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Acta Victoriana is a conversation. The first editors in
1878 knew this, when they proposed a journal that would enable
conversation between Victoria alumni and scudents. Although the
journal has undergone many changes in irs 132 years, it continues
to serve as a medium for incellecrual and artistic exchange. Acta
Victoriana, in its current state, is a journal of conversarion between
student arrists, berween faculty and students, berween Victoria College
and the University of Toronro, and between the University of Toronto
and a national nerwork of artists, students and professors.

In this spirit I am proud to present the 2009-2010 Acra
Victoriana literary and arts journal, full of exciting work from studencs,
alumni, and professors at the University of Toronto. In the spirit of
exchange and dialogue, this issue of Acta also features poetry and an
interview with a nationally renowned poet ourside of the University of
Toronto communiry.

Thank you to the contriburors and readers who make the
wonderful tradition of Acta Vicroriana possible. Thank you also to
VUSAC and Vicroria College for their supporr. Finally, thank you
to our amazing editorial board and designer for their hard work and
dedication in creating the journal you hold in your hand now.

Andrew McEwan
Editor-in-Chief
2009-2010
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Conversations with a Calliope Hummingbird

C. Maddison

My friend says birds

are the stock of heaven,

says waxwings

are lambs that buzz among rowans,
says geese

are carcle that amble over cue grass,
says sparrows

arc gﬂml

{I don’t ask him,
what are chickens?)

and now I'm on high

mountain meadows warching sunsers

when you zip in, Stellula calliope;

your crown the calor of old moss, your gorget
the rosy-fingered dusk,

and now I'm sure

you never pitched from God's hand into the firmament
because you hover,

a tiny star in your own dusk,

because your wings

weave their own eternities.
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He is a small boy with overwhelming eyes that remain open
even when he flaps down onto the floor to pray, his forchead pressing
on his outstrerched hands in imiration. He won't get up until his father
does. bue raises his head sometimes, to check if he should still remain
down. He knows to be silent now because everybody is thinking about
AppaAppa, he says the word ‘pooja’ softly, perhaps because even he is
aware of the weight it carries. It was part of his vocabulary from the very
beginning but he still doesn't quite know whar it is. He associates it with
this bending down on the floor in silence, the ringing of the silver bell,
mcense,

He is told to be gentle near the pooja cabiner, but there are
so many textures and colours inside that it is always so tempting fora
five-year old. AppaAmma holds him up to the top shelf somerimes,
shows him the Gods. “This is Rama” she teaches him, “and Lakshmi
and Ganesh.” He wants to know about the one with blue skin, why is he
special. “They are all special” she tells him. “Krishna likes to ear burrer
and he was a valu as a licdle boy. Shiva gives us good health. Saraswari
makes surc that we do well in school”

He thinks about these Gods not as powerful, but as small idols
closed away on the top shelf. They arc hidden from him, but somchow
they have control over what he does and what happens; a mysterious
magic trick. He wonders sometimes if AppaAppa is up there with them,
or at least a miniature version of him, blocked from his view by Rama
and Krishna bur carrying on life quietly with them on that top shelf. He
wants to move them to sec if AppaAppa is there somewhere, but more
than anything he really wants to come back when pooja is over and
open up the cabinet to see if the figures move around when the door is
closed. He thinks these thonghts when he’s supposed to be praying to
them for prosperity, and he sometimes wonders why none of the others
are curious about what acrually happens inside the pooja cabinet. The
rest of the family is too concerned with ceremony; the distractions of
the oil lamp and the bell-ringing and bending down on the ground until
your nose touches the floor and all the blood rushes o your head.
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Sunk

Emily Estelle Belanger

When the house tipped ta the left,

when it sidled up against the neighbours,
our drinks slopped out of our cups.

You said: ' knew this would happen’
Lsaid: Tknew this would love to happen -’

Our street was flecked with winger still,

with most of the houses slumped against one another,
rubbing eaves,

crawling with the most resilient new insects.

