously
for the burial of a woman named Ta-
Khat, who died around 1320 BCE, so
there was no contextual information
about who Jutmosa was when he was
first collected by the ROM. Egyptians
often would reuse coffins; they would
remove a mummy and leave it in a
tomb, and use the coffin again for a
newly mummified body.

Jean told me that apparently the
ROM has a photograph from the
1920s of a museum technician pos-
ing with scissors, cutting some of the
linen wraps off Jutmosa’s body. In the
1920s and 1930s, mummy unveiling
parties were popular museum events;
you weren’t considered a legitimate
museum without an Egyptian mummy
in your collection. Everyone wanted
one. The demand was so great, Jean
told me, that some enterprising dealers
would dig up relatively young (800-or-
so-year-old) Coptic Christian corpses
naturally preserved in sand, wrap them
in linens, and sell them to institutions
as if they were real mummies from
Ancient Egypt. Those corpses weren’t
embalmed, just naturally mummified,
so they rotted very quickly.

Jean told me an apocryphal story
about Dr. Augustus Granville, an
Italian physician and writer, who led
a mummy unveiling party for the
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Royal Society of London in the mid-
nineteenth century. For ambience, he
lit several candles that he constructed
using the wax he found in the coffin of
the mummy, believing it was authentic
Ancient Egyptian wax. “That candle,”
Jean said, “it was actually the mummy.
Mummies melt!” She explained that
human fats, flesh and collagen can

saponify and become a waxy, soapy
liquid. When that happens, the origi-

nal form of the mummy’s corpse is

only held up by ancient, encrusted lin-
ens. With bones inside.

I looked down at Jutmosa, at his
eyelashes, the expression on his face,
a laugh line more pronounced on one
side of the face than the other, and
the beautifully posed hands, finger-
nails intact. Jean said that she’s not
sure what will be under him if she
ever gets him off that bubble wrap.
Maybe only pools of mummy liquid.
This image gave me a strange feeling
in my stomach.

“Do you ever try to give them
back?” I asked.

Jean said that there is no repa-
triation program for human remains
Egypt has
enough of their own mummies, and

from Ancient Egypt.

they don’t need any back from any-
one else. But displaying human
remains has changed since the days of
mummy unveiling parties; museums

are questioning the ethics of exhib-
iting people for other people to look
at. It’s difficult and fraught to get rid
of an item once it is in your collec-
tion. So they remain with the institu-
tions who collected them, and their
staff care for them the best they can.
“They deserve our respect and study
and care,” Jean said. “And mummies
are still very popular with museum-
goers. The kids especially love mum-
mies, anything Ancient Egypt really.”

The thing that’s really unusual
about Jutmosa is that, unlike most
mummies, he hasn’t been X-rayed.
Ionizing radiation, used for X-raying,
kills DNA. This means that it is pos-
sible, though very unlikely, that Jean
could get a viable DNA sample from
Jutmosa’s petrous pyramid, a part of
the temporal bone behind the ear.
Jean’s colleague recently gathered
a sample and sent it for analysis in
the ROM’ ancient DNA lab. Tests
of ancient DNA, or aDNA tests, are
long and labour intensive and require
a lot of amplification. They are also
easily tainted. If a cat had been in the
tomb with this mummy, she explained,
the results would probably just read
cat, cat, cat.

Until about twenty years ago Jut-
mosa was on semi-permanent display
in good climate-controlled condi-
tions, in a positive pressure case with
filtered light. Then he was put on this
bubble-wrapped slab in temporary
storage. There he stayed, until end-
ing up here in Jean’s lab. Whoever put
him there probably never intended to
leave him there for so long, but things
happen, conservation work support-
ing exhibitions and loans and events
can easily take priority over other
collections-related activities. I think
of some of the neglected collections
at the archives where I work: there’s
never enough staff, never enough
funding.

At this point Jean and I took a
break and Jean checked her email. I
thought about the last time Jean and
I looked at human remains together,

PHOTO: Jutmosa, by Shyla Seller



on a trip we took in the early 2000s,
when we visited the corpses of Mao
and Lenin on either end of the Trans-
Siberian Railway. After that trip we’d
spent a lot of time reading about
Lenin’s embalmer, who consulted on
other Communist embalming proj-
ects, possibly including the embalm-
ing of Mao. The bodies of Lenin and
Mao are kept under glass, regularly
treated with embalming liquid, and
they are only exposed to brief periods
of low light during viewing hours. You
can’t get close enough to really see
the texture of the flesh, and you don’t
know what’s under the clothing they
wear. It struck me that the only dead
bodies I'd seen in person were those
of my grandmother, shortly after her
death, Mao, Lenin and Jutmosa.
“This mummy,” Jean said, “is
right on the verge of being preserv-
able.” She said she plans to rewrap
the cut linens, store Jutmosa as
best as she can, in a non-acidic, dry
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by Mark Laha
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environment, and deal with any bee-
tle infestations she may find lurking
underneath him; mummies are par-
ticularly attractive to the dermes-
tid beetle. She will put the pieces of
the skull back together and try to
prevent further damage to the body
from acid hydrolysis and other dete-
riorations. She is hopeful that maybe
they’ll get some usable results from
the aDNA Iab and be able to learn a
bit more about him.

Ideal storage for mummies like Jut-
mosa is in a bag made from polyethyl-
ene laminated with a siloxane layer, to
keep out all oxygen and maintain a low
relative humidity. But then, because
such bags aren’t perfectly clear, they
make the mummy less accessible for
research and study. What’s the bal-
ance between accessibility and preser-
vation? As an archivist, this question
informs my job as well, as I work, not
with human remains, thankfully, but
with photographs, documents and
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0PPOSABLE
THUMBS

by Stuart Ross

978.1-77214-126-9 | §18

HUMMING NOISE
by Howard White

978-1-77214-141-2 | $18

artifacts made and used by humans;
there are enough ethical quandaries
and preservation difficulties around
the collecting of this documentary
evidence of human activity. Like the
items in the collection I care for, the
artifacts in Jean’s lab each have their
own chemical composition, their own
preservation requirements and sched-
uling demands, and their own stories.

It was the end of the day and we
began to pack up to take the subway
to Jean’s house. Her co-parent was
making lasagne for dinner. I had a
presentation to prepare for the next
morning. Jean put the plastic over the
mummy and the centuries-old smell
was contained again.

Shyla Seller works as an archivist and edi-
tor in Vancouver, on the unceded traditional
territory of the Musqueam, Squamish and
Tsleil-Waututh First Nations.
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Biking Around with Ondjaki

HAN FUSEN

Fust decide what happens and worry about the rest later

fter his talk at the Vancouver

Writers Festival last fall, the
Angolan writer Ondjaki—considered
one of the great writers of magical
realism today—stepped offstage and
joined the audience shuffling toward
the exit.

I turned to Ondjaki and gave him
a nod. He stuck out his hand to shake
mine and said, “Obrigado, for being here.”

I thanked him for bringing up
his grandmother, who was 103 years
old, in the discussion on stage. He
had remarked that in his childhood
his grandmother loved to recount
her past to him. Now that he was
forty-two, he had joked, his back was
starting to hurt from carrying the
weight of her stories. “It reminded
me of my own nainai,” 1 said. “She
spun tales in idle air.”

The crowd stopped moving. Ond-
jaki and I were among a troop of
silver-haired people. Nobody seemed
to be in a hurry to leave.

“By the way,” Ondjaki said. “I'm
Ndalu.”

I shook his hand a second time.
I introduced myself with my Eng-
lish name. “So Ondjaki is your pen
name?” I asked.

“You don’t have another name?”
he said.

I explained that my other name,
Han Fasén, hampers introductions.
The tones—the first, falling; the sec-
ond, rising; the third, held high and
flat—determine half the meaning.
“English names are adopted easily
here,” I said.

“Ndalu is not easy,” Ondjaki said.
“But it will be easy for me to call you
Han.”

At the door, Ondjaki put on red
wool gloves. I told him he was lucky
to be in Vancouver at this time—no
rain, clear skies. It was forecasted to
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last one more day. “That’s a rare treat
for October,” I said.

“Wouldn’t you like to show me
your city?” Ondjaki said. He had not
yet ventured far from the festival site,
Granville Island, an artisan shopping
and entertainment district, jammed
with colourful market stalls, artist stu-
dios, galleries, street performers, that
one place that sells hammocks, and a
ton of seagulls.

I was caught off guard. I hadn’
entertained the idea of wandering
around town with a writer of magi-
cal realism. He could better spend
his time with some of the promi-
nent writers who had gathered in
Vancouver for the festival. I imag-
ined him sitting down for brunch
with Esi Edugyan, laughing together
at how his name is often mistaken
for Ondaatje here, or roaming Gas-
town with Patrick deWitt in search
of a Brooklynesque coffee shop, both
fighting hangovers, uninterested in
the red-brick storefronts.

But Ondjaki had no plans for the
next day. So we made arrangements
to meet around noon, plenty of time
before his interview with Eleanor
Wachtel for Writers & Company in the

evening.

he air was crisp the next day, but I

felt warm in the sun. Ondjaki and
I were standing at a bike share station
on the seawall of False Creek, look-
ing across the water at the Vancouver
skyline.

“I would like to ride towards the
big ball,” Ondjaki said.

He was pointing to Science World,
a shiny dome built for Expo 86 that
now houses a science centre. I punched
in the code to release a bike for him. I
handed him the accompanying helmet.
“It’s sort of mandatory,” I said.



“Rawi warned me about this at
breakfast,” Ondjaki said.

“Rawi?” I said.

“Rawi,” he said. “Rawi and Made-
leine. You must know Madeleine.”

I realized he was referring to
the authors Rawi Hage and Made-
leine Thien. I joked that I do know
Madeleine. I come face to face with
her each time I cross Broadway on
Main Street. I explained that there’s
a photo of her on a lamppost there,
part of a public library project that
highlights local authors. The first
time I saw the photo the notion of
immortality had come to mind, but
then I continued up the block to buy
parsley and canned herring. Ondjaki
dropped his helmet into the basket
on the front of the bike. He pushed
off the kickstand, wobbled a little,
and pedalled toward Science World.
He swerved right and continued for
another six blocks up a slope in the
neighbourhood of Mount Pleasant.
Ondjaki docked his bike at another
bike share station. He took off his
gloves and winter coat. He still had
on a sweater and a thick scarf. He
wiped down his forehead.

We walked through the neighbour-
hood and Ondjaki asked about my
nainai.

I told him she was the first histo-
rian I knew. But she could fill the room
with just conjecture. My dad says that
she put together my grandpa’s life bet-
ter than he could’ve lived it.

The previous evening, Ondjaki
had mentioned that he used to share a
room with his grandma—not because
there was nowhere else to sleep, but
because they enjoyed each other’s sto-
ries. “It was the same for me,” I said.
“Nainai would keep me up too. She’d
turn off the lights, bid good night,
and then keep talking.”

When we reached the intersection
where Kingsway merges with Main
Street and 7th Avenue, I suggested
we go for a bite at Budgie’s Burritos,
a vegetarian neigbourhood favourite.

We ordered two twelve-inch

burritos, each stuffed with tofu, refried
beans, shredded cabbage, rice, salsa
verde and guacamole. Ondjaki added
two beers to the order. “But please,
can you ensure they’re cold?” he said
to the woman at the tll. He was still
sweating.

She raised a pierced eyebrow.
“They’re from the fridge,” she said.

“But how cold will they be,” he
said, “like touching ice?”

She passed him one.

Ondjaki frowned as he felt the bot-
tle. He passed it back and said, “Fine,
give us the coldest two.”

As we ate our burritos I told Ond-
jaki that at the event the previous
night I had overheard a woman talk-
ing about his novel Tiansparent City.
Everyone in her book club, she had
said, was confounded by the part
when the main character begins to
float like a kite and his family has to
tie him to a flower bed, so he doesn’t
float off while they attend his son’s
funeral.

Ondjaki dipped the last of his bur-
rito into the ancho chili sauce. “In
‘my’ city, Luanda,” he explained, “sto-
ries take place at wedding parties, in
front of hawkers, along stairwells, on
the evening news, during job inter-
views, when you arrive late, and when
you require a beer. Things will always
take place,” he said. “Just decide what
happened. Worry about the rest later.”

t was six now, still an hour before

Ondjaki was expected at sound check
for the recording with Eleanor Wach-
tel. “There’s still time for a couple of
mojitos,” he said.

We left Budgie’s Burritos and
began to stroll up Main Street. As
we passed by a bus stop, I told him
how I found his prose in Tiansparent
City—which uses unorthodox punc-
tuation—difficult to read at first. “But
then I gotin a groove,” I said. “I guess
it’s the same with reading poetry.”

Upon hearing the word poetry, a
hulk of a man came up to my side,
said, “To hell with your poetry!” Then

he pushed my bike and me off the
sidewalk. I fell right onto Main Street,
a busy road. The oncoming traffic was
stopped at the red light.

I should’ve felt strange or rage or
some kind of rush, but I didn’t. I just
got up and guided my bike back onto
the sidewalk.

“My friend, Han,” Ondjaki said,
“did that just happen?”

The other people at the bus stop
avoided looking at us. The guy who
shoved me resumed his stance by the
garbage bin, thick arms crossed in
front of a barrel chest.

“I think it did happen,” I said. “But
I suppose it wasn’t hate-based.”

In the evening, after the interview,
Ondjaki invited me to join him at the
Granville Island Hotel.

“There’s a party every night for the
writers,” he said.

“T’ll be spotted as soon as I enter,” I
said. “I don’t have a lanyard.”

“You’ve read my book,” Ondjaki said.
“It’s not about that. You know enough
on how to crash a party. It doesn’t mat-
ter that we’re not in Luanda.”

“But I haven’t written anything
yet,” I said.

“Then you should practise how to
hold someone’s attention,” Ondjaki
said, “especially if you know they could
look for a lanyard.”

An older woman with violet hair
strode up to us with a box of half-eaten
french fries and said, “What are we
still dicking around here for? Weed
just became legal today. Let’s go to
that party and light one already!”

“Hey, hey, just like that!” Ondjaki
said. Then he mouthed to me, “Is she

a writer?”

Han Fisen works in municipal public
engagement and interns at Geist. He stud-
ied political science and buman geography
at the University of British Columbia. He
lives in Vancouver. Read his piece “Till
Talk” on geist.com.
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The Two Lots

KRISTEN DEN HARTOG

Unlocking the family portrait

or nine years, my sister and I rooted

through archives, old newspapers
and photograph albums to research
and write The Cowkeeper’s Wish, a
memoir about our working-class fam-
ily’s path from the slums of Victorian
London to 1930s Canada.

The photograph shown here cap-
tures my great-grandmother Emily
Ingram and her children, posing
with her husband’s parents, Charles
and Polly Cartwright, in a suburb of
London, England, in 1907. Emily’s
husband George is not in the photo
because he’s already sailed off to Can-
ada, and is preparing for the arrival of
Emily, Little Emily and Little George,
and the unborn child Emily is carrying
at that point, a boy they’ll name John.

Though she looks perfectly respect-
able here, with her hair arranged in

the popular Gibson Girl style and her
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baby clad in ruffles on her lap, Emily
has only recently been caught steal-
ing from her uncle. She’d been hired
to clean his house, and he’d noticed
money missing from a locked box in
his bedroom. He told the police, who
planted marked coins in the box and
returned the key to the pocket of a
coat, where the uncle always kept it.
Emily fell for the trap. A police offi-
cer followed her through the streets
and arrested her on board a tram,
then brought her back to her uncle’s
house, where she admitted her crime
and pulled the coins from her stock-
ing. “Don’t prosecute me, Steve,” the
Kentish Independent newspaper quoted.
“I have only had the two lots. I took
[it] because I was going to have a little
one, and had not money.”

The story was unknown in our
modern-day family until my sister and

I went digging in the British Newspaper
Avchive, searching out ancestors’ names.
My mother was shocked by the discov-
ery. Emily’s transgression clashed with
the grandmother she remembered: a
morally superior woman who wore
her Sunday best—shoes and all—to
the beach. We’d always known Emily
was estranged from her own parents,
and we’d assumed it was because she
got pregnant before she was married.
But now a different reason presented
itself. What happened in the wider
family after she’d been caught? What
did George say?

If Emily had been shunned by her
own parents, whether for the preg-
nancy or the theft, she seems to have
been embraced by George’s. The pho-
tograph suggests a warmth and famil-
iarity between Polly and Charles and
their daughter-in-law, and though no
one can say for certain now, Charles
looks like a kind man; he wears a gen-
tle expression. Polly, for her part, may
have come to empathy through her
own personal trials.

Four years before this photograph
was taken, their son Jack, then seven-
teen, had been struck by a train. Jack
was George’s younger brother, and he
had mental and physical difficulties.
He was diagnosed with a tumour of
the cerebellum. In a letter to Polly the
doctor stated that Jack’s case was one
of an “incurable nature” and “any sug-
gestion as to his earning his own living
is an impracticable one.” But Jack did
earn money pushing a barrow through
the neighbourhood streets, hawk-
ing shrimps and sweets and oranges.
He was working the day he stepped
onto the tracks. According to the Erith
Times, he was “found lying in the per-
manent way, with one leg broken, head
badly shattered, and brain protruding.”
The driver later said he hadn’t seen or



felt anything “even as small as a cat.”
A witness at the inquest said he’d spo-
ken to Jack earlier that day and that the
normally cheerful, whistling boy had
been crying. Jack told him he’d been
sick the night before and that “Mother
paid me for it.” The witness said that
Jack had complained of being beaten
on other occasions, and that sometimes
he’d talked about drowning himself.

When the coroner asked Polly
if she’d ever beaten the boy she
answered no, and though she admit-
ted she’d been annoyed with him for
vomiting on the bed the night before,
she claimed there’d been no harsh
words between them the next morn-
ing before Jack left with his barrow.
She added her dismay that a rumour
had been travelling through the
neighbourhood, suggesting she’d not
been feeding Jack properly, but the
coroner reassured her: “The well-
nourished state of the body proves the
lack of foundation for any such state-
ment.” In the end the coroner’s verdict
was suicide while suffering temporary
mental derangement.

