
 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022 1

SEA & CEDAR
Literature & Art Magazine

featuring 
artwork by 

John 
Haig

New writing by Judy Millar
Marlene Dean 

art by Marla Thirsk

win
ter

 20
22





Volume 2 • Issue 1 • Winter 2022

Sea & Cedar
Literature & Art magazine

http://virl.bc.ca/read-watch-listen/audience/adults/sea-cedar-magazine/


Sea & Cedar Magazine is a biannual print and digital publication edited and produ-
ced by staff at Vancouver Island Regional Library. We are dedicated to showcasing 
thought-provoking, exciting new creative writing and artwork by writers and artists 
who reside on Vancouver Island, Haida Gwaii, Bella Coola, and the Gulf Islands.

The Sea & Cedar Team:

April Ripley, Customer Services Librarian
Corinne Shortridge, Customer Services Librarian
Darby Love, Customer Services Librarian

Special thanks to Tim Stewart and Jennifer Seper for their help on this issue.

We respectfully acknowledge that this issue was compiled and produced by settlers 
who live on the traditional and unceded territory of the Coast Salish peoples, 
specifically the Snuneymuxw, Snaw-Na-As, and Stz’uminus First Nations. We 
acknowledge the privilege we have to live, work, create and enjoy art that is inspired 
by life on the unceded territories of Indigenous peoples whose connection to and 
stewardship of the land continue to this day.

Cover Art: Pipers Lagoon by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
30 x 36 in

All contents copyright © 2022 by the contributors. Copyright remains with the artist 
or writer.

Web: virl.bc.ca/sea-cedar-magazine
Email: seacedarmag@virl.bc.ca
Social: facebook.com/groups/seaandcedar

ISSN 2564-2596

https://virl.bc.ca/read-watch-listen/audience/adults/sea-cedar-magazine/
mailto:seacedarmag%40virl.bc.ca?subject=
http://www.facebook.com/groups/seaandcedar


A Note from the Editor
I am writing this note on the cusp, as we say goodbye to one 

year and welcome in the next—with some trepidation as collec-
tively we continue to lick as-yet-unhealed wounds sustained 
over the past two years, and contemplate what new challenges 
we might face as the second anniversary approaches of what 
has been, for many, a monumental shift, a dividing line between 
before and after. And yet, I am hopeful because I have such clear 
evidence that some things have not changed: people still very 
much want to connect meaningfully with others by creating—
by making art. They want to share what they’ve created, though 
it makes them vulnerable. People continue to pour into their 
writing and their art all the beauty and curiosity, all the despair, 
imperfection, destruction, and growth that make us all part of 
the human experience. 

That is what you’ll find inside the pages of this issue, our 
second offering of Sea & Cedar. The poems and stories in this 
issue are by turns playful and heartrending, humourous and 
poignant. John Haig’s artwork refreshingly refracts the beauty 
of the natural world, while Marla Thirsk’s wonderfully intricate 
patterns request our contemplation and curiosity.  We know 
you will enjoy perusing these pages as much as we have enjoyed 
putting them together, and we hope that you find some connec-
tion and delight as you discover what these writers and artists 
have graciously shared with all of us.

• April Ripley
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JOHN HAIG is a painter whose work has depicted various 
regions of British Columbia, such as the Sunshine Coast, 

Whistler Garibaldi, the Canadian Rockies and the Queen 
Charlotte Islands. He has exhibited in both commercial and 

public galleries and is 
represented in private and 
corporate collections.

S&C: Where are you 
located? How does your 
location influence your 
work?

JH: I am a newcomer to 
the Island, and to living in 
the great city of Nanaimo. 

I have spent my artistic career in Metro Vancouver, exploring 
subject matter throughout the Province from local environs to 
the Sunshine Coast to Haida Gwaii. 

My new home is a complete refreshment as I am finding 
inspiration in so many areas. The abundant natural beauty sur-
rounding Nanaimo and the Central Island provide me a new 
focus for both pictorial representation and fresh invention.

S&C: What medium/media do you prefer to work with and 
why?

JH: I have been an oil painter since I was a boy, but in recent 
years have been combining oil and acrylic on the same canvas. 
The quick drying qualities of acrylic paint are great for for-
malizing a studied underpainting on which to apply the more 
fluid oil.
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In my art school days, I experimented with various mediums, 
but I remain, alas, a two-dimensional man.

S&C: What does your creative space look like?

JH: Over the years I have had small studios, I have had large 
studios. I have lived in studios without amenities and lived 
where I feared the arrival of the Fire Marshall. Happily, today 
I have a bright and warm studio in my home. Even if I’m not 
working it’s a nice place to be. I also enjoy a garage I use as 
both a workshop and storage space for my relentlessly abun-
dant paintings.

S&C: Has the content and style of your artwork changed or 
developed over your artistic career? If so, how?

JH: A painting is where I draw my own lines. In a search for 
form this has meant stylistic changes over the years but look-
ing back I see a consistency of intent. If Nature can re-invent 
itself, then my artistic obligation is to do the same. Art will 
guide me to what I will see.



Westwood Lake by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in



Side of the Path by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in
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Schrödinger’s Selfie
or What I’ve Learned From Photographer Francesca Woodman

Amber Morrison Fox

The secret to photography
is to comprehend
that you are composed of many people
both alive and dead.
Each portrait is like Schrödinger’s Selfie:
infinite possibilities of existing and not existing
while trapped in a single dimension of time and space.

Another key component to photography
is to doubt any reality
that you did not craft yourself.
Similarly,
an event horizon is the surface
of a black hole wherein all information
is compressed into holograms.

When you’re ready
put the camera on the tripod
and stand in one third of the frame.
Worry about when you will become a ghost
and pace back and forth until your figure blurs the composition.
After a moment,
resolve to become an interesting ghost—
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the kind that people will want to know and remember.
Be like Schrödinger’s Selfie:
present
yet barely there.
See yourself in third person
as an event horizon
and create holograms.
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Resonance
Amber Morrison Fox

“[Resonance is]...the power of a displayed object to stop the 
viewer in his or her tracks, to convey an arresting sense of 
uniqueness, to evoke an exalted attention.”

— Stephen Greenblatt

The sign inside the empty vitrine read:
Installation in Progress.

I was drawn to its
somber shadow,
sporadic shelves,
sticky tape remnants,
and aged-institution white bottom.
No lights to illuminate it.

A derelict display flanked by precious things—
finally, something relatable in this perfect place.
Its glass offered a distorted reflection
of the other objects in the room:
gilt frames, priceless paintings,
porcelain teacups,
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and me,
the void in the centre of it all in my vantablack coat.
The revenant vitrine reached
across an inanimate divide to illustrate
when nothing is on display
it becomes anything.

Here we are together:
not bad, just incomplete.
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Art Cats
After Gwendolyn MacEwen’s Magic Cats (1974)

Amber Morrison Fox

I. Studio Cat

Studio Cat is Siamese.
He has a smudge of paint on his nose
and a tail kinked into a question mark.

Studio Cat eats yellow paint for breakfast.
He licks it from between his paws
like Vincent van Gogh.

Studio Cat doesn’t squint in exhaled smoke
and of course, he’s a Modernist.
Cats have always believed in grand narratives.

Studio Cat is best known for
walking through india ink
to create erratic patterns with his paws.

Studio Cat is inspired by noise art,
by Yoko Ono’s Fluxus screams—
and he practices every day.

Studio Cat isn’t allowed to work with feathers
because he eats them.
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II. Gallery Cat

Gallery Cat earned her position
because the building is infested with rats.
Luckily, she also understands the value of art.

Gallery Cat works at the front desk
but she won’t help you.
She’s asleep in a bag that matches the curator’s tie.

Gallery Cat educates visitors
by drawing them in
and then using them as a pillow.

Gallery Cat has her sight set on the Assistant Curator position,
but she endures her internship
for belly rubs and crunchy treats.

Gallery Cat is still young and can’t jump high yet,
but when she can she’ll check that the sculptures are properly secured
with gentle pushes from her toe pads.

Gallery Cat says the exhibition is open to visitors
but only she knows when.
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The Clock in Bastion Square
     Promenade at the Port of Nanaimo

Marlene Dean

Because things are and are what they are and perish
the clock in Bastion Square chimes its
melancholy tune of
time and tide and
tolls the hour in its
bell toned tongue.

In this hour
sailboats sing their silent songs
to the otters with their clever hands and
Lucy the harbour seal with her
one blind eye.

Outside the shops
children are eating ice cream cones while
the old poet sits nearby with
his penny whistle and
long grey beard.
In this hour

the clock tolls
for patches of white gold scattered
over the sea by the sun and the smell of
Troller’s fish and chips and
tacos at Penny’s Palapa.
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On the bridge an old man is singing 
chanties of sailors lost and the
one true love.

Because things are and are what they are and perish
the clock in Bastion Square 
chimes its melancholy tune of time and tide and
tolls the hour in its
bell toned tongue.

*Note: Italicized line from a poem by Robert Haas



View to the Mainland by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in
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THE COMFORT OF STONES 
Judy Millar

I knew it was bad news when I saw her e-mail’s subject 

line. 

From: carrie.fuller@yahoo.com           Sent: Wed 10/02/10 9:58 AM 
To: Joanna.Fuller10@gmail.com 
Cc: 
Subject: Wednesday 

When Carrie has good news to share with me about Ryan’s 

progress—which isn’t often since this evil monster, this neuro-

blastoma, wormed its way into her world through a tumour 

on little Ryan’s adrenal glands—but when she does, her subject 

line might read: HVA Number Down! YES!!, or Good Day - 

Hooray. When it just reads “Wednesday” I know she’s out of 

juice. She can’t think of anything upbeat to say about his latest 

test results, or she’s too tired to try. 

Tired doesn’t begin to describe how I feel when I read that 

word “Wednesday” and her few bleak sentences of body text. I 

am so far beyond tired, I have no idea how I can continue. But 
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I must. Ryan’s life depends on it, although I can hardly tell that 

to my daughter. If I explain about the stones, she’ll think I’m 

relapsing. She’ll ask me if I’m still seeing Dr. Hawtin. Demand 

to know if I’m still taking my meds. 

But it’s not like that with the stones. It’s not about the count-

ing. I do count them, of course—as anyone would, who under-

stood the importance. But it’s about the circles, not the count, 

which Dr. Hawtin can’t seem to grasp. It’s about sealing up 

gaps. Making sure things come out even. And it’s not about 

me; it’s about Ryan. It’s about keeping my grandson safe. 

It’s not just counting for the sake of counting. It’s making 

sure the number of plates in the cupboard is evenly divisi-

ble by two, throwing out one good plate if another breaks. 

Or seeing that I don’t carelessly place my china rose thimble 

alongside my metal thimble on the tray in my sewing basket, 

making a pair of unalikes (as if I would). This is about protect-

ing a life, for heaven’s sake. I love that baby boy as much as 

Carrie does, and it’s up to me. She has her hands full being a 

single mom, being Ryan’s sole caregiver. 

I’m the grandmother. But I’m more than that. Even though 
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I’m so far away, I am still the guardian. It’s up to me. As it 

should be. After all, it’s my fault. I missed his first birthday 

party. Perhaps I could have protected him, if only I’d flown 

there then, and found a way to encircle him. But Carl was fail-

ing by then, and I was a wreck. 

I went when he was born, of course, to give Carrie a hand. 

