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Fall of Night 
By D. K. Stone
Rich Evans is desperate to say 
goodbye to his past in New 
York and embrace a future 
in Waterton with fiancée 
Louise Newman, a small-town 
mechanic with an uncanny 
gift of foresight. But even Lou’s 
warnings are not enough 
to avoid the new troubles 
threatening the isolated 
border town. Rich returns to 
Waterton to discover the body 
of his estranged ex-girlfriend 
has been found in a remote 
mountain lake. 

STONEHOUSE PUBLISHING 
ALWAYS A GREAT BOOK

Find these and many more 
wonderful titles on our website.

stonehousepublishing.ca

Rough 
By Robin van Eck
Taking cover downtown 
that night, Shermeto 
intervenes in the attack 
on a bar patron, and 
finds himself laid up in 
the hospital. Outside, 
as the city reels from an 
unthinkable disaster, 
Shermeto finds himself 
away from the swelling 
river and face-to-face 
with a part of the past 
he is trying to hide from: 
his daughter Kendra.

Censorettes 
By Elizabeth Bales Frank
Lucy Barrett is a Censorette, part of a 
branch of British Intelligence stationed 
on the island to inspect mail between 
North America and European nations at 
war. Determined to contribute in a more 
substantial way, Lucy uses her Cambridge 
education and love of Shakespeare to detect 
a Nazi spy ring operating out of Brooklyn. 
Just as she is promoted to a dangerous job 
overseas, her good friend is murdered. 
Should she embrace her new assignment,  
or seek justice for her friend?

All the Night Gone 
By Sabrina Uswak
A tragic accident, and two brothers 
are left to cope. Ben reads, obsesses. 
Charlie struggles between silence 
and anger. Unable to talk about 
what happened, a tension begins to 
build, pushing them apart. Then Dill 
arrives. Carrying only a baseball bat 
and small duffel bag with a broken 
zipper, she glides into their lives 
imperceptibly, raising more questions 
than answers. They start to become 
a kind of family. Almost. When she 
suddenly disappears, what else can 
Ben and Charlie do but get into their 
dusty truck and go search for her?

Humane 
By Anna Marie Sewell
Who steals a dog from a shelter 
after receiving a dream message 
from their grandmother? Hazel 
Lesage never expected it to be 
her. Then again, she didn’t plan 
on becoming an unlicensed PI, 
helping the ‘throwaway people.’ 
However much has changed  
in Amiskwaciy, the problem of 
poor Indigenous women and 
girls being expendable hasn’t. 
Nobody else is going to help the 
Augusts find out who killed their 
daughter Nell; so Hazel takes the 
case. And then she takes the dog. 
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It’s not often that everything works out perfectly when putting together a 
magazine, but some guiding force pulled together a clear theme for this 
issue: Ophelia and the muse. 
The muse is a person (usually female) who provides artistic inspiration for an 

artist (usually male). The muse is often overlooked for their own artistic talents 
and tends to be long-suffering. 

If you look at the painting Ophelia by John Everett Millais, you might 
not know that the model, Elizabeth Siddal, came down with a severe cold or 
pneumonia after posing for Millais in icy water. (Pages 4-5)

A haunting poem by Kat Cameron on page 4 draws attention to the sacrifices 
that Siddal made while posing in the water. Her name is most often associated 
with Millais’s painting. But she’s an artist and poet in her own right. 

By some stroke of serendipity, after our editorial collective already chose the 
writing for this issue, Francis Willey submitted a striking image of “Ophelia” rising 
from the water for our cover. I felt it was an apt and beautiful image to accompany 
the exquisite writing in this issue. (Willey also made sure the water was warm). 

On page 6, Erin Emily Ann Vance finds a memorable way to describe the 
invisible labour behind every notable male poet, artist, scientist and inventor 
throughout history. 

While contemplating all this I was reminded of the 2018 Calgary International 
Film Festival screening of Colette, a story of Sidonie-Gabrielle Colette, a 17th 
century French author and performer whose husband took credit for her work. 

EDITOR’S NOTE 
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In the film, Colette remarks, “The hand that holds the pen writes history.” 
If you’re a woman, or IBPOC, or identify as queer, you’ll relate to a familiar 

tale almost as old as time: our artistic practices, our experiences, our voices 
have been silenced, diminished or stolen throughout history. 

How many voices and works have been lost to us over the centuries?
New Forum was established because we want to provide a platform for the 

diverse voices of writers in Alberta. We want to publish talented writers in our 
own province. We want to showcase new writers as well as established writers. 
We want to provide a space for work that’s challenging and provocative. We want 
a record of this work. That’s the beauty of a printed magazine – it lives on after 
you’ve finished reading it. 

Our writers submitted work that’s brave, ref lective and honest – whether 
they’re challenging gender norms or processing trauma. We’re proud and 
honoured to share it with you. 

Thank you to our New Forum staff, editorial collective and volunteers that 
worked tirelessly to bring you this issue. 

To you, dear reader, thank you for your support. 
We hope you enjoy this issue. 

Silvia Pikal
Editor-in-chief

EDITOR’S NOTE 

3NEW FORUM MAGAZINE 2020-2021



 Ophelia, John Everett Millais
 Oil on canvas, 1851-52

With her eyes wide open, she chose her path
when the artists showed up in the milliner’s shop
and found a stunner for a muse.
 They panted around her
all those hypocritical virgins: 
Deverell. Millais. Rossetti and Ruskin.

She was Viola dressed as a man. 
 She was Ophelia, her eyes open, 
the dark water lit with spots of daisies and green 
strands of fritillary. She was Beata Beatrix, 
no longer silent, though Dante burned her letters. 

 Five hours posing in a bathtub. That’s the fact 
to remember. Not her paintings, naive, 
 inf luenced by Rossetti,
not her drawings, unfinished when she died,
although The Lady of Shalott hints at a desire

to be Christina, a princess in a tower,
an artist, but that option wasn’t really open
to a cutler’s daughter with family tales of a lost
inheritance and no money in the present. That’s not
 the point. Who was she, this untutored

shopgirl with a wealth of coppery-golden hair,
unconventional looks and conventional ballads 
 about pining maiden?

 Five hours posing in a bathtub of cold water, 
the lamps gone out. To be Ophelia.  

BY KAT CAMERON

With Her Eyes Wide Open
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For Helga Sigríður Jónsdóttir Stephansson,  
wife of Icelandic-Albertan poet Stephan G. Stephansson

At first, the vitriola was too modern; 
a gift from your bachelor son
and his city life. 
But your rocking chair edged closer to it 
with each turn of the record
and when the poet scribbled in the dark
you wished you could turn the sound
low, and sit with the music and nothing else.