After the inquest, Polly told a
reporter that she was convinced that
Jack’s death had been an accident, and
that his tumour had caused him to be
unsteady. He was eccentric, she said,
but also “perfectly harmless... and an
exceptionally good lad.” She claimed
she’d been “overawed” by the inquest,
and that she’d failed to represent her-
self and Jack correctly. She knew he
wouldn’t have walked onto the tracks
on purpose—on the very morning of
the accident he’d arranged to dig a
garden for a neighbour, and with the
money that would bring he planned to
buy an incubator and hatch chickens
and build a family fortune. That was
Polly’s version, anyway—or at least it
was the newspaper’s version of Polly’s
version. But what was Jack’s? Had Polly
beaten him? Had he wanted to die?

In the photograph Emily and Polly
wear guarded half-smiles and don’t-
mess-with-me expressions, though that
may be just me, pressing what I've

’n ver comin’ wit me

(searching for a nova scotia cottage)

SCOTT ANDREW CHRISTENSEN

how could

hank snow

befriend elvis?

when he said brooklyn
presley thought borough,
frets still warm

amid polite inquiry,
perspiration and smoke.

followed by the invitation
to visit seabirds

cradling rainbow buoys
and buffering

borderless trees,

he knew

their common chorus—
an appalachia of birds—
often sang

with homesick voices.

bave ya been ev’ryweir?
the king asking,
a’freyed his guitar
might become lonely
in the undercarriage

of the lanky greyhound
so far from nashville,

i gotta long way ta go,
hank yodelling back,

n yer comin’ wit me.

Scott Andrew Christensen  published his
furst poetry collection, the boundaries of
return, in 2014, and continues to work on
both long and short fiction.

learned into this image of people I
never actually knew. I imagine Polly
and Charles knew they would not see
Emily and their grandchildren again
once they left for Canada, and that
their son George was already lost
to them, since that was the reality of
immigration in those days, unless you
were among the privileged.

In July 1907, Emily, Little George
and Little Emily boarded the Parisian
and set sail for Canada. A story remains
that Emily went on deck one blustery
day to breathe some fresh air—she
was pregnant with John by then, and
nauseous. The wind whipped around
her so furiously that Little Emily was
nearly torn from her arms and blown
into the sea. Emily hung on, and Lit-
tle George clung to her skirts. When
they arrived at the train station in
London, Ontario, George was there
to meet them and had hired a carriage
and two white horses—for luck, he
said, but the luck wouldn’t hold; Little

Emily died of pneumonia two weeks
after their arrival.

In their own small way, Emily and
George prospered in Canada. George
found work at McCormick’s biscuit
and candy factory, washing windows
and tinkering with machinery, bringing
home broken biscuits for the children,
who numbered eight in the end. Their
fourth child was my grandfather, Bill,
long dead now. I'm sure he would have
been stunned to learn of his mother’s
theft, and his uncle’s possible suicide.
It’s strange to think of all I know about
his parents that he never knew.

Kristen den Hartog is a novelist who lives in
Toronto. With her sister Tracy Kasaboski, she
bas co-authored two books that weave social
bistory with family bistory. The Occu-
pied Garden follows their father’s family
in the Netherlands during World War 1I,
and The Cowkeeper’s Wish traces their
mother’s line from England to Canada.
They blog at thecowkeeperswish.com.
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The Woman Who Talks
to Her Dog at the Beach

GEOFF INVERARITY

The Woman Who Talks to Her Dog at the Beach
favours the Socratic method:

“Where’s your stick?”

“What do you think is going to happen

if you keep chewing on that stick?”

“Would you like a treat?”

“Are you ready to go home now?”

Simple stuff.

(Answers: “The stick is behind me.
Soon it will be all gone.

Yes, always a treat.

No, home, never.”)

But in private, later,

the tricky existential questions fly:
“Who’s a Good Dog?”

“Are you a Good Dog?”

“Who’s a Good Dog, then?”

The dog wrestles with the questions.

“I have done whatsoever you have asked of me.
I sat when you required it,

stayed, despite my heart being wrenched

with every step you took away from me.

I confess, alone in exile I have often howled
despairing questions of my own:

‘Will I never see you again?’

‘Are you ever coming home?’

‘Why have you forsaken me?’

“I have dropped what you wanted dropped;
searched out and picked up

what was apparently lost—

all the sticks you could not find,

the balls you could not see.

I have rolled over and plunged myself
again and again into the rime-cold ocean
at your behest.

“Yet still you ask the same question:
‘Who is a Good Dog?’
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“There are other questions.

Clearly, yes, of course

I would like to go for a walk,

and it would be most agreeable

a privilege and an honour

to carry the squeaky toy with me in my mouth.
But am I a Good Dog?

Do you know the answer?

Because I would appreciate some clarity.

“Who, on this shoreline,

is a Good Dog?

Are there better dogs than I am?
Please, I hope to have an answer,
before my coat mats

my legs stiffen,

my breath reeks,

and I am finally ready

to go home at last.”

The Woman Who Talks to Her Dog at the Beach
launches her questions into the air.

Life is complicated, and lonely.

There is heartbreak in the future.

People are difficult,

there is great comfort in companionship,

in the simple love of dogs.

Geoff Inverarity is one of the founders of the Gulf Islands
Film and Television School. He is also a father and an award-
winning screenwriter; producer and poet who splits bis time
between Galiano Island and Vancouver.



Road Trip Supreme

MICHAL KOZLOWSKI

On the scent of Ameryka

- I -

S and I are planning to drive from
Vancouver to San Francisco when my
Polish cousin calls to say that she will
be visiting North America. She wants
to join us and go shopping in San
Francisco, at an outlet mall. We agree
that she will fly down and that we will
spend a few days in San Francisco, go
to the outlet mall and then drive back
to Vancouver together. My cousin
and I have seen each other only three
times in the last twenty years.

At the San Francisco Airport arriv-
als I ask my cousin how her flight was.

Masakra, she replies.

This translates as massacre, a
popular term in Poland to express
disappointment.

We leave the airport. S pulls the
car onto the eight-lane highway that
goes through the centre of San Fran-
cisco, connecting Silicon Valley with
the suburbs. We edge along in grid-
lock for hours.

Masakra, my cousin says from the
back seat.

Then, out of nowhere, clouds roll
in and torrential rains pound down
onto the car. The voice on the radio
says that the Bay Area has been hit
by an atmospheric river, a type of
weather event during which the vol-
ume of moisture in the air and the
horizontal movement of the rain, on
account of strong winds, resemble the
flow of a river.

Wind buffets the car, the wipers
barely keep up with the amount of
water streaming down the windshield.

Tragedia, my cousin says.

The following
warm—at the corner of Haight and
Ashbury I tell my cousin in Polish that

this was where the hippies gathered in

afternoon—sunny,

the 1960s: drugs, the flower children,
Janis Joplin.

My cousin is in her forties and
works for a clothing distributor, but
I can never get her to tell me exactly
what it is she does.

Of course, my cousin says, Janis

Joplin. I like Janis Joplin.

A few hours later, at City Lights
Bookstore, I tell her that this was
where the famous Beat poets hung
out and there, across the lane, was
where they drank.

My cousin nods politely.

That’s fine, she says, but maybe
after this we can go to the Apple store.

— I —

I order espressos at the Caffe Tri-
este in the North Beach neighbour-
hood. According to Google this was
the first Italian espresso joint on the
West Coast, and the Beats hung out
here too, and later Francis Ford Cop-
pola wrote most of the screenplay for
The Godfather, on a typewriter at one
of the tables.

Very strong, my cousin says as she
sips her espresso.

At the Apple store my cousin looks up
the products in the Apple store on the
Apple website on her iPhone. At least
a dozen employees walk around the
store. My cousin wants to purchase
a watch strap for an Apple watch. An
employee walks over, asks if we need
help. I look at my cousin, but she con-
tinues to scroll through her phone.

My cousin leads the way to a table
where the Apple watch straps are
displayed.

Is this this? she says to me in Pol-
ish. In one hand she holds a watch
strap and in the other she holds her
phone, displaying an image of a watch
strap.

They look similar, I say.

You think I don’t know that, she
says.

Okay, okay, I say, it looks like the
same thing. That looks like a photo of
that.

I think you’re right, she says.

But then she puts the watch strap
back.

Let’s go, she says in English now.

- V -

On the patio of a vegan taco shop in
the Mission District—a traditionally
Hispanic neighbourhood increasingly
taken over by hipsters—my cousin
asks me in Polish to ask the waiter
how many millilitres of wine are in the
happy hour wine portion. Her English
is good, but she rarely speaks it.

When the waiter arrives I ask him
how many milliletres of wine are in the
happy hour wine. He looks at me. I’ll
find out, he says. Then he walks off.

What’s that? my cousin asks in
Polish, pointing to the word tempeh
on the menu.

Something like tofu, I say in Pol-
ish. Fake meat?
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What about that? she says, and
points at the word heirloom.

Kind of like old, I say, like inherited.

She shrugs.

The waiter returns. Six ounces, he
says to me.

Before I can translate, my cousin
says to me in Polish, Okay, order one
for me.

She will have one, I say.

Then my cousin says to me in Pol-
ish, Ask him if there is cilantro on the
nachos.

I ask the waiter. He says there is
cilantro in the pico de gallo and cilan-
tro is also used for garnish, but they
could withhold the garnish. I tell my
cousin.

I tell the waiter to bring the nachos
without the cilantro garnish.

Just beyond the patio, three men are
bent over a suitcase on the sidewalk.
One man’s pants keep sliding down, his
white rump glowing in the afternoon
sun. A group of about forty elementary
school children marches by with signs
that read, I'm Going to College.

After the happy hour wine and
nachos, we walk around the neigh-
bourhood looking for a bar where my
cousin might wait tomorrow evening
while S and I go to a concert.

A married woman alone in a bar,
my cousin says, what would people
back home think?

Finally, we see one that looks
promising: crowded enough, but not
packed; many big windows; friendly
atmosphere. My cousin points to a
table inside and says, There, I will sit
there tomorrow and wait for you until
you come to get me after the concert.

In Dolores Park a guy in his twen-
ties zooms over on his skateboard and
says hi.

Hello, I say.

You people are friendly, he says,
you must not be from around here. I
say hello to people and the first thing
they do is clutch their purses. The
thing about San Francisco is that you
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can’t even talk to people anymore. I
love my friends here, but people in
this town are not friendly, you know?
I'm a very social person. I used to
love this town. I lived here for fifteen
years. Then I moved to Santa Cruz,
like I met a woman from Santa Cruz
and then I moved there and then I
got a dog. Then then she broke it off.

I stayed anyway because the rent was

cheaper and my dog loves the beach
in Santa Cruz.

He turns around and points into a
crowd of people and dogs. That’s my
dog over there, he says.

Back in Poland, my cousin says
in English, I run a dog rescue
foundation.

That’s dope, the guy says.

We rescue many dogs, she says,
from people who keep dogs chained
in their yards or in cages. People are
sick. How can you keep a dog in a
cage? Last month I drove one thou-
sand kilometres in one day to rescue
two dogs.

Then my cousin turns to me and
tells me in Polish that she would like
a picture with this guy. She hands me
her phone.

She would like a picture with you,
I say to the guy.

After the picture taking, the guy
invites us for a drink at a bar in the
neighbourhood that evening.

We'll see you there, I say.

— VIl ——
On the night of the concert my cousin
says that she will stay behind in our
hotel. She no longer wants to wait for
us in the bar.

There’s a new documentary about
molestation in the Catholic Church
in Poland that I want to watch, she
says. It’s very long, two and a half
hours.

Vil
We take the 101 highway out of San
Francisco.
This is the turnoff for the outlet
mall, I tell my cousin an hour later.
She is asleep, and we keep driving
along the 101.

In Crescent City, population 6,300 (of
whom 2,200 are inmates at the super-
max prison on the outskirts of town),
350 miles north of San Francisco, we
pull into the Taco Bell parking lot. It
is evening, the town cast in the golden
rays of the setting sun; few cars on the
roads; the sidewalks empty, save for a
barefooted man in his twenties swing-
ing a black staff through the air in
quick, short arcs.

Inside the Taco Bell seven staff in
Taco Bell uniforms and visors hustle
in the kitchen. There is one other
customer inside.

Welcome to Taco Bell, says the
man behind the counter. His torso is
thick with muscles, his eyes bulge.

How can I help you? he says.

I smile. My cousin reads the menu,
mounted high behind the counter.

She asks in Polish if I see taco salad
on the menu.

I do not see taco salad on the menu
but, I say, I could easily inquire.

Not to worry, she says. Can you
tell me what that means? she says,
pointing at the menu.



Locos tacos, I say to her, locos is
Spanish for...

I search for the Polish word.

Psychologically ill, I say in Polish.

She looks at me.

There is another word floating
around in my mind, one that I think
means crazy, but in Polish is closer to
deranged. Wzruszony, 1 say, but I can
tell by my cousin’s reaction that this is
not the right word. Then I realize that
wzruszony means touched, affected.

I'look at the man behind the coun-
ter. His face is frozen in a smile.

Crazy, I say in English to her.

Crazy, okay, my cousin says in
English.

Okay, what about that? she says in
Polish, pointing at another area of the
menu.

I look at the other items: XXL
Grilled Stuft Burrito, Burrito Supreme,
Crunchwrap Supreme, Double Decker
"Taco Supreme.

I tell my cousin that the menu is
untranslatable.

No concern, she says in Polish.

What about that, she says, in the
picture, what are those?

She is referring to images of bur-
ritos, but none of them have captions.

I'm sorry, I say to her in Polish, I
don’t know what those are.

That’s okay, she says in Polish, just
order me the one on the left.

She will have one of those on
the left, I say to the man behind the
counter.

One Burrito Supreme, the man says.

He turns his eyes toward us.

That’s all, I tell him.

All right, he says, that’ll be $3.61.

My cousin digs out a wad of cash
from her purse. She counts off four
one-dollar bills and places them on
the counter. Then she jams the rest
back into her purse. The man behind
the counter returns her change and
hands her a receipt. He points to a
string of digits. He says, this is your
order number.

Then the man says, My name is
Chadwick, Taco Bell is conducting

customer service surveys on their
website, and you could win $500 by
going to tellthebell.com and filling in
a survey about my awesome customer
service. There’s a code on the receipt
that you punch in.

He looks at us. I translate to my
cousin what Chadwick said. She
smiles at him. I smile too. My cousin
says in Polish, Tell him we will fill out
the survey. I tell him that we will fill
out the survey.

One of the other staff, a pale
young man with wispy facial hair,
approaches the counter and calls out
the order number. He places a paper
bag on the counter.

My friend would kill to set foot on
American soil, my cousin says.

We are walking through the
Woodburn Premium Outlet mall, the
largest tax-free shopping outlet in the
Western United States, just south of
Portland. My cousin is texting with
the friend.

Why? I ask.

Because, it’s America, my cousin
says.

But why? I ask.

It’s the feeling, she says, the scent.

The patrons of the Woodburn Pre-
mium Outlet mall all seem to be tour-
ists. We encounter groups of teens

speaking other Germanic languages
and well-dressed Chinese families.

After three hours my cousin emerges
with many bags of goods in each hand:
Tommy Hilfiger, Coach, Nike, Under
Armour, others.

Don’t look at me like that, she
says, do you know how much money
I saved here?

In Portland we walk around down-
town looking for the Apple store.
The map on the iPhone says that the
Apple store is just two blocks away.
But when we round the corner where
the store is supposed to be, there is
only siding, covering the entire multi-
storey building. The writing on the
siding says that the store is closed for
renovations, but that everything is
available at apple.com.

Masakra, my cousin says.

How about the Nike store? I say to
my cousin.

Fine, she says.

The Nike store has two floors,
many displays of shoes and racks of
athletic wear. Attractive staff people
in tights and sneakers mill about.

My cousin wanders over to the
shoe display. She picks a white run-
ning shoe off the shelf and then
looks down at her phone, then back
up at the shoe. She places the shoe
back onto the shelf and then picks
up another similar looking shoe and
holds it up. She carries on this way,
looking at her phone and at the shoes.

Finally she says, Trugedia.

She leads the way out into the
street.

A few blocks over, hundreds of
people are gathered in a public square.
Many of them hold up signs that
read, My Vagina My Rights. Someone
makes a speech over a loudspeaker;
the crowd cheers.

Michat Kozlowski is the associate editor of
Geist. He was born in Krakow, Poland, and
bas lived in Ottawa, Winnipeg and now Van-

couver. Read more of bis work at geist.com.
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Photos from Found Slides, # visual study that combines found slides taken from 1954 to 1993 to create double exposures that explore the

amateur photographer’s narrative threads. Anna Kasko holds a BFA in photography from Emily Carr University. Her work bas been

You Don’t Know Your
Dinghy from Your Punt

MICHAEL CRUMMEY

From Most of What Follows Is True: Places Imagined and Real. Published by
University of Alberta Press and Canadian Literature Centre in 2019. Michael Crum-
mey is a writer and poet. His work bas won the Canadian Authors Association Award
for Fiction and the Commonwealth Prize (Canada and Caribbean Region), has been
short-listed for the International IMPAC Dublin Award and has been a finalist for the
Governor General’s Award in 2014. He lives in St. fohn’.

I should acknowledge at this point
that there is an argument to be
made that a writer’s only responsibil-
ity is to tell a compelling, convinc-
ing story. That fiction operates on
a plane that, while it may look and
feel something like reality, is actually
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separate from the world of facts and
history, and is not beholden to either
of these concepts. Some would argue
that a story is like the rain: it falls
where it falls and is constrained by no
rules beyond the gravity of a writer’s
skill. Its only job is to hold a reader’s

attention. Bringing in issues of fact or
history or authenticity are beside the
point.

I'should acknowledge that, although
my own approach has always been very
different, I once believed this was a per-
fectly reasonable view for other writers
to hold. And I can pinpoint exactly the
moment I was forced, against my own
inclinations, to revise my belief in this
matter.

