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Acta Victoriana, est. 1878, is the literary journal of Victoria College in the
University of Toronto. It is produced and published on the traditional lands
of the Mississaugas of the New Credit First Nation, the Haudenosaunee, the
Anishnaabe and the Wendar, as well as other Nations that have been subject
to hisrtorical erasure. As members of the literary community on campus, we
recognize the need to be part of the collective conversation required for the

{mgﬁing process of decolonizarion and reconciliation.



Letters from the Editors

Moving into winter means a season marked by binaries: berween in and
outdoors, warmth and cold, past and present. The pieces in this issue exist
both in tandem and alone, grappling wich whart it means to both move
forwards and look backwards. In “The Ghost Bridge“, Matthew Rotando writes
that “I long for the sense that time is not beyond / me”™— and this grasp at an
understanding of overarching time and place is reflected in many of the pieces
in this volume. Whether it be Dessa Bayrock’s love letter to love, Grace Ma’s
fragmentary reflections on the summer she learned to “consent to being alone”,
or Isobel R.S. Carnegie’s “turning in gradual motion / within the bleached /
light of winter dawn”, the writing in AV 143.1 speaks to the power of emotion,
memory and human experience in remarkable ways. We finish wich JC
Bouchard writing in “Monuments” that “It was only a matter / of time but I
couldn’t tell which direction™. I hope that you are pulled through the worlds of

each artist in this collection, and the delicarte, tempural fragments they craft.
Maia Kachan

Damaree writes, “I am fit / to chase / again”, and Bouchard, “I am ready /

now. Take me there.” This volume is bracketed by a readiness to move again, It
unpacks the ripe tension between readiness and remembrance. It seems, as

a CL]]]ECtiVE lIEﬂrt. our bt'}:lrd grﬂ\ritatt‘_d. t[]“’ﬂl‘L{s E)iel.:es thﬂt were, il'l one “721}7
or anorther, resisting time or, maybe. resisting capture b}? time. Hatoski puts
Achilles and Rothko into conversation with an old lover; Shapiro, Archer and
Pilkington introduce us to legacy; Carnegie stops us in our tracks with the
press of lips; and Fu has no choice burt to charge. There is electric power and
courage here, in the breaking of continuums related to time. These are works
that ripple outward, immutably shifting everything they touch. We thank our
authors and artists for allowing us to share them and we hope everyone gets

where they need to go.

Sanna Wani



EMILY AS THE CALVES FLEX

Darren C. Demaree

[ am fir
to chase

again.



EMILY AS WE PUTTHE PEDESTALONTOP
OF MY LEGS

Darren C. Demaree

I have been a victim
before. This, this, is not

one of those times.



Untitled by Madeleine Reyno
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Saint Aphorism

Dessa Bayrock

I love you to the ends of the earth, til death do us par, til the part
about death, til death from above. My love is ourt like a light,

in like a dirty shirt, over and above and beyond the pale. My love
is a ghost, a haunt, a haing it killed the cat and spilled the milk
and spoiled the broth. There are roo many cooks in this kitsch

but still my love is hand to mourth, close-fisted, red in tooth and claw;
my love is wrong-footed, booted, shooed into the forest and left
for dead. There among the trees the house of my love grows,

pmud and knubhl}’ on its chicken foort, and you stand in fronrc of it
and chant: little love, little love, turn your back to the forest

and your front to me. At night my love prays to Saint Aphorism,
preys on the knock-kneed and weak-hearred, praises the (ia}'

I met you. My love, too, is a holy man, an omen, an amen, a bird

in a burning bush floating into your hand. You can lead this love
to water, and it guzzles like a dehydrated dog; it has learned

all the tricks it can, my poor love; it bites the hands that feeds,

but its bite is a blessing, a blasting, blase about its own blood.

My love is like a red, red rose, which is to say it rose between us
like the sun in the east, like bread in the night, to its feet in applause.
It sets, roo, like a table, like a Volle_vball player, like the way you
and I set out rogether. We're putting ourselves into this hot car
like a rire iron thr()ugh the window: we're gerting there, hell

or high water or harm. This love sets an extra place at the table,
just in case a stranger comes to call— and when the call is coming

from inside the house, I sigh in relief; it’s you, it was always you.