You place a pillow beneath the poet’s head
in the morning when you find him asleep at his desk
ink seeping over the oak. You
grind grains for bread and long
for the tongue of the newspapers that line the walls of the room
off the kitchen; yellowed stories in Icelandic
your most treasured wallpaper.

Milking the cows you find yourself 
singing the poet’s poems to the tune of 
old folk songs.
Churning butter you catch your ref lection in sleek mud
and find in the lines of your face
and the beads on your dress
the woman in those poems
and the reason for their existence.

While you gut the fish for lunch
the poet sleeps off a night of writing 
You turn the vitriola on and sing, 
not caring if it wakes him.

BY ERIN EMILY ANN VANCE

The Poet’s Wife
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When my love lifts me in his bear hug, I go back to the Kananaskis, back to an 
overnight school trip in grade six. Eleven years old, I leapt over a log and rolled 

my ankle; it bowed like a willow in chinook wind. That night, I ambled uphill, hiked in 
the dark, until my bone bruised ankle was swollen and black. When I could no longer 
walk, I was hoisted up, passed from back to back, carried by camp counsellors up the 
slope to the campfire event. After, they carried me down to the teepee to sleep. Through 
the night it was not the gnawing frost or the burning pain of my ankle sprain that made 
me toss and turn – it was shame. The shame of being lifted when I had 30 pounds on the 
other girls, still child-like waifs with double-digit weights, while I already had womanly 
gifts – full breasts and wide hips. Oh, I felt heavy. I felt heavy. Now, years later, I am lifted 
by someone who loves me. No longer ashamed of my body, I adore my gravity. I have 
nothing in common with f lat plains – my likeness is in rolling hills. With pink and white 
stretch marks, I am lined like bark. When walking in winter I delight in the crack of ice 
underfoot, and in sparkling snow I leave a mark. I leave a mark.

BY MEGAN NEGA 

I Leave a Mark
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Alexander’s standing under the streetlamp – nose 
red, ears tucked into a woolen cap, hands hidden 
in rayon mittens. He’s perfectly still. Eyes fixed in 

my direction. I realize that he’s been there since I left Else’s 
apartment. From that distance, he’s blurred at the edges 
like a rushed charcoal sketch, and by the time his form 
comes into focus, it’s too late to turn back. 

Snow f loats down from the sky, catches in my lashes, 
melts with a blink, then drips onto my cheeks. The clouds, 
backlit by the moon, are impossibly bright. My steps slow 
considerably, and I wonder if he’ll be the one to approach 
me first. A part of me is feeling defiant. Not brave exactly. 
Maybe a little tired. Or a little worried that I’ve outstayed 
my curfew. I continue on with every intention of walking 
past him. But it’s never that easy. 

The air feels thick. Almost solid. As though you 
could take a bite out of it. A jolt of static rushes over 
my skin. Surges and collects along my spine. Pressure 
builds between my ribs, little by little. His eyes are glossy 

in the yellow light. He’s pressing his lips together. The 
blood drains from the edges. I want to ask why he’s out 
at this time. It’s nearly ten o’clock, and there’s no one else 
around. We might as well be the only two people in the 
entire world. 

It’s been months since we’ve run into each other. 
Thankfully, the last time I’d been accompanied by ammu, 
and he’d been with Mrs. Olsen. They’d been idling in front 
of the mail boxes for some generic chit chat about the 
weather, while Alexander and I kept looking at our shoes, 
at the f laking paint on the door, at our dirty fingernails, 
at anything but each other, speaking only if spoken to. 
You could say we were nearly strangers already – having  
managed to avoid each other over the last couple of years, 
with the exception of the occasional scuff le on our way 
home from school. A handful of pulled hair. A couple of 
thrown rocks. But then, he’d be absent long enough for me 
to forget that he posed any sort of threat. And now that he 
was ready to move onto ungdomskole, he wouldn’t be caught 
dead associating with barneskole babies. No one would. 

BY TASNUVA HAYDEN 

9NEW FORUM MAGAZINE 2020-2021

FICTION



When I’m only a few metres away, he steps into the 
middle of the street. I tug on my mittens and brush at the 
moisture collecting on my cheeks. Breath steams from 
our mouths, but neither of us speak. My feet stop moving 
altogether, and I can’t help but think how we might be 
trapped inside a snow globe – every f lake frozen in that 
same sparkle forever.

“You on your way home?” His voice sounds strange. 
Like he’s been screaming for hours.

I’m unable to answer. It’s as if the words have frozen 
in my mouth. He shifts forward to yank my beanie off. 
Dangles it above my head as I stretch out my arms. I jump 
up to snatch it from his grip. He just laughs and continues 
to wave it above me. Then, a little bolt of light f lickers 
across his eyes and his laughter stiffens into a sneer. 
Foamy spit collects at the corners of his mouth. He drops 
the beanie into the murky puddle by the edge of the f lower 
beds. With the heel of his boot, he grinds mud into the 
fabric. And all I can think about is how I’ll explain this to 
ammu. I’m expected to know better. And I do know better –  
I’d never dare such a stunt on my own. She’ll definitely 
give me an earful. It’s this, more than Alexander’s puffed 
chest and smug face that brings the slow simmer of tears.

He lifts up his foot and we both watch my beanie 
soaking in the puddle. I take off my mittens. Stuff them 
into the pockets of my parka. Bend down to pluck the 
beanie from the muddy water. His boot comes crashing 
down. A shrill scream rings into the night.

“Did you think I’d let you have it?”
“No.” I’m clutching at my wrist as I squeeze the tears 

back. I choke out the words despite the treble in my voice 
“No. I didn’t think that.” When I look up at him, I’m taken 
by the pastel colored clouds, by the tinted light – the 
whimsy of the rosy snow. He knocks me back into the 

ground. Then, he’s on top of me, shaking me by the collar. 
Pressing my shoulders into the pavement. I can see his lips 
moving. But as I’m falling, I only catch the slug-like shape 
of his tongue. That bulb of f lesh dangling at the back of his 
throat. The glint of a crooked canine. On his breath, the 
smell of spaghetti sauce. It’s nothing I haven’t heard before. 
Words he’s repeated a thousand times already – words that 
pour from his mouth into my own. Words that turn my 
spit metallic. Rings against my teeth and jaw. Ugly. Paki. 
Fucking. Utlandinger. My eyes roll back into their sockets. 
Then, everything stills. 