It was at a literary festival recep-
tion somewhere in the United States
almost twenty years ago. I was talking
to a festival-goer who had no idea who
I was, which is generally my experi-
ence of literary events in the US. I
mentioned I was from Newfound-
land and was expecting the usual blank



the 2019 New Generation Photography Award. She lives in Vancouver.

stare, but her face lit up. “Oh,” she said,
“I know all about Newfoundland.”
“You do?” I said, and I'm sure my
face registered my surprise.
“Yes, absolutely,” she insisted. “I just
read The Bird Artist. Do you know it?”
“I do know it,” T told her. “And I
hate to break it to you, but you know
nothing about Newfoundland.”
Before I go any further, I feel
the need to quote Kurt Vonnegut
here. He once said, “Any reviewer
who expresses rage and loathing for
a novel is preposterous. He or she
is like a person who has put on full
armour and attacked a hot fudge sun-
dae.”® Wise words that should give
any critic or Kreisel lecturer pause.
But the sorry fact of the matter, my

friends, is that I am about to strap on
a suit of armour and take a medieval
swing at a hot fudge sundae. So, I
invite you to take what follows with
Vonnegut’s words in mind.

The Bird Artist is a novel by the
American writer Howard Norman,
published in 1994. It was well-reviewed
when it appeared and was nominated
for the National Book Award in the US.
I started the book years ago but wasn’t
able to finish it, put off by the glaring
inaccuracies it contained. I went back to
it for the purposes of this lecture, hop-
ing I had misremembered it somehow,
that over the intervening years I had
exaggerated the degree to which the
book misrepresents Newfoundland. As
it turns out, the opposite was true.

Ostensibly, the book is set in Wit-
less Bay, a small outport on the Ava-
lon Peninsula, shortly before the First
World War. I say ostensibly because,
beyond using Newfoundland place
names, the world of The Bird Artist
bears absolutely no resemblance—I
am not overstating this—literally zero
resemblance to the Newfoundland of
the early 20th century. Every aspect
of its life and culture, from the small-
est details to the most central truths of
the place, are misrepresented or adul-
terated or deleted.

The narrator is Fabian Vas, a young
man who has found an escape from
the oppression of his parents’ unhappy
marriage in drawing the seabirds on
the coast. And our troubles with the
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novel begin with him. On page three,
he tells us “I discovered my gift for
drawing and painting birds early on.
I should better say that someone had
filled the margins of my third-form
primer with...sketches.”” Let’s leave
aside the fact that the likelihood any-
one in Witless Bay had a “third-form
primer” in 1912 is close to nil. It’s
Fabian’s voice here that rings com-
pletely false. “I should better say?” Yes,
Fabian. You really should.

His mother,

her son’s sketches, remarks that it is

upon discovering

“awfully nice to learn something so
unmistakable about one’s offspring.”®
I am trying to imagine a situation in
which any Newfoundlander, at any
time in history, would refer to their
own youngster as “one’s offspring.”
Everyone in the novel speaks in a mid-
century, mid-Atlantic accent, despite
the fact that language and speech is
one of the most distinctive aspects of
Newfoundland culture. Norman offers
a nod to that fact when the family
travels to Nova Scotia and a local tells
them that they speak “God’s English,

with some evidence of Newfie in it.” I
don’t know what the Nova Scotian was
hearing, but let’s just say the evidence
isn’t discernible in the text. When
someone says, “I neither champion nor
repudiate my life thus far;”'? or “She
kindly said she’d pick it up for me;”!!
or “Darling, can you buy a fish for sup-
per,’t2
fie.” (As a side note, no one seems to
know exactly how that derogatory
term for Newfoundlanders originated,
but it wasn’t in common usage before
the 1930s at the earliest.)

it doesn’t exactly scream “New-

Joe Kelly, Town Clock Keeper

It actually is something beating inside
this building, keeping it alive ...

he bell strikes eleven and the tower

reverberates. Joe winds the bell,
then the movement: sixty-four turns of
the crank each. He is breathing quickly,
smiling. “We worry so much about
tomorrow, but we should just live in
today,” he says. “Today is precious.”

Michael Fritsch, Fritsch Fragrances
It’s the cheapest stuff I sell ... It’s probably
my best seller; too ...

H e says his customers now are “few
and far between” and that most of
them come in “because they can’t find
what they want somewhere else”, but
their perseverance is not surprising to
him. He has seen what a particular per-
fume can mean to someone. “Women
come in, and their mother, or their
aunt, or their grandmother used to
wear a fragrance, and they pick it up for
her,” he says. “Scent is a great memory.”

Manfred Aulich, Typewriter Mechanic
I will sell this machine ... Somebody’s
going to get lucky and get a really, really

nice typewriter ...

Manfred is also one of the last peo-
ple around who services mechan-
ical cheque writers and he can order
new typewriters, which are still being
manufactured. “I can’t believe I'm still
doing typewriters,” he says. “Every-
thing is for a time in life, right? And
typewriters had their time, and they
still have some time left.”

From Overtime: Portraits of a Vanishing Canada by Karl Kessler and Sunshine Chen. Published by Porcupine’s Quill in 2018. Karl
Kessler is a vesearcher and writer in the beritage field. He and his wife bave coordinated the annual architecture and beritage event Doors
Open Waterloo Region since 2003. He lives in Waterloo, Ontario. Sunshine Chen works in planning, development and design. He started
Storybuilders Inc., a company that uses photographs, video and audio to tell stories of people, places and organizations across Canada.
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In Norman’s Newfoundland there
are “villages” rather than outports. Peo-
ple row dinghies instead of rodneys or
punts or dories. The main characters—
born-and-bred Newfoundlanders, I
remind you—have names like Alaric,
Romeo, Botho, Boas, and Odeon.
There is no shortage of unusual and
exotic names in Newfoundland, and I
have gone out of my way to make use
of them in my own writing. But these
names are German, Italian, Dutch,
Hebrew and Greek in origin, groups
that had no real presence in New-
foundland at the time. The chance of
all of them being represented in a sin-
gle outport is zero.

There is talk of someone shoot-
ing at racoons, though there are no
racoons in Newfoundland. There are
orchards and potluck meals and store-
bought bottles of milk, there is fresh
lemon for tea, there is a market where
local fishermen buy fish for their own
supper. There is a sanatorium in the
little outport of Garnish. There is a
statue of Marconi in St. John’s. And
my personal favourite: Fabian’s father
was born and raised in Buchans—my
hometown! Doing some elementary
math, that would mean he was likely
born there somewhere between 1870
and 1880, which would be quite a trick
since Buchans did not exist before the
late 1920s when the mine opened.

Everyone in Norman’s Witless Bay
attends the local Anglican church,
which is odd when you consider the
fact that Witless Bay sits on what is
known as the Irish Loop. The first
official Newfoundland census was
conducted in 1836 at which time Wit-
less Bay had a population of 542, of
whom 540 were Roman Catholic. The
population has fluctuated in the years
since, but that ratio has remained fairly
constant. There has never been a place
of worship in Witless Bay other than
the Roman Catholic church. But there
is no mention of Catholics in the novel.
Even Moravians from the neighbour-
ing outport of Renews have a walk-
on part at a funeral, but the Catholics

don’t get a sniff. (It probably won’t sur-
prise you to hear there are no Moravi-
ans in Renews, which in reality is also
a Catholic community. The Moravians
are a German sect with a significant
history in Labrador, but they’ve never
had a presence on the island. The
author appears to have added them in
this instance—he writes that their reli-
gion had “travelled down from Labra-
dor”—for “colour.”)

Even with something as basic and
obvious as the food people eat, The
Bird Artist swings and misses. And
swings and misses. These people have
freshly baked scones for breakfast,
for Chrissakes. I had never heard of
scones before I moved to Ontario in
my twenties. They drink coffee when
they get up in the morning and in the
afternoon and at night. Coffee, Fabian
tells us, “was what you came into out
of the cold.”™* No, you fecken well
did not. Tea is what Newfoundland-
ers drank. In the winter they might
occasionally have cocoa. Coffee was
almost as rare as scones in those days.

At one point the Vas family sits to
a supper of sea bass with lettuce and
tomatoes from Fabian’s mother’s gar-
den. No such supper was ever eaten in
Newfoundland at the turn of the 20th
century, or any other time. It is true
that every household in Newfound-
land had its own garden, but the only
things hardy enough to thrive in that
climate and to last in storage through
the winter are root vegetables. So
the lettuce and tomatoes are possible
though unlikely, at best. But it’s that
sea bass that really sticks in my craw.

People eat a lot of sea bass in this
book. It’s the only fish Newfound-
landers can stomach, to judge by The
Bird Artist. The codfish—the heart of
Newfoundlands economy and diet,
the sole reason for European settle-
ment in the first place—gets about as
much acknowledgement as the Catho-
lics of Witless Bay. It's mentioned in
passing in a reference to “codfish trap-
pers,” but Norman gives more atten-
tion to the “lobstermen...tuna and sea

bass fishermen out in the before-dawn
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or evening hours.. He appears in

this instance, as he seems to in many
others in this book, to be thinking
of New England. There are tuna in
Newfoundland waters, but to the best
of my knowledge there was no com-
mercial tuna fishery before the 1950s.
There has never been a sea bass fishery
for the simple reason that there are
no sea bass in Newfoundland waters.
I’ve never seen or tasted one. No one I
know has ever heard of it being caught
or served here.

Lobster also plays an odd role in
the book. To be fair (and to my own
surprise when I looked into this) there
was a lobster fishery and canning busi-
ness beginning in the 1870s, though
it was concentrated on the south and
west coasts. And it was so marginal an
undertaking as to be almost invisible
compared to the cod fishery, which
employed the vast majority of people
and fed them all. More to the point,
lobster was not a part of the local diet
except in dire circumstances.

"This is a story so common in New-
foundland that its become a cliché:
only the poorest and most desperate
families ate lobster because shellfish are
bottom feeders. And they often hid the
shameful evidence of their desperation
by burying the shells. But in Norman’s
1912 Witless Bay there is a “chowder
restaurant” called Spivey’s where the
signature dish is—you guessed it—
lobster. The local fisherfolk spend most
of their “free time” at Spivey’. It was
“especially popular,” Fabian tells us “on
‘Family Night’ as it came to be known,
which was Sunday.”¢ The chef person-
ally delivers the lobster dish to his cus-
tomers, calling out “Presentation!” and
holding the tray above his head as he
moves through the tables. Then, with
a flourish, reveals the crustacean lying
under a cloth napkin. “Sometimes,”
Fabian tells us, “this drew applause”
from the patrons.!’

Again I say: Not fecken likely.

For most of the last four hun-
dred years, outport Newfoundland
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operated on the truck system in which
a local merchant gave supplies and
equipment to fishermen on credit with
the stipulation they sell their season’s
catch to the merchant. The merchant
set the prices for the supplies given
out in the spring and for the fish taken
in the fall. In good years, a fisherman
could expect to do slightly better than
breaking even. It was not unheard of
for people to spend their entire lives
in debt. The work of surviving in
these communities—for men, women
and children—was unrelenting. It
was a subsistence economy in which
there was no real surplus, in which
cash money rarely figured. Which is
why those gardens of root vegetables
were so important. The potatoes, car-
rots, cabbage and turnip were stored
in root cellars and eaten through the
winters. Without that store, people
literally would have starved.

There were no restaurants where
fishermen and their families paid for

and were served lobster under cloth
napkins. There were no General Stores
where people popped in to buy bottled
milk. Women did not use, as Fabian’s
mother does, skin creams from France.
In those days, people made clothing
and curtains out of burlap sacks so as
not to waste the material. In the poorest
parts of Newfoundland, many young-
sters went without shoes. But Fabian’s
mother, a fisherman’s wife, “would
spend a ritual half hour standing in
front of her closet, riffling through
[her] dresses, greatly amused.”!8
Fabian’s mother may be amused by
the sartorial decadence at her finger-
tips. I, on the other hand, am not.

Notes

6. The Telegraph, “Kurt 1. Ibid, 49.
Vonnegut: Best Quotes”  12. Ibid, 78.
23 September 2014. 13. Ibid, 111.

7. Howard Norman, The 14. |bid, 19.
Bird Artist, 3. 15. Ibid, 27.

8. Ibid, 4. 16. Ibid, 57.

9. Ibid, 174. 17. Ibid, 59.

10. Ibid, 49. 18. Ibid, 50.

Heaven's Scent
WENDY MCGRATH

From Broke City. Published by NeWest Press in 2019. Wendy McGrath is the author
of the Santa Rosa Trilogy, of which Broke City is the final book. She lives in Edmonton

on Treaty 6 territory.

he house smelled the way it did

when the Christmas tree was in the
living room. When it was in the corner
and still. Frozen with no decorations or
lights. It was as if Christmastime had
made a mistake and come to the house
in the afternoon, in summer when it
was hotter inside the house than it
was outside. That summer morning,
when the house was still cool, Chris-
tine’s mother had poured the pine-
tree-smelling liquid into a silver bucket
half-full of hot water. Christine had
seen the bottle under the sink and now
she could read the label: Pine-Sol.

Pine-Sol was gold and beauti-
ful and when her mother had raised
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the bottle to screw the cap back on
the sun shone through the glass and
cast a golden beam of light from the
window to the kitchen floor she was
about to wash. This must be what
heaven looks like, Christine thought.
The smell of pine trees, gold shin-
ing on the green and grey tiles in the
kitchen and the music playing. That
song about golden silence was playing
on the radio and Christine thought
she might already be in heaven, but
maybe no one had told her yet. It was
as if pine trees were all around her: the
smell of the trees at Elk Island Park
on that day she had learned to swim
and even her father had come along,

and the pine tree in the backyard
where she ran to bury the putty discs
she had made. She had knelt under its
branches then, and the ground was so
cool. Christine remembered how it
telt, how the needles poked through
the thin cotton of her nightdress and
stuck to the smooth skin on the tops
of her feet and pricked her fingers as
she dug in the earth. There was a pine
tree in the neighbour’s yard too, only
the fence separated the two trees.
Remembering that moment, it was
as if her whole life of seven years had
become a life of a hundred years and
she felt old and young, and alone and
part of her family, as if she were look-
ing at her mother washing the floors
through a window. Of course, she
thought, this must be what heaven
is like. She saw that between the two
big yellow words Pine-Sol was a tiny
pine tree. Pine-Sol. Pine trees were
all around her it seemed, but she
wasn’t afraid and didn’t want to get
away. The bottle of Pine-Sol. Heaven
could be this simple thing, Christine
thought, the scent of the water her
mother used to wash floors.

Then the news came on the radio.

The small community of Shell Lake,
Saskatchewan is in shock this morning ...

Christine’s mother rushed to the
radio and turned up the volume.

— What'’s wrong Mom?

— SHHH!

. as RCMP investigate the deaths
of mine people. The victims, all members
of the same family, were discovered at
their home this morning by a neighbour.
RCMP are treating these deaths as homi-
cides. Shell Lake is 50 miles west of Prince
Albert. We will bring you more details
about this tragedy as they become available.

Christine’s
phone.

mother ran to the

— What'’s wrong, Mom?

— I'm phoning Gramma.

— Long distance? Christine was
shocked. Her mother didn’t call long
distance, especially during the day
when she said it was so expensive.

Christine’s mother dialed quickly,



receiver to her ear, cigarette sticking
up like an antenna. Christine watched
their own phone number in the circle
at the centre of the dial.

Her mother had written the num-
bers in blue ink and each one was a
character. The fours were like sails on
boats and the twos were like swans on
the water. Her mother’s finger would
pierce the small metal circle inside the
bigger metal circle, go half-way round
the dial and return. Again. Again.

— What’s wrong, Mom? Do you
know those people, Mom? Who are
those people, Mom? Does Gramma
know them? Christine thought
about what they’d said on the news:
“... the victims, all members of the same
family ...”

— Is it Gramma?

— No. No, I don’t know who it is.

— I’m scared, Mom.

— There’s nothing to be scared
about.

Christine didn’t believe her.

Her mother had washed all the floors
in the house. The green and grey
kitchen tiles, the shiny wood floors
in the living room and the bed-
rooms and tiny white square tiles
in the bathroom. Christine stood in
the middle of the living room floor
watching her mother crawl with her
scrub rag from room to room. She
had a burning cigarette between her
lips. The wood felt sticky and hot
on Christine’s bare feet. She stepped
back and watched as her footprints
disappeared on the floor’s surface.
She could remember something like
this from before. When? She remem-
bered small diamond shapes on the
side of a man’s socks and how his
own footprints followed him from
the living room to the kitchen. Was
it a dream? Where was her mother
in this dream? Christine thought
she remembered being in the living
room in the little pink house. Her
mother had told her to stay there and
be quiet. She was afraid to move. She
couldn’t move. She heard her mother

and this man in the kitchen talking,
whispering. She didn’t move and
didn’t speak until the man left. Don’t
move. Don’t talk.

— Mom, if I showed you a picture
of a pine tree would you know what I
was talking about, what I mean?

Her mother stopped scrubbing the
floor, and still on her hands and knees,
turned her head toward her daughter.
Christine saw a tiny bead of water
trickle down the side of her mother’s
face as her mouth tightened around
her cigarette. She took a drag from it,
held it between two wet fingers and
flicked the ash into the metal ashtray
beside her knee.

— Don’t talk nonsense.

— No, Mom, if there weren’t
words, how would we talk to each
other? Would we just draw each other
pictures or something?

— Is’pose.

Her mother wiped the sweat from
the side of her face with the inside of
her wrist, bent to keep the burning end
of the cigarette away from her hair.

— But, Mom, if there were no
words how would we tell each other
what the pictures would mean?

Her mother motioned with a flick
of her head.

— Go, go find something to do,
I want to get the house cleaned up. I
hate coming back to a dirty house.

Her mother made her way to the
bathroom, taking the bucket and the
bottle of Pine-Sol with her. She set
the bottle down beside the toilet and
emptied the bucket in the bowl. The
toilet gurgled and sputtered like it
was flushing itself with no help from
anyone else. Christine watched qui-
etly and her mother set down the
bucket, sprinkled Comet around the
toilet bowl and scrubbed it with a rag
made from one of Christine’s father’s
old, worn-out work shirts. The shirt
was green and black plaid. Christine
remembered thinking that when her
Dad had worn that shirt the pattern

was like roads going over and under
each other. Roads going to Saskatch-
ewan and back to Edmonton were
the only long highway roads she
knew. Christine and her family had
made that trip so many times ... they
would go again as soon as her father
got home from work. He was taking
time off and it was summer, his busi-
est house-building time Christine was
told, so this must be a special trip.