After Van Gogh’s “Peasant Burning Weeds,
1883”

Nate Maxson

Someone’s way out on the edge, see there? Not the dreamlands burt the
sleep-lands, far as the eye can water: desert twinned with still life and

stillborn blooms

I imagine plucking one and putting it in my hair, an act of Sl‘lfl.k}_-* defiance

and against whart? This? Lung disease and dormant apple trees

\Vl‘lt‘l’ﬁ 'FRCES l"JlLlI' and Spﬂl'k :lﬂd wW¢e d[‘.ll'l.l' SPGHI{ whcn there's a L'll.l.‘it storm

passing

They are t(}rching, with unknown instruments and shadowed hands, small

cairns of thistle and cornhusk

Smoked into an orange, oil derrick dr}-‘ cuughing skyscapc, it’s a riddle:
Tam burning- a billow nf letrers, like hofding a mirror to a deathbed mouth
ro check for breacth— I am thar which walks ﬁ'am rarnished mirror gaffcr}' ro

grinding outskirts, while Vincent dries sunflowers in the twilight
o L. o



Moonlight

Irtiga Fazili

My Beloved comes bearing

a snow blanket in one hand

and a full moon in the other.

He spreads one on the ground to sit upon,
and nails the other onto the sky:
sparkling silver ice to light us.

A fox darts past, fast as a shor,

fleet feet and russet coat

like red clay against the woods.

It disappears at the deep green edge of the trees,
seamless as a raindrop meeting the ocean,

as easily as coming home.

The Neglected Tree by Sahar Abdallah



We Idled at the Ship
Joe Bishop

We idled at the Ship. owned Caprain’s rum.
Hyperbole assailed as we h]asphemed
our head docrors. Soaring on park swings,

we kicked out legs and took October’s moon.

We cuddled our insomnia in poems.
The night that owned you had my thumb flushing
yvour vodka, Acivan. In the Psych wing,

I sifted past a howling Haldol scrum,

past cemetery stares; you were in the bowels,
wearing a saffron robe bruised with inkblorts.

You opened up, ler air your dreams of blood,
words of the dead behind cinder-block walls.

There, you embarked, tackled petrified rot,

the sewage, on a voyage, up-close, abroad.
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Farm Museum Fundraiser
Joe Bishop

Speaker thanked you, James, at St. Teresas,

where you sold raffle rickers --——- Protestant
treasurer pacting Catholics - before

joining Anne, who waited at a communal

rable for a wairter to serve the rye

bread that came with lamb stew. Raised near pastures
of fated grazers, Anne abstained from them
chopped. You goaded her, James, but Anne refused
to sip your Guinness broth; instead she bit

the yellowed slice, tempered blushing hunger,
reminded herself you rally funds for a cause

close to her rustic roots. Wary of growls

behind attire, of slaughter, Anne held back

an Abrahamic judgmen[ of your nudgc.
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Myths and Facts About My Grandfather Harry
Gregg Shapiro

He was a Gemini born in Antopol, Poland on June 5, 1913 — or
ma_‘_,-'be I9I2 OT I9IL. He came to America, to Chicago, in the 19208. The oldest
of four, he had a brother, left behind in Europe because he had a speech
impediment. who became a legendar}-' flgure in family m_vtlmlog}f. He lived
longer than his younger sister Sylvia and brother Charles.

He mer his wife, Marian, at a dance. 'I}m}' married in 1938. How he
loved to dance.

He was an overprotective father of three daughrers and a combative
father-in-law to their husbands. He outlived his wife, a daughrer and a son-
in-law. He had seven grandchildren and 13 great-grandchildren. He was a
favorite uncle, brother-in-law, and cousin.

He lived on Grenshaw Street on the West Side, on Whipple Street
in Alhnny Park, on Sacramenro Avenue in Wesr Rogers Park. on Waukegan
Road in Morton Grove. He lived in West Rogers Park, again, on Touhy
Avenue, in an assisted living facilit}-' at the end of his life. My grandfathcr
had a French poodle named Jacques when he lived in West Rogers Park the
first time.