He’s panting on top of me. “I hate you. I fucking  
hate you.” 

Tears roll down the sides of my face. “Yeah, I know.” 
His body, all bone, pierces against my own. “You 

fucking piss me off. Quit crying already.” I rub my eyes 
and gulp back some air to control the tremors in my chest. 
He relaxes his grip a little. The snow begins to pile onto 
his back. Begins to blanket us. At this rate, we’ll be found 
in the morning, buried and frozen together. He tries to 
maintain a threatening scowl, but it doesn’t last. The 
creases on his forehead vanish. His mouth settles into an 
uneven line, dipping at the corners and at his cupid’s bow. 
As our breathing slows, we find each other’s eyes.

I’m sure he doesn’t mean to do it. I’m sure he’s not even 
fully aware of himself when he grazes my cheek with an icy 
mitt. There’s a nauseating lurch in my stomach that won’t 
go away. The snow cools the back of my neck. Freezes to 
my scalp. I wonder what he’s thinking about. Why he’s 
got me pinned down. Why he’s no longer moving. No 
longer speaking. Why his unsettling stare drills into my 
pupils. Ref lects the brilliance of the falling snow – a kind 
of phantom starlight. 

WHEN I LOOK UP AT HIM, I’M TAKEN BY THE PASTEL 
COLORED CLOUDS, BY THE TINTED LIGHT – THE WHIMSY OF 
THE ROSY SNOW. HE KNOCKS ME BACK INTO THE GROUND. 
THEN, HE’S ON TOP OF ME, SHAKING ME BY THE COLLAR. 
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A moving mass
of ladybugs scarleted
the white wall
of my uncle’s garage.

The entire 
south-facing side
afire
with spotted beetles.

It’s a loveliness
he said.
They gather to hibernate.
He led me close
enough to hear
the collective whirr
of thousands of lives
in congregation.

Gently, he touched his hand
to the wall, let the ladybugs run
across his skin, 
in and out of his calloused fingers,
leaving yellow-orange trails.

Ref lex bleeding he told me, it happens
when they’re threatened.
He shook his hand
and the ladybugs f litted up,
away, back to settle
in the throng.

That night I dreamt I had wings,
a ruby carapace,
a million sisters 
to hold me
when I bleed orange.

A Loveliness 
BY KIM MANNIX
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we decorate the abyss with our decorum 

this orange just this side of sour

the women with their hair brushing their shoulders

an apple seed is a tiny poison 

the women with hair down to their hips

i find an orange transformed at the back of the fridge

the women with hair down to the f loor

the orb transformed into a frozen planet of mould 

the women decorate their hair with clips and f lowers 

they defy gravity with every strand 

twisted skywards 

like a great wave

like a soft cloud

i dry oranges as winter decorations 

they smell like a faded christmas all year round 

BY HELEN HAJNOCZKY

the women and  
the oranges 

12 NEW FORUM MAGAZINE 2020-2021

POETRY 



I watched them 

before the building fell.

Slippery koi with algae tufts 

thickening in the gills. 

Mouldy oranges awaiting sentence,

suspended 

in the courtyard pond.

Did they ever recognize  

those sizzles and spits of sound,

undercurrents of movement,

ripples of us 

in their memories. 

A new high rise begins in their place.

Backhoe overturning earth.

Frayed fins, ghost mouths,  

empty skulls.

The Demolition 
of Art Central
BY JENNY WONG
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Comments from the New Forum Editorial Collective:  
E.D. Morin enjoyed the writer’s provocative use of language and the sense of 
motion in the story. 

Lori Hahnel described the piece as enthralling from start to finish, and a 
masterful exercise in tension and imagery. 

Moni Brar felt the piece was beautifully written and layered with vivid imagery 
that pulls the reader into the scene. 

Kelly Kaur said: “This short story captures the poignant pain and ugliness of 
life in heartbreaking, evocative imagery. The words are cleverly selected, and 
the sentences are well-crafted. The last sentence is unforgettable.” 

New Forum’s 2020 Flash Fiction Contest is awarded to the best flash 
fiction piece that’s 250 words or less, submitted by a resident of Alberta.  

We congratulate Sabrina Uswak on her win! 

THE 2020

FLASH 

FICTION
CONTEST 

Announcing the winner: 

Sabrina Uswak for “Replay” 
Prize: $250 

New Forum magazine presents 
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Blue and red lights stutter across her ceiling. She’s at the window, vigilant: casting a bleary eye 
through metal blinds to the ruckus below – the couple in 201, again.
The tall officer emerges, folding the husband head to toe – Watch it motherfucker – before 

tying him into a figure eight, ankles to wrists, into the backseat. Lily can see the tall officer’s neck 
in the light of the streetlamp: skin shining, hair damp. Her ribcage has fallen around her hips so she 
tucks it back in, tugging off her sweater to cinch around her waist and hold it up. 

Tonight is different. Usually: a muff led, piercing wail that trails the siren’s decrescendo. 
Lily is in her cat slippers. She hasn’t washed her hair in three days; her sweater’s stained at the 

elbows. But already she’s down the stairs, past Mr. F, a curl of smoke and f loating rounded eye above 
his door chain. 

– Alice?
Glass muttering under her feet as she pushes aside yellow black tape. The f loor shattered dishes. 

Half a bowl tells her to stop staring – It’s just plain rude, sister. 
A whimper from the window sets her quickening, swallowing. There: inside the blackened 

ashtray, Alice. Curled. Lily can barely see her. But Lily has a special eye. She reaches into her mouth 
to remove it, weighty in her palm. She can see luminescent on the f loor a smudged fishbowl, water 
half sloping to its lip. And, inside, the youngest boy – swimming in circles, mouth open.