Christine had left her mother be for
a time and now quietly watched her
from the bathroom door waiting as
her mother squeezed out the rag over
the toilet bowl. Christine thought it
looked as if she was really trying to
hurt something. Her mother stopped
and looked up. Christine thought her
head looked like an egg in an egg
cup.

— Mom, see that picture of a pine
tree? If I just showed you the picture
would you know what I meant? Chris-
tine asked.

— No, I don’t know what you
mean.

— If I didn’t say anything, if I just
pointed to the pine tree on that bottle,
would you know what I was talking
about?

— I honestly don’t know what
you're talking about half the time. You
think about things too much. It’s just a
bottle of Pine-Sol.

Her mother poured some of the
golden liquid into the bucket and the
pinging sound and the smell made
Christine taste metal. Intense pine, the
half-filled bucket, the water. In that
moment, she was lifted up and, with
her eyes closed, she hovered over the
pine tree in the backyard. She could
see herself and her mother talking,
having a conversation about ... she
knew there was something she wanted
to share with her mother, something
she had to ask her but couldn’t find
the right words. Her mother started
scrubbing again.

But hadn’t she already washed this

floor?
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Photos from ScanOps, an ongoing project by Andrew Norman
Wilson, started in 2012. Wilson collects images of mistakes—
image distortions or the hands of Google workers slipping into
view—in Google Books as a means of bighlighting the hid-
den labour bebind the project. Though the pace of the scanning
effort has slowed in recent years, an estimated 25 million books
bave been scanned by Google employees.

ScanOps gets its name from Google’s book-scanning opera-
tions, which bas its own facility, isolated from other depart-
ments at the Googleplex, the corporate headquarters of Google
in Mountain View, California. Norman conceived the idea of
ScanOps while working at the Googleplex, where be noticed
that ScanOps employees—often people of colour who wore yellow
badges—were not granted access to the same privileges as other
Google employees.

ScanOps appeared in the Something More than Noth-
ing exhibition this summer at The Reach Gallery Museum
in Abbotsford, BC. Andrew Norman Wilson lives in Brooklyn

and at andrewnormanwilson.com.
Images courtesy of the artist.

Ranch Life and the Hunting Trail — 230, from the series
ScanOps, 2012-ongoing

Love Letters in the Sand

CARY FAGAN

From The Student. Published by Freehand Books in 2019. Cary Fagan is the author

of six movels and three short story collections, as well as many award-winning books for

children. His work has been a finalist for the Rogers Tirust Fiction Prize and longlisted

for the Giller Prize. He lives in Toronto.

he cottage bedroom had plywood

walls and a small window. It was
too hot in the afternoon and began to
smell of tar. Miriam stripped off her
bathing suit and threw on a sundress
and spent a minute at the bathroom
mirror. In the kitchen her mother was
trying to get the oven lit. “I told that
thief Klonsky to get it fixed. He won’t
put in a penny.”

“It’s already a furnace in here.
You’re not going to heat the place up
even more?”

“At six o’clock you’ll want your din-
ner, won’t your”

“All right, Ma, I'm late. Where are
the keys?”

“On the table. Take your brother.”

“As if I could find him.”
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They sounded like a mother and
daughter in some radio comedy. She
pushed open the flimsy door and
walked to the Chevrolet, got in and
backed up the narrow path, then
breezed along the gravel road, past
the Targovetsky kid leaning a fishing
rod on his shoulder like some Jewish
Huck Finn. On the asphalt road she
sped towards Barrie, her arm dangling
out the open window. Soon she was
rolling past the movie theatre and the
hair salon and the shop selling inflat-
able rings. She slowed as the bus sta-
tion came into view and there on the
sidewalk was Andrei, sweating in his
only suit, a small suitcase bound with
twine at his feet. He looked worried,
as if sure that he’d been forgotten,

and when she honked he practically
jumped out of his skin. He picked up
his suitcase and hopped to the car,
placing it carefully in the back seat
before getting in beside her.

“Thank you for picking me up,
Miriam.”

He never called her Minnie. “If 1
didn’t you’d probably end up wander-
ing in the woods.”

“Well, I brought a compass just in
case.”

“Really?”

“Yes, it points to ‘Lost,’ “Very Lost,
and ‘Give Up all Hope.””

“Ha. Anyway, it isn’t exactly wilder-
ness here. Every afternoon there’s a
traffic jam on the lake.”

“I suspect you're exaggerating. And
look, I see quite a lot of trees. When 1
was little we once went to a resort on
the Baltic Sea. The sand was nice. My
parents looked almost relaxed. We ate
fish every night.”

And what was she supposed to say?
That she was sorry his family was dead
and she hoped that being here didn’t



Hours of Childhood — 72, from the series ScanOps,

2012-ongoing

SUCE 1O E

A Picturesque Tour Along the Rivers Ganges and

Jumna in India — frontispiece, from the series ScanOps,

2012-ongoing

depress the hell of him even though
it ought to? For once she kept her
mouth shut.

“Your father was very kind to ask
me. I tried to refuse but he wouldn’t
let me. But I know you are studying
and I promise to stay out of your way.
I will be like a mouse.”

“We’ve already got plenty of mice
in the cottage. I'm sure you can use a
break from your three jobs.”

“Only two.”

“I thought you were ambitious.”

“You have — what’s the expression?
You have the wrong guy.”

It sounded even funnier than he
intended. “Don’t worry, 'm very good at
ignoring people. I've got a talent for it.”

“Now you are making the joke.”

“No, I'm serious. You'll see.”

“Okey-doke.”

He started to whistle. She said
nothing for a full minute. “Fine. Am I
supposed to recognize that tune?”

“Love Letters in the Sand.””

“Pat Boone? Please. And that’s not
even how it goes.”

They pulled up the gravel drive to
the cottage. Her mother came through
the door, wiping her hands on her
apron. Andrei got out and gave her a
hug that knocked her half off balance.
Brian appeared running from around
back and urged Andrei to come swim.
Miriam wondered if Brian saw Andrei
as the brother he wished he had
instead of her as a sister.

“I brought something for you,”
Andrei told Brian. “But later, when
you don’t have anything better to do.”

It turned out that he didn’t own a
bathing suit. Her mother fetched one
of her father’s, a red-and-black dia-
mond pattern, and as he came out of
the bedroom he was to share with
Brian he pulled the drawstring as tight
as it would go. He was hollow-chested
and white as an onion.

“You come in, too, Minnie.”

She was surprised enough at her
brother’s request to agree. By the time
she had changed into a one-piece suit,
Brian was already in the water, taunt-
ing Andrei to follow. He stood with

his hands wrapped around himself;
perhaps he didn’t know how to swim.
And then suddenly he sprinted off
the dock, howling like Johnny Weiss-
muller. Brian hooted his approval.

“Now you, Minnie!”

Her own dive was clean as a knife.
The water was a cold shock that
stunned her for a moment and then
felt wonderful.

Andrei proved himself to be good
company, careful not to intrude on her
thoughts yet always ready to talk when
she wanted. They got in the habit of
going for a short walk after every meal,
down to the boat launch and back. He
didn’t flirt or stare wistfully and she
was relieved if also a little disappointed
that his crush had faded.

The evenings he devoted to Brian,
who was currently obsessed with the
Russian dog that was about to go into
space. He had a grainy photograph of
Laika, cut from the newspaper, in the
scrapbook he had insisted on bring-
ing to the cottage, and he used it to
draw his own pictures of the small,
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alert-looking dog ears that stood up,
their tps flopped forward. Andrei
lay on the rag rug with him, help-
ing to colour in the pictures. Did
Laika understand what was happen-
ing? What had his training been like?
Was he scared? Miriam sat in a chair
by the window listening. Her brother
sounded excited but also anxious, as if
he’d never worried about anything as
much.

“Laika is going to be a hero,”
Andrei said. “And when he’s back they
will hold a parade in Red Square.”

“For a dog?” Brian laughed, but he
immediately began to draw a picture

of a parade. His perspective was quite
good. A short time later Andrei gave
the boy his present, a Mr. Potato
Head kit. Miriam thought he was too
old for it, but Brian was thrilled. He
abandoned his drawing and spent the
rest of his time until bed sticking the
plastic parts into a potato and making
them all admire what he had made.

The time moved slowly and then
suddenly it was gone. They all got in
the car to drive Andrei into Barrie. On
the ride he thanked them over and
over. At the bus station he pulled out
his sad little suitcase, turned to wave
and walked away.

You Jump, | Jump, Jack

SUSIE TAYLOR

From Even Weirder Than Before. Published by Breakwater Books in 2019. Taylor’s
work has won the NLCU Fresh Fish Award, Riddle Fence’s Leaside Fiction Prize and
Newfoundland & Labrador Arts and Letters awards. She lives in Harbour Grace, NL.

Mum discourages me from wear-

ing my watch to school in case I
lose or break it.

“What’s the point of having it if I
can never wear it?” I ask her.

“I suppose it’s up to you,” she says.
She’s been getting up all week and
hovering in the kitchen as I get ready
in the morning. It’s a relief to see her
standing up. Mostly she silently drinks
tea as [ cram in toast. Today she actu-
ally takes the time to cast her eye over
what I'm wearing and notices the
watch. I thought she’d be pleased I'd
started wearing it.

Everyone else has a Swatch. Candice
has five, Cathy has two, even Wanda has
one, she has written G N’R on the rub-
bery strap with a black magic marker.
The morning of my last birthday, when
Mum handed me the wrapped box,
it was the wrong shape. Instead of a
Swatch I got a plain watch with a silver
face and a black strap. I don’t know why
I expected anything different. In grade
six everyone had a Cabbage Patch.
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Mum went to the bazaar at church and
came home with a “Crochet Kid” A
hideous doll with a head made of old
nylons that smelt like old lady. It wore
a green crocheted jumper that you
couldn’t take off. Its nylon legs flopped
back and forth where they had been
sewn to its permanent clothing.

T wear the watch despite Mum’s con-
cern. The black watch strap looks punk
rock against my wrist. Miss Blake makes
us put our heads on our desks and gives
as a lecture about the importance of
personal hygiene before we head out
to change for gym. “At the age you are
at, your bodies are changing. Phero-
mones start developing.” I like the way
the leather smells salty, and I give it an
experimental lick as Miss Blake talks.

The change room is actually just
the girls’ washroom closest to the
gym. It always smells like wet paint,
even though the concrete walls haven’t
been painted in years. When the bath-
room door opens, it swings directly
into the main hallway and gives a clear

view into the room. The only space
sheltered from view is the big com-
munal shower room in the far corner.
Candice, Darlene, Tiffany, and Jenny
change there. The rest of us find a
space against one of the short walls
and hope we are out of sight from the
doorway.

I can hear Candice and her friends
proudly showing off stubbled armpits
and comparing sticks of deodorant.
They are laughing and snapping each
other’s bra straps. Wanda strips off fast
and doesn’t seem that bothered stand-
ing around in her bra. But then her bra
is black, with a T-strap back. Cathy has
a white cotton bra with lace trim. It’s
clean and athletic looking. Her mom
just went out and bought it for her, so
she didn’t have to suffer the indignity
of trying it on under the fluorescent
lights of the Sears change room. Peony
goes into a cubicle with a toilet to
change. I’d like to do the same, but it
makes it seem like you’re hiding some
physical defect, hair growing down
your back or a third nipple.

I have bigger boobs than most of
the other girls and an embarrassing
patch of black pubic hair. My bra is
a hand-me-down from Elizabeth; it
is elastic and beige and smells of old
deodorant. It looks like it came from
the lost and found at an orphanage.
I'm wearing a long shirt, so I can slip
off my jeans and pull on my shorts
without anyone seeing any of the black
hairs that sometimes curl through the
cotton of my underwear. I take off my
T-shirt really quick and pull on the
one I’ve brought for gym in practically
one motion. I only have to expose my
yellowing bra for a few seconds. I try
and time this move when everyone
else is busy tying up shoes or taking off
their own shirts. I think about putting
my watch in my jeans pocket, but we
all leave our clothes hanging on hooks
in the bathroom and anyone could
come in and go through my stuff. All
the other girls leave their Swatches on
for gym class, and I decide to keep my
watch on too.



Miss Blake lines us up for skills
drills. Cathy serves the ball at me, and
I duck when it comes hurtling down.
I manage to return the ball to her a
few times. I can’t stand the way the
volleyball feels when it slams against
the insides of my wrists. My wrists
are red, and my veins are sticking out
disgustingly. A ball from Darlene and
Jenny comes bounding over and hits
me in the side of the head. “Heads up,
Daisy!” Miss Blake shouts afterwards.

Rachel and Everett do the best at
spiking, so they get to be team cap-
tains. They call out names, and soon
there are only four of us left. Everett
picks Cathy, Rachel picks Peony, Ever-
ett picks Murray, and I shuffle over,
unchosen, to Rachel’s team.

“Something smells like poo,” says
Derek Fletcher, as I join the group of
kids on my team, and everyone laughs,
even nice Kevin Taylor. The ball is
coming towards me, and I start to run
in its direction. I see Tiffany in my
peripheral vision. I stumble over Tif-
fany’s foot, and she pushes me away
from her, so she can get to the ball. I
fall sideways; the back of my arm and
hand slam against the ground. Candice
laughs. I can’t tell if Tiffany tripped me
on purpose. She says sorry, but doesn’t
offer her hand to help me up. When
I stand up I can see cracks running
through the face of my watch. During
the rest of the game, I just try and stay
away from the net and move out of the
way if the ball comes towards me.

At home I put the watch back in its
box and shove it far into the back of my
underwear drawer. All through dinner
my wrist feels naked, and I dread Mum
asking about it. I can’t fall asleep, wor-
rying I should have confessed to Mum
about it. The phone rings late, and I
can hear Mum speaking into it. I put
my ear against the heating vent in my
room; this way I can hear her down
in the kitchen. She keeps saying, “I
understand, Donald.” When she hangs
up and comes upstairs to bed, I put on
my headphones so I don’t have to lis-
ten to her crying.

THE CHARIOT.

THE EMPEROR.

Photo-collages from The Fever, a project that portrays Newfoundland and Lab-
rador bistory and mythology in the form of tavot cards, by Rbonda Pelley courtesy
of Christina Parker Gallery. Her work bas been exhibited ar the Rooms Provincial
Art Gallery, RCA, Headquarters 57, Leyton Gallery, Christina Parker Gallery,
Gualerie Les Territoires, the San Francisco Arts Commission, the Musée de I'Elysée,
and most recently at the Campbell River Art Gallery. She lives in St. fobn’s and at
rhondapelley.com.
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Return of the G’psgolox Pole

CECIL PAUL, AS TOLD TO BRIONY PENN

From Stories from the Magic Canoe of Wa’xaid. Published by Rocky Mountain

Books in 2019.

Cecil Paul, also known as Wa'xaid, his Xenaksiala name, is an elder, activist and
orator; and is one of the last fluent speakers of Xenaksiala. He is a leader in protecting

Kitlope, the largest intact temperate rainforest watershed in the world. He lives in his

ancestor’s traditional tervitory.

Briony Penn is a writer. Her work has been published in anthologies and chapter books.
Her book The Real Thing: The Natural History of Ian McTaggart Cowan, won the
2015 BC Book Prize. She lives on Salt Spring Island, BC, and at brionypenn.com.

remember my little granny telling

me of a totem pole that was stolen.
We would gather in our little grand-
mother’s house and very faintly I
would remember her stories about the
old totem pole and how it was taken
against our people’s will. That was
when the journey of the pole begun.
They weren’t only going to destroy the
Kitlope; they have already wounded
it by taking the grave marker of a big
hereditary chief from the Kitlope. And
we don’t know where it is. From my lit-
tle granny, she said, “Look for it.” I was
ten years old when she told me that.
Before the boat came in and they took
me away and I ended up in Alberni.
"That was my parting thing with my lit-
tle granny, “Look for the totem.” And,
it took me I don’t know how many
years to find it, and it was in Sweden.

My little sister and I talk about
what I knew about it to my people,
but very few people gave me help.
I got a Christmas card from a friend
from New York. “I have a young
friend, works in New York,” she says.
“Maybe she could find it.” She says,
“I’ll look.” She sends me a Christmas
card: “I couldn’t find it.” I spilled my
guts out to a stranger in a coffee shop,
and then I turned around and she was
a beautiful young girl, Spanish, Mont-
serrat Gonzales. I told her I was up
in the mountains looking for a totem
pole, and I can’t go up there anymore.
It’s over the mountain; it’s over there.
I close my eyes sometimes and the
green grass, and it’s over there.

And she says, “Maybe I could be a
help with this new technology? I'm the
curator of this museum here.”

Oh, this Spanish girl caught me with
Spanish eyes. Took her ten years. In
that ten years, when I left her in that lit-
tle coffee shop, I forgot about her. But
she didn’t forget. Took her ten years
to figure out where the totem pole is.
She says to me, “I went further up the
mountain,” and what she found in the
records was something awful. Swedish
consulate was stationed in Rupert and
the Indian agent that looked after my
people in Kitlope was stationed in Bella
Coola. What she found was the corre-
spondence of these two men, on how to
steal a totem pole. Wow. It was awful.

I said, “Itemize it down. I'm going
to call two friends.”

I called Sister Louisa. She was the
school coordinator in Prince Rupert
and I said, “It’s important that you
come.”

And she said, “I’ll be there on a cer-
tain date.”

Gerald was still the chief because
he was re-elected. I went looking for
Gerald, I said, “I want to show you
guys something.”

And the day came, the three of
us walked in. I remember I told the
Spanish girl to itemize it down to how
she found it. She had a little piece of
paper. I said, “One of you read it out
loud so the three of us could hear.”
The very first line is: “Ten years ago,

Cecil and I went on a journey.”
I realize now that it was the

SHIMMERY SIGHTING

July 1965 at 22:00
Rosemount, Québec

From the “Experiences that do not easily fit into other categories” section on psican.

org, the website of Paranormal Studies & Inquiry Canada (PSICAN).

"Two young women, Suzanne Lamanne and her friend Lucile were out walk-
ing when they heard a peculiar noise resembling that of “roller skates,” when
they looked in the direction of the noise they saw the torso of a beautiful
smiling man with deep penetrating eyes, both women fell into a five minute
trance, when they recovered the figure had apparently vanished. The figure
appeared to have been wearing a tight fitting metallic gray outfit.