Ours held out so long before it gave!

We scooped the goldfish off the floor,

he said: ‘I had thought you didn’t love me any more.

It was woozy early evening,

with new drinks and no coats, on our porch
that had a new splintered overbire

where it didn’t meet the house.

You whistled, I hummed,

the birds rweeted,

the insects hummed like me.

Our house gave a great bi g sigh and seccled
further into the sinkhole,

all our things fell over with a sound

like the rustle of the jungle.

It said: ‘here I am at peace!

Our neighbour walked across the street
and took us in.
We all waved. We all swayed.

Emily Estelle Belanger

A sestina for Nabokov that would offend him probably

In our youth we became animal -

thrilled by possession of the body

through misshapes, through genealogy Nabokov

would be proud of and slung from crooked, crooked branches
which creaked. We were so touching as we were taken

by weird steeds we whistled for, in our resolve undone.

We came so quickly and so deliberately we came undone

as we were flung into rut like new golden animals.

We stripped with barest persuasion - how many pictures were taken
on stranger’s phones of us in swoon? We loved bodies

and bawdy jokes and we saw us sprung from yokes, branching
clangorously out. We carly gor our paws on Nahokov

and in delightful misreadings we embodied our own Nabokovian
flourishes of tongue, we teased at them until undone

by our own puppy sleepiness. We still were small branches

with flashy shoes and frayed waistbands and thar animalistic
solipsism. We saw cyclones draw the web of the world inco our bodies
and we begged to be swept up and raken.

Of course in due course we were taken

home o those certain glum safe neighbourhoods Nabokov

s0 loved to show fraying: badly-behaved youths with knobby bodics
laid in plaid laps while big safe helpers undid

our shoclaces. Like benign family animals

we slepustill, we ferched those playful branches

our wards sent us after, but oh, those top branches!

That grabbed like we did for a low-slung overcast sky! They took

us back to womb-dreams of bared teeth and raw animal

flesh regard, we lashed ourselyes and scraped our elbows as Nabokov
would find delicious - our big freakish admirer, undone

ultimacely in numb lepidopeery, nulling his body

50 that he would nor be caught devouring the body

81







Devotion
Michelle Yuan

. TaliaZajac

Tall, pale, and slender

 like a young sapling

you have long, lithe fingers

like Daphne's must have been,

white skin lightly stippled

and like her, you stiffened

in my encircling embrace,
unresponsive to my ardour

like deadwood.




The Real Planet

Interview with Tom Wayman by Acta Victoriana Editor-in-Chicf, Andrew McEwan

10

Tom Wayman is a poet, essayist, novelist, editor and educator
who has published more than twenty-five books berween 1979 and
2009. His most recent ook of fiction is Haodstock Rising (2009), and
his most recent book of poetry is High Speed Through Shoaling Water
{2007).

Acra Vicroriana: When did you first know you wanted to be a poet?

Tom Wayman: I don't know that I ever wanted “to be a poec” My carcer
goal when I entered UBC was to be an astrophysicist, bur university
math (for example, caleulating the surface area of a three-dimensional
object like 2 donur) proved daunting, I then intended to be ajournalist.
I'worked on the student newspaper, 7he Ubyssey, which ar the time was
the farm team for the main downtown newspaper, The Fancouver Sun
{no relation to the Torontoe Sun, but more like the Zoronto Star). Many
of us on The Ubyssey worked four months cach summer on The Sun,
and some Ubyssey staffers worked a shift each week during the academic
car.
! I took creative writing courses at UBC because [ thought the
experience would enhance my writing skills as a reporter. However,
when I graduated from UBC I had won a Woodrow Wilson Fellowship,
so decided ro go to grad school in creative writing at the University of
California at Irvine. [ saw this as a brief break before descending into
a lifetime career as a reporter. Instead, the experience rotally changed
me, in part because my stint in graduate school occurred in southern
California during the 1960s.