Replay
BY SABRINA USWAK 
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nostalgia eats at me 
as I look across the table at my old pal charles

memories of hardwood f loors 
trimmed with rejected theater seats 
band costumed in red and gold 
stag line of club jackets 
congregated to watch 

charles and I  
foxtrottwostepwaltzpolkabopjive 
across the f loor  we glide 
as if we hadn’t spent hours rehearsing 

we are the beat 
in a buddy holly set 
we are splendid 
we are

now 
breaded eggplant for me 
another drink for charles 
drunk enough  
to tell me 
marylou  the bitch 
marylou  the saint 
disappeared 
possessions left behind 
what do I think 

I think I want to savor my delicious 
young days 
dancing  drinking 
french inhaling 
necking 
trading partners weekly

clickety  clack     yackety  yack 

Let’s Dance
BY PHYLLIS SHUELL
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like a via train travelling 
through saskatchewan on a winter night 
charles clicks off 
marriage milestones 
not a station in sight 

we are a lot alike he says 
yes  I say 
I talk about 
astrology  reincarnation 
energy vortexes in the sedonna desert 
psychiatrists  poetry 
he loves poetry and 
recites all of lochinvar 
I try to point out changes 
I try to talk about alberta writers 
but alls hewants to know 
do I have a copy of the highway man 

my tiramisu arrives 

what do we do charles blathers 
what do we do now

that she doesn’t want me 
what to do to keep 
from feeling lonely 
what to do

he gropes the table 
where my hand was 
seconds ago 

what to do
keep dancing 
somewhere between 
dark eyed handsome man and 
let me call you sweetheart 
you go your way 
and i’ ll go mine
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BY JANE CHAMBERLIN
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F or me, Chatelaine magazine means the 
squish of flesh between glass plates, 
bullet lists, cool jelly and waiting. Sitting 

in a neat, square room, waiting for mammogram 
appointments to begin, continue or wrap – this 
is where I read Chatelaine. I read until a young 
woman with sympathetic eyes leads me toward 
a locker where I stow jeans and a t-shirt, having 
changed into a black cloth robe. In donning the 
robe I have placed myself on the Patient side 
of the mammogram game, set apart from the 
breezy but friendly Staff side.

Having locked Locker Number Nine and followed 
the red arrows to the waiting room, I thumb through 
the shiny pages of Chatelaine, which seem to sense that I 
am in a small white space, waiting to find out whether I 

have treated my body with the respect it was due, or with 
reckless abandon, for the past 54 years. I dive into articles on 
gut bacteria (dirt is good!), what it’s like to be 40 (14 years  
too late for me but still interesting); why women shouldn’t 
shun bulky muscles (willowy is wimpy and bulky is brainy!); 
stats on women’s labour (salaries are still low, partly due 
to – surprise! – domestic duties). Little has changed, since 
I first sat in a similar waiting room, waiting to have my 
two frontal protuberances assessed. Women still confront 
invisible ceilings; we still analyze ourselves in terms of size 
and weight; we still argue with partners about cleaning, 
cooking and child care. I say “we,” mindful of the fact that 
there is no real “we.” There is approximately 50 per cent 
of the population who identify as female, and a percentage 
who transition between female and male or choose not 
to identify as one or the other. But still, roughly half of 
human beings will eventually trundle into a waiting room, 
put on a cloth gown, and wait. 
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The mammogram visit is that purgatorial space where 
life takes you down one of two paths: Path A – a clean 
image, nothing to worry about, life as usual for another 
two years; and Path B – a suspicious mass, followed by an 
examination by a physician, and then a possible reversion 
to Path A, or a shift to biopsies, surgery, radiation, chemo. 
The path bravely paved by so many mothers, sisters, aunts 
and friends. My own mother included. The journey down 
Path B is, after all, in my blood. Memories of my mother’s 
experience jump out at me when I least expect it. I awaken 
at night with a cramp in my calf and I remember my 
mother walking circles around an enormous table while 
technicians stand waiting. She has tried twice to climb 
onto the table and each time her hamstrings have seized, 
refusing to lift themselves onto the monolithic platform, 
which strikes me as something you might place beneath 
the body of a Lenin or a pope. The platform is tall and 
my mother is unaccustomed to climbing. Her hamstrings 
protest. And walking is the only way to ease the cramp. 
This was in a room labelled Nuclear Medicine, where 
she would be injected with a radioactive substance to 
illuminate the breast during surgery. This was before I 
stood in another, later room, my mother still groggy from 
anesthetic, and I held a small cardboard tray beneath her 
chin as she brought up thin threads of neon green.

But I am in the here and now of the waiting room, the 
fork in the road of the mammogram experience. We sit in 
this room, reading about celebrities, politics, economics 
and running gear while trying not to think about Path B. 
While hoping for Path A. We sit here suspended, preparing 
for the f lesh-squishing procedure that creates knowledge 
out of breast. That separates cyst from mass, benign from 
malignant. This is the room where I pause, take stock, 
make promises. Where I realize with a cold start that I 
have never seen the continent of Australia; I have created 
an angel food cake from scratch only once. And what 
happened to my former expertise at knitting? Why did I 
succumb to the complexity of cables? Furthermore, when 
was the last time I had a meaningful conversation with my 
two sons, the youngest of whom resides (more or less) in 
my own basement? How can I be sure I have left a moral 
imprint on this child of mine, when our conversations 
consist of grocery list gaps, university degree requirements, 
the potential for mold in unwashed shower stalls, and the 
relative merits of Frankie and Grace versus King of the 
Hill? Sure, we do occasionally lament the fact of Donald 
Trump, and we grieve the loss of Bernie Sanders, but have 
I really taught my children what I hoped to teach them? 
Have they magically absorbed, through some familial 
process of osmosis, the values I espouse? Why did I never 

THE MAMMOGRAM VISIT IS THAT 
PURGATORIAL SPACE WHERE LIFE TAKES 
YOU DOWN ONE OF TWO PATHS: PATH 
A – A CLEAN IMAGE, NOTHING TO WORRY 
ABOUT, LIFE AS USUAL FOR ANOTHER 
TWO YEARS; AND PATH B – A SUSPICIOUS 
MASS, FOLLOWED BY AN EXAMINATION 
BY A PHYSICIAN, AND THEN A POSSIBLE 
REVERSION TO PATH A, OR A SHIFT TO 
BIOPSIES, SURGERY, RADIATION, CHEMO.
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sit them down, before they came of age, and explain the 
need for integrity, the meaning of tolerance, the value of 
empathy? In short, what legacy will I have left, should 
today’s appointment launch me onto an all-consuming 
Path B? As I f lip through my magazine, I am filled with 
a raging need to make a list, but my phone and pen are 
locked inside Locker Number Nine. Never mind. This is a 
list that needs no pen. This is a list that will etch itself, like 
acid on steel, into my memory. I am but inches from Path 
B; my body is electric, my skin crackles like neon. In my 
head I create a series of bullet points: 

• Ensure children live their lives by my moral code
• Articulate my moral code in an accessible Excel 

spread sheet
• Instruct children on creating and reading an Excel 

spread sheet
• Spend quality time with my ageing mother
• Explain to children the importance of spending 

quality time with one’s ageing mother
• Ensure children care deeply for the environment
I am imagining a bullet point on caring deeply for 

the environment when a member of the mammogram 
Staff team calls my name. She leads me to a cool, dusky 
room and I notice that she is young, probably only a few 
years older than my eldest son (has she, in those few 

years, learned to care deeply for the environment?). Her 
easy, relaxed smile erases the bullets. The list is gone. It 
has shushed from my brain, leaving a barrel-shaped gap 
for a mammogram. 