Source: John Brent Musgrave, UFO Occupants & Critters quoting Marc
Leduc. Written by Alert S. Rosales.

mountain of waves going across
the Atlantic Ocean. It was some
big waves. I seen only big hills,
you know why I couldn’t walk
on water, I couldn’t go half-
way. I'm in my canoe, trying to
paddle, trying to look for it; 1
couldn’t make it.

The negotiations for that
totem pole to come back were
something hectic. When they
weren’t going any place, then
Gerald said, “What do you
think if we offer them a replica
in exchange for that pole?”

“I'm not the owner of that
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pole,” I say. “Chief G’psgolox is,



my older brother. We cannot do noth-
ing without his consent.”

So in that little room they say,
“Phone your brother and tell him. See
if it'll be all right.”

I finally got through. I says, “We’re
in a dilemma here. We’re standing still.
Gerald suggested if we make a replica
in exchange for your pole.”

There was a moment silence, maybe
three, four seconds. And my brother
came on, “Whatever it takes. You go
for it.” And that was all we needed. And
the next time we meet with the Swed-
ish government, our little delegation
put that on the table.

In our culture, when a big chief
dies he makes two carpenters build it.
And when the pole falls, it go back to
womb of Mother Earth. When that
thing is almost decayed and back to
the womb of Mother Earth, the new
chief will take G’psgolox name, and
he will build another totem pole. Now
when they have taken this totem pole
and cut it down, my culture believes
— strongly believes — that they could
never raise it up again. It’s against our
law, our nmuyem, built into our mind.
And we had a hard time with the Swed-
ish government because they wanted
us to make a museum. When I had our
people together, I say, “Look at our
land! No ships come in, this is the end
of the road. And if you’re gonna build
a museum, it’s got to have proper heat
and things. We’d need a lot of people
to pay a few dollars to come. No way
can you keep a building to do what the
Swedish government wants us to do.”
So I asked, “Come aboard my way of
thinking and refuse those conditions.”
My government was still trying to raise
money for a museum, but we couldn’t
find no funding.

Quite a debate about that, finally
the Swedish museum say, “Okay, we’ll
let you take it back.”

And when we came back, the lit-
tle totem-pole committee said, “Dan
and Cecil will go get the trees for
the totem poles. We need two poles.”
I'm old; I couldn’t climb around a

THE MOON.

&

of WRHDS

mountain anymore. I had a friend,
Bill Munro, who works for West Fra-
ser who have the tree-farm licence for
the Kitlope. We had to figure out the
funding to pay for the totem poles.
Who’s going to carve it?

Still the Swedish government didn’t
understand what a totem pole means

to our people. “Why do you want that
old pole? Why don’t you keep that
replica that you are going to give us
and put it back where the graveyard
is?”

I said, “That’s the difference between
a museum and our Indian culture. You
have stolen this from our graveyard. Its
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roots are there. The people that carved
it could feel the sweat, the calluses on
their hands building this totem pole. It
don’t belong in a foreign land. Let us
take it home; we’ll give you the new
one. In our culture what this totem pole
was meant to be, is back to where Chief
G’psgolox is buried.” And that’s why we
brought it back up to Kitlope — and it’s
there now.

They put a replica up in Swe-
den, and the Swedish people came
when they raised the other replica in
Misk’usa. I was in the hospital here
— I couldn’t make it. Great-grand-
daughter of the consulate from Swe-
den came up to Kitlope. She came to

visit me in the hospital, and we had a
long talk. I say, “I forgave your great-
grandfather long ago. I forgave long
ago.” And there was something else.
That original totem pole I gave her
permission to go and see. Today the
old pole has been set free. It is no
longer in shackles. Bringing cultures
together. We are all one creation.

The Spanish girl who found the
pole in Sweden, Montserrat Gonza-
lez, was at the museum for seven years
then she disappeared, and no one has
heard from her since. We wanted to
thank her. I ask people to try and find
her like the totem pole, but nothing
turn up.

For Al Purdy

PATRICK LANE

From Beyond Forgetting: Celebrating 100 Years of Al Purdy. Edited by Howard White
and Emma Skagen and published by Harbour Publishing in 2018. Patrick Lane was a
poet whose work has received many awards, including the Lieutenant Governor’s Award for
Literary Excellence and the inaugural British Columbia Award for Canadian Non-fiction.

It wasn’t the brawling man who wrote
of dangerous women with whiskey-
coloured eyes, it was the other man I
knew in ’62, the awkward one you hid
inside the Contact book, the one who
spoke of lines that never end. That’s
what I heard first and that’s the man
I knew. It was the uneasiness you had
with the myth you’d made of yourself.
You were a mama’s boy and spoiled
like only-children are. Even your ride
on the freight train back in the thir-
ties wasn’t a real struggle, was more
adventure than endurance. Survival
had nothing to do with it, though later
you’d learn, picking through Air Force
garbage with Eurithe to keep food on
the table. Three days in Vancouver and
you couldn’t wait to hop a freight back
to Ontario, homesick, a little scared.
Suffering was never your strong point.
It took Eurithe to help you with that.
But I remember ’66, the night we left
the Cecil to visit Newlove on Yew

Street and giddy with drink I threw
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a full bottle of beer at the sky. You
stopped dead and waited dll the bottle
fell and smashed. Only throw empty bot-
tles at the moon, you said, shaking your
head at the waste of a drink. It’s a met-
aphor I've lived with in this life, that
moon. Or the time we stole books at
the McStew Launch in ’73. You told me
to stop taking the poetry. Tike the pic-
ture books, you said. No one will give you
money for a poem. Jack McClelland was
railing at us and Newlove was dancing
drunk on a table while Farley glowered
in a corner because he wasn’t the cen-
tre of attention. Clarkson was prissy
and Layton was trying once again
to get laid. God knows where Acorn
was. All names now, men and women
either dead or getting closer. And you?
I could talk with you about the attri-
butes of Rubus spectabilis and Etruscan
tombs. We could go from there to a
discussion about the relative venom of
Laticauda colubrina. You liked the leaps
and made a poetry from space. You

went from the yellow-lipped sea krait
to the eyes of Eurithe and found love at
the end of your complaint. I think love
was at the heart of all you did, the only
loss you knew. Not knowing what you
should learn, you learned everything.
An autodidact (I loved that word when
I was young, it gave my ignorance a
name) you put in everything you could,
your mind moving like your body, a
poem too big to fit into the world. Sit-
ting at the kitchen table three months
before your death you told me you’d
never had a friend. Are you my friend?
you asked. I'll never forget your eyes.
There were never any cheap tricks in
your art. It’s the one thing you taught
me. Don’t tell it slant, you might've said.
Your poems were Mobius strips. Fol-
lowing your mind was like my wan-
dering in South America years ago.
I knew there was no end, it was the
going I had to learn, the nowhere we
all get to. I split the word these days.
Right now I'm here. You liked the story
of me almost dying from a centipede
sting in the jungle east of Ecuador, the
little brown woman who nursed me
back to life as she fed me soup made
from boiled cuy. Like most men you
liked stories. All your confessions were
metaphors, those tired horses in the
dust at Hundred Mile the measure. Or
the time you made coffee in the fry-
ing pan in Toronto for Lorna and me,
the bubbles of bacon grease just some-
thing to add body to the day. With you
I could almost make it through. I fixed
your deathbed, the second-hand you
and Eurithe bought at a garage sale.
You stood in a reel while I hammered
it together. Three days later you were
gone. I could say I still have words but
none of them add up to you. Whispers
mostly in the racket. Poems go round
and round, this one too, never quite
getting there, but I stll live, and your
ivory thought is all that keeps me warm
some nights, still writing, still alive. It’s
a cheap out, Al, but where else to go but
back to you grabbing picture books,
telling me once again that poems don’t
sell. They never did.
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FIFTEENTH ANNUAL EDITION

FIRST PRIZE

Impediment

BARBARA BLACK

ike when the air hits a wound, no

matter how small, and suddenly
you are aware of all the red gore, guts
and nerves that inhabit your body. It
wasn’t his choice to have the tongue
transplant. He’d made peace with his
own stupidity and his crazed trigger
finger. The doctors just wanted a sub- s :
ject to practise on. They wanted acco- " Py b, 783
lades. But the new tongue mangled Restiles =Cliomiedel
his native language. When he wanted
to say “luckily” the tongue drew itself
in, humped at the back of his throat and slurred “crgiz.” When he tried with
all the graciousness he could muster to say “thank you” and master that initial
voiceless dental fricative, the tongue flapped to the roof of his mouth and made
a sound like someone hammering a nail. He moved away from the city. Lived in
a trailer in a birch grove where leggy elk strode through like giants from a pagan
past. The wolf that daily defecated on his back doorstep agreed to the trade. Now
the man speaks wolf—if he even speaks—and the wolf sits at the Friday night
poker table, regaling men with his tales of stalking wild horses and luring them
into domesticity.

Barbara Black is a motorcycle-riding writer of short fiction and poetry whose recent accom-
plishments include a nomination for the 2019 Journey Prize and riding 512 bhairpin turns
in the South Tyrol Alps.

V7 [
A CHAMAELEON SHOOTING OUT ITS TONGUE TO CAPTURE A FL
N.Y. PUBLIC LIRKARY
PICTURE COLLECTION

The tongue s capatie of extensivn vo @ lenprh of ma leir than 7 or 8 inckis

[ Mfiltes fatna foa
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SECOND PRIZE

Palisade at
Kevin's Coulee

CAMERON MUIR

e have reached, sir, an impasse. Culligan and Mery-
feld and Casper and Oberchuk—wounded since
the fifth, we can smell it from here—have the gardens
and the schoolhouse. I believe Culligan has three Lee-
Enfields, and of course the Bren, but has ammunition
only for the .303s (and not much of that, I think). We still
have the armoury, the mess, the smithy, the radio room
(smashed, but the 24-volt array is intact), the barracks
and the well. We control the gate. They took one shot
at Becker as he rode out to find the Lieutenant, and the
locusts did not seem to notice until he was past Kevin’s
Coulee. I haven’t decided who will carry this or how.
They do not fly, except for the smaller ones that have
not fed from Lazy-A or Seven-Up or the sump near the
factory. The problem is in the morning before the solar
panels have charged up the fence. They do not stir until

the sun is up and, for about a half hour or more, we take pot shots at the hardier
ones that don’t mind a few volts tickling their bellies as they climb over. They
seem to be learning, which is disconcerting. Walcott tried eating one—just the
legs—but got feverish and I don’t think he is quite right even now.

We have twenty-three cases of .30-30 for the five Winchesters, and we know
that Standingready is a match for Meryfeld any day. The signal gun is loaded with
canister (mostly fourpenny nails and sawdust) and placed where Culligan can see
it, but no one is looking forward to lighting that brass bastard.

Your Mary died last Thursday and we buried her out back of the armoury for
now. Some said we should remove the dress, the apricot one with the lace that
you gave her for her birthday, but I gave orders that she be buried in it. I hope
I did right. The locket with the photo of you and Clemmie I placed to her lips
then set aside, and it waits for you (in the clock, if we do not meet again). Patel
also died (from that block and tackle that we knew could go—I blame myself)
and I took the liberty of placing him in Mary’s grave for the time being (facing
up). And Decker.

The fence is down now.

And Miiller.

Cameron G. Muir is a retived lawyer and an MFA student in the writing program at the
University of Saskatchewan. He writes contemporary and historical fiction.

34 Geist 113 Summer 2019



ALY Lo L)

i o7ih; My 0,
f

THIRD PRIZE

VS ]
#f M s iogj

. fir L 4,,,”_:‘}‘_”;]%?‘[:-: :

Survivors

DAVID WISEMAN

hen I knocked I could hear
Amber gurgling, so I knew her
mum was there. I could’ve gone right
in—there wasn’t much I hadn’t seen
before—but this was a peace mis-

Valentines S

sion and I didn’t want to upset Josie

again. I'd had too many Kamikazes

the night before and started on about how she never paid any rent and the place
smelling bad and how she’d have to go. Twenty-four hours I'd said, she and the
kid had to be gone.

It sounded like the kid was ready to stop gurgling and start bawling, so I
inched open the door. It was the usual shambles, Josie’s clothes strewn every-
where, Amber in her cardboard cot. She’d just learned to roll over but hadn’t the
strength to roll back. Everything pretty much normal, except there was no Josie.

The note was direct: Gone to find a place. Look after Amber. I looked round at
the child, close enough I could see her over the edge of the box as she struggled
to keep her head up for more than two seconds. Dark eyes under black lashes,
golden skin, a wet nappy and a look that said you’re not nzy mummy.

It wasn’t like we were strangers, I often held her. I'd even tried with a bottle
but never really got the hang of it. She was quiet for a minute, but I was mad
over being left in the lurch and swore loud and long. Then she cried, starting
low but hitting the top fast.

I was so angry I was shaking and all the while Amber was letting rip. She
wasn’t just hungry and wet, but cross as hell that Josie’d walked out on her. I
would’ve killed for a smoke, but I’d none left.

Crystal clear, I thought this is how kids get battered, this is how they get slammed
against the wall.

Then, mercifully, these things came back to me: warm, dry, full.

"The poor kid looked really sore when I got her nappy off and she didn’t have
that nice plump roundness like they do in the adverts. Warm soapy water calmed
her a little, but it’s amazing how easy it’d be to drop a slippery baby.

There was enough formula for one bottle, and she was back to full volume while
I fiddled around making it, but I got lucky. She went straight into it, not stop-
ping till it was half gone. All the yelling and bathing and feeding had pretty much
exhausted us both, and Amber fell asleep in my arms. I followed a minute later.

We woke together, as Josie’s key turned in the lock. Amber half-smiled for
an instant before she caught sight of her mum, which reminded her how she’d
been deserted, and she let out a yell to wake the dead. I was ready to shout too,
but suddenly, the moment passed. Maybe that’s what saved us both, being mad at
Josie instead of each other.

David Wiseman is an English-born writer living in Surrey, BC, whose lifelong enthusiasms

include maps, reading, writing, travel and photography.
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~ Dear

* eist.

—

I have been writing

and rewriting a creative
non-fiction story for ab

out a year. How dol
know when the story is ready to sen

d out?

__Teetering, Gimli MB

Dear Geist,

In my fiction writing workshop,
the dad ¢

one person said 1 should write a lot more about
| haracter. Another person said that the dad character is s
& I should delete him. Both of these writers are
»
\
i

uperfluous and
very astute. Help!
—Dave, Red Deer AB

%’ Advice for the Lit-Lorn
Are you a writer? § |
Do you have a writing question, conundrum, dispute, dilemma, quandary or pickle?

thzt oifers'free professional advice to writers of fiction, non-fiction and everything in between
_ straight from Mary Schendlinger (Senior Editor of Geist for 25 years) and Geist editorial ;staff ’

Send your question to advice@geist.com.
We will reply to all answerable questio.ns,_ whether or not we post them.

geist.com/lit-lorn
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cCoMIC

WHO GETS CALLED

Vancouver, Canada, Hay 2018

*1-"_' Im callmg from Child

and Family Bervices,
we got a report about
your child.

ON UNFIT NOTHER?

MIRIAM LIBICKI
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we can't
} give out that

information.

Ting, Someone in our

e,:.ghbo'l:u:hood cas
.Serv:ces (c.E‘SJ on us. I was shocked.
But T ‘also_ immediately guessed what
{ i ’ had sparked the complaint .

The day before, my five-yéar-old J
Maya, had come home from playing
wat.hout her you.nqeir b:othe.r "'" i

“ -

Where’s
Mati?

led child and Fa:mly

My five-year-old and

almoat th:ee year-old often spent
the warm days roving around our
suburban neighbourhood with a group
of other Xids.

I finished my email before walk:ng
outaide to find h.\m 53 don < th:.nls.
my kids are in any danqer in our

Comic 39



When 1 went Oz:tsidf‘. a woman 1'd Mater, 1 gathered from® the CFS,
never geen before was holding his' .  worker that wWhilé Mati wes playin
hand 7and he was leadmg he-r t owardl outs:de 1etgot hu’:qta . m£ tY _S

our hou.se.

She"gave me 2
death_glare and
said nothing.

CFS scheduled us a home visit one T lost two days of work cleaning. I
week away. 1 was a paranoid mess. . put out my hterary Iwnrd on_the
The secret that b R was a bad mother \ _ coffee .table.

was a t:ghtness 1:n my chest i

1 carrled mrywhere
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I vaguely Rknew CPS has to respond to
any complaint. But I was terrified
that they'd decide that we were

L o
b g U-J'lflt par ents

"There is no greater threat to a child's emotional
well-being than being separated from a primary care-
giver. Even if it was for a short period, for a child
that's an eternity,” said Johanna Bick, a psychology
professor at the University of Houston who studies
adverse experiences in childhood.(Miriam Jordan, 8yr)

~0f course losing my kids was on my
mind.. It was the Summer of Separated
Families: Three days before that
. phone call, Jeff sessiong 7 _
<5 announced the “zero tolerance -
: o A polmy
| ! o an
= N g e,, :,:'_._'. 2 2

o

Pl Pe du e -

"Ice broke apart and then irﬁprisoned
members of overf 6,000 families during
& the .sgmmm'montha

State removal of children frem their
parents hae always had a racial _
component. In Canada, 52% of children

under 14 in foster care are First
TVations, Metis or Inuit youth,

Comic 41



T,

Over the summer, Child Protective 3:?;3’;}1:::9 a"iﬂt: “:}i?l;‘:d :o . .k

. L=} r
Jervices were also called on Black \o3ing theis 13""'}‘“1a Thgexr";rurate is
lecs I'Ial‘;t:?:’ _a':tlv'lst‘ ,_sl.‘ha;f‘ Kllng lives wcre held up :to state scmt:ny
" o &y A ol I ] & =

\“‘\\Q

Reading those headlines, the idea  As the dabe of our home visit
that the state could rip my Kids ! approached, 1 wondered whether race

away Imm me _Sed S dly very' playcd a role in the complalnt
poss J.ble — = By T

) ;—\.,__._,_ VIl =

i 5\ 1
\\‘ —

.\

My husband is Japa:nese-CanachﬂJ'l
I am Jewish and white. Had some Of'
our neighbours always seen us'

as outsiders?
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Who is seen as an unfit parent? :ff’"..—fi
~ “How does race and class shape wil'mt"4

the state deems *respectable?