That’s when I fell in love with his impossibly blue eyes, and 

every other perfect little part of him. But leaving Vancouver 

Island and flying to Mississauga now? Well, it’s more than I 

could manage. Just going into town is hard enough. I make 

my quick trips to Thrifty Foods or to the Royal Bank, counting 

the stop lights—I go via Hammond Bay Road, then Uplands 

Drive, so there’s an even number—and I pray for green lights, 

to get home quick. Other than that, I just go to Pipers Beach. 

That’s where I gather the stones. 

*

From: Joanna.Fuller10@gmail.com    Sent: Wed 10/02/10 1:38 PM 
To: carrie.fuller@yahoo.com 
Cc: 
Subject: Re: Wednesday 
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Don’t apologize, sweetie, I know it’s hard to phone when you’re 
there with him at SickKids during this awful chemo. What 
with the time difference, E-mail updates work great. Good 
thing you’ve got that BlackBerry so you can write from his 
bedside. Technology turns out to be our friend, even though 
I resisted it for so long. Wouldn’t your dad be surprised to see 
me using his computer! 

Don’t lose heart, Carrie—you are being so strong, hang on. 
The HVA number may be a false reading, as you say. Ryan will 
NOT die. I am praying night and day for him, and doing all I 
can here, you have no idea, darling, no idea. 

Yes, I’m managing—there’s no need to worry about me. But 
no, I can’t come, I really can’t. There’s too much to do here 
since your dad passed away. And flying these days, with all 
these madmen with bombs in their underwear, well I simply 
couldn’t. But yes, I’m getting out. At least on the Island we 
don’t get your awful Ontario winters. I walk on the beach 
whenever the rain lets up. Remember how you loved Pipers 
Beach when you were here? I walk there, and gather stones. 
I began by gathering shells—oyster shells, mostly—but the 
stones drew me. They were, well, stronger. So I walk, and pray 
for Ryan, and gather stones. I will send you some stones for 
Ryan. There is comfort in stones, darling. And protection. Be 
strong, Carrie. Be his rock. 

Love & Hugs, 

Mom 
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There. I felt I needed to reply quickly since she sounded so 

down, but my hunt and peck typing eats up precious time, 

and there is no time to waste if his numbers are climbing. I am 

already late for the beach. The tide will be coming in. 

*

From: carrie.fuller@yahoo.com         Sent: Mon 22/02/10 8:04 PM 
To: Joanna.Fuller10@gmail.com 
Cc: 
Subject: The Stones 

My God, mom, why did you send so many stones? The ship-
ping cost you a fortune! I could barely lift the box. The man at 
the post office had to help me. What were you thinking? Are 
you sure you’re okay? 

Did I tell you Ryan’s completely bald now? Poor little guy, all 
his gorgeous golden curls are gone. I can’t stand it. God, how 
I hate this cancer that’s invaded my beautiful baby boy! Gotta 
go, they’ve come to change his feeding tube. Talk to you later. 

XOXO 

Carrie 

*

I know I sent a lot of stones, but it felt like the right number 
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is all I can say. When it’s right, there’s a relief—a kind of 

comfort—that comes through. At least for awhile. Although I 

wonder now if it will be enough. And will she do it? She needs 

to circle those stones around him—they must all be touching, 

with no gaps—to protect him. Like I’ve done here, around his 

newborn photo, and around the lock of his hair she sent me 

before they started his chemo. It’s like a stone altar, with him 

safely encircled where the evil can’t penetrate. 

I start to type the instructions into an e-mail, but it sounds 

crazy when you try to put it down in words, I can see that, 

so I stop. I’ll call her tomorrow, it’s too late there to call now 

anyway. It’ll be better to tell her in person how important it is 

to make it a perfect circle. She must use every stone I sent so 

there’s an even number, and place them with great care. 

The flashing of the phone’s message button catches my eye 

as I warm some milk to help me sleep. Two calls, both from 

Dr. Hawtin’s receptionist. This message is for Joanna Fuller. 

Mrs. Fuller, you missed your two o’clock appointment today. Dr. 

Hawtin is concerned. Will you please call the office to resched-

ule. In the second call she sounds almost gleeful when she says 
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she should have mentioned that since this is my second missed 

appointment, I will be charged. I can’t worry about that. No 

doubt her grandchildren are safe, and she has all the time in 

the world to keep her appointments. I should be so lucky. 

I almost wish I had kept the appointment, though. At least I 

could have gotten a refill on my Ambien™. I know this hot milk 

isn’t likely to do the trick. Wait! I see it the minute I begin to 

pour: a crack in the cup, partially hidden by the handle. In my 

haste to stop pouring, I slop hot milk onto my left hand, and 

burst into tears. Into the trash goes the flawed Corelle cup—

plus, of course, another cup to keep balance. 

But it’s too late, I can feel right off it’s not enough. The 

enemy has slipped in while I was down at the beach. What else 

has been corrupted? Now everything must be inspected. Lord, 

what a thing to have to begin at nine p.m., but it must be done. 

Not just my everyday Corelle cups and plates—my supposedly 

unbreakable Corelle. I should write the company! I would if 

I could spare the time. But now everything must be checked. 

My glasses and stemware. My good Royal Doulton in the 

china cabinet. My Wedgwood embossed Queen’s ware. Lord, 
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what a thing to have to begin at this hour. 

I finally find it on one of my Winterling Bavarian fruit 

plates, on the plate with the pear and the figs with leaves. A 

crack is snaking its way toward the plumpest, sweetest part of 

the pear. Anyone can see there will be no stopping it. The plate 

has to go, and its perfect mate along with it. That leaves me 

with eight fruit plates—two each picturing apples, pomegran-

ates, pineapples and peaches. Eight is a comfortable number. 

Eight would work, if only there weren’t this little chip in the 

gold gilt edging of this pomegranate plate. In the end I toss 

them all. I love these plates, but it’s the safest thing. I try to see 

the humour in it. Real fruit and fruit plates—they’re one and 

the same, I tell myself. Once the apple turns, the bushel will go 

bad. 

It’s one a.m. by the time I make it to bed. The words of a 

Sarah McLaughlan song run through my mind: I’m so tired, 

but I can’t sleep. Standing on the edge of something much too 

deep…. 

*
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T u e s d a y 

I haven’t been able to get through to Carrie by phone. She 

hasn’t e-mailed either. I’m worried my damage control is too 

little, too late. First that cracked cup last night, then those 

Winterling plates, they’ve set me off. I have this house fully 

circled, but chaos keeps sneaking in, even here. The children 

have messed with my stones again on their way to school. 

They see the ring around my lawn and driveway pavement. It’s 

tempting for young boys to kick stones—boys will be boys, I 

know that. I holler at them to stop, I tell them it’s dangerous 

to kick stones, it creates gaps, but they just go on their way, 

laughing. It makes extra work for me, now, when I have so 

much to do. By the time I’ve repositioned the ring of stones on 

my lawn, my back is stiff. I long to rest, but I know I will have 

to hurry to beat the tide. 

When I near the beach, a weak February sun is doing its 

best, but the wind has picked up. The gulls are shrieking in 

protest. I wish I’d worn a turtleneck under my jacket. What 

was I thinking? But there’s no time to think when you’re taking 

count of four hundred stones around your lawn. 



Diver Lake by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in
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The parking lot is empty. Good. I’ll have the beach to myself. 

Then I spot a young woman throwing a stick for her lab 

retriever. Her little toddler sits on a folded towel, digging at 

the oyster shells wedged into the stony sand with his mittened 

hands. I’ve seen these two before; they must live in one of the 

houses that back onto the lagoon. What a snapshot her little 

guy makes against the ocean backdrop, with his bright red 

hoodie and his plastic turquoise pail. This should be Carrie 

and Ryan, blissfully beachcombing the day away, laughing at 

the wind and the waves. Instead my grandson is hooked up 

to gurgling machines, while an IV drip feeds poison into his 

system, and his mother sits at his bedside, texting the latest 

bad news on her BlackBerry. I can see her now—biting her lip 

that way she does when she’s struggling to hold back tears. 

I force that picture from my mind, try to replace it with a 

happier image: a one-year-old Ryan, wearing the birthday 

T-shirt I sent—My Grandma Loves Me!—blowing a kiss at 

the camera. I love that photo, it’s my favourite picture of him, 

his chubby cheeks still smeared with chocolate icing from his 

cake. He looks so healthy in that birthday picture Carrie sent! 
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How can all this be happening, not even a year later? I should 

have gone there for his party. I could have done something 

back then. I should have gone. 

I curl my hands into fists, stuff them deep into the pockets 

of my jacket, and walk on. The wind is cold but at least the 

sky is clear. I used to make a point of counting the number 

of clear days on Pipers Beach—the afternoons like this when 

the fog lifts and the coastal mountains, with their snowcapped 

peaks, seem close enough to touch. These days I have to 

remind myself to stop looking down at the stones—to look up, 

and look over. Whether the mainland mountains are visi-

ble—“in” or “out,” as Carrie likes to put it—doesn’t matter to 

me anymore. The fog is always “in” for me now—a pall on my 

heart that’s pulling me down. Pulling me under. 

“Brendan!” screams the woman, her voice shrill with alarm. 

I turn, shocked to see an empty towel on the sand. She must 

have turned her back on her toddler! Too busy playing fetch 

with her dog to keep an eye on her precious child. She’s running 

now, scooping him up at the water’s edge, spanking his bottom 

when it is she who failed him. 
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“What were you thinking!” I hear someone screaming. “The 

tide is coming in fast—you could have lost him!” 

She stares at me, slack-jawed, and I realize whose voice was 

screaming at her. She gathers his little pail and shovel, a hurt 

look on her face, and they trundle off across the parking lot 

toward the houses. Well, I’m sorry if I offended her, but there’s 

too much at stake. A moment of carelessness, a turned head, 

and anything can happen. Especially once the tide turns. “Be 

careful with him!” I call after her, but I’m having trouble catch-

ing my breath and the wind swallows my words. 

I follow the path past the Garry oaks to the hidden cove. 

Here the alluvial stones—most are the size of a small goose 

egg—have a smooth and solid feel I can trust. I need to work 

fast, the tide has already covered so many. Why did I forget 

my reinforced canvas bag? At least my jacket has wide, deep 

pockets. I fill them both, making sure the count is even, and 

turn back for home. 

It’s hard, walking into the wind, when you’re weighed down 

by stones. Like walking in a leaded X-ray apron. Dr. Hawtin 

might actually be pleased with me. He’s a fan of behaviour 
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therapy—always reminding me to keep myself busy, force 

myself to go out and get some exercise. I must be a sight to 

see, with these bulging pockets. Look at me now, Dr. H.! This 

reminds me of something. Wasn’t there some writer who went 

out like this? Sylvia Plath? Virginia Woolf? My memory is 

getting so poor. 

*

From: carrie.fuller@yahoo.com         Sent: Wed 24/02/10 12:58 PM 
To: Joanna.Fuller10@gmail.com 
Cc: 
Subject: Mom, I called … 

… your Dr. Hawtin’s office yesterday, after you left that 
message on my voicemail about what to do with those 
stupid stones. You’re not making sense, Mom, you were just 
rambling. They say you’ve missed your last two appointments. 
You’re scaring me, and I’ve got enough to be scared about 
right now. I need you to hold it together!! You know I get the 
results of Ryan’s MIBG today and I’m terrified this thing has 
spread to his bones. I’LL CALL YOU THE MINUTE I KNOW 
ANYTHING. 