The technician introduces herself as Cathy. She holds 
my gaze as I move toward the machine, and I can see 
that she has not forgotten that I am a human being – a 
living, breathing lump of f lesh with hopes and fears and 
pain receptors in my breasts. I feel hopeful about this 
mammogram. Cathy is well trained, capable, as is the GP 
who examines me every six months, who tells me not to 
worry, my breasts are just naturally cystic, like bags of 
benign marbles. I am on Path A. I feel the warm glow 
of this path, the one I’ve trodden every two years since 
I turned 40. No need for bullet points. Goodbye bullet 
points! Farewell forever! I have plenty of time to hand 
down my values and morals and worldly knowledge. 

I turn to face the glass plate, allowing Cathy’s hands 
to guide my tissue and rotate an unseen handle. In my 
peripheral vision, my cheek planted against a glass plate, 
I see the f lattening of pale skin. What a cruel acceleration 
of the history of the breast, the cartoonish exaggeration of 
loss – the shift from plump and full to empty and f lat. And 
beyond this sense of loss, I feel, now more than ever, the 
pain of the f lattening. The sensation is sharper, more vivid 
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than past mammograms. Intense, like a brand new set of 
felt pens whose colours drench the desiccated scratches 
of last year’s markers. I realize with a start – a start that 
triggers a f lare of indigo-blue pain – that I am on Path B. 
These vivid bursts of pain can only mean Path B. I should 
have shunned the rules, returned to my locker, liberated 
my phone and created a digital bullet list. 

Impossibly, Cathy rotates the handle and the glass 
plate descends even further. I remember her telling me 
to let her know if I’m too uncomfortable, but what does 
that mean? How uncomfortable should it be? Am I overly 
sensitive to pain? Surely the image will be clearer if the 
breast is f latter, so I press my teeth together and attempt 
to recite my bulleted list, verbatim, in order of importance, 
from least to most. No – most to least. Then Cathy is 
asking me to hold my breath and then the pressure is 
released. The mammogram is over. Almost as if it never 
happened. It wasn’t so bad, I think as my breast re-inf lates. 
I am a person who embraces pain as a necessary cog in 
the wheel of life: I have borne two children, both weighing 
in at over nine pounds, one close to 10. Which probably 
means – particularly since I breast-fed both children – that 
my chances of Path B are greatly reduced. I am almost 
certain I read that two years ago in Chatelaine.

Cathy is instructing me to put the gown back on and 
return to the waiting room until the ultrasound technician 
is ready. I am accustomed to the double-stranded process of 
squishing, then swooshing. Mammogram, then ultrasound. 
In the waiting room there are three new Patients in black 
gowns, thumbing through Chatelaines from years gone 
by. Their brows are pleasantly unfurrowed; their feet 
hang loosely from crossed legs. These, I feel certain, are 
women destined for Path A. But then again, what do Path 
B women look like? My own mother was a Path B woman 
but I can only visualize her everyday face; her everyday 
eyebrows, the everyday bump in her nose, the softness of 
her chin. Even as she emitted thin neon strands of green, 
her face was still my mother’s face. 

While I wait for my ultrasound, I read the Chatelaine 
article on power poses. They are real, it seems – I had 
thought the stretching of the female body into wide-
open, cartwheeling positions was a vehicle for humour 
created by stand-up comics on Just for Laughs. But no, 
according to the article, there is evidence that extending 
your limbs can give you conf idence. I experiment 
with the theory, uncrossing my legs and letting them 
fall where gravity takes them, a manly branching of 
thighs that tests the limits of my belted black gown and 

increases my Path A chances exponentially. I feel the 
other Patients eyeing my knees and I re-cross my legs, 
having felt little newfound conf idence. 

My ultrasound tech is Jennifer, and she appears to be 
younger than my youngest son. She squirts jelly onto my 
breast and glides the ultrasound wand with the precision 
of a martial arts instructor. The wand glides, collects 
itself, changes direction right-left, then holds its position, 
tensed as if on one leg, ready to burst forward into a new 
choreography of glides, shifts and pauses. During the 
pauses, Jennifer types rapidly, presumably noting changes 
in depth or location (or shifts to Path B) and sets the wand 
to gliding again. I feel, or think I feel, the lumpy cysts 
sinking beneath the wand, pressing themselves down on 
what remains of my breast tissue. 

In a moment, Jennifer asks me to wait on the slim bed 
until the physician has a chance to analyze the images. 
This, of course, is the final pause in the mammogram 
process. This is the last chance for your body to stay the 
course, to choose life, liberty and the pursuit of A. At 
this final stopping point there is no magazine, no article 
advising you to eat more yogurt. There is only you, the 
hum of the ultrasound, the f licker of the politely muted 
ceiling lights (for you are lying on your back) and the 
waiting. The final fork in the pathway system renders you 
still, prone. The seconds stretch into minutes and I think of 
my mother lying on her monolithic table, a nuclear needle 
inserted just beneath her nipple. I listen to my breaths. In 
through my nostrils and out through my lips. 

I feel my body becoming heavier, as if relaxing into 
a mat after the stationary bicycle. I am definitely Path A 
material; I have faithfully ridden my bike; I have eaten 
almost enough servings of fruits and vegetables, slept 
seven to eight hours per night except for the odd bout 
of sinus congestion. And here I am, breathing in and 
breathing out, as easily as I did when I was Jennifer’s age. 
My heart clenches and unclenches, sending blood and 
oxygen along its circuitous route, and my muscles tingle 
with the anticipation of rising from this table and striding 
back to Locker Number Nine. I promise myself that if 
I am on Path of A, I will go straight home and cook a 
luxurious dinner, free from all saturated fats. Around the 
table will be my elderly mother, still f it all these years after 
her lumpectomy; my husband; and my two sons, despite 
the fact that the eldest now lives in the interior of B.C. 
Everyone will tell a ridiculous story about their childhood –  
some will involve road trips, thighs stuck to thighs in back 
seats; some will involve swing sets and impossibly high 
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arcs, dreams of rising above the top bar and carving a full 
circle in the air while the parent stands below, marvelling 
at the soaring potential of the swing. 