And if we know separation is one
of the most traumatic experiences

for kids® psyches, how can it be_

such a commen practice?

Having my parenting ingpected by the
state made me think of Foucault.
I have to confess that Im a
*neglect ful mother” and reveal my
private habits to powerful Strangers.

This form of power cannct be exercised
without Knowing the insde of people’s
minds, without exflonng their goulg,

without making them reveal theip
innermost gecrets.

1‘'ve always believed that the real
4 reason people become helicopter
parents 1s not fear for what could
Al happen to their kids. [
1t's the fear that if something bad
Ydoes happen to your kids, it will
‘have been your fault. You deserved
it. You let them out of your sight.

L i

i

iiy l‘ettfns‘ Kids out “of_yai;;rn sight ';3"5
healthy. 5

e _ ) :
jlpevelopmental psychologists /link a '}
rri.‘:.e in childhood depression, amxietyj
" and narcissism to a fall in play __
times unstroctured by adults. Rids
who make independent decisions and
take risks are better at evaluating
what is safe, and at redulating their

owll emotions.

Comic 43



Confess, ‘confess. Be stripped and
examined and be:g absolutjon from the

s / ) state.

[

!

gz &

But I had wiped my eyes
by the time they came back. CFS
asked me for character references
frommy neighbours. Then they left.

“When the inspectors came,| they took
."na.ya, who had just turned six over

% the weekend, up to hexr room to =
'interview. L cried and cried. g

I heard nothing more until September, My ordeal is ovex, but I can never

when 1 was notified the file had been  forget that thousands of other ;._4,;“4;.
closed. I'm pretty sure it was gt} 'parents are still fighting to keep 4
our signs of privilege that g their children safe wlth them._g=
pul]ed us t,hrcaugh Foak S €7 / 3

1 have nothing to show for it but
a distrust of our/ neighbours._"_"

Miriam Libicki is the creator of the Israeli Army memoir jobnik! and the book of drawn essays Toward A Hot Jew (recipient of the 2017 Vine Award
for Canadian Jewish Literature). She is curvently a cartoonist in residence at ln Maison des Auteurs in Angouléme, France, where she is working on ber
upcoming graphic novel Glasnost Kids: How Post-Soviet Child Refugees and Other Schmoes in our Thirties are Saving/Killing Judaism.
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If you are a teacher of writing, composition, litera-
ture, publishing or any kindred subject, you can get
free copies of Geist for you and your students, just
by asking for them, and free access to the Geist
Digital Edition is included!

Teachers are always looking for good readings.
Geist in the Classroom puts us together.

Geist is always looking for new writers and readers.

SIGN UP NOW FOR FREE CLASS SETS OF GEIST

For details: geist.com/gic
or call 1.888.434.7834

PS. If you are a student,
hand this to your instructor!
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PORTFOLIO

CASUAL ENCOUNTERS

DUNCAN CAIRNS-BRENNER

\ ul-‘i e

For many years—before Tinder, Plenty of Fish, Grindr, Match, OKCupid, Gaydar
and other online dating and hookup sites and apps—one of the most popular places
online to seek out casual sex was the Casual Encounters section of Craigslist.com, where
people posted personal ads seeking all manner of encounters and relationships. Posting
was anonymous, oversight was minimal and thousands of postings went live daily across
North America.

From 2014 to 2018, the Vancouver photographer Duncan Cairns-Brenner contacted
people in British Columbia who posted these ads and photographed them before, dur-
ing and after their encounters, as well as the locations and surrounding areas of where
the encounters took place. “The ads ranged widely,” Cairns-Brenner says. “Some were
vulgar, some were funny, others surprisingly heartfelt or sad. But every ad was posted by
a real person, wanting to connect with someone else. These people were sending their
most intimate sexual desires into the ether and hoping for a reply.”

In April of 2018, the United States Congress passed bill HR 1865, which subjected
websites to criminal and civil liability in the event they are used for unlawful activity
related to prostitution and sex trafficking. Craigslist shut down all of their personal ad
listings, including Casual Encounters, shortly after the bill was passed.
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WORDS ON FILM

King of the Post-Anthropocene

arly in Michael Dougherty’s recent

Godzilla: King of the Monsters,
Japanese scientist Dr. Ishiro Serizawa,
portrayed by Ken Watanabe, argues
against destroying Godzilla and
his fellow giant monsters—called
“Titans” in the film. Serizawa is asked
whether he intends for Godzilla to
be humanity’s pet. “No,” Serizawa
replies. “We are to be his.” The film
takes Serizawa seriously, and nei-
ther its protagonists nor antagonists
seem to dispute Serizawa’s funda-
mental contention: humanity has lost
the rights to its autonomy given the
catastrophic effects of human inter-
vention on the Earth, and the Titans
are the only beings that can reverse
humanity’s impact, acting as a kind
of “antibody,” in the film’s words, for
the planet itself. In this way the film
echoes the Gaia hypothesis, champi-
oned recently by French anthropolo-
gist Bruno Latour, the idea that the
Earth can be seen as a holistic system
with its own particular vitality, even
intentionality, which humans seem
to disrupt continually. In this fram-
ing, Godzilla and his fellow Titans
are a natural corrective despite their
science fiction origins, a radioactive
medicine for a damaged Earth that
can no longer sustain us, its most
toxic inhabitants.

Serizawa’s character is so com-
mitted to this idea that he eventually
sacrifices himself to revive a tem-
porarily defeated Godzilla, detonat-
ing a nuclear bomb to empower the
monster to defeat the even more
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JOSEPH WEISS

Kaiju are the heroes we deserve

monstrous King Ghidorah, posi-
tioned by the film as an invading
alien who, unlike Godzilla, does not
have the best interests of the planet
in mind. This sacrifice inverts that
of a previous Dr. Serizawa, the one
in the very first Godzilla film, Ishird
Honda’s magnificent Gojira, released
in Japan in 1954. In Honda’s film,
Daisuke Serizawa, as portrayed by
Akihiko Hirata, is a troubled scien-
tist whose discovery of an “oxygen
destroyer” provides the only means
to defeat Godzilla, who has emerged
to level Tokyo in the wake of atomic
testing in the Pacific. This Serizawa,
too, sacrifices himself, but to destroy
Godgzilla, not to save him.

Honda’s film is bleak and unspar-
ing. A popular rumour at the time
was that the director had
spersed real footage of the devas-
tated post-atom bomb landscapes
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki with his

scenes of Tokyo after Godzilla’s ram-

inter-

page, a rumour that was all the easier
to believe because Honda’s film was
so interested in scarred bodies and
destroyed buildings. In the original
film, Godzilla incarnates the radical
destructive potential of nuclear vio-
lence, laying waste to Japan in ways
that are simultaneously intentional
and incomprehensible. In this sense
the giant monster is almost sublime,
its aesthetics somewhere at the edge
of conventional understandings, mag-
nificent and terrifying all at once.
Why is it, then, that audiences took
such pleasure in watching Godzilla’s

acts of destruction? By the 1960s,
giant monster movies had become
their own genre in Japan, called kaiju
(from the Japanese word for “strange
beasts”) films, and scenes of Godzilla
and his fellows destroying carefully
modelled Japanese cities were de
rigueur for the genre. Godzilla in par-
ticular was so popular with children
that he was eventually given his own
son, Minya, who imitated his father
by blowing smoke rings instead of
atomic fire. Godzilla, then, is both
excitement and terror, a favourite
imaginary playmate of young children
and Japan’s symbol, par excellence, of
the decimation that violence and sci-
ence bring when coupled together.
The pleasure of Godzilla, in other
words, lies in watching him destroy us.
Godzilla could not exist without radia-
tion, one of the few common elements
in all his incarnations, both Japanese
and American. Created by the nuclear
age, Godzilla grows beyond anything
that could be imagined by the scientists
of the twentieth century. And then he
lays waste to cities, destroying his own
creators, and because he is the product
of nuclear violence, humankind’s most
destructive weapons can do nothing
against him. The pleasure of Godzilla
is moral, the erotic thrill of watching
us get what we deserve from some-
thing both monstrous and divine—
“God-Zilla,” after all. Even the most
recent Japanese Godzilla, Hideaki
Anno’s 2016 Shin Godzilla understands
this, staging Godzillas radioactive
rampage to sombre, almost elegiac



music and thrilling in the beauty of the
fire and smoke that the kaiju leaves in
his wake. Godzilla might be the “vil-
lain” in Honda and Anno’ films, but
he is the only being we’re there to
watch, the site of pleasure, the object
of our desire. He is Freud’s death drive
come to life, and, as Freud was obses-
sively aware, with Thanatos there is
also, always, the remainder of Eros.

Until Godzilla: King of the Monsters,
at least. The recent American Godzilla
movies produced by Legendary, con-
cerned as they are with nodding to
the Japanese originals, have also been
attempting to define a somewhat dif-
ferent mythology for the monster. In
Legendary’s canon, Godezilla is one of
the race of Titans who once roamed
the Earth as primordial beings and,
the most recent film implies, proto-
humanity’s original gods. Godzilla
can be understood through the lan-
guage of evolutionary biology as
an “apex predator,” dominating all
other species simply as a function of
its own nature. This Godzilla’s inter-
est in humanity is peripheral, and he
avoids the overt urban destruction of
his Japanese predecessors, focusing
largely on dominating other mon-
sters and asserting his status as “king
of the monsters.” Though he is still
a radioactive being, the films put far
less emphasis on Godzilla’s radio-
activity as a kind of human original
sin, instead continually emphasizing
Godezilla and the other Titans’ origins
in the Earth’s deep past. And, as Ishiro
Serizawa asserts to the film’s audi-
ence, the proper relationship we as
humans should have to such a being
is subservience. It is no coincidence,
then, that the film ends with a scene
of the remaining titans bowing to a
victorious Godezilla: the natural hier-
archy has been (re-)established, and
humans are no longer on top.

This is, of course, just as moral as
Japan’s Godzilla films, but it is not
the sensuous morality of deserved
destruction. It is, instead, a particu-
lar kind of future for humanity, one

that is reminiscent of the philoso-
pher of science Donna Haraway’s
recent science-fiction speculations.
In her monograph Staying with the
Trouble: Making Kin in the Chthulu-
cene, Haraway imagines a future in
which humans will give up their spe-
cies autonomy, blending themselves
with animals, with insects, arachnids,
and other non-human beings in order
to survive, as she puts it, “on a dam-
aged planet.” As a necessary rejoinder
to what Haraway characterizes as the
“prick story” of the Anthropocene, its
male, human-centric story of a great-
ness gone tragically too far, Haraway
speculates about how humans can
“stay with the trouble” instead of con-
tinually anticipating their own extinc-
tion, blending themselves with other
beings in a kind of churning compost
that finds new ways of living—indeed,
new ways of existing—in the compro-
mised ecologies of our planet. Even if
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Legendary’s film ends with Godzilla
as a new king, retaining a grasp on
hierarchy in a new form, I would sub-
mit that there is a deeper and more
interesting pleasure buried within
the seeming submission of the film’s
human characters to a non-human
force. This Godzilla, unlike those
who have come before, promises
the almost anarchic pleasure of giv-
ing up our autonomy as a species in
order to make way for other kinds of
life, learning to live with them rather
than to dominate them. Godzilla is
not the force of our own destruc-
tion, but, instead, a path toward a
continuing—and perhaps radically
transformed—existence.

Foseph Weiss is an anthbropologist and is Assis-
tant Professor of Antbropology at Wesleyan
University. He is the author of Shaping the
Future on Haida Gwaii: Life Beyond Set-
tler Colonialism, published by UBC Press.
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AFTERLIFE OF

Left Nationalists

STEPHEN HENIGHAN

CULTURE

Progressives are far less likely to be nationalists than ever before

For most of the twentieth century,
and into the first decade of the
twenty-first, a rarely remarked-upon
anomaly distinguished Canada from
other northern democracies: nation-
alists were on the left, not the right,
of our political spectrum. In coun-
tries we regarded as being analogous
to ours, nationalists were reaction-
aries: in France, the anti-immigrant
National Front; in Germany, the
doctrinaire Catholics of the Chris-
tian Social Union or small neo-Nazi
groups; in Great Britain, insular
Thatcherites and the xenophobic
British National Party; in the United
States, Reaganite Republicans who
didn’t know much about the outside
world and didn’t much care to, though
they liked to bomb it now and then.
By contrast, Canadian nationalists
were lefties. They voted for the New
Democratic Party or the Liberals.
They supported nationalizing energy,
kicking out American multinational
corporations, fraternizing with Fidel
Castro’s Cuba, stocking universities
with Canadian, rather than foreign,
academics and promoting bilingual-
ism and multiculturalism.

On the cultural front, Canadian
nationalists asserted our particularity
by supporting the CBC, campaign-
ing for Canadian content quotas in
television, film and popular music,
and founding small publishing com-
panies that aspired to forge a dis-
They
rallied around books such as Survival:
A Thematic Guide to Canadian Lit-
erature (1972) by Margaret Atwood,
which was both a work of literary

tinctive national literature.
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criticism and a left-nationalist mani-
festo, published by House of Anansi,
a small publisher that Atwood’s friend
Dennis Lee had helped to found. In
the 1980s and 1990s, when free trade
agreements enshrined the continen-
talism that nationalists battled against
as government policy, Atwood and
her supporters tried to “keep culture
off the table” by protecting impor-
tant national producers such as the
“Canadian Publisher” McClelland and
Stewart. M&S brought readers the
work of a whole generation of modern
Canadian writers, as well as the New
Canadian Library collection of redis-
covered Canadian works from the past,
which stocked CanLit courses in high
schools, colleges and universities.

The other countries where nation-
alism was a left-wing creed were in
what used to be called the Third
World. The cultural histories of Mex-
ico and Cuba brim with movements
and policies that echo those of Cana-
dian nationalism, from legislation to
control US oil companies to national
institutions to support publishing.
Debates about national identity in
Colombia, Peru or Argentina mirror
certain Canadian preoccupations. In
its rhetoric, Canadian left-nationalism
hewed closer to the quest for a multi-
cultural, post-colonial national culture
in African, and some Asian, nations
than to cultural debates in England,
France or Germany.

The analogy between cultural
dynamics in Canada and those in
the Global South failed to fit when
it came to the role of conserva-
tives. In Latin America, the right was

anti-nationalist, often barely masking
its despisal of the national culture and
cravenly worshipping the USA. Yet
in Canada, until the 1980s, conserva-
tives had their own form of nation-
alism, based on nostalgia for British
and colonial institutions; by today’s
standards, many conservatives barely
counted as being on the right. Law-
rence Martin’s The Presidents and the
Prime Ministers (1982) makes a strong
case that John Diefenbaker, a Pro-
gressive Conservative, was the most
nationalistic Canadian Prime Minister
of the twentieth century. The philo-
sophical bible of Canadian national-
ism, Lament for a Nation (1965), was
written by George Grant, a self-
described “radical Tory.”

Opver the last three decades, though,
Canadian conservatives have aban-
doned Red Toryism and adopted
a religious, gun-loving, sometimes
homophobic or incipiently misogynist
ideology closer to that of American
Republicans. Progressives, meanwhile,
have found that as globalization accel-
erates, the national boundaries they
had depended on to build a forward-
looking nation have become porous.
At the same time, some of the blind
spots of the nation as conceived by
1970s nationalism have been thrown
into relief. Among their other signifi-
cances, the literary scandals of 2016
and 2017—the Steven Galloway case
at UBC, the exposure of writer Joseph
Boyden as white rather than Indige-
nous, the “appropriation prize” disas-
ter—have discredited some of the key
protagonists of Canadian left nation-
alism, notably Margaret Atwood, in



the eyes of younger writers and art-
ists. In the anthology Refuse: CanLit in
Ruins (2018), the first prominent book
published about these events, Canada
is not an aspiring social democracy but
a cauldron of racism, colonialism and
rape culture. Alicia Elliott, one of the
volume’s most articulate voices, writes:
“I’'m not attached to Canada’s national
identity, I have no stake in maintaining
it, and I feel no pain dismantling it.”
This illustrates  that
being a progressive is far less likely to
involve being a nationalist than used

statement

to be the case. Our nationalists, like
those of other Western nations, are
now on the reactionary right, fretting
over racial diversity, “barbaric cultural
practices” and asylum-seekers cross-
ing the US border.

When Canadians cross the bor-
der, they find that in the US Margaret
Atwood is a feminist heroine, lion-
ized by younger women at the 2017
Emmy Awards for the television adap-
tation of her novel The Handmaid’s
Tale (1984). In Canada, many younger
women in the arts, who are aware of
Atwood’s support for figures such as
Galloway and Boyden, are wary of her
and the allegiances she represents. In
contemporary Canada a very different
book of essays by a younger woman
writer has captured the zeitgeist and
sold far beyond its anticipated audi-
ence, as Atwood’s Swrvival did in
1972. Alicia Elliotts A Mind Spread
Out on the Ground (2019) contains
essays about growing up female, poor
and Indigenous. One essay skew-
ers Atwood’s contradictory views on
Indigenous people. Yet one of the
contradictions of globalization is that
today Atwood, who in 1988 cam-
paigned to keep Canadian culture off
the free-trade table, and Elliott, who
is a trenchant critic of capitalism, are
both published by Penguin Random
House, owned by the Bertelsmann
Corporation of Germany. As Elaine
Dewar details in The Handover: How
Bigwigs and Bureaucrats Transferred
Canada’s Best Publisher and the Best

Part of Our Literary Heritage to a For-
eign Multinational (2017), McClelland
and Stewart, “the Canadian Pub-
lisher,” is now merely a few desks in
the Penguin Random House Canada
office, where distinctions between the
different imprints absorbed by this
German-based company are no lon-
ger as significant as they once were.
The Random House website’s public-
ity material for Elliott’s book down-
plays the fact that Elliott is Canadian,
describing her work as being about
“Native people in North Amer-
ica.” They avoid the Canadian term
“Indigenous people,” which Elliott
herself prefers, presumably for fear of
confusing US readers, who are used
to “Native.” Like the New Canadian
Library, which Penguin Random
House closed down when it absorbed
McClelland and Stewart, the Cana-
dian cultural context has vanished.
Elliott, the young radical, stages her
assault on Canadian nationalism from

the point of view of an oppressed

Indigenous minority, yet from the
platform of a transnational corpo-
ration seeking to impose borderless
markets. Indigenous peoples, whom
left nationalists failed to include in
their vision of the Canadian nation,
and the continentalist—now global-
ist—corporations, whom left nation-
alists campaigned against, share an
enmity toward nations with strong,
centralized states. Left national-
ism’s failure to develop a language
to include Indigenous people and
successfully challenge a globaliz-
ing capitalism that absorbs and neu-
ters national cultural institutions has
put an end to Canada’s distinctness
as the rare northern country where

nationalists were once on the left.