He had many different occupations. He was a boxer. He knew ]ight
welterweight world champion Barney Ross. He operated a bar and grill on
State Street across from the Chicago Theater. He ran numbers from the
back of the restaurant. He knew Al Capone. He knew Al Capone’s brother.
My grandfather was a typesetter at Ludlow. He worked as a security guard
at Majestic. He carried a gun when he was employed as a security guard ac
Lamperr Jewelers. He carried a gun! He sold new and used goods on Maxwell
Street.

He had an awesome sense of humor, a distinctive speaking voice
and a lilting accent. His distinctive speaking voice and lilting accent were
affectionately imitated by a grandson and a grandson by marriage.

He cherished his cars. He had a red 1964 Chevy II that was stolen
in the earl}-' 1970s and set ablaze in a parking lot about a mile from his house.
After that he drove a yellow 1973 Dodge Dart Swinger wich a white vinyl

top. My grandfﬂther kep[ a small bortle of _‘_,felluw paint in the glnve box ro
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touch up scracches and dents, meticulous as a manicurist. He had a grey Dodge
Omni that was involved in a drive-thru car wash catascrophe. His last car was
a magenta Pontiac Sunfire. He secretly kept a set of keys to the Sunfire after
he sold the car to Maggie having failed several driving tests; he blamed the
test-givers. He was a bad driver — take the drive-thru car wash incident, for
example. My grandfacher was a terrible driver, but he was a good passenger. He
thought I honked my horn too much.

He liked going to Las Vegas and Southern California. He artended my
Cullege graduatiun in Boston. Despire dietar_\_-* restrictions, he ate dinner with
me and Grandma at Durgin Park in Quincy Marker on their first night in town.
He and Grandma stayed at the Holiday Inn on Cambridge Street so he would
be walking distance from the synagogue in Charles River Park. He went to
Bogota, Colombia to visit my brother and his family.

He loved watching movies. His preference was for westerns. He
enjoyed war pictures. He was especially fond of movies about boxers. He took
me and Grandma to see the Robby Benson movie One On One at the Sunset
Drive-In on McCormick. He had passes to the Devon Theater. He took me to
see the French film Cousin cousine. He had trouble with the subtitles but he
perked up during Marie-Christine Barrault’s nude scene.

He kept kosher. He ate borscht. He ate herring from the jar. He ate
sour cream and bananas. He loved sweets. He drank coffee, black with sugar.
He was a snappy dresser, partial to bright colors and patterns. He loved loud
Hawaiian shirts. He often wore red sox.

He called my husband Rick “John”, the name of an ex of mine, for
abour a year after he first met him. He was one of a handful of people to call
Rick “Rick}-‘“. He had an arristic srreak, drawing a picture of the man wich the
pipe if:mu asked.

He liked the ladies. He loved the ladies! My grandfacher was
comfortable in drag. He was fluent in three languages — English, Hebrew and
Yiddish. He read the newspaper every day. He wore his hair combed back in a
modified pompadour. He was always clean-shaven. He was a keen observer of
my erratic history of facial hair. He liked jewelry; especially pinkie rings and
wartches.

There was a belly-dancer at his 10oth birthday party. The mayor of
Morton Grove was a guest at his 1ooth birthday party. He was given the key o
the Village.

My grandfather was a mezuzah kisser. He attended services and prayed
daily. He was on a first-name basis with his higher power. Did I mention that

he liked red? He makes an appearance in at least ten of my poems.
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Nectar 1 by Karen Grosman
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Underneath: A Glosa
Sara Mang

lII d[] nor !iIUUL" yﬂl[ as i_f-'v[]lf were Sﬂit"msf_’, or H}Paz,
or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off.

I love you as cerrain dark thi ngs are to be loved,
in secret, berween the shadow and the soul.

Sonnet XVII by Pablo Neruda (1904-73)

I do not love you as if you were perfume, or tonic
distilled and crafted in small batches

or a Pacific sea salt, smoked

with alder floating above itself burned

infusing moist salt surface wich vanilla and clove.

It is residue oil on nape that unpens inerr trill to blast
or unventilared under arm like moss

keeping you covert, ingrown, tame

in corners and folds and creases at last.

1 d{) not IUVC you as if‘_\-*ﬂl.l Were salt—r{)se. or tUPEZ.