When the physician arrives I observe that he does not 
have – has never had – breasts. He enters the ultrasound 
room with an awkwardness, a squareness ill-suited to this 
soft-edged place. He makes no eye contact, but is perfectly 
civil. He swooshes the wand across my breast, consulting 
with Jennifer and saying (to Jennifer? To me?) that what 
he sees on the screen definitely look like cysts. This, I 
realize, is as precise as the medical profession can be, if 
they are to be honest. They are people, after all, creating 
theories from the information at hand, which is gathered 
by people, and which is based on other theories created 
by other, equally intelligent but fallible people. The doctor 
tells me I can cover myself, and then meets my eyes brief ly 
before saying that there is nothing here to worry about. 
This, I realize, is cause for celebration. 

Here, I tell myself, is Path A. 
You are safe, I tell myself. 
As I walk to the parkade I send texts to my husband 

and sons, an email to my elderly mother. Dinner tonight, I 
tell them. A celebration of nothing in particular. 

My eldest will not come; the invitation is simply a 
courtesy. He will be in town the following weekend, he 
texts back. My youngest is out at a band practice and won’t 
be home till after nine. My mother is at choir practice – 
I had forgotten that today was Tuesday. Indeed, I had 
forgotten that my husband had made plans with a friend. 
He offers to change them, but I say no. There is no need. 

Back at home, I open the patio door and stretch 
out on a couple of lawn chairs. Closing my eyes, I listen 
to the clenching and unclenching of that thick muscle 
in my chest, just beneath the shallow rise of breast. I 
try to remember what I read in Chatelaine but all that 
comes to mind is a not-unpleasant feeling of limbo. An 
in-betweenness that leaves me neither calm nor agitated. 
I stretch, cross my ankles, curl and uncurl my toes. In a 
moment, I will wheel my bike out of the garage and head 
to the river. There are only a few weeks of summer left 
so I should go soon, before the sun loses its intensity and 
the tiny bugs begin to f lood the path. Inevitably one will 
get stuck to your tongue, or f ly up your nose. So I should 
go soon. But for now, I have uncurled toes and the cool 
of the deck-chair beneath my calves. A not-unpleasant 
sense of neither here nor there. 

IN A MOMENT, JENNIFER ASKS ME 
TO WAIT ON THE SLIM BED UNTIL 
THE PHYSICIAN HAS A CHANCE TO 
ANALYZE THE IMAGES. THIS, OF 
COURSE, IS THE FINAL PAUSE IN THE 
MAMMOGRAM PROCESS. THIS IS 
THE LAST CHANCE FOR YOUR BODY 
TO STAY THE COURSE, TO CHOOSE 
LIFE, LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF 
A. AT THIS FINAL STOPPING POINT 
THERE IS NO MAGAZINE, NO ARTICLE 
ADVISING YOU TO EAT MORE YOGURT. 
THERE IS ONLY YOU, THE HUM OF THE 
ULTRASOUND, THE FLICKER OF THE 
POLITELY MUTED CEILING LIGHTS (FOR 
YOU ARE LYING ON YOUR BACK) AND 
THE WAITING. 
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(In memory of Marie Colvin, foreign affairs correspondent 
and Rémi Ochlik, photographer, Syria)

They’re like an emergency crew, these two,
he, with his camera zooming onto the scene,
she, standing in the rain to catch the words
spilled from the woman, hardly more than a girl,
a citizen journalist she’s called,
passing out pamphlets in the crowd – 
but these two fresh pairs of eyes
were smuggled in only yesterday to pull her story 
from the heart of the street,
open a curtain in your living room, invite you to enter
an unseen, unknowable world.

This isn’t the most accessible war
you’re viewing on your screen,
but what we know of the war we know from them – 
“My husband was an army defector,”
she says. “He sold his weapon to buy a laptop and a camera” – 
They found her in the Widows’ Basement
trapped in a cellar filled with women and children 
where, she says, “war this long makes experts of us all.” 

They don’t stay in one place for long, working in the shade
as children play on the grass covering their fathers’ graves,
but you can travel beside them as they’re shelled,
or blamed, “Whose side are you on?” You can hear them call out, 
“I’m a journalist, don’t shoot.” And if in the end it all proves too much 
and they don’t make it back, you’ll still have their final dispatch 
laid out in its own box, waiting for you to open.

A Casket of Words 
BY CASSY WELBURN
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I am a guessing game

(You could be Spanish
You could be Greek
You could be Italian
You could be Chilean
You could be Lebanese)

Whitened with age
skin stretched 
and pulled over
bones and muscles and fat 
thinned and translucent
an inf lated balloon 
lighter, but somehow
still the same. 

You could be the whole moon

One quarter
Three quarters
(The whole thing). 

My faded legs
BY SAMANTHA JONES
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The female gynecologist introduces him. She says he is 
doing his residency with the clinic. “Would you mind if 

Dr. Jones is part of this visit?”
I think only a nano-second before I reply: No, of course 

not. And Dr. Jones comes in to interview me. He has big feet, 
and I’ve heard what that means. I want to ask him why he 
chose gynecology as a residency but argue with myself that 
this question would be impertinence reserved for the past, 
when any male doctor would ask the same of a young female 
resident, with pretty, small feet.

Instead, I tell him that progesterone has made me love the 
world and all mine enemies. It calms my heart and reduces the 
beard growth on my chin. And estrogen, well, it makes my 
cunt thump when I have forgotten what that is like. But I do 
not tell him the latter.

The questions. Oh, the questions he asks: are you sexually 
active, how many pregnancies? When was your last period? A 
thousand years ago, to answer any of these questions. I think. 
But I do not say. I do not say the word cunt, because it is a ripe 
mango that cannot be consumed within the privacy of this 
examining room. But I admire his pluck, and for his desire 
to examine a quantity of cunts, so he may know something 
useful about power and its source.

He leaves the room and the female gynecologist returns, 
asks, “May we examine you?” Yes, I say. But I don’t say, “Where 
else will such a graceful young man with big feet ever see an 
old cunt again, ever?” She steps outside.

Through the door, I hear her say to him: “Just be invisible.” 
And I hear him nod. 

She enters the room, lifts my gown, probes my cunt as he 
looks on, learning. Her comments are mostly to him: “Yes, there 
is a dryness, and postmenopausal changes are evident.” I feel her 
fingers pry, showing him. “And the labia minora have receded.”

He is a shadow beside her, trying for invisibility as he 
learns some secrets about my old, wise cunt.  