Stephen Henighan'’s most recent book is the
short story collection Blue River and Red
Earth (2018). Read more of his work at
geist.com and stephenbenighan.com. Follow
bim on Twitter @StephenHenighan.

€ ¢ In The Student, Cary Fagan has not only crafted a vivid
portrait of a woman in her youth and old age, but also an
intriguing meditation on what changes and what remains
the same over time." —ELYSE FRIEDMAN
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rom the female Titans that preceded

the Olympian gods to the elderly
characters knitting their way through
our present stories, the figure of the
headstrong single woman, unmarried or
widowed, is mostly left in the shadows
by younger heroines, and younger or
older male heroes. Of course if you put
your mind to find them, they are there,
stalwart and enlightening, in the hidden
corners of the library. Necessary char-
acters, too. What terrible deed would
Coriolanus have committed were it not
for his mother, the undaunted Volum-
nia? Would the tragic plot of Romzeo and
Fuliet have come to its pedagogical end
without the help of the devoted Nurse?
What would have happened to Huckle-
berry Finn without the foil of wily Aunt
Polly? And where would Lord Peter
Wimsey and Harriet Vane be without
Miss Climpson and her army of inquis-
itive ladies? “Miss Climpson,” says Lord
Peter to his friend, Detective-Inspector
Charles Parker, “is a manifestation of
the wasteful way in which this coun-
try is run. Look at electricity. Look at
water-power. Look at the tides. Look
at the sun. Millions of power units
being given off into space every minute.
Thousands of old maids, simply burst-
ing with useful energy, forced by our
stupid social system into hydros and
hotels and communities and hostels
and posts as companions, where their
magnificent gossip-powers and units of
inquisitiveness are allowed to dissipate
themselves or even become harmful
to the community, while the ratepay-
ers’ money is spent on getting work for
which these women are providentially
fitted, inefficiently carried out by ill-
equipped policemen like you.”
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Marilla

ALBERTO MANGUEL

WORDS

Prince Edward Island gothic

Canadian literature seems to be
particularly well-provided with these
inspired crones, and several take centre
stage. Hagar in Margaret Laurence’s
The Stone Angel, Daisy Goodwill
in Carol Shields’ The Stone Diaries,
Atwood’s Old Woman in The Robber
Bride, the Monster-Mother in Audrey
Thomas’s Songs My Mother Taught Me,
Mrs. Norrington in Mavis Gallant’s 4
Fuirly Good Time... the list is impressive.
These old women have their names in
lights. And none more so than Marilla
Cuthbert, the headstrong woman who
runs the Green Gables household
while her taciturn brother Matthew
works on the farm. Readers worldwide
know the vociferous Anne, the darling
of Japanese tourists who have a fetish
for Anne’s red hair and buy in their
thousands Anne mugs, Anne tea towels,
Anne notebooks and Anne T-shirts
when they visit Prince Edward Island

for the express purpose of praying at
Anne’s shrine. As far as I know there
are no Marilla T-shirts for sale.

Marilla, Lucy Maud Montgom-
ery tells us in the first chapter of the
first volume of the saga, is “a tall,
thin woman, with angles and without
curves; her dark hair showed some gray
streaks and was always twisted up in a
hard little knot behind with two wire
hairpins stuck aggressively through
it. She looked like a woman of nar-
row experience and rigid conscience,
which she was; but there was a saving
something about her mouth which, if
it had been ever so slightly developed,
might have been considered indicative
of a sense of humour.” Marilla is that
rare creature, true on the surface and
also true in her secret core, “as large as
life, and twice as natural!” as the King’s
Messenger says of Alice.

Reading the Anne books the por-
trait of Marilla that comes to mind
is the sour-faced woman in American
Gothic, Grant Wood’s painting from
1930. This is one side of the canvas.
But what portrait might appear on
the other, the hidden side?

No one would call Marilla a sexual
being, and yet she confesses to Anne
that she’s been courted and has fallen
in love. “John Blythe,” she tells Anne,
“was a nice boy. We used to be real
good friends, he and I. People called
him my beau.” And then they quar-
relled. “I wouldn’t forgive him when
he asked me to. I meant to, after
awhile—but I was sulky and angry
and I wanted to punish him first. He
never came back—the Blythes were
all mighty independent. But I always
felt—rather sorry. I've always kind of
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wished I’d forgiven him when I had
the chance.” Even as a young woman
Marilla seemed unwilling to bend to
anyone or anything.

Chaucers Wife of Bath was
equally unwilling to bend, neither
to her five husbands (“three of them
were good and two were bad”) nor
to the world at large. She tells us “of
tribulation in marriage,/ Of which
I am expert in all mine age/ This is
to say, myself hath been the whip.”
The Wife of Bath wields a whip, lit-
erally and symbolically, and upholds
her right to all physical pleasures.
An early Camille Paglia, she accuses
men of having made up the stories
that condemn women. “By God,” she
says, “if women had written stories, /
As clerkes had within their oratories,
/ They would have writ of men more
wickedness / Than all the mark of
Adam may redress.” Could this inde-
pendent, self-asserting older woman
be the inverted image of Marilla or,
if you like, can Marilla be read as a
Puritan version of the Wife of Bath?

Marilla’s coldness hides an old
story which she recognizes early
enough in Anne: “What a starved,
unloved life she had—a life of drudg-
ery and poverty and neglect,” she
thinks to herself, with a feeling of pity
perilously near self-pity. It also hides
a sense of humour, sharp and intelli-
gent, “which is simply another name”
(Montgomery comments wisely) “for
a sense of the fitness of things.” This
Marilla has in abundance.

Marilla is practical in all things con-
cerning social responsibilities. Prince
Edward Island community life would
be impossible without mutual assistance
among neighbours. Tradition and polite
niceties she accepts without argument,
because she refuses to imagine things
“different from what they really are.”
And adds: “When the Lord puts us in
certain circumstances He doesn’t mean
for us to imagine them away.” The Wife
of Bath would agree: you don’t imagine
circumstances away, you face them and
deal with them, and if you have to, you

use a whip. Nothing can dissuade either
woman once they have set on a given
course, disciplinary or amorous. “When
I make up my mind to do a thing it
stays made up,” Marilla states. And the
Wife of Bath: “Forbid us thing, and that
desire we; / Press on us fast, and then
will we flee.”

These strong women living within
the fortress they’ve painfully built
for themselves, have occasionally the
chance of change, of expanding, of
becoming conscious of other powers
within themselves, of enriching their
souls and enjoying not only their obvi-
ous strengths but also the ones they are
only vaguely aware of possessing. The
husbands are the trigger that makes
the Wife of Bath increasingly adroit
in the use of her sexual prowess (“In
wifehood I will use mine instrument/
As freely as my Maker hath it sent”).
For Marilla it is Anne who helps her
open herself up to the enjoyment of
the world and to the recognition of
kindness; in the end, as Mrs. Lynde

puts it, Marilla “has got mellow” and
“crispness was no longer Marilla’s dis-
tinguishing characteristic.” Anne will
go on to adulthood and greater things,
but it is Marilla who will remain and
flourish there, in the home that has
made her who she is. Anne will grow
and learn and change with new experi-
ences in new places. It is Marilla who
will accomplish the far more difficult
task of coming to terms with who she
really is, becoming her own mirror.

“There’s another way of reading
Anne of Green Gables,” wrote Mar-
garet Atwood wisely, “and that’s to
assume that the true central character
is not Anne, but Marilla Cuthbert.”

Alberto Manguel is the award-winning
author of hundreds of works, most recently
(in English) Fabulous Monsters (Sepz-
ember 2019), Packing My Library: An
Elegy and Ten Digressions, Curiosity
and All Men Are Liars. He lives in New
York. Read more of his work at manguel.com

and geist.corm.
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ENDNOTES

NO ONE KNOWS

No one but George Bowering knows
how much of No One (ECW Press)
is based on actual autobiographical
events and how much of it is simply
self-indulgent twaddle. If I were forced
to hazard a guess, I'd say that 70:30 was
a reasonable estimate. No One is billed
by the publisher as “The sequel to the
sequel of Pinboy” (the 2012 memoir
which Geist reviewer Jill Mandrake
suggested might be “George Bower-
ing’s most provocative work”). No One
is a series of late-in-life reminiscences
told by a wandering painter/poet with
a bit of a Kirk Douglas fixation who
recounts his repeated attempts (3 la
Ulysses/Odysseus) to return “home”
from his wanderings to some kind of
shimmering Ithaca-substitute, where a
long-suffering Penelope-like partner
awaits. In having his narrator describe
his literary/sexual misadventures, it
feels at times as if Bowering strains to
provoke. And you have to admit that
it’s a convenient cover: take an unre-
liable narrator (“there is the possibil-
ity that I am making this all up. Or
some of it”), add a few coy bits of post-
modernist self-reference (“If we were
fictional, the reader or viewer might
feel as if he were reading or look-
ing at pornography”), sprinkle a light
dusting of classical and contemporary
literary references over a (semi)auto-
biographical foundation, and you've
got a useful foil against any accusations
of objectification of women/bad taste.
At times No One reads as if it had been
typed with one hand, while the other
hand was otherwise occupied: reviv-
ing and embellishing fond memories
of previous liaisons and/or sexual fan-
tasies. Will there be a further sequel to
the sequel of Pinboy? No one knows.
—Michael Hayward

56 Geist 113 Summer 2019

REVIEWS, COMMENTS, CURIOSA

A MATTER OF DNA

After the Peace is Fay Weldon’s
48th book or her 53rd book, depend-
ing on whether you like Wikipedia or
the “Also by Fay Weldon” page in the
book (published by Head of Zeus).
Sources agree that The Far Woman’s
Joke was her first novel, published in
1967 (it holds up very well), and she
hasn’t set down her pen since then.
The first sentence in After the Peace—
the last of five volumes about the
Dilberne Dynasty: “A whole lot of
people were involved in Rozzie’s con-
ception.” Xandra, the birth mother
and a full-time nurse, age 39. Clive,
the legal father, an occasional actor
and singer, age 36. The ancient fam-
ily friend Gwinny, who lives in the
adjoining duplex unit and relies on
the pricking of her thumbs to suss out
lies, shadows and weird coincidences.
It is she who narrates the story. Well,
most of it. And, in the turkey baster,
the recently defrosted sperm of a
young Viscount—which none of
them knew at the time (maybe). In
fact it was Gwinny who transferred
the sperm to Xandra, while Clive,
who had been found to have non-
viable sperm, quoted passages from
The Rubaiyat of Omar Kbhayyam. If you
believe Gwinny, that is. She doesn’t
advise it: writing in third person, she
warns the reader that Gwinny is “a
bit of a nutter.” All of this by page
20! The reader will be up reading all
night. Weldon is a magician. On she
goes, through backstory, front-story,
fantasy, conjecture and seat-of-the-
pants psychology, amid a storm of
subheads—Trio Con Brio; Suspicion
Dawns; The Moving Finger; Me, Me,
Me #Me'Too—amid references to Rit-
alin, Leadbelly, snowflake millennials,
Mercury in retrograde, Chernobyl,

Viagra, reincarnation. And bits from
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,
which runs right through the works,
the reader being the wedding guest.
Whew! —Mary Schendlinger

UNDER THE BELL CURVE

THE SUNDAY TIMES NUMBER ONE BESTSELLER ﬁ

SALLY
ROONEY

NORMAL
PEOPLE

WINMER OF THE 2018 COYTA NOYEL AWARD

A friend told me she couldn’t stop
thinking about Normal People
(Knopf Canada) by Sally Rooney.
Another friend said Rooney writes
some of the most intimate sex scenes
she’s read. The New Republic said her
“paragraphs are built for the Insta-
gram age.” The Guardian said it’s a
“future classic.” And many have called
Sally Rooney the first Great Millen-
nial Author. As a fellow millennial
I was curious to read the first great
author of my generation. The novel
follows two characters, Marianne
and Connell, from their last year of
high school to the end of university.
Their relationship weaves between
being friends and lovers tangled in



social and economic tensions: Mari-
anne lives in the white mansion and
Connell’s mother is the cleaner of
the white mansion; Marianne’s fam-
ily is abusive and Connell’s mother
is loving; Connell is the popular kid
in high school and Marianne is the
outsider; Marianne is popular in uni-
versity and Connell struggles to make
friends. Yet they are drawn to each
other, connected by their interest and
exploration of what it is to be a “nor-
mal person.” Rooney writes minute
details of the characters’ interaction,
at times too much, and other times
too sparsely. The writing is cool and
nonchalant, like the millennial atti-
tude of “it doesn’t really matter, but
it does matter, but I'm not going to
show you it matters, and I’ll just go
with the flow.” I wanted to like the
book because my friends said it was
good, because the reviewers said it
was good. And after reading about
Sally Rooney herself, I wanted to

like the book. I felt like I was missing
something, that I didn’t get the book.
But maybe I'm just not a “normal

person.” —focelyn Kuang

CASTLES, COUNTESSES,
AND CAT WOMEN

When I Arrived at the Castle
(Koyama Press), Emily Carroll’s new
graphic novella, features queer lov-
ers, gothic horror and the fairy tale
themes we’ve come to expect from
Carroll’s

anthropomorphic cat woman, arrives

work. Our heroine, an

at the Countess’s castle intending to
kill her. A gorgeous, statuesque vam-
pire, the Countess knows exactly why
her guest is there, but treats her with
hospitality before setting a series of
traps, including seduction, that the
cat woman must overcome in order
to kill her. Carroll’s art is striking—
black and white and red with baroque
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details overlying simple backgrounds
and character designs with lots of
negative space, few words, and fewer
panels: most pages are full images,
rather than the multi-panel layout
typical of many comics. Especially
uncanny are the series of pages where
we glimpse the Countess at her dress-
ing table through keyhole-shaped
panels, watching her shed her skin
to become monstrous. The story is
non-linear and prefers to leave things
ambiguous. This is especially effec-
tive for the folktale-like situations
the cat woman finds behind certain
doors in the castle: rendered as white
text on a red background, with no
images, these stories-within-a-story
have an arresting, disorienting effect
that amplifies the reader’s anxiety by
leaving things to the imagination. To
me, Carroll’s book is about struggling
with gender and femininity: the pri-
mary themes of the story are shame
and entrapment, and the cat woman
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is trying to kill a villain who is the
kind of beautiful, flat sex object occu-
pying many media properties instead
of actual complex women characters.
Notably, both the Countess and the
cat woman are shown to have change-
able skins, suggesting that gender
presentation is both fluid and a dis-
guise. I loved the mix of familiar hor-
ror tropes, dramatic art and feminist
themes in this graphic novella, and
look forward to Carroll’s next work.
— Kelsea O’Connor

AN ATLAS OF NOIR

Akashic Books is a Brooklyn-based
publisher with a winning formula:
anthologies of genre fiction featuring
local writers who turn a noir eye on
their own neighbourhoods. Akashic’s
Noir series is fifteen years old, with
nearly 100 titles published to date.
Together they offer an alphabet of
crime, from Amsterdam Noir to Zagreb
Noir, with stops in other, equally
exotic locations: Baghdad, Beirut,
Lagos, Staten Island. Vancouver Noir
(edited by Sam Wiebe) is Akashic’s
third volume of Canadian noir, fol-
lowing collections set in Montreal
and Toronto. Wiebe is one of fourteen
local writers featured in FVancouver
Noir; some are familiar (Timothy Tay-
lor, a Giller nominee), and some less
so. Don English contributes a grim
tale set in Crab Park (“Pilot picks up
shifts in four bars along the Hastings
strip and one illegal booze can above
a closed artisanal butcher shop on
Powell.”); Nathan Ripley’s “The Lan-
decker Party” is set in Mount Pleasant
(“We were surprised he was living in
this place, one of the last true dumps
on the block, instead of one of the
endless condo buildings, only about
half of which were tarped and scaf-
folded up for leaking roof repairs.”);
West Vancouver is represented by
Robin Spano’s “The Perfect Play-
group” (“Sage is dressed down today,
in five-hundred-dollar riding boots
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and organic green leggings”). Yes, it’s
formulaic, but what better gift for out-
of-town visitors, who might otherwise
be tempted by Vancouver’s seductive
cosmetic sheen? It could make a fun
party game, guessing which Canadian
jurisdiction will next be represented
by an all-noir Akashic makeover:
Ottawa Noir? (“Revealed: the sick-
ening depravities of federal bureau-
crats gone rogue”); Victoria Noir? (“A
shocking glimpse into the dank and
seamy underside of Canada’s retire-
ment capital”); Stratford Noir? (“Rips
aside the curtain to reveal a theatri-
cal frenzy of murder and bloody may-
hem”). —Michael Hayward

YOU’VE BEEN WARNED

s novel in Wwarnings

Anakana Schofield

Bina: A Novel in Warnings (Pen-
guin Random House) by Anakana

Schofield, like the author’s previous
novels Malarky and Martin Jobhn, goes
wild with the form of the novel and
the notion of storytelling itself. Scho-
field resists providing the expected
guidance of plot, as the events of Bina
are constantly refracted and circled
around, rather than revealed. The
heroine is a no-nonsense Irish lady
who has been misunderstood and rail-
roaded for her entre life. She’s not

taking it anymore. An unsavoury man
has finally left her life and she is ter-
rified he might return. Her involve-
ment with a shadowy group whose
purpose even she seems a little unsure
of has landed her in trouble with the
law, and she tries to avoid incarcera-
tion while also discouraging a group
of protesters who have adopted her as
a popular heroine. Oh, the suspense!
The instability and uncertainty of the
narrative can be unsettling, but it is
also liberating, allowing readers the
freedom to glory in Bina’s offhand
confessions, which she suggests are
being recorded on scraps of paper and
detritus around her home and which
grow with a sense of rage and injus-
tice. This is a spectacular and original
piece of literature: raucous, strange
and mysterious. “I am going to write
a combat manual. This might even be
it. I think it’s time women prepared
for war on the doormat.”