I do not love you as if you were abalone pearl

multihued mauve tones, cast bluish, blushing

or a scarlet emerald

scraped from veins of Columbian foothills where rain needles.
It is shell, peel and coffee grounds

soil—exhausting sulfur, magnetting moths

soaking seed, sprouting sage or mint

steeps as you stir

excavating heat, putrid and soft

or the arrow of carnations the fire shoots off.

I do not love you as if you were pure and natural silk
woven ornately into textiles, refracting light
or cashmere, soft and buovant, yet insulating,

I love vou as you kill a vellow jacket wasp



tirl\.'r lj&f(]q'._le h(,)l_ll‘glﬂss. hﬂnd‘i}ﬂiﬂttﬂ_{ vase
snapped to stillness, abruprt

absence of agony

for bees that sting or worms that spin
yielding like wool from goat's gruft

I love you as certain dark things are to be loved.

I do not love you as if you were delicate threads of saffron
unknown in the wild, mutant breed of flower

volatile, unadulterated, in need of full light

or precious jasmine blossoming in the dark

parting with its ﬁ"agrﬂnce.

I love you as you undersleep, deny its toll

thread the wild inside—airtight.

And when you wilt and disintegrate into soil

I will succumb and fold

in secret, between the shadow and the soul.
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Ode to Venla

Sam Hatoski

She is a tired elbow that props me up to see
red or orange skies of god herself, paim:cd us crescfallen

a keystone Achilles drugﬁ his heel on and bleeds srolid.

I pine for that old lover, that searing burn to grin through
when Rorhko Sp{]l{(} in my slccp of animus

zlbéll'ld{]ll(_‘d ﬁ)l’ s01me d('_‘['.‘l-:_'it which remains LlIll'l:l]"l]C(_l.

Dream by Azania Curling-Wright



The Ghost Bridge

Matthew Rotando

Here is the drifted roort, the bottom-heavy afternoon: I long for the sense
that rime is not bevond me. Bur it has gone on, as | have, and we are under
the bridge of rust, baked in the sun and lost from justice. It’s not that
nothing right was done, it’s just that the loneliness l.]f‘:il".!:l.t:{_‘ took us over, and
we went back to hcing children. We wandered along with the sun, its pmud
march melting our aspirations, rcﬁu‘ming them each day. I wished I was vou,
even though you wanted me more than I could conceive. Trucks made their
own wind on the streets where no people walked. Only ghosts forgort, and the
rusted bridge collected everything we saw: all busted goblets and glictered
coiffures. Little :-:l::lrr}'~dustcd starlets rrippcd behind us while we cried, dccp

in our jov of solitude.




Quiet Introspection by Emily Zou




From Montage of Abrasions

Sacha Archer

There is a Bible in the house. It was my mother’s. Despite the fact that it

is recorded on the inside front cover with no uncertain pomp thar it was
presented to my mother, it in no way connects to her. It seems to have been
given to her when she was a child artending the early indoctrination sessions
of the Christian religion which are referred to by the benign title of Sunday
School. This Bible which has travelled with me from house to house along
with the rest of my books belongs now, to me, but only via proximity. In
fact, it belongs to no one. There was never a time when [ remember the book
belonging to anyone. It has floated from one place to another within the
houses in which I've lived, but not as a result of use, but rather in a rhythm
of displacement, the shifting of a stubborn object that will not disappear,

as if outside of the amorphous iterations of home, the re-arrangements and
purges, the floods and moving boxes, the deaths and departures, the voids
into which objects tend to retreat never to resurface. The book’s utter lack
of use (in my liferime) b}' anyone close en{)ugh to read it, use it as a coasrer,
a decorarion etc., its ignored presence (more a type -:)fspace than object) has

always ensured thar its sense of property has eluded an identifiable link.