Lfirst became interested in writing poerry in high school, like
so many other peaple (as a means to sort through adolescent angse). [
somehow read Lawrence Lipton's The Holy Barbarians, about beatniks
living in Venice (a suburb of Los Angeles), and that book included
examples of beat poetry. I already knew there were alternatives to the
kind of poetry I'd been exposed to in school. My parents, who grew up
in Toronro, were personally acquainted with the various left-wing poets
(Earle Birney, Dorothy Livesay, Miriam Waddington), and our house
when I was growing up always had the latest Canadian poets’ volumes
(including works by Eli Mandel, Irving Layton, Leonard Cf]hcl'f. I
Margaret Avison, Leo Kennedy). But the beats were more free-form in

style and content than even the free-verse poetry I had read, and such
freedom was appealing to me as a reenager.

By the time I had been through UBC’s and UC Irvine's
workshops, and had begun to publish, 1 was more ready to consider
myselfseriously engaged in poctry. But L knew by then the term “poety
like the word “artist is used by a varicty of people for a variety of
purposes ~ not all benign. T balked at considering myself“a poet” for a
verylong period. I like to write and publish, and 1 call some of what I
wite “poems.” Yer some part of me regards wanting to be a “poet” like
wanting to be a “real estare developer” or “manager of 2 hedge fund” -
an admission of soul-sickness. What I wan is to write good poems.

Acta Victoriana: What, in the medium of poetry, do you find
particularly effective in addressing the issucs of employment hierarchies
and working life thar is distinct from other forms of writing and art?
Iqml?gmm On every job, including teaching in post-secondary
institutions, people relate pertinent stories char encapsulate the

 absurdities of organizing daily work by means of imposed {unelected)

hieearchics of power, rather than by means of, say, the hicrarchies of
knawledge that form spontancously in instances of free labor such as 2
group of volunteers building a dock ac a church camp. So the anecdote
=~ which poetry among all the other arts is best suited to caprure - is

4 particularly useful form with which to articulate the experience of
employment,

Also, pactry's potential brevity (in an era when people are
bombarded with demands on their time), poetry’s potential lyricism
(in an era when human emotion is sanitized and sold back to us in the
form of advertising), and poetry’s potential articulation of the self (in an
¢ta when, despite Facebook “friends” and ocher mediated connections,
people feel more isolated than ever--so much so that they often fear
unmediated time spent alone with the selves they hardly know) all
fepresent poetry's potential to cffectively address any social issue.

Acta Victoriana: Your work poctry scems to make its critiques by
affirming the daily jobs and lives of workers within the systems of

employment, Whar do you see as the strength of affirmative poetry,
rather than critical pocery that has the same goal?
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Tom Wayman: My observation is that the route to liberation lies
through self-confidence, not through a list of grievances. If people are
confident thar they deserve better than what they have been given, or
are allowed, nothing can stand in their way once they determine o
change the world.

At present, virtually every media insists that we pay attention
to the minutia of the lives of those who do not engage in productive
work — enterrainers, professional athletes, politicians — as if these are
society’s most significant individuals. Affirming instead char the truly
significant individuals are those whose labor with body and brain feeds,
houses, clothes, heals, educares the community is to me a subversive act.
All of us need to be reminded, in the face of the barrage of attention
paid to a tiny minority of ridiculously overpaid people, that the work
we do each day already constructs the world. We just don’t have a
say on the quality of the goods and/or services we contribute to the
community, we don’t have a say on the impact our enterprise has on
the communiry or the biosphere, we don't have a say on how our daily
work is organized, and we certainly don’t have a say on how the dollars
carned by our cfforts arc distributed among the various calls on them:
raw materials, physical plant maintenance and construction, repayment
of loaned capital, research and development, remuneration for those
whose efforts make the whole venture possible.

My sense is that most people, given the opportunity, can be
highly articulate abour what's wrong with how society is presently
organized. So more complaints about injustice are not likely to be news
to them. Whar keeps people from secking their own liberation? [ think
the women’s movement, or the fall of the authorirarian state capitalist
regimes of Eastern Europe toward the end of the last century, both
underscore that the moment people have confidence in their right o a
better life — feel they are worth a better life — society reorganizes icself
with remarkable speed.

