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We are all of a particular time and place. The space we 
occupy influences who we are, what we think, how we act, 
re-act, and what we create. Time and Place is about 
capturing the creativity of a particular moment of the artist's 
life. 

If you wish to contribute a piece to TIME AND PLACE:  

There are no restrictions as to subject matter or content (the right not to 
accept a contribution is reserved, mind you.) Each contribution must 
have an accompanying paragraph detailing the significance of the time 
and place you were in when the piece was inspired, created, formed, 
birthed, or otherwise captured, along with a brief biography. 

Copyright remains with the artist or writer. 

Please send your submissions to: 

 ninthfloorpress@gmail.com 

Please submit only one item for consideration. Multiple submissions will 
not be considered. 

Contribution guidelines: 

Writing: Words of any type (prose, poetry, fiction, non-fiction,) no more 
than 700.  

Art: Acceptable formats are PC compatible (.tif, hi-res .jpg, .pdf., 300 dpi) 

Photography: Colour, Black and White (.tif, hi-res .jpg, .pdf., 300 dpi) 

Editor: Ed Shaw 
Layout/Design: Nancy Benoy 
 

Cover photo: Scot Cameron, August 2016 
 
Proudly printed and bound in Hamilton, Ontario 
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Lisa Pijuan-Nomura 
 
 

Pity Face 
 
 
Last Sunday I had the pleasure of selling some of my work at 
the Hamilton Zineposium and it was amazing.  For the show 
we had created an ad hoc company called MamaMax which 
features the work of me as well as my 5-year-old son Max 
who has been working hard on making art for his colouring 
book zine.  I had decided that I would turn some of the posts 
from this blog into a Pity Face Zine.   
 

 
 
Now for those who don't know, Zines are handmade 
magazines written by anyone who wants to create one. They 
often combine illustrations with words and are photocopied 
in black and white.   I have dreamed about making a zine for 
a very long time, and never quite thought that my first one 
would be about being diagnosed with breast cancer but  

https://zineposiumhamilton.wordpress.com/


 
 
 
I can't complain because after many years it gave me 
something to work with.  I made a zine. I added some 
illustrations and a few handwritten bits, scanned it and then 
my husband made it all nice on the computer and we printed 
them up.  
 
At the show, there were two types of people.  People who 
were clearly so not comfortable with me talking matter-of-
factly about cancer, and those who welcomed the 
conversation.  Many were surprised about how well I was 
dealing.  Surprised that only three weeks after, I had already 
done so much writing and talking about it. 
 
A lot of people have been asking me why I am being so open 
about this time in my life.  I think it's simple and maybe a bit 
selfish.  You see, I don't want to be alone with this cancer.  I 
don't want to feel like I have been forgotten.  I also feel 
strongly about processing it the way I can, through my art.   I 
feel like one of the powers that I have in the world is 
opening my mouth, and speaking to things that are often 
quieted.  When I was a kid, cancer was only talked about in 
hushed tones, referred to as the c-word.  I don't want to 
contribute to a culture of shame that patients of this crap 
disease deal with.  I am honestly too tired of whispering 
about this and that, tired of taboos.   
 
I don't claim to know a lot of things in life, but I do know that 
cancer touches a lot of people.  For so many of us, we have 
had a parent, a friend, maybe a neighbour who has been 
diagnosed. But because we are not accustomed to talk about 
these difficult situations, people feel alone.  To me that is one 
of the crappiest things ever.  My hope is that by talking 
about my story, that perhaps someone out there won't feel 
alone, and will feel inspired to reach out to those around 
them. 



 
 
 
But here's the thing, something i mentioned in earlier posts, 
that for me, it's hard to ask for help.  Twice this week I had 
to ask for a ride to an appointment and for some help with 
childcare.  It took me a few days to muster the strength to do 
this, but when i did, it was such a relief.   
 
I realized that people want to help, and sometimes they 
don't know exactly how to help.  So giving them a concrete 
thing, like, please bring me soup, hang out with my kid, can 
you drive me to an appointment helps them help me, which 
makes everyone happy.   
 
My community has been stellar with so many people 
reaching out to me. Even writing this makes me a bit 
mushy.   
 
Today I got a radioactive seed placed inside my 
tumour.  They used a Geiger counter to make sure it was 
placed correctly.  It was very weird.  My friend Tor drove me 
to the appointment, and then, Karen picked up Max 
afterschool and hung out with him till dinner time after I had 
a nap.  
 