Flipping through the pages it is evident that portions of the text were
engaged. Certain passages have been marked with pencil, I have to assume by
my mother. But when they were marked cannot be traced, except generally
to that time before my memories begin because, though I was dragged to
church as a small child and myself placed into the indoctrination sessions,
those practices dwindled and then ceased quite early on in my childhood,
and the absence of religion in the home makes it unlikely that my mother
was actively engaging the book anytime after we stopped attending church.
She very well could have prayed, while closing her eyes to sleep, on the

off chance that some entity was listening, but I am altogether ignorant of
what happened behind those then seemingly massive white doors to her
bedroom—and furthermore, by that time, the bible was not kept in her

room, but, I believe, in the basement, which was entirely storage.
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The marked passages are very few and mostly predictable, concerning the
love and violence of people and god. I list them hear as a trace of my mother’s
taciturnity on the challenges and sufferings at a certain time in her life (and
though it was before my time, her reluctance to share her pain with me

suggests a silence that reached farcher into her past}:

“the moon and stars to rule over the night,
For his steadfast love endures forever”

(Psalms 136:9)

“And the people will be as if burned to lime,
like thorns cut down, that are burned in the fire’

Hear, yvou who are far oft, whar I have done:
and you who are near, acknowledge my might.”

(Isaiah 33:12-13)

“Therefore thus says the Lord:
‘Behold, I will plead your cause and take vengeance for you.
I will dry up her sea and make her founrain dry™

(Jeremiah 51:36)

“Two others also, who were criminals, were led away to be put to deach with
him.
And when they came to the place which is called The Skull, there they

crucified him, and the criminals, one on the right and one on the left.”

“Then Jesus, crying with a loud voice, said, ‘Father, into thy hands I commit
my spirit!’ And having said this he breathed his last.”
(Luke 23:32-33, 46)

“And the Lord said to Paul one night in a vision, ‘Do not be afraid, but speak

and do nort be silent™”

(Acts 17:9)

21



When my mother spoke, it was, like all of us, generally of the banal events
the

past, the present, the furure (recollection, observartion, projection). The vast

of the day, the week, the month—gossip, plans, schedules—or of time

majority of conversation which occurs between any of us is so entirely void
of content thart all that can be recognized in recollection is the event of
connection. | don't say this Liisparagingl}-: but instead with a certain amount
of awe—that speech more often than not is a vehicle of connection alone,
rather than a means of informational relation—more closely related to the
body than ideas. I can hardly remember any of the conversations berween
my mother and 1, and those I do remember are mostly insigniﬁcant in the
import of their content, basic (essential) exchanges made memorable by

humnur 2111(.{ j{)}-f, anger Eﬂ(_i pﬂil].

A trace of her handwriting reveals itself from time to time on the back of
old photographs thart surface, buried under unsuspecting objects in the few
boxes of her belongings that have been retained. What is written gives only
dates, names and locations—that succinct dt}cumentar}' informartion which
is not expected to be exceeded when accompanying a photograph. While the
desire to encounter the revelations of her thoughts naturally occupies me

as [ handle those photographs, I am met by an altogether different mode of
proximity. Like conversation, which generally acts as a vehicle of connection,
not primarily information (the light of words absorbed by the foliage of
listening precipitating either growth [the picture of health] or the burning of
that overexposed foliage), my mother’s handwriting, relating, semantically,
nearly nothing about herself, emanates the aura of her physical presence
with a strength that semantic content, or for that marter, the image of a

phumgraph, could never march.

Once, not long after she passed away, in that same basement where the
above mentioned bible used to live, while 10(}1{ng thmugh boxes at thar time
recently filled and organized on shelves by her second husband (a repulsive
man that everyone in the family acutely disliked, and who, it has been
hinted, my mother regretted marrying), I discovered a red notebook which
showed little sign of use. Opening it I found perhaps 3 or 4 pages ourt of the
entire book on which 1 recognized my mother’s handwriting. The rest of the
notebook was untouched and in such pristine condition that it was clear that
the foray of writing had been quite brief and the book not returned to again.
It was easy to read the momentum of intention that was almost immediately

abandoned. Again, like my morher’s rn:n'kings in the bible, p]acing the
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writing found in the notebook into a chronology is difficult. Unlike that
bible that has clung to me like a shadow, the red notebook, of much greater
value, has silently vanished. As the notebook displayed no signs of aging it is
possible that she recorded the entry not long before contracting the ovarian
cancer which .wvif:cl:‘,T ate her alive, in which case there was no possibility of
continuance. But as I cannot quite remember whether she had written in the

present continuous or the past perfect [ am left in the grammar of the dark.