Acta Victoriana: In many of your work poems you include the specific
names of people you are speaking about, referring to them directly.
What do you find is the value of employing names in poetry?

Tom Wayman: Use of other people’s names reminds the reader that
while the poet may be creating a world via words, the real planet has
billions of people on it, people whose views and experiences likely differ
from the author’s. As well, when a tree is described in a poem, “Douglas
fir” creates a different impression on a reader than “evergreen”” In the
same way, use of an individual’s name suggests that even though we
sometimes regard the world around us as a generalized blur, the place
we inhabit is in fact made up of discrete specifics. The US. poet Robert
Bly has writren about how numbing for poetry is whar he terms “plural
consciousness™: seeing everything as gencral caregories, rather than, as
he puts it, “one leaf at a time, one Lutheran at a time, one apartment
doorata time.” Specific names suggest the individual, nor the caregory,
even if the poem is using the individual named to convey some =
generalized thought.

Acta Victoriana: Noting your distinction between a generalized
“ o = 5

Canadian identity” and a true depicrion of Canada, do you fecl your
own poetry represents a specifically Canadian perspecrive in any sense?

Tom Wayman; 1 believe my poetry represents 2 Canadian perspective,
with the emphasis on the article. Given that I was born and have

lived most of my life in this country, and given that my poetry is, as
noted, partially an autebiographical project, Canada has ro enter into
the equation. My poctry definitely doesn't represent the Canadian
perspective, since [ feel such a construct is impossible.

At the same time, I hope my poetry is an aid to rejecting the
officially approved articulation of Canadian identity. If Canada “came
ofage” at Vimy Ridge, as onc hears monotonously repeated, then is a
counery mature at the point it can independently wage imperialist war?
Is thar what Canada is for? 1 rather chink the country came of age with
its first civic general strike - in Vancouver in 1918 ~ rejecting the stares
murder of trade unionists who saw World War I for wha it really was,
and said so. In a similar vein, the ability to mechanically cut and mill
trees more drastically altered Canadian daily life than did the adoption
Qf the personal computer. Yer you're supposed to be fascinated by the
!lﬁf and doings of Bill Gates, but ignorant about who, for instance,
invented the chain saw or the off-road logging truck.
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Procession

Tom Wayman

The valley is a dark river.

An occasional pock of light

flecks the blackness that purls against che
base of thesc ranges:

a solitary porch lamp

or yard light

surrounded by black fields,

stands of forest. Or a thin beam weaves
along a dark trace of

highway: a late-running tracror-crailer,

ar pickup.

The shape of a house looms

inan eddy of the valley night

and within that dwelling

L lic on a black bed

breathing out the night’ stillness,
breathing in darkness

that lowers me

onto a sandy road berween meadows

— aroute I walk

accompanied by four figures

holding a chuppa above me,

the canopy worn through in spors,

its fringe tattered. Two of the pole-bearers
I dimly recognize--somebody from my past
I cannor name, if I ever knew

who he was, and a similar

half-familiar face

from my present. The others

are unknown: one clearly glimpscd,

but, like his companions,

gazing with an intent expression at the crest
the road slopes toward, eyes uninterested in
me. The fourth’s face is blurred

as we advance, feet lifting

a low mist of dust.

Tom Wayman

The Politics of the Forest

From shouting along with a crowd in a street,

from meeting rooms where our words

launched our dreams into air like dandelion tufts,

from trudging repeatedly across

a certain stretch of sidewalk, in front of 2 particular gate, carrying
a phrase or two precipitated onto cardboard,

I'came to live beside a forese

that said nothing.

L never wanred to lead or rule,

but to think, debare, act

to help craft a more decent polity

= causing no harm, helping where needed

but with such aid being that of equals, friends

offering neither condescension nor imposition.

