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Superman and Pocahontas
HANNAH SCHMAKEIT

My boots shuffle along, following the students around 
me, and I scrutinize my hands, marvelling at their two-
month transformation in “civilization.” People freeze in 
my periphery, tracking me like hunters, whispering to their 
comrades. My plaits, paired with leaving an engineering 
building, are a statement, compared to my straight-laced 
peers. Sometimes, it’s the artsy kids admiring my “edginess.” 
Other times, it’s the conservatives cursing the “Indians.” 
Either way, none of them are worth my time, so I trace my 
palm’s supple skin in a deliberate attempt to deprive them 
of my attention. I long for the days when my hands were 
stone, dirt rubbed in so deep no soap could remove it.

Growing up, I braved the nettles and sun-warmed stones 
every summer day. Mary and I rendezvoused halfway 
between our trailers, trucks whistling down the nearby 
highway. We sought refuge in the woods so deep we couldn’t 
see anything remotely modern. I always tried to catch Mary 
on the run. But she was a streak of black hair, flitting 
between the trees and lingering in my peripherals, never 
within reach.

After a long day of running wild, we returned home. 
Her grandmother was always elated by our return; we didn’t 
know why. We always returned.

One rainy day, after rummaging through the trailer, I 
snatched a glimpse of Mary’s grandmother’s past. We were 
in the storage room, a long-forgotten second bedroom, 
filled with everything ancient. A crib was wedged into the 
corner, the mobile anticipating play. Bookshelves and 

The air bites my cheeks as I hold the glass door of the engineering building for the next 
person. They’re carrying a Starbucks cup. The main quad’s lit trees guide me toward the train 
station. I crave something to calm my heart, which is determined to write cardiac arrest into 

my future. I shove my notebook into my backpack and fish out my phone. My headphones, with the 
sounds of trickling water and thrumming leaves, coax me home. Despite appreciating the city’s 
constant utilities, I still yearn for the reserve’s raw energy.

cardboard boxes lined the walls, preserving the bunny 
wallpaper. Filth recorded our every movement. We yanked 
a few boxes open, sending grits of dirt flying and revealing 
yellowed letters.

Mary laughed at the hesitant writing. “Imagine if Mr. 
Jones read this—he’d be so mad! ‘I said not goodbye. No 
time was there. Father Abraham are a bad man. Only 
English.’ Really?”

I scanned the rest of the letter, catching a few keywords, 
and pushed it into the box. “We shouldn’t be reading these.”

“Come on,” she whined, unfolding a fresh letter. “Listen 
to this one. It’s worser: ‘They takes me from my friends. 
Everything hurt a lot now.’ How can everything hurt?”

My stomach twisted, and I shoved away her hands. She 
never knew how it felt for everything to hurt. “Let’s do 
something else.”

“Dinner’s ready,” her grandmother affirmed, darkening 
the storage room’s threshold.

Mary rushed to her feet, cheeks flushing. “Sorry.”
Her grandmother, eyes glistening, shook her head. “It’s 

okay, nôsisim. Why don’t we hurry? It’ll get cold.”
We didn’t understand the Cree, but we understood the 

suggestion was a command. Mary’s grandmother cooked 
us bannock and a moose stew. She never asked why I didn’t 
go home for dinner or why no one looked for me. She didn’t 
even mind if we tracked dirt into the house because “it 
started there, so who am I to force it out?”

She spooned the stew into mismatched bowls and gave 
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mother, and you’re the father, and Dolly is our baby, and—
uh—you just finished work.”

I nodded and smiled as she clutched her straw doll, 
wearing the burlap dress made from a bean sack we’d found 
along the highway. “Mary, I’m home.”

“No, you’re playing it wrong.” Mary frowned, shaking 
the doll. “You gotta ask where dinner is.”

“Where’s dinner?”
“I couldn’t get groceries.”
“Why not?”
“The card wasn’t good.”
“What does that mean?”
“Let’s play pretend now. I’ll be Superman. You’ll be 

Spiderman.” She shrugged, pulling on a cape. She was 
always Superman.

I asked Ma over dinner what a card not being good 
meant; she wouldn’t answer.

On a cold winter day in high school, long after we 
outgrew pretend, we were ignoring the teacher proselytize 
Shakespeare and instead watched the first snow through 
the dusty, duct-taped classroom window. Mary sighed, 
resting her chin on her palm. “I wish I was like the snow.”

The teacher cut her off before she could explain, chas-
tising our inattention, but Mary was more like the snow 
than anyone imagined. One day, we woke up, and she was 
gone. She left me and Ma. We told the police, but they 
said, “This stuff happens a lot. She’ll show up again even-
tually.”

She didn’t.

us boiled water. We stuffed towels into the door’s weather 
stripping, excluding the bitter wind from dinner, and sat 
at the wobbly table.

Mary’s grandmother emptied her pocket change into 
the rusting coffee can on the fridge marked “College Fund,” 
and hobbled into the pine chair, the arms worn where she 
rubbed her thumbs. She wet her shrivelled lips with a loose 
tea and tested the stew. “It began many years ago.” She 
told us of the Creator and our ancestors, the generations 
when we travelled with the buffalo, moving like the tides: 
in and out with the sun and moon. Often, I couldn’t pro-
nounce the names. In the olden days, they only had one 
name, not both a normal name and a Cree name. Mary’s 
grandmother even tried to teach me her name after tiring 
of being “Mary’s grandmother.” I couldn’t make the proper 
sounds, so she became Ma to me.