Just as my mother’s presence is so strongly retained in her handwriting on
the backs of those photographs, the red notebook, for containing in addition
to her handwriting a quantity of her thoughts, was the epitomic object of
remembrance. In it she wrote of her scarring relatiunship with my facher, a
scarring that ran through the landscape of my childhood and without which
no recollection of that time would be complete. A scarring that tore the
relationships between my mother, my brother and I so that one could not
cross those borders imposed on the landscape following a war that ceases to
be fought, but where victory is trusted to storybooks where the germ of hope

can survive.

How fitting that the notebook was red.
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Vita Nova by Elizabeth Ann Francis



First Light
Isobel R. S. Carnegie

turning in gradual motion
within the bleached

light of a winter dawn,

tht:}' held up their hands.
she took one,
kenuckles to lips, hands pressed

to the rising chill before firsc ]ighr
and kissed the side of her mouth —

a tender, practiced process



In 2018, there were three heatwaves

Grace Ma

That summer I learned to not touch my face.
I also learned to pick up my clothes from the floor,
wipe the kitchen counter thoroughly, abstain from

pretry trinkets.

I learned to consent to being alone,
to unclench my fists and ask w y I had clenched

them in the first place. to look at my p-a]ms.

In the last monrth I devoured an enrire
Chinese period drama. Down to every last word,
words which I idolized and absorbed

like water running on rocks.
It was the summer I went back o being

my mother’s daughtm‘, or mavybe it was

the first time, or mavbe I never stopped.
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Untitled by Madeleine Reyno



Blue your eyes

Joan McNerney

Blue your eyes

this edge of snow

in silent sky.

Brown eyes soft

tree bark patterns as
yellow flicks

sparkle in winrry sun.

And now it seems
your eyes are green
green as spruce
turning to grey eyes
glancing across as if

from a mountainside.

Y(.}Lll.‘ eye.‘; WO Vi[]lf_'tﬁ
hidden beneath frost.
Close your eyes

as sleepless stars
glide through night

in aerial ballet.

Black coal eyes
glowing on fire

red flames leaping
out of eyes burning

blue vour eves.

28



The Year my Grandmother Was An Amphibian

Caitrin Pilkington

Frogs come into the world as jelly. They arrive as hundreds of marbles with
dark irises, clinging to a reed, shi&ing in their tiny globes. Over lung weeks,
embryos become tadpoles, and tadpoles leave their orbs for the open water.
In the springtime, they swim in a dark wave under the lily pads and around
the stems. My mother is waking her mother. Her eyelids split and briefly show

clear film over delicate blue.
“I don’t think she wanrts to wake up,” my aunt says.

Her eyes are closed again now. The harder anyone tries to shake her awake, the
darker her expression becomes. She starts to look irritated, and her hand comes

up to rub her temple. She hasn't eaten or drank anything in days.

We gather around the litcle island of her bed. The air smells of urine,

disinfectant, and Ensure.

This bed has rods around its borders to prevent its occupant from falling. and

a burron for calling NUrses.

We try to feed her, even as she sits berween slt:t:p and waking. Her skin is like
wet rice paper layered over blue veins. She has lived through nine decades. My
mother fills a spoon with warer thar has been thickened to prevent choking,

and tips the congealed gel down her cthroart.

For years now she has been dribbling on to the floor: chunks of will and desire
and fluid memory. We could only stare as the puddle grew: the impolite pool
of it, the liquified stuff of self.

Her deliquescence is especially startling considering her former stubborn
rigidity. She had been a draftsperson for Northern Electric during the war. She
tﬂught l‘lersel{"tﬂ dri\-fe, (_lt:SPitl.f our ljl'{)tﬁ'ﬁts. al 78. She Was alWﬂ}IS ﬁill [}{: l)lﬂnﬁ.
Always the fastest person walking down the street. She'd shove five dollar bills
in my pockets when my mother wasn't looking and her voice was cold with
authority if you tried to jaywalk. She was impervious to nonsense, yet tender:

I once I raised my hand, absurdly, to give her a fist bump, and she grasped my
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fist in both of hers and kissed my knuckles.
My mother and aunt try her shoes on to see who they’ll fit.

It has been a pale year of visits to this building. This floor is full of different
characters. Comarose, bizarre, angry, sad, and outright lecherous. At some
point during every visit, the do-woman accosts us. She can't be older than fifty,

but she has such advanced dementia she can only say the word “do.”