I desired a murual undcrsmnding of how each enterprise,

cach endeavor by which our common existence is recreated each day

impacts on everybody. And of the need to democratize
this interdependent complexiry of production,

to recognize spectrums of skills, abilities, ineellect,
vigor, areas of attention

— all needed, hence all valucd.

Here the mountain slopes covered by balsam, lodgepale,
hemlock thar thrive

among birch, poplar, larch

and more, blaze into green according to

season and water and soil. This activity happens
without concern for a different possible furure,
employing processes as intricace

as any smelter or electronics manufactu ring firm.

Unlike humans, the forest

has done its work: solved how o distribute its resources from each,
according to cheir aptitudes and achievements,

to each, according to their needs and desires.

These trees, underbrush, stones, birds

= |




and animals, subsurface minerals and streams
have created the paradise
its citizens can collectively imagine.

Nor thar this glory is static, butever-shifting, adaprable,
Neither is any component or the whole

immune from harm. Cedars, fescues burn, die back,
are cut down or bulldozed aside.

They can be ignored, overrun.

No individual plant or species is eternal,

any more than this planet’s star

or galaxy. Yet the forest

remains confident of its contribution

to the biosphere, while thar endures.

A stand of corronwood is erased,

Emily Estelle Belanger

bur June breezes carry the floaring hope and certainty
of the grove's resurrection.

From watching such energy

that can overwhelm even a real estare agent, a village council
or organized groups of men trained

to operate heavy equipment,

1 draw the will to,

despite setbacks, stay curious,

to learn and

wair, existing in the shadow

of an arboreal economy we can impair or demolish
only at our peril, of a solidaricy

that without our endless palaver

about our inrelligence

pracrices the justice we only long for.




Together we can do it!

Emily Esrelle Belanger
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Woe aint me
Emily Escelle Belanger
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The Last Night of Héctor Cervantes
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Down the cobble-stone streer, past

the benches, into

the squarc

where rooftops lie silent in the shadows.

Nighr walk
to centre town, street lamps twitching
the empty moon silhouetted in

the ,\ky.

5 steps, 10 steps, 15 steps
SIDPA

At his feer
a plaque, covered in blood and dirc
La Ciudad de
Santa Xochirl
Fundd en 1666
Alabanza a Dios
He grinds a cigarette butt into the middle
then moves on

I

I am Héctor Cervantes
and tomorrow morning

I died.

They walked me out
past the forest

over the flowers

up the mountain

to the rop

put me on my knees,
Gun to my head,

A soldier kicked me.
“What's so funny?” he asked.

I said.

“It’s cold up here,

You'll need a jacket for the walk home,
Maybe you should borrow mine.”

HI

Lopen my eyes

The sheers ensnare me.

Lstruggle to reach across the bed,
to feel you.

My heart slows.

IfT had only more time
I'd spend each second
with you.

But no one has time
least of all me.







Untitled

Sophia Costomiris

Adulthood is an expensive proposition
these days, says my father
aswe flip through the Ikea caralogue

He especially pauses on the page
tull of double beds, and as 1
excitedly weigh the merits of wood v iron

I sce him look over at my twin bed, a
generation of his loving labour to be replaced
with particle board for the single girl

He flips ro the kitchen section, both of us
choosi.r_:g to imagine me alone in a tiny apartment,
glass of wine in hand, with nothing coming after

They know

Jeannine Picas

=] |

P’'m twenty years old, and it’s spring, and I'm
wal.king through Oxford University Parks, and

the schoolboys playing foorball in
the clearing look up at me, and they know,

and the couple punting on the river
smile at me, and they know,

and the old man in the black coar
carrying a copy of As you like it nods at me,

and he knows, and the ducks
floating over the pond turn toward me,

and the bells resounding from the
chapel towers call out to me, and the

tips of the lilac trees reach for me, and
all of them know

that I'm walking through a world

shrunk to the size of a leaf,

that I've seen the view
fl'()ln d]ﬂ l'USC‘S centre,

climbed ro the grass’s peak,
that my hands are gold, my body is sun,

that someone has drawn
a circle around me, and within it

there is noching bur lighr,
and P'm calling for you to come in -
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Untitled
Sarah Allen Eagen

Witch-craft
Helen Marshall

She kept her sex in a midnighe box
buried in dire beneath the bed.