These days I am tired.  More emotionally than anything 
else.  The waiting is the worst.  In one week I will have 
surgery to remove this tumour, and we will be able to move 
on to treatment.  I will find out what I need more and more 
of as each day passes, and that will be welcome.  Wading in 
the unknown is tough, and knowledge is helpful, for me and 
my dear ones.  In the meantime, I continue to live out loud 
dear friends.  It's the only thing I know how to do REALLY 
well ;-)   

 



 
 
 
Lisa Pijuan-Nomura is a multidisciplinary artist and creativity 
coach. She is interested in spreading the good word of 
creativity through dynamic performance events, fun classes 
and one on one supportive creativity coaching.  
girlcancreate.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Will Gillespie 
 
 

My Hometown 
 

 
My hometown 
is so quiet  
at night 
you can  
almost  
hear it snow 
 
So small each time you  
leave the house 
you see everyone you know 
 
But when I need to take a break 
and make the world 
go slow 
 
it's where I like to 
catch my breath 
and watch 
the flowers grow. 
 

 
I'm from South Porcupine, Ontario. You can hear cars on the 
highway and people ordering Tim Hortons in the middle of 
the night from almost a kilometre away.  
 
Will Gillespie, a singer-songwriter, lives in Hamilton, ON., and 
has been a writer and performer his whole life.  



Len Jessome 
 
 

Museum Painting 
 
 

 
 
 



 
 
 
This work is one in an ongoing series of "Museum Paintings" 
a concept I've been playing with since 2005. The Museum, as 
institution and building, house the material record of human 
existence and activity. The Museum is a concept, a place, 
whose meaning continues to evolve. It has its’ origins in 
classical civilization. The Greek origin is "mouseion" 
which translates to "seat of the muse" a place of 
contemplation. In Roman times the Museum is a place of 
philosophical conversation. The painting is the artifact. The 
word "Museum" is scrawled hundreds of times, erased, 
painted over, smudged and rewritten. Paint, graphite and oil 
stick the evidence of process: surface, line, recording the 
history of the painting in the marks and layers. Two seconds 
is the time it takes to scrawl the word “Museum”, a stitch in 
time, the fabric of my thoughts. A record of my time. Proof 
that I am. 
 
Len Jessome is an artist living and working in Hamilton,  

Ontario. 
   



Ed Woods 
 
 

Mr. Lease 
 
One time I leased a car for 2 years from GM and no matter 
how hard I tried to clarify things they could not get my name 
straight. The contract came under the name of Mr. Lease. 
When I gave my name they said two drivers were not allowed 
on the same lease. I said to decline Mr. Lease and put Ed 
Woods on it. They wanted a notarized letter from Mr. Lease 
accepting that I would be the only driver since he was the 
person paying the lease. I went to a Notary Public and they 
didn't understand either and wanted me and Mr. Lease to be 
present at the same time to sign the papers. I said; "We are 
here all in one package." 
 
In the end I just paid the extra 2.00 per month for the second 
driver and any communications were under the name of Mr. 
Lease. I don't know what would have happened had I or Mr. 
Lease had a collision. I probably would have suffered a 
nervous breakdown trying to sort it out. They never 
questioned that Mr. Lease and I had the same driver’s license 
number listed on the contract. 
 
Two years later when I turned the car in, as I needed a van to 
lease, the same salesperson I originally signed with asked 
where Mr. Lease was as we both had to sign off the 
paperwork. I said; "Look, you remember what a jerk he was 
just to get the contract in force so I snuck in here ahead of 
time so I don't have to stomach the sight of him. I'll sign for 
both of us because the car is in good shape and you have a 
buyer for it so let's wipe this clean and get it over with 
quickly". 
 
 
 



 
 
 
The salesman agreed and said: "I never like that moron from 
the moment he set foot on the property and showed his ugly 
face" I said: "You ought to try being around him all the time, 
it like a never-ending nightmare" 
 
As I drove away in my van I said "I must thank the person 
who discovered alcohol. They would have never known how 
the modern world will cope if not for this discovery" As a 
shot of humour I signed off Mr. Lease as 'Noah Lease' as in an 
Italian dialect of 'No-a-Lease'. 



 
 
 
1978 and I was earning a good income delivering nuclear 
fuel to power plants and processing centers and decided to 
lease a better car and chose the Oldsmobile Cutlass 
Supreme, a very notable car at the time. I planned to buy it 
out at the end of the lease but two years later I required a 
van for practical purposes and decided to turn it in for 
exchange of a further lease on the van. This occurred when I 
lived in Toronto and rented a luxury suite in Scarborough 
which at the time was emerging as 'The Place to Live' vying 
for people from Don Mills and Rosedale or Forest Hill. 