Carrie 

*
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I spent Wednesday afternoon in my rocking chair. If you 

think you’re going off your rocker, get on your rocker, I always 

say. Or I used to say, back when I found it funny. Still, when 

I’m beside myself, the back-and-forth motion soothes me. 

The universe moves in cycles, rhythms—high tides, ebb tides. 

There is a rocking rhythm one can attain that aligns with all of 

it. It can sometimes bring things back into sync. Of course, I 

count along – every forward motion of the chair is a “two.” An 

even. So it’s: 1 - 2; 1 - 2; 1 - 2, 1 - 2 . . . 

I should have rocked Ryan more when he was an infant. 

Carrie had no rocking chair in her little apartment, though 

– just that useless swivel chair she picked up from Goodwill. 

There was no rhythm in it. Things got out of sync early on; I 

see that now. But there is no going back. We must focus on 

forward: 1 - 2; 1 - 2; 1 - 2, 1 – 2; 1—. . . R-R-r-i-n-g. 

No! I freeze in place, caught on an odd. Paralyzed. The phone 

rings, and rings. This is Joanna Fuller, I hear my recorded voice 

say. Please leave a message. 

*
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She is such a trooper, my Carrie. Determined to be strong 

in spite of it all. I knew the test result, of course, the minute 

I played back that message, and heard the crack in her voice: 

“M--o-m, c-all me.” 

Probably, I knew long before then that I had failed her. There 

are too many gaps in the world. And I am too tired to keep 

shoring them up. I might just as well try to hold back the tide.

When we finally connected, I let her do most of the talking. 

And all of the crying. She needed me to be calm. And I was 

calm. There is a calm that comes with reaching a decision. 

T h u r s d a y 

This young teller—Brianna, by her name badge—should 

really be reprimanded. Banks hire too young these days; there 

is no gravitas left in the industry. Her low-cut neckline is as 

off-putting as her pseudo-cheer: How is my day going? 

About as well as anyone’s penultimate day, I want to say. 

I ignore her attempt at pleasantries, and instruct her to make 

a bank draft out to Carrie Fuller. She writes the name on her 

notepad, misspelling it, and looks surprised when I state the 

amount. 
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“You want to close out the account?” Her cheeriness has 

evaporated. 

“C-a-r-r-i-e,” I say. “Not like Cary Grant.” Not that she’d 

know who that is. 

By the time she hands me the triplicated form, making a 

show of ripping out its onionskin middle sheet, I am feeling 

the shortness of breath that precedes a panic attack. I have so 

much still to do. A pharmacist to persuade. The letter to write. 

But first, those stop lights to contend with. 

“Are you all right, Mrs. Fuller? Do you need to sit down?” 

I am already heading for the exit. 

*

Fortunately, there are two stoplights – an even – between the 

bank and the pharmacy, and I clear both on green. I take it as 

a good sign, but it doesn’t work on the pharmacist. He insists I 

have no remaining refills, and offers to call Dr. Hawtin himself 

to see about obtaining another. It is a ploy; I read it in his 

eyes. We both know Dr. Hawtin will not issue a refill over the 

phone. He is scheming to get me back into the doctor’s office. 
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“Never mind,” I say, as he reaches for his phone. “I have an 

appointment tomorrow. I’ll look after it then.” It is not entirely 

a lie. I do have an appointment tomorrow, but it is not with Dr. 

Hawtin. 

F r i d a y 

The fog shrouds Pipers Lagoon this morning. The sun will 

burn it off by eleven, but for now it discourages the dog-walk-

ers and gives me chilly cover. I shall depart this world as I 

entered it: alone. My thumbs caress the smooth stones in my 

pockets, searching for comfort. Who was it who went like this? 

I am too tired now, I can’t recall. It doesn’t matter. I read some-

where that every death is a suicide. A letting go. 

I let go of my letter—my “Dear Carrie” letter—dropped it 

into the mailbox an hour ago. Snail-mail seemed better for this 

sort of thing. Technology is not your friend at the end, it turns 

out. 

There was so much to be said, but it came down to this: 

Dearest Carrie, 

I’ve failed you, darling, though not for lack of trying. I can’t 
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explain about the counting and the stones, but they did help. 
They DO help. It’s just, I get confused. And I am too tired now to 
keep on. 

I’m so proud of what a wonderful mother you are. So much 
better than me. I was always such a problem for you and your 
dad. You are strong. You will survive—and this will make it 
easier for you in the long run. 

My love for you and little Ryan is as wide and deep as this Salish 
Sea. It’s forever and ever, darling. 

XXOO 
Mom 

The bank draft I enclosed with that letter will more than 

pay for my funeral—and for little Ryan’s. For that, and for his 

cemetery plot. Even his tombstone. Especially his tombstone. 

That is the best I can do for him now. I think he will be safest 

there—there in Mount Hope cemetery, surrounded by stones. 

It is time to do this thing. I take a few quick steps into the 

water. It is so cold. This is harder than I’d imagined. How did 

that writer ever manage it? I thought the pills left over from 

Carl’s last days with cancer would have blunted the discom-

fort, but perhaps there weren’t enough. As I wade deeper, the 

water is frigid, unbearable. It worries my heels, snaps at my 
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calves and the backs of my knees like a retriever, determined 

to pull me back toward life. 

Ignore the cold. Trust the stones buried in your pockets to do 

their job. I press on. The gulls are screaming now—a high-

pitched wail carried on the wind. No, not the gulls. 

I turn, and will my woozy eyes to focus. A toddler stands at 

the edge of the lagoon, shrieking in terror. He is naked, save 

for a diaper. Oh, no. It looks like the little guy from the other 

day! He must have slipped out of his house. His mother is 

nowhere to be seen. I must get to him. 

The stones in my pockets are underwater now. Their weight 

works against every step I take, making wading ashore a 

maddeningly slow process. I must get his attention. What was 

his name? What was his name!? It comes to me. 

“Brendan!” I scream. “Brendan, stay there. I’m coming for 

you.” My voice drowns in the wind. He will never hear. 

He is on his knees now, crawling like the baby he still is. Oh, 

God. A wave wallops me sideways. I stumble forward and lose 

my balance in the waist-deep water. It floods into my nostrils, 

stings as I struggle to regain my footing. The sky spins like a 
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drunken dervish. 

I manage one gulp of air before again toppling over. Some-

how I find my feet, and break the surface, gasping and splut-

tering. Disoriented, at first I can’t even locate the beach. Is it 

behind me? Yes. There! But where is the baby? There’s no baby. 

“Brendan!” I howl, pushing through the now knee-deep 

water toward the spot on the beach where I saw him crawl-

ing. There. He’s crawled through the long grasses out onto 

the sandy spit. I’m out of the water now, calling his name and 

running awkwardly up the beach toward him. My heart is 

bursting inside my rib cage. Even though I’m free of the water, 

I still feel like I’m moving in slow motion and it takes forever 

to reach him. 

My knees give way, and I collapse onto the sand beside him. 

His jaw jitters with cold, and I try to wrap him in my arms. 

He pulls away from me and continues to wail. Of course. I’m 

a stranger—a panting, soaking-wet, scary-looking stranger. 

A child needs his mother. But I’m exhausted, unable to stand 

anymore, much less carry him back toward the safety of the 

houses. For now, I am his guardian. It’s all up to me. 
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Kneeling beside him, I dig into my pockets and extract my 

carefully chosen stones. He forgets to wail as he watches me 

wedge them, one by one, into the sand around us. There are 

not enough. I claw and dig out more from the sand nearby and 

finally manage to close our circle around us. So dizzy now. 

Carl’s pills must have finally kicked in. I fight to stay conscious, 

to count the stones. Yes. Thank God. It comes out even. 

He climbs onto my lap, shivering. I wrap my jacket around 

us both to cut the wind. Another wave of vertigo hits me, and 

the horizon sways crazily. My eyelids flutter and close, but I 

force them open again when I hear him whimper. It’s RYAN! 

Ryan – right here, on my lap. With his impossibly blue eyes. 

And his chubby cheeks, smeared with sand, and chocolate 

icing. Oh God. Grandma’s got you, darling. Grandma’s got you, 

here, where we’re safe. Now, at last, I can rest. 

I hear distant screaming. “Brendan! Brendan!!” I urge my 

eyelids to open, will my mind to comprehend. A woman is 

racing across the parking lot, her hair a wild halo in the wind. 

Slowly it registers. I try to stand but my knees buckle, so I 

raise an arm to hail her, and uncover the child’s face so he can 



46 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022

see his mother is coming for him. 

She sprints across the hard-packed sand toward us. 

“You’ve got him? Oh, thank you, thank you!” she cries as she 

reaches us, and scoops him from my arms into her own. “Did 

you wade in for him? Oh, God. You’ve saved my baby!” She 

breaks into sobs, which sets him off again. 

“No . . . I—” It’s no use; I am too weary to tell it. 

“Thank the stones,” I manage to say. My tongue is so thick it 

comes out “thstoneth.” 

She doesn’t hear. She is busy pulling her own sweater over 

his precious little body, planting kisses all over his face. 

“Let me help you up,” she says, extending a hand down to 

me. “Come home with us. I’ll get you warm clothes, tea, soup, 

anything you want.” 

“See to him,” I say. “I’ll be fine.” 

Her look is uncertain, but her mothering instincts tell her to 

get her son to shelter quickly. 

“I’ll send help,” she calls back over her shoulder. 

I believe she will, but there is no need. Things have come 

even. All will be well. We can trust the stones.
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First Contact by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in
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31
Natasha Overduin

cracks in the drywall  
between my eyebrows 
notched blazes 

bottles of anti-aging serum, gifts from grandma I regifted 
for decades she warned apply morning and night
this year’s supply I keep by my toothbrush 
apply morning and night 

wrinkles pair well with felted slippers and thrift store fashion 
a sun-soaked garden 
pumpkins ripe on wild vines
poppies traipse with dragonflies

or with an open-neck white collar 
botox regime, art scene
sunshine list
childless

dim bathroom lights
tuck chin, lift skin to temples
in the mirror my hands are tight at ten and two 
scan for deer in ditches 
black ice
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Morning Pep Talk
Natasha Overduin

Power stance
Draw blood, chihuahua

Grab the bales by the twine
pack the hay to the rafters

Go back to that clear northern river
splash your face with glacier-fed purpose

Remember to mind your means and ends
watch your flanks and rear

Bash on
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began the day I was fired 
Candice Suchocki Weir

the flood. 
a small tear. a weep. 

Ok / given the circumstance 
it was a long time after all / an identity 

only. 
it didn’t stop. 

grew / 
ugly / loud 

persisted. 

Is it time to get help? He said. 

Then the  little things.  
French oil   on canvas /  an unfollow/       the sound of a branch 
cracking   far away          in the distance. 
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What came 
was ill

fit.
overdressed / unschooled / repulsed 
by the wet skin on my cheek broken voice. 

Well. 