—Kvris Rothstein

FAMILIAR, BUT BETTER

Frankly, I find it just about impos-
sible to be surprised any longer, not
because I've seen it all—which I
haven’t, not even 0.01% of every-
thing—but because the algorithms
that now guide our lives are so far-
reaching and effective that everything
I encounter seems to look, sound,
feel, taste and smell exactly like the
type of thing or experience that I
ought to encounter, and ought to
enjoy encountering. My socks were
knocked off, then, when I went to see
Beverly Glenn-Copeland play at the
Vancouver International Jazz Festival
this past summer on a recommenda-
tion from a friend. Glenn-Copeland’s
music sounded like it came from a
parallel world: not completely differ-
ent, one like ours, with similar musical
traditions, but with more ambitious
and humane values, and a soundscape
to match. Influences of jazz, folk,
world, funk, country, blues, opera,



new spiritual, ambient, and early elec-
tronica genres could be heard, but
what held everything together had an
ineffable quality that another writer
might call magic. Throughout the
concert Glenn-Copeland kept insist-
ing that he was simply the messen-
ger, the music having been sent down
from higher powers.
Glenn-Copeland has been per-
forming and recording music for
more than fifty years now. He repre-
sented Canada at Expo 67. His first
album was released in 1970. His 1986
album Keyboard Fantasies—written in
and inspired by Huntsville, ON—
registered favourably in the further
depths of obscure music appreciation.
During that time he also worked as a
writer, on Sesame Street among other
shows, and as an actor and musician
on Mr. Dressup. It wasn’t until a few
years ago, when Keyboard Fantasies was
reissued, that Glenn-Copeland began
to be recognized more widely as a
musician. He is a Buddhist, a Black
trans man, a trans rights activist, and

a complete inspiration in the fight
against the feeling that the status quo
is inevitable. —Michat Kozfowski

MALL MOLL

Molly of the Mall: Literary Lass
and Purveyor of Fine Footwear
(NeWest Press) is a book written
by a book nerd (Heidi L.M. Jacobs,
a librarian), for book nerds about a
book nerd. The bookish heroine is
Molly, born into an academic family
and named for the novel her father
was teaching at the time of her birth,
Moll Flanders. She is an aspiring
writer and enthusiastic university stu-
dent who wonders how her own life
will stack up against the tumultuous
adventures of her namesake. Much of
the novel takes place in 1995 in the
West Edmonton Mall, where Molly
spends the summer selling shoes and
reporting on store politics and gos-
sip in a diary-like format. Molly of
the Mall is a loving satire in the vein

of Molly’s beloved Jane Austen, and
indeed, it is Austen’s books that shape
Molly’s world and the lens through
which she attempts to understand
romance, family and personal ambi-
tion. —K7is Rothstein

POST-APOCALYPTIC NORTH

I picked up Moon of the Crusted
Snow (ECW Press) by Waubgeshig
Rice because I was curious to see
how post-apocalyptic fiction would
play out in the Canadian North. The
story is set in an isolated residential
community in northern Ontario, one
which loses power and connections
with the rest of the country sporadi-
cally—often enough that the resi-
dents at first do not suspect the end of
the world when their electricity and
phone lines are cut. Problems arise
once the southerners come, seeking
more than just refuge. The stron-
gest part of Rice’s writing is the post-
colonial threads that run through the
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action of the novel. With fresh mem-
ories of apocalypse after apocalypse
done unto Canada’s Indigenous peo-
ples, Rice offers a unique perspective
on survival as the small Anishinaabe
community slowly comes to face the
fallout of whatever has gone wrong in
the cities to the south. Rice is sparing
with his words. The action is slowly
put in motion. What he doesn’t hold
back on is a unique attitude of resis-
tance and survival that lends itself
beautifully and pragmatically to a
genre that runs on doom and mass

hysteria. —Anson Ching

STRIKING THE RICH

I am obsessed with the writing of the
American journalist Taffy Brodesser-
Akner, who goes deep on topics like
Gwyneth Paltrow’s perplexing Goop
empire, Marie Kondo’s devoted aco-
lytes, reclusive celebrities and tak-
ing her Orthodox Jewish mother to

HempCon. So I was beyond excited
to read her first work of fiction,
Fleishman Is in Trouble (Pen-
guin Random House). The novel is a
sprawling, raucous satire set in con-
temporary Manhattan, composed
with Brodesser-Akner’s recognizable
style of long breathless paragraphs,
piles and piles of details, plenty of
personal insight and somewhat scat-
tered detours (the author admits she
has never stuck to an assigned word
count). Though the hero is the baffled,
newly divorced doctor Toby Fleish-
man, who is on the trail of his incom-
municado ex-wife, the story is told
by a friend from his youth, Elizabeth
(Libby), who shares many character-
istics with Brodesser-Akner herself.
Libby could not have observed or
been told the intricacies of the plot
or psychology of the other charac-
ters, so this literary device seems a
little clunky. That is not to disparage
the novel itself, which is ambitious,
contemplative and very funny. Rich,

(&48 Douglas &Mclntyre
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In this complex espionage story, ALISA SMITH transports the
unforgettable characters from her first novel Speakeasy to opulent and
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successful Manhattanites who com-
plain because someone else is richer
and more successful than them are
fairly easy to skewer, but the novel is
genuinely willing to try to understand
all of the humanity it encounters.
—Kvris Rothstein

THE WHOLE, GOREY STORY

Born to Be Posthumous: The
Eccentric Life and Mysterious
Genius of Edward Gorey by Mark
Dery (Litde, Brown) is the com-
prehensive biography that has been
missing from the works about the
renowned writer and illustrator.
Best known for his genre-defying
illustrated books like The

Guashleycrumb Tinies, the classic open-

small

ing credits for Masterpiece Theatre,
and for set-designing Dracula on
Broadway, Gorey’s work is iconic,
with its Victorian-Edwardian style,
gothic themes and dense crosshatch-
ing. Dery’s book dutifully traces
Gorey’s life from childhood in Chi-
cago, to college at Harvard, through
to New York and his years in Cape
Cod, managing to provide insight
difficult
Gorey was notably reluctant to give

even in circumstances:



out personal information, even to
friends, and details of his young life
are scarce. Dery interviews friends
and family and provides enough
social context to fill in the gaps.
Throughout, Dery analyzes Gorey’s
body of work and charts his growth as
a writer, illustrator and dramaturge.
However, in an otherwise useful and
competent biography, Dery spends
too much time trying to “solve” the
question of Gorey’s sexual orienta-
tion. Throughout his life, Gorey
dodged the question of the nature of
his sexuality, but in one interview he
identified as asexual, and his actions
throughout his life align with some-
one who is asexual. Gorey was also
romantically attracted to men. To
Dery, this means Gorey must be gay,
despite the fact that he cannot recon-
cile his argument for homosexuality
with the evidence of asexuality. This
is like Gorey identifying with and
practicing vegetarianism, and Dery
spending a lot of time puzzling over

the fact that Gorey doesn’t seem to
eat meat. Sexual and romantic ori-
entations are, of course, a spectrum,
ones that Dery doesn’t seem to have
spent any time trying to under-
stand, as he is dismissive of asexuality
throughout the book. Dery’s willful
misunderstanding of Gorey ruined
this book for me. —Kelsea O’Connor

BETWEEN QUIPS AND DREAMS

Richard Van Camp’s latest short story
collection, Moccasin Square Gar-
dens (Douglas & Mclntyre), seems
meant to be read aloud. Behind the
words is a storyteller. You can picture
Van Camp leaning over the dinner
table or hunching over his micro-
phone on stage. In between witty
quips about what it means to belong
to a colonized group of people and
to inhabit a small town in the north
is a series of comical and heartwarm-
ing stories. Most of the time, the

stories appear to be written for peo-
ple who'’ve shared similar life experi-
ences. But then there are these deep
empathic moments that flicker at the
margins: a character shares a joint
with his grandfather, the two of them
separated by language and history;
another character talks about sleep-
ing on the beds left behind by hotel
guests, if only to dream their dreams;
a man tries to be rid of his girlfriend’s
overly dependent son only to gain a
son. Van Camp’s writing is quirky
and non-uniform. Sometimes it is
poignant and other times it is light-
hearted. Some stories read as intro-
spective reflections, thought out over
many years, and yet, there’s also a
few stories that seem to unravel into
rambling, as if Van Camp is trying
to capture as many fleeting moments
and thoughts as possible. It can be
a bit jarring to move through the
stories because of this, but you’re
rewarded whenever he strikes gold.
—Anson Ching

EXILE'S TWO LITERARY COMPETITIONS: OVER $100,000 AWARDED TO DATE!

Carter V. Cooper
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Winners and selected shortlisted are published in EXILE: The Literary Quarterly
These annual competitions open mid-March and close mid-October
Details: www.exilequarterly.com/poetry-and-fiction-competitions
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OFF THE SHELF
A father rejects a suitor’s proposal
to marry his youngest daughter and
instead offers his prettier, older daugh-
ter in The Oracle of Cumae (Second
Story Press) by Melissa Hardy. In
This Wicked ‘Tongue (Biblioasis) by
Elise Levine Eddie tells his wife about
his affairs and forbids her to tell any-
one else about them. A husband pours
out coffee that tastes soapy and then
accuses his wife of trying to poison
him in Broke City (NeWest Press) by
Wendy McGrath. In Boom Time (Gas-
pereau Press) by Lindsay Bird a man
drinks a cup of piss for five dollars. In
In Every Wave (QC Fiction) by Charles
Quimper a girl yells “marbles” and
points at the storm brewing outside.
In Mad Long Emotion (Coach House
Books) by Ben Ladouceur hikers bike
to MEC and purchase fifty dollars’
worth of Wet Ones and small foil bags
for a hiking trip on the Cabot Trail. A
fourteen-year-old girl gets a nose job
and years later blames her parents for
not stopping her in Tiny Lights for Trav-
ellers (University of Alberta Press) by
Naomi K. Lewis. A man approaches
a woman in the rinsing-off area of a
nude onsen in Aurora Borealice (Conun-
drum Press) by Joan Steacy. Omar
creeps Kali’s Facebook profile before
they are introduced by Matthew in
There Has to Be a Knife (Arsenal Pulp
Press) by Adnan Khan. Earl winks at
Miss Juul, pours her a drink and ges-
tures for her to sit beside him in Little
Fortress (Wolsak & Wynn) by Laisha
Rosnau. In Fatboy Fall Down (ECW
Press) by Rabindranath Maharaj a
marriage crumbles as the husband
returns home from work drunk every-
day. Roy, in a fit of anger, pulls Jenny
away from the group of dancing naked
hippies in Echolocation (NeWest Press)
by Karen Hofmann. A couple walks
toward the embassy to sort out their
Canadian visas when suddenly the
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man says, “One has to be very care-
ful about AIDS in America” in Never
Without Love (Inanna Publications) by
Mehrnaz Massoudi. In Older Sister.
Not Necessarily Related. (McClelland &
Stewart) by Jenny Heijun Wills a man
reclines his chair, forcing the woman
behind him to smell his unwashed
hair for the entire fifteen-hour-long
flight to Narita. A doctor flies to Hun-
gary to have lunch with his mother at
the airport, then flies back to Canada
in Flourish (ECW Press) by Jacque-
line Turner. Daria conspires with her
colleagues to expose her employer for
illegal work conditions in Wage Slaves
(Conundrum Press) by Daria Bog-
danska. Aicha steals two thousand dol-
lars from a wallet and buys a leather
bracelet from H&M for her crush in
Waorst Case, We Get Marvied (Book*hug)
by Sophie Bienvenu. Kate screams in
anger when she remembers Jeff hold-
ing a dust bunny in Fishing for Birds
(Inanna Publications) by Linda Quen-
nec. A son hides behind the stove and
watches his mother get hit on by a man
named Ducal in The Little Fox of Mayer-
ville (QC Fiction) by Eric Mathieu. In
Chance Encounters with Wild Animals
(Gaspereau Press) by Monica Kidd a
madman stabs a man in the ribs with
his thumb at the 7-Eleven. At an island
resort a shirtless man eats fire, a couple
drinks exotic cocktails and a chef cooks
a suckling pig over open flames in
Midlife Action Figure (ECW Press) by
Chris Banks. A lawyer hands two cops
his business card that says “MASTER
FLOWERS, Instructor. Shaolin Kung
fu” in Exile Blues (Baraka Books) by
Douglas Gary Freeman. At the prison
library an inmate thinks that poets
are even lazier than prisoners because
they don’t fill the page in Mama’s Boy
(Book*hug) by David Goudreault.
Eryk talks sarcastically, acts rudely and
picks fights when he drinks at the bar
in Flights (Riverhead Books) by Olga

Tokarczuk. Jamie snaps at Marianne
for not bringing the cream out for the
strawberries in Normal People (Knopf
Canada) by Sally Rooney. On butch-
ering day, the uncles slice the belly
of the pig and find four piglets sleep-
ing in Every Little Scrap and Wonder
(Greystone Books) by Carla Funk. A
couple finds a baby under a pear tree
and names the baby Apple in Mereor-
ites (Brindle & Glass) by Julie Paul.
An IRA man dying of cancer clears
his conscience and gives up a name for
an investigation in Rag & Bone Man
(Coteau Books) by Don Dickinson.

NOTED ELSEWHERE
Daniel Kukwa on goodreads.com says The
Student by Cary Fagan is an “occasion-
ally angry meditation on life choices”;
the Canadian Fewish News calls Fagan
a humble bricklayer, setting one brick
after another; the Literury Review of
Canada says “there is unassailable power
in its simplicity.” The Winnipeg Free
Press says, “In this novel, 70 is not old”;
and the author Carol Bruneau says it
is a “spirited gem.” Even Weirder Than
Before by Susie Taylor is “so immer-
sive, and propulsive,” says Terry Doyle
on goodreads.com; “it truly appears as

9y

if a teen is talking to you” says The
Miramichi Reader; consumedbyink.ca says
“T almost felt like it was the eighties and
nineties again”; compulsiveoverreader.com
says the book is “more episodic than
plot-driven” and picklemethis.com says
the book is “at home in its bright and

appealing pink cover.”

CONGRATULATIONS

To Miriam Toews, whose novel
Women Talking was a finalist for the
Trillium Book Award; to Cary Fagan,
whose novel The Student was long-
listed for a Toronto Book Award; and
to Lily Gontard, whose novel Giantess
was longlisted for the Guernica Prize
for Literary Fiction.



The GEIST
Cryptic Crossword

Prepared by Meandricus
Send a copy of your completed puzzle,
along with your name and address, to:

Puzzle #113 GEIST
210-111 West Hastings St.
Vancouver, B.C. V6B 1H4
or geist@geist.com

A winner will be selected at random from
correct solutions and will be awarded

a one-year subscription to Geist or—if
already a subscriber—a Geist magnet.
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43
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I felt all warm and fuzzy after seeing that story
Can you picture when a machine part gets
real?

Just stop it from happening!

The Swiss sure like the Leafs

Quit horsing around and just stick together!
One cat made veiled threats after the
election (abbrev)

She points things out to the precious but
confused gay guy

It’s time to do the longest division

They seem to deliver a style of frogs
When two golfers collide, they reconcile by
eating steak

One is on Facebook and the other has a
verified existence (abbrev)

That little case sounds so twee!

This just in, the other leader was on a jag
(abbrev)

When modelling, sit in place and play
around with the synthetics

In the beginning they tried to give some to
the audience (abbrev)

Do you think this sheet looks good on me?
She got a reward for arranging the
boundaries

His drag costume looks a little limp

Do they have talent or are they just smart
enough to figure out the middle? (abbrev)
Too many fully developed fertilizers will
confuse a dull team (2)

When children take on evil (abbrev)

The height-challenged move easily in
cyberspace (abbrev)

Sounds like those instruments have a sense
of tactility (2)

How can beige cure anything?

That sage has been around forever!

Rap on, baby! And don’t forget to protect
your clothing!

Over-shoulder boulder-holders?!

Top parents I know let their kids decorate
with egg yolk (2)

Sounds like Anna and Pippa had the same
one

You’ll get a feather in your hat for noodling
in the art world

Toothbrush art

DOWN

1
2
3
4
5

15
19

20
26

28

29

30
31

33
34

35

T use digital colours in jelly (2)

What' the skinny on that water sport?
Can you lease a tripod for Art?

Dress the pilot for a serious proceeding
In France, when they don’t like a
performer, they just taser it

Some HIV kits cast a new light on the
agendas of active people

That’s a corny way to colour!

That dogged poem is a goopy mess (2)
Bill was a proud groom

She made money in Capetown but spelled
her name with a “y”

He started out guffawing but then he just
hung around

Those Protestant places aren’t equitable
Old phones in cars are so annoying and
they never quit!

Sounds icky but has lovely white flowers
Give me a gallon of those little bits and not
a peck less

Remember exposing those dust layers using
celluloid and emulsions?

So a thin felicitous parental unit is a thing?
Or is it just a way to move your theology
up a degree? (abbrev)

How can we expose dangerous cyber
thingys? (abbrev)

We’ve got to help those horses with their
math problems! (abbrev)

Her stories sure go fast!

The trike was in the way of our nautical
runner (2)

A home in a vacuum is dry earth free

41
42

43

I hope they don’t screw up the Spanish sea!
Isn’t it great when all the traders are

in harmony regarding products in our
surroundings? (abbrev)

Who’s looking after the great outdoors?
(abbrev)

After swimming in an Appalachian stream,
he got a spasm in his neck

5 Don’s seasonal best buddy

Loosen the laces so we can’t unite

Please don’t alter recess!

Didn’t the Stones start with a prehistory
baby making a loud noise?

That administrative unit gives Justin an out
of body experience (abbrev)

Larry and I were torn up that he had died

The winners for Puzzle 112 were Sue Geist and
Graham Annable.
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CAUGHT MAPPING

Getting Wasted

The National Map of Booze

by Adam Vajda
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