Ed Woods lives in the Dundas. Creative writing started in 2003 
through encouragement of professional writers to write about 
experiences, employment travels and life events. He loves 
writing about the infrastructure from the point of view as a 
transport driver, scuba diver, pilot of aircraft throughout 
western North America, pipeline work, swimming instructor, 
taxi driver, electrician and such. Since 2003 he has 9 
chapbooks in print and 525 poems in many magazines. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Christine McLeod 
 

 
The Gunshop (on a Saturday afternoon) 

 
 
There is a gun shop across from my store, an inauspicious 
building. Of course it would have to be. So much so that 
despite the fact it has been there oh, I guess about 20 years, 
hardly a day goes by when someone doesn’t say to me “I 
never even knew we had a gun shop in Hamilton” This is 
Canada, after all. We don’t have guns. We certainly don’t 
have gun shops. But there it is despite our illusions, the gun 
store. And don’t get me wrong, business is good. 
 
When I was a kid, my grandfather used to shoot crows up at 
the cottage. I’m not sure why. He didn’t like the way they 
would steal eggs from the robin’s nests, or the noise they 
made. Plus, he enjoyed the visceral pleasure of shooting a 
weapon that many men (and some women) seem to get-that 
I might even get myself if I had the guts to try it. 
 
 I still remember the day I found his stash of bullets in the 
shed-a magical dusty place of treasures and cobwebs. I stole 
them and threw them deep into the bushes, triumphant that 
the crows were now safe. My grandpa was not easily 
discouraged though, and I accompanied him to the gun store 
in town on the promise of ice cream after his errands were 
done. I was initially scared of the place, but it was brightly lit 
and smelled like leather and plastic and pipe tobacco–exotic 
and masculine. I didn’t even notice the guns, not really. The 
walls were adorned with deer heads, pheasants with their 
long silky tail feathers, and a bear stood upright in the 
corner, poised to fight. Its dark, beady eyes challenged me 
and despite my unease, I could not resist reaching out to 
touch the soft black fur, dusty and worn as it was.  



 
 
 
The showpiece though was the moose head which hung 
majestically over the cash register desk. The antlers 
stretched wider than my own arms and it seemed 
impossibly big. It was the first time I had ever seen a moose 
for real. If the head was that big, I couldn’t imagine how 
much larger the rest of him had been. I felt a stab of awe and 
regret that has never left me to this day, seeing him stuck up 
on the wall. I had the same feeling watching the crows 
tumbling down out of the sky, feathers scattering. 
Eventually, we left the store and the rest of the day faded 
away to keep company with all the other uneventful things 
of childhood. 
 
Although it is almost always men who shop at the gun shop 
(much in the same way it is almost always women who shop 
at my store), sometimes I see young families going inside. 
They are reminders of that day. Sometimes I silently try to 
woo them over. “I’ve a bench for Mom to sit on” I think. I 
judge those parents negatively, harshly even. A gun shop is 
certainly no place for a child. There is no death in my store, 
no mysterious and petrified moose or geese to gawk at.  I’ve 
got chalk, and puzzles and toy cars. Child’s things.  It is a 
weaker enticement in comparison, I see that now. 
 
Despite my aversion to guns and killing, I’m not scarred by 
my childhood gun shop visit. It seems downright quaint as a 
memory. But there were also no high powered semi-
automatic weapons designed to kill god-knows what or pink 
rifles for girls. I didn’t become a hunter (as if that was the 
goal). If anything it reinforced my love of wild animals and 
my desire to see them alive, to save them. But every now and 
then on days like today, when I look across at the gun shop it 
brings me back to that time so many summers ago- of killing 
crows, of moose heads, and the feeling of loving wildlife and 
the helpless desire to preserve rather than destroy it. 



 
 
 
The story came about as the result of watching people file in 
and out of the gun shop across the street and feeling miffed 
people would rather take their kids there than my place – 
which, by the way, has lots of toys to play with. 
 
Christine McLeod is the owner of Revolution Kids on Locke 
Street South in Hamilton, ON. She dabbles in poetry, short 
fiction and compulsive baking. In a former life she was an 
essayist ad editor but left all that for the glamour of retail. 
 
revolutionkids.ca 



Susanne Mills 

 

 
Clearing Storm 
 
 

 



 
 
 
I planned to spend summer in Hamilton, reconnecting with 
friends, enjoying festivals, patio beers, and bathing in the 
colourful personalities that on hot humid nights. But about 
halfway through the summer, I sensed a mounting unease. I 
felt trapped by the thick hot air, the crowds, and the 
knowledge that miles of city and car-filled hi-ways separated 
me from trees, lakes and open space. I had to get out. I woke 
up before dawn and drove nine hours to Lake Superior - 
with a stop in my hometown to visit an old (queer) friend 
who moves in and out of different worlds.  
 