“Dododododdododododo!” she interjects, her face as earnest and transparent as a
child’s. Her brown hair is cut in a chic little bob with bangs and her are eyes

wide and blue, but the way she shuffles slowly makes her seem ancient.

When her husband comes to visit, his blonde hair receding and his eyes tired,
he rakes her hand and walks her down the hall. Once I saw him raise her
fingertips to his lips.

Sometimes it feels like an amateur play of a nursing home: every community
theatre-ish actor playing their role to the hilt. Right down to the woman who
would wait with her purse by the exit and desperately beg anyone who passed
to let her out, “to run my errands.” Forever separated from the ourside world
by a four-digit code. The last time I was there, I needed to laugh, to thumb my

nose at the absolute fucking misery of it all.

We were sitting in the chapel, but I couldn’t say a Hail Mary in front of

the hallowed saint-votives with a straight face. It was too much — all these
penple, gathered here ro die, revu]ving in their separate rooms in fronrt of their
flickering televisions. I was trying to think of a hymn that wasn’t so goddamned
on-theme. Instead, I started singing “I Say a Lictle Prayer,” and before I knew
it, I'd gotten so into the song for the benefit of my audience of one that I was
dancing in front of the lectern holding the picture of Jesus. That time, as [ left,

she said, “wait for me.”
Usually, when I visited, she was subdued, gentle and sweet.

I often wished she would say something real, something more like her old self.
But when I think back to a rime when she did speak boldly (as my mother took
away her car keys: ot | migh[ as well be dead tf you do this™) I had looked away,

uncomforrable, unfamiliar with such a violent flash of honesty.

Instead, we would talk abour the rain or whose neighbour’s daughrter I was, or

the rain, or whose neighbnur‘s daug}lter I was. Once, Wrapped and locked in my
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own first-ever heartbreak, I brought her a picture of her own dead husband.
“How does it make you feel, o see his picture?” I asked her.

“H:lpp}-' and sad. Happ}' and sad.” she said, S(}unding like neither.

Sometimes people use the word ‘unraveling’ when they talk about people
losing their minds. To me, unraveling sits side by side words like ‘unspooling’
and ‘disentangle’ Unraveling can mean to investigate and solve or explain
(somerhing mmpffmrt’d or puzzl'ing}. It evokes a kind L}f‘linearity. I imagined
long conversations, a life spread our like a line of phnmgraphs on a dining

room table, memories Surfacing radical honesty, a reckuning.

What happened instead was watching my grandmother fold and fold within
herself from a distance. She turned and turned, an old woman, an embrvo, a

being within a cryotank, solitary in her own disappearance.

She was absent, burt she still a docile presence in this world. She stood, sat,
ate, and slept when you asked her to.

But now, suddenly — she won't eat. I finally recognize my grandmother in

the stubborn way she shakes her head at the approaching spoon.

When she first arrived here, she was so distraught each visir was an
existential experience. I don't want to be here! How can you say you love me
and leave me in this place! We would peer around at each other with horror
bm'dering the edges of our reassuring looks. Our family doesn’t have a script
for things like this. We would return to the car in silence. Occasionally
someone would run thr()ugh the sequence of this choice 3gair1 just to say it

out loud, hear the logic of ir.
So we started her on medication that made her happy. Happy, but empty.
But now, suddenly, her desire to escape seems stronger than drugs.

She spins berween here and there. 1 imagine it as the confused ﬂurry of
turning underwater somersaulcs at the lake in summertime: sun-air, water-

dark, sun-air, water-dark.

When I was overwhelmed as a child I imagined a cabin in the woods where 1
could read by a fire by myself. I was so deep in the woods in the snow in the
cabin thart teachers would wave a hand in front of my face to bring me back

to the lesson.
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It’s in our blood, I think to myself. We create an atric in which to hide away.
We are children in pajamas peering down at a dinner party. I feel a silent
:imiling kinship with her obstinate retreat, as my mother and then the nurse

speak loudly into her face and shake her shoulder.

Later we come again, and I feel scared ar the sighr of her face, the way her
lips have retreated and her dentures protrude. The droop of one eyelid. She
looks desiccated, like she’s been dead a week. I think, God, I hope this never
happens to me.