This doesn’t seem like a
   fit.
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This is not how the 
conversation happened; 
Candice Suchocki Weir

eyes without lines / kaleidoscopic 
green 

flecked 
       mirrors 

asked little/ listened / close 
empathetic nods 

reached across cold marble with workless 
hands / fresh painted with French tips 
dipped twice in paraffin. 

nails tapping code.   .. .-..-. -- / .... . .-. . 
showed up / as always / with an expensive 
bottle of wine / and a no name 
bag of chips 
greasy / with dip / usually onion 

stayed / all night laughing / as always 
a shoulder / an ear 
we’d watch the same movies 
we’d watched before 

when we still had shoulders / and ears
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Animal Circle Time
Heather Hendry

invited into
their lopsided
circle

small hands
drum
the carpets empty spaces

I curl in beside
the girl whose hair rhymes
with bed

a talking stick
alive with
fabrics and feathers

lands in my hands

I feel like a
dry seal today
waterless

the T-Rex beside me
is hungry
for meat
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the mouse across from me
is scared
of the rain

animal bodies
uncurl
opening the circle till tomorrow
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Grade 1
Heather Hendry

big sister
to a baby boy
who cries like a seagull

black braid
uncut
helicopters around her head

lavender
a favourite colour
makes her sneeze

lost mermaid shells
fill her pockets
under a tornado of birds

long legs
black panther speed
race me to pet the ocean



All That I See and All That I Am by Marla Thirsk
Acrylic on canvas
24x24 in
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Buttercups at Tiberan
Deborah E. Graham

She runs along the stone wall, and up over the stile. 

Field upon field to reach the farm below. She’s in the 

field, right down in it. Buttercups: they’re perfect 

jewels hiding in the grass. It’s true: they tell you whether or not 

you like butter, though you have to imagine the glow on your 

chin if you are alone. The air, the sun, the green smell of the 

grass—she is part of this field, and as she runs through it, the 

blades of grass whip her bare legs. Now she has reached the 

farm below, and she is ringing like a church bell. She has left 

the others behind and come to see what’s going on here. By 

herself. Her own eyes. 

The sow fills the pen. She is massive and terrifying like a 

thunderstorm before the boom. She lies still, her small eyes 

piercing the girl. “What are you doing here?” says her belliger-

ent sneer; “How dare you?” It seems a dozen piglets suckle her. 

Everything is so raw: raw pink piglets, raw angry mother sow 
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hiding beneath layers and folds of pig, raw suckling sounds. 

She is suddenly afraid of falling into the pen. All those hungry 

animals: would they gobble her up? Nevertheless, she leans 

forward to see the piglets, her baby brother’s teething ring 

in her hand. She doesn’t know why she has it with her. She 

must have been playing with him and put it in her pocket. It’s 

just chewy squiggles now, not frozen any longer. As she leans 

forward, the circle of lumpy plastic falls into the pen. Snap! 

The piglets are tossed in all directions, as the immense mound 

of pig moves like lightning. The sow has caught it before it 

could hit the bottom of the pen. She lies back down again, and 

the piglets rearrange themselves, recommence their sucking 

and slurping. The sow opens one eye to glare at the girl. “Don’t 

you forget,” she hears her say distinctly. 

The previous winter she had walked the fields with her 

father after several days of howling wind. The sky had turned 

black with streaks of purple, and the oversized glass windows 

looking over the fields toward the sea rattled and shook. 

During the storm, a bitter draft pervaded the living room 

where they usually read books and played games, and they sat 
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in the kitchen below instead, away from the windows, drink-

ing tea and bickering. Her older brother lay gangly on the 

floor, his arm around the dog; her younger sister yawned and 

whined, playing with her dolls; and the baby slept in his bassi-

net. Then, it was as if a rope snapped. The wind stopped, and 

they were all suddenly a little stunned; and they realised  they 

were exhausted. Silence seemed to echo through the house. 

“Come outside,” their father said to her brother and her, and 

they flung open the door and pulled the rope out of the house, 

running with it and letting it fly up into the air. When they let 

go of it with great shouts, it disintegrated into sparkles that 

settled into the drops of water on the leaves of the hedge by 

the stile. Her brother and his dog ran across the field, jumping 

and flying and throwing themselves onto the wet ground. 

She, however, walked alongside her father and they chat-

ted. There were trees strewn across the fields. They had heard 

them crack and shriek and fall from inside the house, and it 

had sounded like a battle: “Don’t let the children watch that; 

bring them down into the kitchen,” their mother had shouted 

to their father, “It will give them nightmares.” The roots of the 
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trees were mighty, and many lay exposed on the grass. 

“How did they get pulled out like that?” she asked. She had 

no idea trees had roots that long, that went so far down below 

the surface of the ground. “Who pulled them, Daddy? Why 

did they do it?” She knew the wind had been blasting the 

house, but she didn’t see how wind could dig down so far, or 

crack trunks through like that, like blades. 

“Well,” said her father, taking her hand, “I suppose it was 

God who did it—a mighty force, much greater than us.” 

“Don’t you know, Daddy? Why would God do this. He’s 

killed the trees!” 

“Well, dear, God is mysterious. Maybe it’s not God doing 

something to the trees; it’s nature. Nature works in mysteri-

ous ways. It’s not trying to hurt anyone. It’s just what happens 

sometimes, and this time the trees have been hurt. Maybe 

there was a reason for the storm. And maybe there wasn’t.” 

She pulled anxiously on the buttons of her cardigan: “But 

can you fix the trees, Daddy? Can we put them back up 

again?” Even as she asked, she knew that they couldn’t, and 

she held tight onto her father’s hand to comfort him. 
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“The thing is,” he said, stopping to crouch down before her, 

taking her hands and smiling into her eyes, “there are lots of 

things we can’t control, and sometimes even we humans end 

up doing things we didn’t mean to, just because—well, there 

are many things we just don’t understand.” 

She felt the shock of her father’s words and looking into 

his eyes saw a sadness she had never noticed before. She was 

amazed, the way she had been when she’d seen a calf coming 

out of a cow at the neighbours’ farm in the spring. Her father 

was apologizing to her because God tore down the trees. He 

couldn’t explain why, and he couldn’t, she suddenly realised, 

promise her it wouldn’t happen again. 

Her brother came running up, leaping over the fallen trees, 

the dog following, the two spiralling around each other so that 

the path back to the house no longer seemed straight. The sky 

was darkening, and shadows began to appear so that it started 

to become unclear where the trees lay and how many of them 

there were. The house didn’t look the same either. Somehow 

it seemed further away, and she didn’t really recognize it. Her 

father put his arms around them, and they walked back to the 
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house, the dog keeping apace. 

When she isn’t playing by herself in the fields, she plays with 

her brother, following him around the garden or along the lane 

that leads down to the road. He is always collecting flowers to 

make perfume for their mother. She watches as he fills rows 

of little bottles with various combinations of flowers, crushing 

them with his fingers, or on the wall with a stone, then stuffing 

them down into the bottles, sometimes using a twig. Some of 

the bottles are their mother’s old perfume bottles and these 

ones are for the most special mixes—the ones made with rose 

petals. He measures out water from bottles and cans, mixes 

and shakes and leaves the concoctions to ferment various 

lengths of time. She watches, and he tolerates her, being care-

ful to never fully answer her questions because the recipes are 

too complicated for her to understand. Sometimes he allows 

her to crush flower petals and bring them to him. Other times 

he tells her she is stupid and pushes her to the ground. From 

time to time he announces that one of his perfumes is ready 

and she follows behind him while he presents  the mixture to 
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their mother. She sits queen-like while he comes to her with 

his head bowed  and tells her the official name of his creation. 

She is very appreciative and gives him a dignified hug, worthy 

of a knight. He is careful to stand directly in front of her, so 

that their mother cannot see her, and tells her to “shut up,” if 

she announces that she helped crush the flowers. 

One day they go to visit the witch who lives in the old stone 

cottage. She is definitely a witch because she has long grey 

wispy, witchy hair, wrinkled skin, and missing teeth: evil black 

gaps. Their mother sends them over with some wheaten bread 

as a gift. The witch comes to the door grinning, obviously 

hungry for children, and offers them some nettle soup—if 

they will just step inside. They run home as fast as they can, 

shrieking with fear and delight. Their mother tells them that 

they should have gone in, that she is a lonely old woman, 

not a witch, and that they have probably hurt her feelings by 

running away shrieking like that. But she had looked back 

and had seen the witch laughing, her crooked teeth glinting. 

She carefully avoids the area around the cottage from then on 

and convinces herself that if she doesn’t go past a certain tree, 
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the witch won’t be able to reach her with her spells. One day, 

the old woman gives their father some nettle soup, and their 

mother is delighted. She says it is authentic nettle soup, which 

she doesn’t know how to make, and so nutritious: they are to 

eat it up. Her brother eats his, but she knows better than to 

touch it. “Don’t eat it!” she pleads, “She’s trying to cast a spell 

on us,” but the others laugh at her. 

Other times she follows her brother down the lane where 

he uses butterfly nets to catch insects. He also fills a number 

of jars with water and puts frog eggs into them, poking holes 

in the lids with rusty nails and stones and leaving them in the 

ditch. Every day they check on the jars, and when one day 

one of the jars has a tadpole, and another day, a tadpole with 

a tail, and then another day a creature with legs appears, he 

explains to her that the tadpole has grown out of the egg and 

that the slimy green creature with partial legs is on its way to 

becoming a full frog. She doesn’t believe him, thinking he has 

been sneaking down to the lane without her and doing some 

concocting, the way he makes the perfumes for their mother. 

She is sure he found the deformed creature in the ditch and 
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added it to the water to trick her. He tells her she is stupid, 

and then explains it all again, swearing that what he says is 

true: “This is how life works,” he says, “One thing changes into 

another, just like you started out as an egg, then changed into a 

tadpole, and then into a baby girl.” 

She knocks the jar out of his hands and jumps across the 

ditch onto the lane, shouting, “I’ve never been a tadpole; I’ve 

always been a little girl!” 

“You were so a tadpole, Stupid!” he shouts, “and so was I. 

And Mum and Dad too,” he adds solemnly. “And someday you 

may turn into something else that’s more horrible, even.” 

She runs back to the house sobbing, but her mother doesn’t 

understand how cruel her brother is, and only seems amused. 

Later that night she thinks about how princes turn into frogs 

and back again, and starts to wonder if it is true: might she 

turn into a frog, or, worse yet, a toad? Was she once a frog? Is 

that why she sometimes feels funny, as if she doesn’t belong 

in the family? Perhaps she is a changeling child and the old 

witch took her parents’ real baby and put her in the baby’s 

place, without them noticing. Maybe that’s why she laughed 
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her toothy smile at her. Perhaps someday she will come to take 

her back, turn her into a frog, chop her up, and put her in the 

nettle soup. She begins to have trouble sleeping and wakes up 

crying. When her parents ask her to tell them what she has 

been dreaming about, she says she has forgotten. 

Nevertheless, she admires her brother, and when he tells her 

there are puppies in the dog’s big belly, she believes him. After 

all, she saw the calf come out of the cow. One day she over-

hears her mother and father talking: “Eight or nine—that’s too 

many... we can’t possibly... I can’t do it,” she hears her mother 

say. She can’t make out what her father says, but a querulous 

tone wafts into her bedroom from below, and she knows they 

are disagreeing about something. 

That night, she awakens with a start. There is that murmur-

ing again. She is scared. Is the witch in the house? Is that her at 

the window? She gets out of bed and walks down the stairs and 

into the kitchen. She can see her parents kneeling on the floor 

beside the dog and she hears a soft mewling. “Aren’t they beau-

tiful?” she hears her father say. “Don’t you think we could keep 

them for a while?” Tiny soft black heads, their eyes closed as if 
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they are dreaming, they nudge toward their mother. She holds 

her breath and counts: five, six, seven, eight. Her mother turns 

toward her father, and she is surprised to see that she is crying. 