It was safer that way,

her power tightly coiled

like an adder in her breast.

She sewed up her lips and nostrils

with a silver needle

lest any breath escape.

There were no holes for her spirit to leak out.
None could touch her.

Some nights, she would hear it rattling
in the box - a tarantula creeping our
to finger her dreams with softly haired legs.

A witch must be oak-skinned and seamless,
they told her. A wicch must be

withour flaw or fissure

lest some prince place his hands

to crack her open like a walnut.

And she was young - sealed so tightly
within the coffin of her own making,
eyes, breasts, heart, fingers

placed in copper-capped jars.

A witch must know her spells through and
through,

She must sleep for a hundred years,

while the thorns curl about her wrists

and feer. Oak-skinned and seamless.

She must learn to wake herself,

= |
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The Other Woman
Adam Long

Lwas twenty-four years old when my parents broke up. It
was fall, the end of October. My mother called that morning and
told me. Initially, I thought my father had passed away—he suffered
a heart attack in his early forties and was now sixty years old. He had
cholesterol, high blood pressure, diaberes. He was easily agitared.
Stressed. They had recently moved into an old farmhouse that wasn’t
even fit for livestock. So, when the phone rang and I heard my mother's
helpless voice, I though: This is ir. Bue I was wrong,

My father was moving out west to live with an old gitlfriend
he'd lefe behind years before. Almost thirty years before. When he'd left
her, he left behind his five year old son, as well. Someone I'd never met.
There was a picturc of him thar sat on my facher’s dresser when I was a
child. Te was the only one I'd ever seen of him. A faded school picture
that must have been sent from this orher woman, years after my father
Ieft her. The boy in the picrure was around ten years old, He resembled
my facher, though I never made any concrete connection between them,
Their red hair and sunken eyes. It wasn’t until my own daughter tumed
ayear old that I started to grasp what it would be like to leave behind
your own child.

“He says he doesn’t have anyrhing.” my mother said.

“What?”

“He said we've been together for twenty five years, and we have
nothing.” Her voice cut out. “I thought we were doing alright, We were
just carching up on our bills. We just paid off the lawnmower, Last week
we even went out for dinner. We were doing alright.”

My father was a truck driver. He hauled livestock. Pigs and
horses and cows. They were shipped across the country and into the
States to be overfed and then butchered for their mear. Even the horses.
My morther would go with him when she could, bur she didn’t have a
passport. And she needed to stay home to feed her own animals, She
never had a job and spent most of her life like this. At home. I could
never understand how she did it.

“I don'tknow what I'm going to do.” My mother said. “I'm too
stupid to find a job.” She was crying. I'd only heard her cry once before,
and it was when her mother died.

“This happens to some people;” [ said.
“Idon't work, And thar's what he kepe saying. Thac I don’t

L :wa_rk,'That Idon't do anything. I don't know what I'm supposed to do
~ now”

Neither did L.
My parents had very few friends—people I'd never met.

They never went on a trip or a vacation. They never had money ro go

 anywhere nice. The money they had paid the rent. It didn't quite cover
groceties. Or the hydro. Or the phone. Something would go unpaid.

- Something would ger cut off. It had been like this my entire life.

As achild, I followed my mother to food banks, and—ar

- times—ro the welfare office. My clothes came from my older brother

and his clothes came from a second hand store. Goodwill. The Salvation
Army. Our milk came from a silver tank on a dairy farm. Or it came
from the food bank. I would mix the powder with water before pouring
itinto my cereal.