Once at the lake I spent time reading Halberstam’s ‘In a 
Queer Time & Place’. In recounting reactions to the killing of 
a young transperson in rural US, the book explores what it 
means to queer time and place in the context of urban rural 
tensions that animate queer, racial and class politics. Often 
those living in urban places see rural areas and small cities 
as backward, violent and antagonistic to those living out 
queer lives. Queerness is equated with being urban and 
middle class, and queer migration to cities as emancipatory. 
In the city, queer time (the ability to live narratives that 
don’t follow the typical markers of time and age such as 
marriage, children etc.), becomes possible as does the ability 
to destabilize heterosexual/cisgendered environments to 
‘queer’ space.  
 
But out, queer spaces in the city can also be power laden and 
exclusive. Queers do live in rural spaces and small cities 
where they produce cultures and spaces. I did, for example, 
meet Ferron, the dyke musician icon of the 1980s who is the 
focus of the last chapter of the book, not in Toronto, but in 
Regina and Saskatoon. 
 
Suzanne Mills has lived in Hamilton for seven years after 
having lived in five Canadian provinces. 



Tom Shea 

 
 

BLOOD PATH: BOOK LUNGS 
 
 
i am here, holding my breath. 
like always. 

 
having been through my heart 
recently, 
i can tell you it is: 

a) not well lit 
b) not so strong that it 
c) does not need you to return, 
to bring oxygen into the cycle. 

 
you 

are a book that i burned before i could read it. 
you 

are a bridge i still intend to cross. 
 
Julius Caesar burned his fleet upon the dover shore. 
no further explanation was required; 
the only way to go was forward. 
me? I am no conqueror bound for glory, 
just a bit actor in the age-old story 
just a tempest dreaming rainbows; 
i long only to inhale you again. 

your ashes are smeared on my throat. 
 
the only contact we have with this world 
is our breath. our hearts: 

are blind salamanders hunting 
worms in a cave. our skin: 

peels away, already dead. our eyes and ears: 
meet the world like radio telescopes 
kissing distant stars, in love with 



 
 
 
vibrations from a past already irretrievable. 
but here on the interface, text becomes thought. 
spark meets oxygen and i  

explode 
every second i am with you. 
we are fires in slow motion, 

smearing ashes 
on the throat of the world. 

 
if there is iron inside me, you find it. 
you galvanize me, remind me that 
all good things in time must rust 
but until then, oh how we rush 
we young we blush 
clutch our breath 
crush our breasts together 
breathe the same air in and 
out and in again we share 
the rust-red stain of sin. 
our hands are guilty, filthy with 
the pure desires of secret skin 
reborn beneath and dying to begin. 
 
we ride a tide nestled in tides, 
 repeating on every scale: 
our wake spreads out on every side. 
the way that we love is the way rivers run-- 
deeper and deeper in channels ever smaller 
canyoning on between soft-crumbling walls  
that collapse on our profoundest passions 

until we are spent and the bells end their song, 
our reds become blues, 
our drums fallen mute. 

 
 



 
 
 
our bodies read the world as circles 
nested within circles text and subtext 
interlocking we connect the dots 
to form spider-webs of fiction where 
we function; each of us an island 
all an archipelago; our fishing nets 
trawl meanings  
from the oceans of the world, 

our little gleanings,  
all our breathings, 
all our common private learnings 

embedded in our bodies cell by cell. 
 
our blood will keep streaming on 
in other bodies when we're gone 
our ancient dreams will recur 
on other nights, in other heads 
in other beds all linked invisibly 

by threads 
that trace silver constellations 
in a single common sky, 

a single common dream that whispers by. 
 
the veins 
of our mythology pulse solemnly 
with the memory of a heart that calls us home, 
an ancient canon booming out 
the blood song we all know. 
 
when we kiss we exchange carbon. 

your ashes  
are smeared  

on my throat. 
 