“Four children is too much for me,” she says, and then in 

the voice the girl fears, the angry one, hard as cobblestones: 

“I can’t do it. I just can’t. I’m too exhausted. The baby doesn’t 

sleep. I only wanted two.” She creeps back up to her bedroom, 

her distress at her mother’s words and tears pushed aside by 

the thought of those beautiful tiny black heads—soft as lamb’s 

wool, she imagines. 

For several days her brother, her sister, and she stay by the 

dog and her puppies, pushing each other aside so they can 

watch and sometimes touch them. Finally, their parents tell 

them they’ll have to leave the puppies alone, and their father 

announces that they will only be able to keep two of them, and 

those just for now. The others will have to go to another home. 

“Where will they go? Oh, can’t we keep them?” her brother 

cries, but she doesn’t say anything. 

The next night she awakens again. This time, the puppies 

have turned into giant toads and are climbing all over her bed. 
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She slips downstairs to see them, and as she creeps into the 

kitchen, she hears the front door close. Without thinking, she 

ducks under the table. Then, just as she is about to come out to 

speak to her father, he walks through the kitchen and up the 

spiral stairs to the living room to talk to her mother. She can 

see him standing in front of her at the couch. 

“I shouldn’t have done it. It was a mistake.” 

“No, it’s okay: you’ve done the right thing. There were too 

many of them.” 

“No, it was wrong. I’ve killed them—the poor innocent 

animals.” 

She hears her father make a snuffling sound, and sees her 

mother put her arms around him: “I’m sure they didn’t suffer. 

Tell me what happened.” 

Then he puts his hands over his face, but she hears what he 

says: “I wrapped them in a bundle and threw them off a cliff 

into the ocean.” He makes a choked sort of sound, and she sees 

him turn away from her mother. “I should have found homes 

for them. It wouldn’t have been too much effort,” he says. She 

crawls up the stairs to her room, her heart racing. Her head 
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is filled with blackness and her stomach with stones, and she 

cries into her pillow. 

The next day she gets up early and walks down the lane to 

where the tadpole jars are and she opens each one of them, 

emptying the tadpoles and deformed frogs into the water in 

the ditch. Then she collects stones and stuffs them into the 

pockets of her cardigan. She runs up the lane toward the 

witch’s cottage. Taking a handful of stones, she throws them 

as hard as she can at the witch’s back windows. At the tinkle 

of broken glass, she runs back through the trees, around the 

house, down the wall and over the stile into the field. The sea 

looks grey and serious today, and very far away. As she walks 

through the field, she stops to pick buttercups. It takes her a 

while, but eventually she has a fistful. 

The trees that blew over in last winter’s storm have been 

removed, and most of the stumps taken out as well. The holes 

they left have been filled with soil and are now covered over 

with grass. One stump remains near where she and her father 

had stopped to chat the day the storm stopped. This tree 

cracked three feet up, but the roots remained intact. Her father 
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felled the tree at the crack and left the stump. He told her it 

was a witness tree because it remains to remember the storm 

and the other trees. Already, new shoots are growing out of the 

trunk. 

She kneels down near its roots and begins to dig. She scrapes 

with the stones and digs her fingernails into the dirt. Eventu-

ally, she is able to create a decent-sized hole in between several 

roots. Carefully, she takes a buttercup from the pile beside 

her and wraps it around a stone, placing it in the hole. Then 

another one: two, three, four, five, six. Speaking softly to the 

stones, she tucks them into the ground and covers them with 

dirt. Then she walks slowly back to the house. 

Her father is sitting upstairs on the couch that looks out over 

the fields toward the sea. He is pale and seems heavy, as if he 

cannot move. “I saw you out there,” he says. 

“Yes,” she says. 

“I’m sorry about the puppies.” 

She takes the last buttercup out of her pocket and lays it on 

her father’s palm, wrapping his fingers around it. Then she 
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leans ever so slightly against him, and they sit there together 

looking out toward the sea.
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Open House
Lena Mutafov

Your face is an open door with a welcome mat smile
and a slant chin sloping in that the neighbours admired,
as they strolled, young and old, down the suburban street,
where grannies made you sweets, the young crept close to see
You, shucking corn on the porch in summer heat. Greeting
each creature underneath with a drop of sweet honey,
and this ease curled into the breeze of reassurance
succeeding me down the street; rolling carpet up your
stairs languidly, showering sweet cherry blossom words —
Your green lawn needs no turf, only fertilized by dirt,
holding smooth sunflower arms swaying gently to meet
rooves that softly croon a rain song, singing “see you soon.”

But,
houses have crevices
houses have black mold have asbestos
in the ceiling have alarms without codes
backyards with buried bodies cracking
graves without bones
and a groaning angry basement
where a boy bottles up ghosts,
among pre-gentrification crates in
damp air, houses are a church
without prayer are pews with no back
crashing onto carpet covered cracks
are a broken birdhouse song
screeching bees nest in your face
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houses have three coats of paint
to mask the stain of anger serrated
on its drywall, houses are built to fall
houses don’t show us anything at all

until we are locked inside,
their reverberating wail
stuck in our skull.



 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022 75

The Deserving Door
Lena Mutafov

I’ve been thinking a lot about bodies lately.
How I could build a home out of my crevices and corners,
carve a bed out of my softness, but
how wandering eyes will still be drawn to my door,
as I jump up and down in the window screaming
see me

did you know that corner houses are more likely to be broken into?
something about being exposed

And we could blame the system that creates conditions
where people have to resort to crime to survive, but instead
my sociology professor, stands at a podium of tenure,
his eyes big with education, and says:

“don’t live in a corner house
or you’re asking to be robbed.”
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the dead garden bed
Lena Mutafov

I. digging up the garden bed

the trees are crashing down next door, i think
the neighbours must be making a garden.
they brought in the arsenal; the machinery
to rip these roots from their rest with ease,
but the backyard is a tight squeeze for agency.
so, i hear their voices arguing, no, you need to go
back out and come back in, come out, but all I hear is

don’t come inside

get sucked into the shuddering engine
of the next-door excavator. the shovel swings
over this side of the fence, trespassing
its reach towards me like a memory; your groaning
voice inviting me into the dirt— 

“you’re always saying you want to be grounded.
always riding around on the hand of the digger,
head in the clouds, daydream brain, come inside,
come on down” you say, hands embedded with spades

“let me turn you into something beautiful.”

And on some Distracted Head Days
when i don’t take my meds



 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022 77

if someone says something with enough confidence,
i’ll believe them. my mouth full of dirt
by the time i realize what i’ve agreed to.

II. filling in the garden bed

bloodied back of this garden bed
thanks me for my service
the rolled soil released of tension
from my lion-like claws
scratching me back to the surface.
i am the fertilizer, feral
sounds escape my lips,
in the form of Nothing
my lungs caked with the weight
Of what I said yes to
and didn’t hear, choked
by the seeds I swallowed in fear
how do you express
what you didn’t fully absorb?

III. growing the dead from the garden bed

how do you tell the succeeding sweet potatoes,
curling squash, plump pumpkins?
how do you tell them they grow on a grave?

do you tell them she was not worth saving,
do you tell them she wanted to be tucked in
with suffocation, do you tell them that she needed
grounding, not just that she needed it but she wanted
it, do you tell them that This is what she wanted?
because she didn’t stand up when you said,
are you sure.
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how do you justify to the golden grapefruits,
juicy peaches, ripened avocados nearby?
do you Simply let them believe
there is justice in your gorgeous garden?

do you show them a picture of my smiling face
the day after I dug myself out and say,
see, something Dead couldn’t look
so beautiful.
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The Cathedral. The Forest.
Lynda Pitt-Brooke

The white choir of stars sings
in the black cathedral.
A white swallow lifts the ribbons
from the bride’s hair and
blades of rain carve
the dark pavement.

When all is lost
what trail do you take?

Are the mountains still on fire?
Because here in the canyon,
there’s fog as dense as longing now.

Your feet fail the trail and nowhere
does the valley open.
It is only when you slice apart the dense day
that the light cracks like thunder
and you might find yourself
in soft conversations with waterfalls,
and with shifting mists.
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Tired of Paddling
Altogetherlisa

Tired of paddling
We pull into the quiet Bay with the cow field above the Beach
Lunch is rummaged from the waterproof pack
An on-the-water snack
Cheese, olives, hot pepper pickles
Fresh loaf of crusty bread
Prosciutto and cantaloupe
We drink water for thirst, scotch for energy
Pop a toast of champagne
To the Island! To isolation! To being alone together!
Land the boat, climb out of the kayak, then clothes, 
Swim in the eelgrass forests.
When we’ve had enough of cold water
Sit delicate buttocks on hard hot rock to dry
Basking as lizards
With synchronicity, we lean in, embrace, 
Then kiss…
On lips and hand
On nape and neck
And more…
Until we cause even the sun to blush.
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Coffee Shop Elders
Altogetherlisa

What the coffee shop elders tell me
May not be honest
They may be speaking lies 
Full and vigorous rumours from beyond perception
From the tongues of the spirits bottled by Molson
Urban myth and legend

These elders invite me to “its your round” dance  
Offer tobacco cigarettes chain smoked 
Sing songs part Johnny Cash, part Buffy St. Marie
Hold eagle feathers clutched in hands out for money
Sell their drums as art
While their Masks hang on walls in museums.

They like to tell me how to live my life
and “eldersplain” a lot
“Back in the day…”
“When I was young…”
“Look at them…”
“Your grandma would never let your wear that…”
Still, I like to hang around even if they are really only the “oldsters”
They know stuff, bush stuff, country stuff, old timey stuff
I value each and every one
Because I hear the stories they don’t share
Of poverty, abuse, hell
And survival, resilience.
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So, I sit and listen 
As they do their thing
In the only way that coffee shop elders can
And I wait for the signs
That will tell me when I hear the real truth
When I hear my inward drumbeat heart
Feel my rhythmic shuffling feet under the table
While my inside voice cries out
Healing for all.
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Hamilton
Lys Morton

The snow started falling around 4:30 that afternoon, 

chasing Adam home from a study session with his 

Contemporary Psychology II group and Eli home 

from his required English class an hour later. The huddle of 

students Eli found himself in at the Vancouver Island Univer-

sity bus station wondered out loud if buses would make it up 

the hill as thicker clumps of snow began covering the slush 

that had fallen earlier. There was a wash of relief in the crowd 

when the 40 trudged into view, engine protesting with the 

effort. Eli was swept up in the crowd that rushed for the bus 

and somehow ended up standing in front of an empty seat at 

the back. Not one to complain, he quickly sat to observe the 

growing storm.

Tiny flakes quickly formed into large globs that splattered 

against the windows. Eli kept half an eye on the growing 
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mounds outside, pulling his phone out and shooting Adam 

a text about shoveling. He wondered what trailer park rules 

were for shoveling. Were they in charge of the little gravel 

patch that counted as their driveway?

Admittedly, Eli and Adam hadn’t thought much of the snow 

that morning, both chuckling at the growing worry on the 

morning radio as people discussed where to purchase water, 

dry goods, and shovels. The estimates of three to five centime-

ters worth of snow was a dusting compared to what they had 

grown up with in Miniota, Manitoba. But as the bus fought to 

stay in its lane and Eli listened in to the conversation of those 

used to Island winters, he started to feel a little less cocky.