Our Christmas presents came from another family. This was
afamily we'd never met. Each year that mysterious family would have
differenc names. Often they had no names ac all. As a child, 1 always
wanted to meet them. To see who they were, I wanred to find out where
they lived so [ could peer at them through a fence or from behind a
tree. [ wanted to thank them, bur without them secing my face, T would
later find out that we were sponsored. Through some community
organization, the presents were donated.

At Christmas, my parents made every effort to find us
something special, Something they could get us themselves, Something
big. Something that didn't come from the secret family. This would
always be the last present under the tree. My father would often wrap
itup in the biggest box he could find. Or he'd wrap it up in multiple
boxes. Boxes within boxes. Like those wooden dolls thar tuck inside one
another. He would rape the box closed with masking tape or duct tape
sowe couldn’t get into it. It prolonged the opening. As a child, it didn’t
matter what was in the box. It was always the present [ cherished the
most,

I picked my mother up thar afternoon. She came out of the old
farmhouse carrying a garbage bag over her shoulder. In the bag were her

o s




=

clothes. A toothbrush. She got into the car and we drove away,

“I don't want to just leave everything behind?” she said.

“What do you have to leave behind?”

“Idon’t know.”

"Want to go back and get everything?” My father was still ac
the house. They spent the night together because it was late when my
father told her he was leaving. She sav awake all nighe in the living room,
and he stayed in the bedroom until she was gone. ; ;

“I'm not going back,” she said. “There’s nothing to get. He’s
taking the van” -

“So whar do you want to gec? We can go back, I can go in the
house.”

“No," she said.

“What do you think you're leaving behind?”

“Idon’t know. Everything.

“What's everything?”

“Tdon't want to leave my dog.”

L told her thar we could go back. That we could get her dog
and bring it to my place.

She shook her head.

Two weeks carlier my father delivered livestock to Winnipeg.
This is how it all started. It was the first time he had been there in over
thirty years. While he was there he called this other woman. Met her at
her home. He later told us that she made him dinner. They sat rogether
and they waited for their son to arrive. His son was now in his thirties,
bur still lived in the arca. The woman showed my father pictures,
Photos of her and her son on a trip somewhere, Palm rees. The ocean.
They must have talked for some time. And their son never arrived.,

My father drove to a farm someswhere in Manitoba. He I
unloaded the cattle and made another phone call. The woman promised
hewould be there this time. And my father stopped by again on his way
through. il

“He's bigger than your brother] he rold me. We were sitting in
the living room of my house. My wife, my mother, him and me.

“Who," I asked.

He said his name. I didn’t recognize it at first.

“Oh" my mother said. *You didn’t rell me chis”
My wife looked ar me.
‘Soyou stopped by?” my mother said. “Was i ar her place?”
He nodded.
; “You see how he waits unril we're ar your place for him to rel]
me this,” my mother said.
His son didn’t remember him. He rold my father that the only

 thing he remembered was my father yelling ac him to pick up his toys.

We sat and drank our coffees in awkward silence. And my
parents left sometime larer. As they were leaving, I thought of the
framed picrure on my father’s dresser. T he boy with the red hair. My
father's red hair.

The other woman offered my father a place to stay. He'd paid
rent his entire life, and her house was mortgage free. It must have looked
like he'd won the lotrery, His kids had moved away, they'd grown up. He
needed something else. My mother told me that before he left this other
woman, he caught her sleeping around, She was fucking some other guy,
my mother said. So my facher blew her rrailer up. He broke into her
trailerand turned on her gas, Lic a candle.

My parents weren’t readers—I doube either of them ever read
abook in their entire lives, My father left school in grade five. He ran
away. My mother told me chat he had lived jn batn fora while—a
farm on Wolfe sland. His older brothers spent some time in a juvenile
detention centre in Uxbridge du ring this time. There were stories
that they'd robbed a number of gas stations before they were sixceen
years old. Their mother was dead—she'd died when she was in her lare
twenties or early thirties, though I'm not sure how. His father was an
aleoholic. A drunk who had worked at General Morors and was offered
carly retirement. He didn'c care much for his kids. He died when I was
ine or ten, after living with us for a number of years,

A week before my father left, he'd read a short story [
published. The story was fiction. But he knew it was about him. It was
about a man who'd fived his entire life and had nothing,

At some point my mother must have threatened him. She spent
the night ar my place and left in the morning. She'd called my facher
first. Asked him to pick her up. She needed to get some things from che
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house, she said. They nceded to decide what was going to happen with
the animals. We can’t just let them die, she said.