BY VIVIAN HANSEN

Young Doctor of Gynecology
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Sliver tip me
for that would seem unseemly
to weave wood into knowing
woods depth and meaning fold me
Warm
hold this bruise infection
on the tip of your tongue. 
Trip me tartlets
pleasure. 
Feign blanket holds. 
Know my back, trace
tree paths over
skirting winter winds
Blow softly
murmur. 
Pine needles hot cones
Koan keen canterly tales
Irritate my knowing till
my story is as soft, 
and warm, 
and deep as your
neatly folded 
Cunt.

BY ADRIENNE ADAMS

Sliver Tip
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A graphic memoir explores 
postpartum depression  

28 NEW FORUM MAGAZINE 2020-2021

Tell me about yourself and your journey  
to writing and illustration. 
Dear Scarlet is my f irst published work. When I was  
pregnant with my third baby, I started having f lashbacks 
to the delivery room and to Scarlet’s newborn days. The 
images were so vivid they made me cry. It may have been 
the pregnancy hormones, but I realized I wasn’t “done”  
with postpartum depression – even after all the counselling 
and treatment I’d been through – so I thought maybe  
writing about it would help. When I set down to write the 
story, though, I quickly realized that it would be better told  
as a graphic narrative. I have always thought of myself as 
a writer – not an artist – so I felt for sure that I’d need to 
collaborate with an illustrator to make the book happen. 
But when I showed my first draft – which was just my 
own sketches – to some friends who were trained in 
illustration, they said that my simple drawings matched 
the vulnerability of the story. They told me it would be 
more personal if I drew the book myself. So I did the best 
I could with my limited skill set. I’m still not happy with 
many of the drawings in the book (especially now that 
I’ve been practicing for a few years), but there are certain 
panels I really am proud of.

Teresa Wong is a Calgary writer and author of 
Dear Scarlet: The Story of My Postpartum 
Depression, a graphic memoir about new 
motherhood. Our editor asked Teresa a few  
questions about the book. Pick up a copy of  
Dear Scarlet from your favourite independent 
bookstore or visit arsenalpulp.com.

AUTHOR INTERVIEW 



Dear Scarlet is written as a letter to your 
daughter and is based on your experience  
with postpartum depression – what is your 
message to Scarlet? 
The letter format helped me focus on the things I wanted 
to tell my daughter if she ever goes through depression, 
whether postpartum or not. Depression is something that 
happens to many people, but I want her to know that it’s 
treatable and there is a way through it. 

What do you want readers to know about  
your book? 
It’s for moms who have suffered postpartum depression, 
but it’s also for people who want to support new mothers –  
anyone who wants to understand how diff icult taking 
care of a little baby can be, even when it’s under the most 
ideal conditions.

What inspired you to tell the story  
as a graphic novel?
When I thought back to those early days with a newborn, 
I remembered how quiet my days were. There was nobody 
to talk to, and I moved through the hours in silence. I 
thought that wordless panels in a graphic narrative would 
be the best way for me to convey that quietness.

Postpartum depression is stigmatized in 
a society that paints new motherhood as 
joyful, when in fact it can be a difficult, 
exhausting and painful time. What are 
your thoughts on this, and how can we 
help end the stigma? 
Many women hide their postpartum depression because 
they don’t want to seem like bad mothers. That leads to a lot 
of loneliness and guilt, which adds to the depression. I hope 
Dear Scarlet opens up the conversation around postpartum 
mental health, and that it takes away the shame that some 
women feel about not being a perfect mom.  
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ADRIENNE ADAMS is a poet, artist and curator dedicated to creating safer inter-sectional 
space to honour the feminine. She curates Woolf ’s Voices (aka Virginia), joking that it’s 
an excuse to howl in public. She has performed her work extensively and co-curated The 
Storytellers for TheIndieYYC. She is published and forthcoming in Antilang, FreeFall, 
Politics/letters live, Polyglot, Wax Poetry and Art, Rose Quartz, No-D, The Last Petal, Mothering 
Anthology (Inanna Publications) and others. Find her at adrienneadamsartandpoetry.com, 
@adamsel.adams or @woolfsvoices.

KAT CAMERON is the author of two collections of poetry, Ghosts Still Linger and Strange 
Labyrinth, and a collection of short stories, The Eater of Dreams. Her poetry and short 
fiction have been published in journals across Canada and the United States. She teaches 
creative writing at Concordia University of Edmonton.

JANE CHAMBERLIN recently completed a PhD in English at the University of Calgary, 
specializing in creative writing. She teaches creative writing and business communications, 
and works as a freelance communicator. Her short stories and essays have been published 
in Matrix and filling station. Jane was the first writer-in-residence at the University of 
Calgary’s Cumming School of Medicine in 2018. 

HELEN HAJNOCZKY is a poet, artist and crafter from Calgary. She is the author of 
the books Magyarázni (Coach House, 2016) and Poets and Killers: A Life in Advertising 
(Snare/Invisible, 2010). Helen shares her artwork, including collaborations with her late 
father Steve Hajnoczky, on Instagram @ateacozyisasometimes. She also blogs about her 
writing, art and the creative process at ateacozyisasometimes.com/blog. 

VIVIAN HANSEN has published poetry, essays and memoir in Canadian journals 
and anthologies. She has four poetry books: Leylines of My Flesh (2002), Angel Alley 
(2004), A Bitter Mood of Clouds and A Tincture of Sunlight (Frontenac 2013 and 2017). 
Vivian teaches creative writing with Mount Royal University, the University of Calgary 
and Alexandra Writers Centre. She is currently writer in residence with the Canadian 
Authors Association – Alberta Branch.

TASNUVA HAYDEN is an emerging Canadian writer of Bengali descent, currently 
residing in Calgary, Alberta. She studied creative writing, linguistics and engineering at 
the University of Calgary. Her creative writing has appeared in No-D Magazine, J’aipur 
Journal, Anti-Lang, Trouble Among the Stars, Qwerty Magazine and carte blanche. She is 
also the fiction editor at filling Station – Canada’s experimental literary magazine. 

SAMANTHA JONES is a Calgary-based, biracial writer. She received a certificate in 
creative writing from the University of Calgary Continuing Education in 2014 and is a PhD 
Candidate in Geography at the same institution. Her poetry is published or forthcoming 
in Room, Grain, Eunoia Review and blue skies poetry. Her fiction is available in the Short 
Édition/Calgary Public Library Short Story Dispenser and is forthcoming in a related 
anthology curated and edited by Loft on EIGHTH. 
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KIM MANNIX is a poet, fiction writer and journalist from Sherwood Park, Alberta. Some 
of her previous publication credits include CV2, FreeFall, subTerrain and The Rusty Toque. 
She is also a contributing editor of Watch Your Head, a climate crisis anthology. You can 
find her on Twitter @KimMannix posting about music, cats and spooky things.