Mary left with Ma for the doctor one rainy afternoon, 
so I headed home under the sun’s watch. Sometimes, my 
mother would be waiting for me, and, sometimes, it would 
be my father. Most times, no one waited. I wasn’t so lucky 
that day. Halfway down the gravel driveway, I heard the 
shouting. I knew they weren’t friendly, but it didn’t stop 
me from hoping. By the time I was on the rotting porch, 
my hopes were dashed by the conversation flying through 
the screen door. 

“You can’t leave. What will Christopher think?”
“It’s a good job. I’ll be back soon.”
“Like last time? Last time, soon was five years, Paul.”
“Things got—complicated, y’know.”
“You know,” my mother’s voice fell to a whisper, and I 

couldn’t hear any more. Though, I didn’t want to.
Then, my mother was at the screen door, freezing when 

she met my eyes. “Chris, I thought you were at Mary’s.”
“Ma took Mary to the doctor.”
My mother slipped out the screen door, “Mommy and 

daddy were just talking. Everything’s okay.”
She knelt to my height and kissed my cheek. She smelled 

bitter, a mix of sweat and urine, a familiar scent, usually 
masked by sickly sweet perfume. Hair dishevelled and 
barefoot, my mother paced through the grass until my 
father, shirtless, jumped into the truck. She wrung her 
hands, looked to me, and rushed into the trailer again. The 
truck backfired, carrying my father down the driveway, and 
I stayed in the threshold. My mother frantically swept up 
the glass and hid the emptied bottles—the rancid smell 
wafted toward me, exactly like her. She anxiously tried to 
fill the emptiness between the trailer’s walls with chatter, 
but it wasn’t enough. I never found home there.

In the winter, when we couldn’t go outside, Mary dressed 
in Ma’s handmade clothes. “Let’s play house. I’m the Ph
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A shriek pulls me back to the chilly night. I yank out 
my headphones as adrenaline floods my body. My eyes 
flit around main quad for Mary. She’s not there. She’s 
never there. She hasn’t been there for quite some time. 
Halloween would be the perfect time for Mary to return, 
a few weeks before the anniversary of her disappearance. 
She would laugh at the morbid joke she’d played on Ma 
and me. We’d go home to Ma’s. Ma would make bannock, 
and Mary would tell us what happened. Instead, I find 
a girl dragging Superman through the leaves toward 
Pembina Hall.

I stop, snow beginning to dust campus, and embrace 
the flood of people around me, humming with enthusi-
astic energy. They advertise themselves with a vigour 
rarely applied to school: boobs and butts on display. 
Spines are arched dramatically, emphasizing their goods. 
Latex-clad cops crawl through the crowds, already on 
the hunt. A few Sisters wandered too far from the convent, 
skirts dancing across their thighs and plastic crucifixes 
falling conveniently into their cleavage. Mary would never 
approve of people like this.

Superman’s partner stumbles onto the sidewalk in 
front of me. I study her, wondering at which Michaels 
she found the artificially dyed feathers adorning her hair. 

Her “costume,” dripping with fringe, is faux suede from 
some sweatshop. The elegant beading is reminiscent of 
Ma’s clothes. You have to give her credit, though: her boots 
matched.

Noticing my stare, she bounces toward me, forgetting 
Superman. “What’re you supposed t’be?”

She smells like my mother, and I bite back bitter words. 
“What are you supposed to be?”

“Pocahontas, duh. You a hipster?”
She wouldn’t even recognize the Powhatan if they 

re-gifted her smallpox on a silver platter. Pocahontas was 
early twenties when she died; a woman from the 1600s who 
outlived Mary. At least, Pocahontas’ body was returned to 
the earth; they never found Mary. All because we lost. We 
lost everything. Our tongues were fileted. The carpet was 
yanked from under our feet. Now, she “honours” our history. 

Superman tugs her hand. “Hurry up.”
She throws herself at him, their lips colliding. My 

stomach seizes my throat as they trip into the Pembina 
Hall’s teepee. It’s just privacy. They don’t mean anything 
by it. But I can’t help wondering what Mary would think. 
If she could think, that is. My heart drags me back toward 
the void. My hand shakes as I pull out my phone. “Ma, 
explain again how it all began.”

Teardown
stories by Clea Young

“Clea Young’s intelligent stories sparkle with life… clever and imaginative, 
an absolutely addictive read.”

— Zoe Whittall, author of The Best Kind of People

In Teardown, Clea Young navigates the whitewater of relationships—familial and 
romantic, between friends old and new. These are stories about people you know and 
people you’ve been: they’re arguing about lamps in IKEA, drinking gin and tonics on a 
dock in summer, unemployed and without prospects. But under Young’s astute gaze they 
are anything but ordinary.

The Weather Inside
a novel by Emily Saso

“The Weather Inside is a mighty examination of faith and love.  
Gritty and heartfelt and hilarious in all the right places, this book  

is a gift for readers who are looking for something fresh.”
— Bradley Somer, author of Fishbowl

It’s summer in Toronto, and the snow and ice are relentless. Too bad no one but Avery 
can see it. A twisted, darkly funny and redemptive tale, The Weather Inside will leave you 

wondering where the line is drawn between what’s real and what’s imagined, and why 
Armageddon isn’t always the end of the world.
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