She later told me that he asked her to kill him. He was crying,
she said. He was hurting. She could tell. He rold her to take the rifle and
shoot him.

As 1 wandered around a grocery store with my wife and
daughter, this gun crossed my mind. That wouldn’t happen, I thought.
My father used the rifle once. It was never used for hunting. He'd shot
at a pack of coyores. I was standing beside him in a hay field, carrying
an old pot and a wooden spoon. He told me to bang them rogether as
we walked. He said that it would scare them away if they thought about
atracking us. 'm not sure what we were looking for in the field. A cat
maybe. One that had gone missing, He lifted the gun and fired a shot,

I held my hands up to my ears. But he'd aimed high. Just to scare them
off. As achild, the gun sat behind my father’s dresser. I'd found it there
once, during a game of hide and seek.

My mother called later that day.

“You wouldn’t be mad at me if I tried to stay with your father
would you?”

She had no choice really. She had no friends. No job. Nothing.

“No, [ wouldn’t be mad.”

“We've been through a lot” she said. And they had. “IfI can get
him to stay, I think we can work at getting things right. T just don’t want
to give up. And I don’t want you to be mad at me.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

My father never apologized. To any of us. I suppose he probably
apologized to my mother. He must have. I know he was embarrassed
to come by for those first couple of weeks. And when they come by,
it’s as if nothing happened. They act as they did before. Nothing's
really changed. Something feels strange, though. Like they're somehow
broken now.

They came by a couple of weeks ago with a picture. A
professional picture of the two of them—my mother standing behind
my facher, her arms wrapped around his neck. They aren't really smiling.
I'm not sure whether they're happy. They're just looking ar the camera.
Geting their picrure taken. My mother framed it and gave it to us. It

sits on our piano with pictures of our closest friends. It looks out of

. place. And everyone who comes in to our home notices it. They know

i '_ﬁ(hnrhappened.

When my father was leaving she must have noticed that there

~ were no pictures of the two of them rogether. My mother handed it to
~ usand said the picrure was an early Christmas gift.

I'm not sure who it’s really for.
My father calls me now, once in a while. And Ltry to talk to
him. Bur the two of us were never really close. I guess to some extent

- lunderstand him. He worked his entire life, and never got much of a

chance at anything. Neither did my mother. He was on the road a lot

 when [ was a child, and when he was home, [ was scared of him. He was

always angry. He was always yelling.

! He rold me about where he had been—driving through a snow
storm in Quebec. There were trucks all over the road, he said. And 1
wish I could have ralked longer, but [ never know what to say.

*We sent a present out west,” he told me.

Fknew what he meant. It was a present for the young red haired
boy in the picture.

“Yeah, it cost twenty bucks to ship it. They wanted me to pay
ten more for insurance or something. | can't afford that. Ten bucks. It
should make it to him by Christmas, though.”

“What was it?”

“A comforter,” he said.

“A comforter?”

“Yeah, like a duver.”

“That’s nice.”

“1 taped the shit out of the box, t0o.”










Larissa Zajac

Touching

Eric Foley

Chopin touched
my heart lightly
from the other room.

My brother’s footsteps
on wooden stairs
made me feel afraid.

My eyes were open,
then for a moment
they were closed.

He came in and said
he was finished
with the washing machine

He was smiling, but
disturbed the thing
happening inside of me.

I tried not ro look
at him or think
too much when he

touched the leaves
of my avocado plants
and asked how big |

they would grow.
The bﬂ[[mns
of his hospital pants

were frayed. He touched
the aloe-vera
on the windowsill.
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