They were nearing the stop for the trailer park when the 

bus came to a skidding halt just before a sharp curve that 

sat outside the Petroglyph Animal Hospital. Those standing 

lurched around, grasping at anything that could steady them.

“Sorry, folks,” the driver called from the front, looking back 

to address the packed bus. “I can’t go any farther. If you want 

to get off here, that’s fine. I’m going to be heading back up the 

road a bit.”
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Only a few took the driver up on his offer, Eli being one 

of them. It was a couple of extra blocks tacked onto his walk 

home, but Adam not answering his text wasn’t exactly some-

thing that inspired confidence.

The strip of street that wound through the trailer park was 

visibly slick with slush that was dusted with snow. It was the 

only way through the area, either in a vehicle or on foot. The 

skater shoes Eli had donned earlier that day were more than 

soaked through from the slush as he trudged to the house. Did 

the street need to be shovelled? The radio had chirped a couple 

different times about the few plows Nanaimo had, out in full 

force and trying to keep the highways cleared. Eli doubted 

they would be winding this way any time soon.

Wind gusted through the park, driving him up the stairs 

as Eli fished for his keys. There was a pitiful howl somewhere 

and Eli found himself feeling sorry for the poor dog stuck 

in this growing mess. It wasn’t a prairie blizzard, but there 

was a different level of miserable that the half-melted snow 

evoked as it splattered and soaked into what remained of his 
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fauxhawk. At least he had the luxury of heading inside and 

drying off. Maybe he could push homework until later and just 

curl up on the couch with some Netflix and coffee, warm up 

a bit. He crammed keys in the lock and stepped into the trailer.

Adam was sitting at his desk in the little study nook that was 

off the kitchen, poring over the mess of textbooks that had 

slowly collected over the semester.

“Hey,” Eli kicked off one shoe, cringing as it struck the wall 

and a mess of water and slush was left. “You get my texts?”

“What texts?”

“Dude, I’ve sent you a handful. You come up for air since 

getting home?”

“Dammit!” Adam tossed the highlighter onto the desk, 

shoving his chair away--back cracking as he stretched in 

the chair, leaning precariously far back and letting the front 

wheels lift off the floor ever so slightly.

“Break time?” Eli offered, gingerly removing the other shoe 

and heading into the kitchen. The only answer Adam could 

give was a half-hearted groan as he dragged a hand down his 

face, trying to somehow wipe away the exhaustion pulling at 



88 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022

his eyelids.

“We were supposed to have these damn notes for next week 

done today.” He looked to Eli as a sopping wet hoodie was 

pulled off and tossed on the kitchen island. “Then the whole 

group bailed on me when they saw the snow start falling.”

“Take a breather. I was thinking of making some coffee, 

warming up before I dive into my invasive species report.” Eli 

pulled mugs from a cupboard, gesturing to Adam with one of 

them.

“Yeah, your super scary ‘what makes the trees sad’ report.” 

Adam grabbed the highlighter and tossed it again, this time 

with enough force to bounce from the textbooks to the wall 

and then back in his waiting hands. “That should take you, 

what, twenty minutes?”

“Dude, don’t be an ass. This is basically my final for this 

class.” Eli pulled the instant coffee from the corner cabinet, 

placing both mugs on the counter. He was going to make both 

cups, it would all be consumed eventually.

A sharp rap on the door halted Adam’s retort, and the two 
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boys looked at each other with confusion. There were few 

people that would be knocking on their door, fewer still with 

the snow developing outside. Adam stood, heading for the 

entrance as Eli set the kettle to boil. The wind nudged the door 

open with a little more force than Adam had expected, the 

handle nearly slipping from his grip.

Standing on the porch, a familiar collection of keys in his 

hand, was Ted, bundled up in a blue flannel plaid jacket, an 

old aviator style hat pulled over his grey hair. He offered the 

keys to Adam.

“You boys left these in the door.”

Eli could feel his face reddening as Adam smirked in his 

direction.

“Hozer.” Adam stepped away from the door, gesturing for 

Ted to come in. The older man knocked his shoes against the 

door frame before stepping in, brushing gently at the wet snow 

that clung to his hat.

“How are you boys doing tonight? You alright if we get really 

snowed in? If power goes?”

“We’ve got study snacks for days. Should be able to ration 
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them out if things get weird,” Eli tried to joke. Ted’s question 

was yet again a reminder how much the two of them had not 

taken the warnings that morning seriously. 

“Well, my son came over earlier today, dropped some things 

off. If you need anything, you let me know.” Ted fiddled with 

his coat a bit, seeming unsure whether to take it off or not. 

“Brenda called, over in 1025. She says there’s a dog that’s been 

running around Petroglyph, causing a ruckus. I called up 

SPCA, and they’re plowed in. No chance of them getting here 

anytime soon.”

Eli crossed his arms, a look of concern creasing his forehead. 

“It’s not going to get that cold, right? It’s only -4° currently.”

“Yeah, but this snow’s so wet, it’s going to freeze in the paws 

bad.” Adam said. “Crack them open probably.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” Ted pulled his hat from his 

head, the edges of his hair wet from the snow and plastered 

down. “No point having the poor mutt running around feeling 

miserable.”

He looked to Eli, then to Adam, seemingly unsure how to 
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ask his next question.

“Wanted to see if you boys would help me round up the 

mutt. I can get my son to drive it over to the SPCA once the 

roads are cleared. But, if we find the mutt, would you boys be 

able to….”

Adam clued in first, a look of excitement lighting up his face.

“Yeah, we could probably keep an eye on hi–them until 

someone can pick them up.”

Eli wasn’t going to protest at this sudden plan. He was too 

busy trying not to laugh at the pronoun correction of his 

friend, echoing the talks they’d had the last few nights about 

gender neutral pronouns. Adam’s eagerness to take the dog 

didn’t surprise Eli; he had been an animal fan since they were 

kids. Ted seemed relieved at the enthusiasm.

“Good, good,” he nodded, twisting his hat in his hands. “I’ll 

head over to my place, grab some lights. I should have an old 

leash we can try and use. You gents get dressed and I’ll meet 

you outside my place?”

The boys both nodded, and with that cleared up, Ted headed 

out. Eli made his way to the front door, grabbing the City and 
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Colour sweater he’d flung on the couch earlier in the day. They 

had both brought winter jackets with them with plans to use 

them if they ever made it to Mount Washington. The items 

were stashed away in some corner of the trailer home, and it 

seemed excessive to try hunting them down for the -4°C that 

Eli’s phone was declaring. A couple of sweaters and some mitts 

would be more than enough.

A sweater and rain jacket seemed a smarter move to Adam. 

This island had caught him off guard enough times with 

random rainstorms, he wouldn’t be taking any more chances. 

Even if it was currently snowing, he wouldn’t put it past what-

ever weather god ruled the area to shake things up.

Eli’s skate shoes would have to do, footwear wise, and he 

shoved feet into the still soaking pair before stepping out onto 

the porch. The wind had been strong enough earlier that a thin 

layer of snow lay across the floor of the wood porch, giving 

the slightest scrunch with each step. He made his way to the 

railing to view the heavy clumps that fell from the sky, each 

one making the faintest plump on landing.
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“How does the forestry kid not have proper boots?” Adam’s 

footsteps gave a more audible thunk on the wood floor of the 

porch, the thick sole landing hard. He pulled the door closed 

and kicked snow onto Eli’s skater shoes.

“You really think they have hiking boots my size?” Eli kicked 

back, hitting a patch that was more slush than snow. It coated 

Adam’s boots and soaked into the hems of his pants. Adam 

had to admit the thought hadn’t really crossed his mind. The 

fact seemed blatantly obvious now that Eli had pointed it out.

“Not even in the kid’s section?”

“Nothing that’s going to have the right grip when we start 

doing more field work stuff. I’m on the hunt for a pair.”

“What about….” The suggestion died on Adam’s lips, halted 

with the prospect of mentioning the women’s section. It had 

grown increasingly weird to gender clothes over the years, 

as he’d watched Eli bounce between the men’s section, the 

women’s section, and the kid’s section. Each shopping trip 

becoming a roller coaster of gender affirmation and frustra-

tion as Eli tried to find anything that would fit his skinny 5’3” 

frame and still appear masculine.
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Even though he hadn’t asked, Eli knew what Adam’s next 

suggestion was going to be and gave little more than a half 

shrug.

“They’re all… fem looking. I don’t know what makes a damn 

boot look fem, but that’s all I got for ya.”

Adam clapped a hand on Eli’s shoulder. He didn’t get it, but 

he knew how much the little things in this whole journey wore 

down on his friend.

Ted was coming out of his place when the two walked up 

to it, a collection of items clutched in his hands. He had only 

a tiny four-by-four-foot landing as opposed to the somewhat 

excessive porch that had been added onto the trailer the boys 

lived in. He made up for it with three rows of wall gardens 

that were now covered in heavy plastic sheeting. He crouched 

down beside the nearest one, retrieving a coil of rope.

“Can’t find that leash, this’ll have to do.” He turned and 

started handing items out, offering a flashlight to Adam and 

the rope to Eli. Lessons from the forestry field tech class had 

Eli knotting the rope into a makeshift harness as the boys eyed 
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the zip lock bag that Ted was stuffing into a pocket.

“Bacon,” he informed them. “Should lure a hungry mutt 

over if we need.”

“How about rewarding some hungry students if we 

succeed?” Adam gave a smirk, turning his flashlight on. Ted 

chuckled, heading for the road. 

There were various trails that cut between properties and led 

from the trailer park over to the Petroglyph Provincial Park 

that bordered one side. They were coming to the head of the 

closest one when a howl ripped through the night. The trio 

stopped dead at the mournful cry.

“It’s a miserable night to be stuck out, that’s for sure.” Ted 

pointed his light down the path, the beam bouncing off the 

snow and into the thick cropping of trees. Before a comment 

could be made by either Adam or Eli, another wail could be 

heard. The desperation in the cry sobered the mood, and they 

headed down the path single file.

The snow and slush had wormed its way through the trees in 

odd layers, and the footing varied from ice, to slush, to mud, 

to damp rock. Ted’s steps slowed as his footing became more 
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and more unsure. Adam stayed close behind, trying not to be 

obvious with his preparedness if the older man slipped. Eli 

brought up the rear, desperate to focus on anything other than 

the growing water content in his shoes.

“You boys ever thought about getting a dog out here? You 

might have a contender tonight.”

Chuckles arose from the two younger party members, Adam 

stepping around Ted as they came up to a cedar limb draped 

over the path.

 “As long as we don’t tell my mom.” He grabbed the branch, 

bending it out of the way and holding it for Ted to pass.

“How come I can’t tell Debby?” Eli reached forward to grab 

the branch, letting Adam fall in step behind Ted.

“‘Cause she bet fifty bucks we wouldn’t last until Christmas 

before caving and getting a dog. I don’t know about you, but 

we’re already broke students. Whatever mutt we end up pull-

ing out of the bush tonight isn’t going to help with that, so I’d 

like not to lose that bet to her.”

Eli shook his head at what he knew was most likely a true 
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bet that had been made.

“Well, she sure as hell knows us.”

“Yeah, she knows her boys pretty damn well.”

Ted seemed more than a little amused at the glimpse of the 

family dynamic back in Miniota. “Well, if this pup doesn’t 

have a home, it’s going to need a good one. I’ll go toe to toe 

with your landlord if he wants to give you grief about it.” He 

gave a nod as if to settle any issues that might arise from the 

sudden addition of a dog the party had yet to lay eyes on.