I feel the need to cover everything with a white sheer, ro make her death
sacred, ceremonious, unbiological. I play nocturnes and string quartets, dim

the lights‘ [ wished I'd hl‘uught candles.

Her breathing is ragged now. It’s dark outside, half‘past eleven. She stops
ln‘eathing for impmsible lengths of time, then begins again. I put my hand on
her chest and feel the litctle movements within, the sudden rushes of air and
her rabbit heart. Her body is warm and soft under my hand. My other hand

is in my aunt’s. We sit on either side of her.

She is curled under the blanket, and we can only see her puff of white hair
and her golden hnnp earrings. Her face is whire and wrinkled and pcaceful
now. Her mourh is open. She is Wem‘ing a pink corron nightguwn.

“She hated pink,” my aunc says.

As I listen, | press harder and harder against her chest, trying to feel

something. It occurs to me [ may be preventing it beating. Gentle, gentle.

There is a strange, waiting kind of electricity in the room, a feeling that

something essential is happening.
Her body is getting colder under my palm-

Bur still she gasps, breathes, and her heart taps up against my hand. I can feel
every jolt and stutrer, the movement of blood travelling beneath. I can feel

her heart beginning to beat more gently against my palm.
Already, she is separated from us. She is covered in clear jelly, no longer

swimming, She arraches herself to a reed and curls and curls within herself —

retreating into a singll-: black dot.
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little lake by Steven Henderson
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Good morning that Frankfurt rises before me
like a toy & unwelcome & nakedly | enter its
impassable rivers

Emmy Fu

Hearing the huy

cry where the city thrums

lowest
steps as steps away the train
track scream fleshes itself into an

unknown moan
the painea' gurt mewfing w l’ucidiry is not allowed a smoke

Hearing Here

Dangled bair like glory the clean

feet of Judas I have kissed three times wavering
white spla}-'ed toe vision for fish’s breakfast

& mv mute delight

So skin is sheet
comfortable to be a cause
small things slow

moves of honour
beyond the first
layer of water

The drought coming

up laps at the mad poet’s ear—
Once I am a pawn crossing the river

I 112\-'('_‘ no CllDiCC l"JLll' o charge
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Slow Passage by Francis Tomkins
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Monuments
JC Bouchard

When I was 24 I turned my back on myself
because it felt good not to make decisions,
or listen or talk ourt loud, and it felt clean to
write pictures of the back-dropped clouds, of
steak and eggs, and the dirt roads ourside of
Rocky’s cafe where I think I saw a ship take
sail by the Trans-Can. It was only a martter
of time burt I couldn’t rell in which direction.
People said forward bur I said, It ﬁ.’efs good
not to know. It was easy to be alone, easier
than it is now. Mistakes had less meaning.
My favourite parts were the warnings, each
of them more new to me: horoscopes, dead
dogs, disappearing buses. Some of them

I didn't believe but most were real. I was

real and I thought, I am Unreal, and the North
is especiah'y unreal, and roday could be
incredible. The drive up the 108 in a school
bus—rhe frozen lakes of snow were absent
of f‘(}otprints. and 1 tl’mught how good that
silence could clean itselfnfhistn;n}-'. Even

the road swallowed itself. It was a lie when

I rold myself that I was never coming back.
Up to the City buried in white mined from
the men of my Facher’s day, the ashes of
ghosted birds, the City like tendrils strangling
thf_' l‘ligh\k‘:l}-*—tht’.‘}’ erECtﬁd monuments to
the dead. When I got there I checked for my
Father’s name, bur couldn’t find it. I checked
the plaques beneath the drift lines and saw
my own name, and saw statues at the edge of

the hills boarded by Horne Lake, where so



many had already rested. The hills were chalk.
I grabbed for rope in my pocket and heard

a boom, looked up, saw the sky unravel, pitch
and burn. I undulared and sifted on the shore.
When the time came I moved deep in solid
trees, pulled the rope from my pncket, tied

it to my wrists. [ begged for someone to save
me. | ruined my cold body. All of the people
used to tell me: Nothing you do will stop it
from happening. I opened up my palms, triple
checked the lines. Okay, 1 said, I'm ready

now. Take me there.
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