MEGAN NEGA studies English and creative writing at Mount Royal University. Her work 
has appeared in Freefall, where she also reads for the poetry editorial collective. She was 
born and raised in Calgary.

PHYLLIS A SHUELL is a poet/writer and teacher. She enjoys performing her poetry 
at a reading series sponsored by the Edmonton Stroll of Poets. She has held executive 
positions with the Canadian Authors Association (Alberta branch) and the Writers’ Guild 
of Alberta. Publishing credits include New Quarterly, Freefall and Stroll of Poets anthologies. 
Raised by her mother on a farm in central Alberta, Phyllis now resides in Edmonton.

SABRINA USWAK is an editor with Loft on EIGHTH press. Her f lash fiction can be found 
through the Calgary Central Library’s short story dispenser and upcoming anthology, Tap 
Press Read 1-3-5. She holds an MSc with distinction in creative writing from the University of 
Edinburgh and MA with distinction in digital publishing from Oxford Brookes University. 
Her debut novel is forthcoming from Stonehouse Publishing in the fall of 2020.

ERIN EMILY ANN VANCE is a writer and educator from small-town Alberta. Her first 
novel was released in November 2019 by Stonehouse Publishing, and she has published 
five chapbooks and countless articles, poems and short stories in magazines and journals. 
Erin holds a master’s degree in English and creative writing from the University of Calgary 
and is completing a master’s degree in folklore at University College Dublin. She co-hosts 
the podcast Femmes Macabres. Visit www.erinvance.ca.

CASSY WELBURN is a Calgary storyteller and poet who has taught new Canadians and 
worked in schools across Canada. She was the TD Canadian Storyteller on Tour for 2013. 
Her work has appeared on radio and in literary anthologies. Her book, Changelings, from 
Frontenac House, came out in 2015, along with a CD, Tales From the Night Tree.

FRANCIS A. WILLEY is a Canadian-born artist, poet and composer. His 35mm film 
photographic work has been exhibited, published and awarded internationally in New York 
City, Los Angeles, Berlin, Paris and Teramo, Italy. His photographs are collected internationally 
and are part of the National Portrait Gallery of London, UK. He is currently represented by 
KODAKOne and Art + Commerce Agency NYC for Vogue Italia, as well as The Collector’s 
Gallery of Art in Calgary. Visit franciswilley.com or @neopictorialist on Instagram.

JENNY WONG is a writer, traveller and occasional business analyst who resides in Calgary, 
Alberta. She often wandered through Art Central over lunch hours and still wonders 
whatever happened to the koi in the basement pond or the pair of doves that lived in the 
second f loor f lower shop. In 2019, she was a finalist for the Writers’ Union of Canada Short 
Prose Competition and longlisted for The Berlin Writing Prize. She tweets @jenwithwords. 
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BY SAMANTHA JONES
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Now available at local bookstores!

Discover and be delighted  
by Calgary area writers with 
this anthology of short pieces 
collected from Calgary’s  
Short Story Dispenser. 

TAP PRESS READ 1-3-5

With a press of the buttons, a ribbon 
of paper unfurls dispensing one- three- 
and five-minute stories into the hands 
of readers.

TAP PRESS READ 1-3-5 contains the  
first year’s collection from the short 
story dispenser, which is located 
inside the iconic and internationally 
acclaimed Central Library.

Get your copy now at  

Shelf Life Books,  

The Next Page Books and 

Pages Bookstore or contact 

Loft on EIGHTH at 

loftonetwelve@gmail.com

WWW.LOFT112.ORG

Fall of Night 
By D. K. Stone
Rich Evans is desperate to say 
goodbye to his past in New 
York and embrace a future 
in Waterton with fiancée 
Louise Newman, a small-town 
mechanic with an uncanny 
gift of foresight. But even Lou’s 
warnings are not enough 
to avoid the new troubles 
threatening the isolated 
border town. Rich returns to 
Waterton to discover the body 
of his estranged ex-girlfriend 
has been found in a remote 
mountain lake. 

STONEHOUSE PUBLISHING 
ALWAYS A GREAT BOOK

Find these and many more 
wonderful titles on our website.

stonehousepublishing.ca

Rough 
By Robin van Eck
Taking cover downtown 
that night, Shermeto 
intervenes in the attack 
on a bar patron, and 
finds himself laid up in 
the hospital. Outside, 
as the city reels from an 
unthinkable disaster, 
Shermeto finds himself 
away from the swelling 
river and face-to-face 
with a part of the past 
he is trying to hide from: 
his daughter Kendra.

Censorettes 
By Elizabeth Bales Frank
Lucy Barrett is a Censorette, part of a 
branch of British Intelligence stationed 
on the island to inspect mail between 
North America and European nations at 
war. Determined to contribute in a more 
substantial way, Lucy uses her Cambridge 
education and love of Shakespeare to detect 
a Nazi spy ring operating out of Brooklyn. 
Just as she is promoted to a dangerous job 
overseas, her good friend is murdered. 
Should she embrace her new assignment,  
or seek justice for her friend?

All the Night Gone 
By Sabrina Uswak
A tragic accident, and two brothers 
are left to cope. Ben reads, obsesses. 
Charlie struggles between silence 
and anger. Unable to talk about 
what happened, a tension begins to 
build, pushing them apart. Then Dill 
arrives. Carrying only a baseball bat 
and small duffel bag with a broken 
zipper, she glides into their lives 
imperceptibly, raising more questions 
than answers. They start to become 
a kind of family. Almost. When she 
suddenly disappears, what else can 
Ben and Charlie do but get into their 
dusty truck and go search for her?

Humane 
By Anna Marie Sewell
Who steals a dog from a shelter 
after receiving a dream message 
from their grandmother? Hazel 
Lesage never expected it to be 
her. Then again, she didn’t plan 
on becoming an unlicensed PI, 
helping the ‘throwaway people.’ 
However much has changed  
in Amiskwaciy, the problem of 
poor Indigenous women and 
girls being expendable hasn’t. 
Nobody else is going to help the 
Augusts find out who killed their 
daughter Nell; so Hazel takes the 
case. And then she takes the dog. 
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