The trees were thick enough and close enough that there 

was little snow in the heart of the park. But the moisture was 

still there, and they slipped and shuffled along the muddy path 

straining to hear or see the focus of their search. A now famil-

iar howl made them stop, turn towards the sound, and each 

give a whistle. The clash of tunes was more than a little jarring 

in the silence of the night, but it seemed to do the trick. There 

was a rustle to their left then a pause. Eli gave another whistle, 

taking a step off the path and into the brush. Ted grabbed his 

arm before he could go farther.

“Look out.” He nodded down to the large slab of rock just in 
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front of Eli. “Don’t think you’re supposed to walk on those.”

The lines that had long ago been carved into the stone were 

now outlined with moss. Snow dusted along the surface in 

uneven layers, adding an oddly appropriate texture to the crea-

ture that stared up at them.

“So that’s the petroglyph.” Eli crouched down, balancing on 

the balls of his feet, and brushed at the snow to uncover more 

of the stone.

“You haven’t seen them yet?” Ted aimed his flashlight at the 

stone, illuminating the figure in the rock. Eli and Adam simul-

taneously gave a sheepish shrug.

“For a park that we live right next to,” Adam gave a meager 

explanation, “we’ve been in here…maybe twice before.”

“You boys need to get out more. It’s a nice little pa–” 

“I am not throwing away my shot! I am not throwing away 

my shot! Yo, I’m just like my country–”

They all gave a jump as the song blared from Eli’s pocket. 

Swearing, he ripped his phone out and jabbed at the snooze 

button flashing on the screen.
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“Bloody hell, it’s already 8?” Adam gave a chuckle, trying to 

calm the hammering in his chest.

“Remind me to take my T shot when we get back.” Eli 

shoved the phone back into his pocket.

“Remember to take your shot when we get back.” Adam 

stood still for the punch he knew was coming his way for 

the cheeky remark, and Eli did not disappoint. The hit to his 

shoulder had Adam taking a half step back.

“And what might that have been?” Ted still looked a little 

shook from the sudden song break. Eli curled in on himself a 

bit, a little defensive at the question.

“It’s the alarm for my T shot. My.…” He dreaded discussing 

anything related to transition, his previous experience being 

people only using it as a way to strip him of his manhood.

Ted waved a hand. “I get that. But what was the song?”

The question made both boys pause as they processed 

the realization that someone didn’t listen to this particular 

soundtrack on a near daily basis.

“It’s from the show Hamilton,” Eli explained, shoulders relax-

ing with the direction the conversation was taking. “That show 
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on Broadway that went… viral, for lack of better term.”

Ted appeared nonetheless confused, giving a small shake of 

his head as he turned to scan around the area.

“That a raccoon I heard, you reckon? Or our escapee?”

His words appeared to entice a response from whatever 

was in the forest with them. There was the sound of bushes 

rustling, claws scraping against stone, and then a pitiful whim-

per. The trio scanned around, flashlight beams tracking over 

the terrain in search of the source.

“Maybe they’re up there?” Adam pointed his light to a line of 

trees just beyond the petroglyph stone. Ted stepped forward, 

testing the ground around the stone. His footing gave way and 

both boys reached for him as he stumbled back.

“Might have to go around. There’s a path that cuts back just 

above there.”

“I’ll check it out, save us the trip if it’s just a squirrel.” Eli 

bounded up the small hill, shoes slipping this way and that, 

offering little traction to the slick ground.

“Dude,” Adam called after him. “You don’t even have a light,”
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“Don’t need one.” Eli fished his phone out once again and 

turned the camera flash on the little light casting a feeble glow 

in comparison to the dark surrounding him. He turned back 

to look at Ted and Adam, waving his phone, before heading 

towards the source of the sound. Just behind the trees was a 

dip, and at the bottom was a blueberry bush and a creature 

one might be able to describe as a dog.

Mutt would be a kind word, scruffy kinder still. There 

seemed to be half a cedar sapling and a gallon of mud cover-

ing the animal. It was just hard to tell where forest ended, and 

dog began. To add to the confusion, the dog was tangled in a 

blueberry bush, branches snaring the poor creature tight. The 

dog stared at him, shivering in the mud and snow.

“Jack-pot,” Eli called down to the other two. “We’ve got one 

hell of a mutt here. Five bucks Walter’s going to lose his shit 

when he finds out we’ve brought this bugger home.”

The mention of his great uncle had Adam’s mood sour ever 

so slightly. Ted placed a hand on his shoulder, giving a small 

shake.

“You leave your uncle to me. I’ve dealt with my share of 
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Walter’s tantrums.” He fished around in one of his coat pock-

ets, pulling a multi-tool out and handing it over. “If you need 

it. No point waiting for me to shuffle my way up and around 

there.”

Adam took the knife, nodding his thanks as he followed 

the path Eli had taken up the hill, Ted shining his light up to 

illuminate the area. Coming to stand beside Eli, Adam looked 

down at the ensnared dog, growing thankful Ted had given 

him the knife.

“We’re going to have to cut the poor bugger out of there.” He 

pulled the blades open, looking for the small saw common in a 

multi-tool. Eli’s light didn’t offer much in the way of focus, but 

he still waved it towards the dog’s back end where a collection 

of branches crossed over.

“That’s the worst of it. If we cut through that top knot, 

should be able to peel most of it back.”

Adam offered him the knife, taking a gentle step onto the 

blackberry bush. Branches snagged at his jeans instantly, 

tugging at the fabric as he made his way to the dog, trying 
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not to sink into the bush. The dog gave a feeble thrash, trying 

to break free as Adam got closer, only to grow still and begin 

panting in exhaustion.

 “There ya go, pup. It’s all good.” Adam slowly pulled the rain 

jacket off as the pup turned their attention to Eli stepping onto 

the bush, heading towards the dog’s hind end.

“Don’t scare him.” Eli eyed Adam as the boy stretched the 

jacket open and over the dog.

“Just going to scare him a bit, then it’ll be okay.” Adam was 

quick with his movements, scooping the dog’s head up in the 

jacket and his arms, pinning the jaw closed. There was a yelp 

of surprise, and then the tiniest growl before the dog gave in to 

whimpers.

“Aww bud, look at you.” Adam ruffled the top of the dog’s 

head, giving a chuckle as they gave another whimper and 

began chewing at the jacket sleeve. “Young, scrappy, and 

hungry.”

Unaware of it, Eli began humming the familiar Broadway 

tune, reaching for the collection of branches. He paused, eying 

the spikes in the glow of the flashlight.
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“We didn’t bring gloves, did we?”

“Use your coat.” Ted’s call echoed through the trees, the 

beam from his flashlight dancing around in vain. Eli shrugged, 

pulling the arm of his sweater down and over his hand, grab-

bing the branches. The thorns made quick work of the sweater, 

stabbing through the fabric and pressing into his hand. He 

grimaced, pulling up at the branches so as to get the little saw 

underneath them. The dog twisted again, whimper becoming 

a snarl as they tried to break free from Adam’s grasp.

“Go quick.”

“Trying. Really am.”

“Well, I’d like not to get bit tonight.” Adam leaned a little 

more into the dog in an effort to keep them still as the 

branches began snapping apart. Eli gave another pull with the 

saw, and the knot broke.

“I prob’ly shouldn’t brag, but dang, I amaze and astonish.” 

Eli grinned as the branches pulled free and Adam scooped the 

dog up and close to his chest. The mutt tried to struggle, but 

exhaustion quickly stilled the creature.
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“A diamond in the rough,” Adam recited from the song, 

giving the dog a once over. “A very shiny piece of coal.”

Eli folded the knife closed, then reached for the rope coiled 

around his shoulder. Adam gave a shake of his head.

“I’ve got ‘em. Let’s get the hell out of here.”

Eli shook his hand, trying to rid the pricks of pain and he 

pulled a foot free from the branches only to have it ensnared 

again as he took a step. Adam struggled between the added 

weight and his blocked line of site. They crested the hill and 

gingerly made their way down the embankment back to the 

path where Ted waited.

“Let’s hatch a plot blacker than the kettle callin’ the pot.” Eli 

continued to hum, lost in the habit of the words.

“You got a name then?” Ted reached up to grab Adam’s arm, 

steadying the boy as he slid down the last bit and onto the 

path, clutching the dog tight.

 “Well, it can’t be Alexander,” Eli followed close behind. 

“Who the hell names a dog Alexander?”

“Hamilton is…kind of gender neutral anyway.” Adam 

stopped, gently easing the coat off of the dog’s face, letting it 
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drape over his arm. The dog gave little more than a whimper 

here and there as they headed down the path, slowly chewing 

on the jacket while keeping an eye on the surroundings as they 

walked back into the trailer park.

“You three are going to need one hell of a washing.” Ted 

chuckled.



Jack Point by John Haig
Oil and acrylic on canvas
16x20 in
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Directions to the Rolla Pub, 
Rolla, B.C.
Josephine Simpson

In the rain that is too heavy for mushroom picking,
leave Dawson Creek by the exit for Pouce Coupe.
Notice that the car is running on empty but keep going—
gun her.
Turn left after the grooved pavement of the construction zone
becomes smooth again.
The road is straight and so flat you only notice the
hills if you can see who is coming and
going to infinity or not and whether
your car keeps rolling when it sputters out of gas.

Wait watching the mist sink into the green fields
from the back of the car, trunk popped.
Two of your eight companions will hitchhike back to town
for a jerry can and another car you will leave at the pub overnight.
When they return,
drive into Rolla,
which is to say, see the gas station
and your destination,
a flat fronted house with a lit-up sign like the moon.

Walk into the basement.
There will be only two others in the pub, which means
that it will seem full.
It would anyways—
thirty years of knick-knacks,
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aged fossils
and school photographs.

Basement carpet.
There will be a bookshelf in the corner which will hold:
legends of the gold rush
tales from the cariboo region
3 inspirational quotes printed on blocks
and a pile of autographed poetry books.
Take Lorna Crozier and Patrick Lane,
a malahat review printed with the work of your professors inside.
You will come back for more later,
poems about love and sex in a small town,
an inkling of dreams.

The boys will remove their rain slickers and their stanfields
and order shots,
and between these you will talk to the bartender—short,
voluminous—
about poetry,
and later, about people,
imagining a screenplay featuring your friend who looks like the man 
on the Indonesian currency she has taped
behind the bar.

Your boyfriend and your brother will cue up eighteen
songs on the jukebox, and one will go back to the long table
scattered with lucky lager bottles while the other
sits next to you at the bar while you read.
Tell him about why Dylan Thomas became a writer when you
read it.
Watch the way his hair curves behind his ear.
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After last call,
when the seven locals have left and you have helped arms
into jackets,
go into the night.
Go with a full, fogged car and the music as loud as
your ears can take it.
Feel a hand on your knee,
sticky eyelids,
feel full.

On a straight stretch rolling down,
you will see lights in the distance
through the wide black open.
Watch a train move soundlessly, a string of lights
twisting gently for some invisible curve.
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Poet’s Last Lament
W. B. Petricko

What was I writing for?
All those words that poured for years 
but from a fear of dying.

My brief life’s pen will never quell
time’s endless parade of prophets
there’ll always come another seer
attempting 
the unanswerable

Meanwhile the muse moves on
enslaves
another generation.



A Secret Life by Marla Thirsk
Acrylic on canvas
18x24 in



114 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022

AWASH
Diane Young

“I wish you would let me help you!” Dorothy shouts 

as she picks her way across the cobble beach. She 

stares at Rose’s retreating back. Her trim fitted 

kayak outfit is like something from an Outward Bound pro-

motion; it accentuates her enviable muscle tone. There is no 

response except the ridiculous thumpa thumpa as Rose drags 

the plastic kayak across the cobbles, heading to the same beach 

access they’d come down on. She plods on staggering with the 

weight, using the paddle for balance. Dorothy senses her te-

naciousness is intended as an unspoken comment on her own 

inadequacy. 

 Dorothy knows she’s a sight, her sopping oversized 

flowered shirt clings to her ample belly and seawater streams 

down the leggings that accentuate her massive buttocks and 

thighs. She can feel it pooling in her beach shoes, hear the 

squelch, squelch with every step. She’s sure Rose’s are just as 
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wet, but at least hers are not trailing strands of seaweed. Worse 

yet she is chilled now despite the sun’s heat and she needs to 

pee.

 This was supposed to be a fun outing; Dorothy’s first 

beach experience after travelling from Regina to be with her 

childhood friend. Although they had kept in touch faithfully 

over the years by phone and later email, shared news of chil-

dren and grandchildren, honoured birthdays with cards and 

long letters, it has been 40 years since they’d been together. 

When Dorothy’s husband died after a long, drawn-out illness, 

she needed to get away and Rose seemed genuinely pleased at 

the thought of a reunion. So here she is: a prairie girl stranded 

on a West Coast beach. She was so excited but it’s all been 

rather awkward. It only took a couple of days to realize that 

all they have in common now is their shared memories. Their 

lives have been polar opposites.

 In truth she’s not impressed with this beach: big stone 

cobbles, cluttered with random logs. The sand that was there 

when they arrived has since been swallowed by the tide, but 

even it was strewn with seagrass, a haven for all the little 
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crawly things that live on the shore. Dorothy shrieked when 

a stream of water shot up from nowhere as she made her way 

across the sand to wade, trying not to tread on the mounds of 

black sand dollars. Who wouldn’t?

 “Oh Dorothy, it’s only a clam digging deeper. See all 

the holes in the sand? There’s a clam at the bottom of every 

one. When they sense danger, like your heavy tread, they 

react.” 

 Amazing, who would think a clam could dig? She 

pictures little mole-like appendages sprouting from the front 

end of their shells.

 Rose seemed to think that just sitting on a stony 

beach and watching her as she rode the incoming surf in her 

red plastic kayak would be a treat for Dorothy. Showing off 

though, that’s all it was. Look at me... see how fit and capable I 

am at 72? It got Dorothy’s ire up. She felt humiliated and alone.

 She enjoyed watching the birds: seagulls wheeling 

and dropping their shelled catch, diving down to strut and 

examine their liberated meal. Cautiously, aware of marauding 

cohorts, they kept one eye on the sky, ready to bolt with their 



 Sea & Cedar | Winter 2022 117

prize. And the blue herons—they were a thrill. So stately in 

their silent vigils, quick with their beaks, a flash of silver in one 

gulp gone, massive wings unfurling with two powerful strokes 

as they glided off to alight again further down the beach.

 A cluster of dogs chased each other in a frenzy of bark-

ing. The owners didn’t seem to care, even when they disturbed 

the herons. 

 The assorted family groups were fun to watch: digging 

moats for sandcastles, hunting crabs at the waters edge and 

frolicking in the water on a floating log. It reminded Dorothy 

of the long-ago Echo Lake days of summer she and Rose had 

shared, when they clung to the old tractor inner tube and rode 

the storm’s waves in gleeful bliss, hollering surf ’s up!

 She wished that she had brought a bigger hat, could 

feel the heat of the sun on her cheeks and nose as she perched 

on a rock in the sand to witness Rose’s kayak prowess. Doro-

thy knows that water and wet sand reflect the sun’s rays, no 

matter what hat she wears. She’s very fair. She’s reapplied her 

sunscreen in desperation.

 Like a child, Rose seemed to demand her attention, 
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waiting for what? applause? cheers? every time she mounted a 

wave? She was miffed when Dorothy declined the opportunity 

to try it out herself.  “Come on Dorothy, live a little!” she’d 

said with disdain. 

 Under duress Dorothy gave in and squeezed her 

prodigious bottom into the seat. Within a moment the whole 

contraption tilted sideways as Dorothy squealed and flailed, 

half drowned in two feet of water. She struggled to free herself 

as another wave shifted her sideways. She cringed at the feel 

of seagrass grasping at her arms and legs. Shells like razors 

nicked her exposed skin. She finally rose like a swamp creature 

as another wave rushed in and swept the boat along the shore-

line where it finally flipped and submerged. 

 Instead of helping her clamber from the waves, Rose 

raced after the boat, grabbing the errant paddle on her way. 

With dogged efficiency she hauled the water heavy kayak onto 

the beach and dumped the murky sea water from its hold. 

Then without a word she proceeded to drag it up the beach; it 

hit the cobbles with a thumpa, thumpa that surely could not 

be good for the boat. On the way down Dorothy had taken the 
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stern and they had carried it together, a very slow stumbling 

process she is aware, as she tested her unsure footing—but 

after all, this is all new to her.

 “Can’t you just wait for me Rose?” she hollers, not sure 

if her overwhelming emotion is anger or hurt or humiliation 

or all three. She feels like she may cry.

 Rose staggers on, thumpa, thumpa. When she skirts the 

tidal pools in favour of the gravel Dorothy sees her chance to 

catch up. She hustles straight across the invitingly sandy pool, 

water warm as a bath, but her right foot plunges deep, down 

and down into the muck, like quicksand. She struggles to free 

it, can feel the suction dragging on her shoe, her new shoe, the 

special water shoes she purchased just for this trip and now 

her left foot, too, is sinking fast. She cannot lose them. How 

will she traverse this rock and barnacle strewn shore without 

them? 

 In a panic she flounders and down she goes with a 

voluminous smack, her bottom now submerged, but it seems 

her girth may save her. Her bulky posterior is flared out like a 

rubber raft. She recalls how on frozen ponds on the prairies, to 
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rescue someone trapped in ice you need to spread your weight 

out and that is what she does. It’s like making a snow angel. 

She rolls to one side and is able to leverage her feet enough to 

grab the precious shoes before they are suctioned completely 

off. She is covered in muck now and stinking of clams while 

Rose stands by in disbelief.

 “You silly cow, what am I going to do with you?” but 

she deigns to reach out with the paddle and haul her out. 

Dorothy could read the edgy discomfort in her set jaw, her 

furtive looks to see who is watching. She senses her own 

embarrassment, but why? Why does she care? She’ll never see 

these people again and not one came to her rescue, life threat-

ening or not it was still an ordeal. What kind of people are 

these? Not prairie folk. She realizes with sadness that Rose is 

no longer prairie folk, either, and there lies the problem. She 

is thoroughly West Coast, a respected elder artist, an outdoors 

enthusiast, part of a community. She has moved on and left 

Dorothy behind. But Dorothy refuses to accept this loss of her 

old friend. She lost her husband, that is enough for one year. 

Sixty years of friendship; this is not how it should end.
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 As Rose turns her back to continue on her haphazard 

way, Dorothy grabs a handful of muck and hurls it with all 

her might. It lands with a satisfying smack on Rose’s left hip. 

She halts to turn and look down in shock as Dorothy sends 

another muddy blob that catches Rose on the side of her 

face. She blanches in disbelief as Dorothy scoops a handful of 

seaweed and flings it. It breaks apart in flight, but strands of 

it find a landing on Rose’s arms and head. It dangles like sea 

witch’s hair across her enraged face.

 With a deathly roar Rose drops the boat and charges, 

shoves Dorothy back into the muck. Dorothy grasps her arms 

and brings her down with her, swats at her face and smears it 

with slimy mud, anoints her head with sea water and silt.

 It’s then the laughter breaks–as they roll around in the 

murky water, flinging the muck and seaweed, faces radiant 

with joy, sending up spumes of tepid water, dousing them-

selves and each other like the twelve-year-old spirits they still 

are.



I Must Go Down to the Sea Again by Marla Thirsk
Acrylic with painted collage on canvas

30x15 in
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Lipstick Feminism
Charlotte Taylor

First things first: laying the foundation
Which one are you? Goddess or doormat?

It’s trivial, how you describe Picasso’s Paris.
In hot pursuit, escaping his reign of terror.

Weeping Women
Be our idols.

Green Leaves or Bust
Your machine of suffering begins to rust.

Hey, Duchess— 
made of candy glass
sugar-coated violence kindness
Trace the lines carefully.

Hold still, now. One final touch—
Il faut souffrir pour être belle.
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Temperance Waterlogged 
Underground
Charlotte Taylor

Joyful, happy, content
but it’s conditional

Faith and glory
Celestial grace

Driving home on a still night,
our stories echo back to us

And golden smiles sip cool, herbal lilac
until our reflection fades
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Lost in Translation
Charlotte Taylor

You say, “the sky is working blue”
Trade your Monopoly money to change my world view

I laugh out loud as you vie for my time
Finally we meet, lying under the red word tree

A tall, twisting trunk with wires crossed
Something is lost in translation
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To My Sandals
Sheila (Shayna) Lindfield

Pair of you in grey and black,
swivel pattern to nonskid soles.

Buffer soft feet from:
 bite of barnacles
 slither of kelp
 heat of asphalt
 spike of blackberry
 claw of bike pedals
 slime of banana slugs
 river otter poo.

Dog days, declining light.

Curled one into another,
old jeans, closet corner
mirror twins, winter down.



The Forgotten Realm by Marla Thirsk
Acrylic with painted collage
15x30 in
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http://www.ambervisualartist.com
http://www.ambervisualartist.com
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ing on the traditional and unceded territories of the lәќwәŋәn 
speaking peoples. Her writing is largely impacted by identities 
and life experiences. As a genderfluid, queer individual living 
with disabilities, who has engaged in various community sup-
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calling attention to uncomfortable topics, and disrupting the 
status quo.
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A Nanaimo resident who escapes into long daily nature walks, 
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a play called Contrapasso, which won an Award in Excellence 
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for Playwriting and Directing. If you like, you can read more 
of her work at charlottetaylor.work.

MARLA THIRSK has been an active part of the West Coast 
Arts scene for 40+ years. Well known for her eclectic style and 
diverse subject matter, her work is part of many collections 
around the world. She is recognized for portraying the west 
coast flora and fauna in intricate pattern and texture and her 
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She continues to paint passionately daily, and can be found on 
Instagram @marlathirskartist and Marla Thirsk Artist on 
Facebook and Pinterest for a full portfolio.

CANDICE SUCHOCKI WEIR is a writer and poet.  She 
attended Dalhousie University and has a degree in English 
and Psychology.  She recently completed an intensive writ-
ing mentorship with Chelene Knight, author of Dear Current 
Occupant. Candice lives near the ocean and the trees on the 
unceded territory of the Pacheedaht nation. 

DIANE YOUNG’S inspirations are the unique characters 
and natural beauty of her Vancouver Island home, flavoured 
by her prairie roots. Her stories have been published in several 
issues of Island Writer Magazine. She leads a simple semi-re-
tired life in Ladysmith with her partner in adventure Michael 
Dean.

http://www.charlottetaylor.work
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