 



 
 
 
Blood Path: Book Lungs was written as an intentionally 
obtuse response to a banal assignment during an AQ course 
for teachers. It originally included spiders, reader-response 
theory, the Roman conquest of England, and a complete map 
of the human circulatory system. It was the most intricate 
thing I'd ever written. It got an excellent mark, probably 
because it was too incomprehensible to be properly 
evaluated. But nobody liked it. So I boiled on the back 
burner for a couple of years, cutting lines every time. Finally, 
I was talked into joining a Poetry Slam. Editing went into 
overdrive. This was all that remained--less than half the 
original sprawling mess, and a much more approachable 
object. 
 
Tom Shea is a poet, novelist, educator, and musician. He lives 
in Hamilton with a delightful family, a crooked black cat, and 
at least two too many guitars. 



Jeff Griffiths 
 
 

NFLD 2015 
 
 
July 12   
 
Our cabin in Gros Morne is at the end of the end of a road, 
around a small harbour, up a hill, past antler racks over 
garages, lobster traps in yards with grass wrapping them 
like waving seaweed.  
 
Eight efficient little units. Ours and the rental car are just 
slightly smaller than our home and car in Ontario. 
  
I can see Gros Morne Mountain from pretty much anywhere 
we go. It doesn’t look like a mountain, more like a colossal 
beach rock dropped onto the meadows. It is the second 
highest peak in the province and it frightens me. I climbed it 
in 1998, running like a scared mountain goat.  
  
The kids are eager to get to the top. I try everything to 
thwart their excitement but I’ve been too open about my 
fears and they are determined. They take the parental role. 
“You can do it Dad.” My son even rests his hand on my 
shoulder from the back seat. This warms me.  
 
July 14 
 
 I wake to sun pounding through the blinds. I put my hand 
between the slats and a nuclear blast of light seers my hopes 
for another day of pardon. I open the window and it is 
warmer than any Newfoundland day I’ve ever felt. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
I make breakfast, which means passing out cereal boxes. I 
have to bark the orders to prepare for the hike. It’s all I can 
muster in me to not sit back and let the kids watch TV, to 
spend the day waiting for one of them to look up, blink once 
or twice, and say, “Are we going yet?” 
 
But my weak resolve is set. I have to go forward with this. 
 
I want coffee so we are in the car quickly and into Rocky 
Harbour. I get what I need at the cafe, the only espresso I 
found west of St. Johns. 
   
I pull into a cramped rutted parking lot. There are a few 
spots near the trail head, probably left by people that 
arrived at sunrise and have finished the hike already. We 
park. I forge today’s date onto yesterdays expired park pass. 
  
“Ok let’s get this party started,” I say with all my anxious 
strength. 
  
 It’s a two-hour uphill walk just to get to the bottom of the 
mountain, and it’s hot. The kids are complaining. We have 
hiked and camped in at least three dozen places across 
Canada and the U.S. and never have the proper equipment. 
My daughter is wearing converse runners, my son has a 
crappy pair from Wal-Mart and I am wearing six-year-old 
Keens. We have three containers of water, a few granola 
bars, and three apples. We stop at the base of the climb. I 
look up, and then back at the already stellar view. I point to a 
moose. This excites us along with the fact we can see where 
our cabin is, and Woody Point across the inlet. Maybe it even 
distracts us. Either way it is beautiful. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
We silently begin. My son is happy, jumping from boulder to 
boulder like a chimp; he’s always like a chimp, grocery 
shopping with him is a nightmare. The assent route is called 
a scree, large boulders that we have to step over, often using 
our hands. My daughter seems to have suddenly soaked up 
my fears, she is shaky. I move close to her and talk about 
taking a boat cruise the next day. I forget about the height. 
After twenty minutes we stop and plant ourselves on a 
couple of stones. I look back for the first time. We are higher 
than all the flat topped hills around us. I can see as far as I 
want.   
 
The top comes after more rests and reassurance but we get 
there. The summit isn’t like a mountain peak, just a field of 
broken rock and a sign we stand beside and trade picture 
taking with a man and woman. I love that photo before I 
look at it.  
 
At this point we are ignorant to the remaining 11 kms we 
have to walk to get to our car.  
 
Our water is gone. If I was in a desert and said to my son, 
“This water has to last a week.” He would say “Huh?” and 
down the bottle dripping half of it down his face.  
 
 The return route is a gradual decline through a valley. 
About half way down our conversation is only about water. I 
look at each tiny puddle as a possibility. Then I recall 
reading that the stream water is drinkable. We stop at a 
pond and I see a guy dipping his bottle in. I ask him. He nods, 
“Sure is buddy, best water you’ll drink.” 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
July 18 
 
Today we leave Gros Morne and our little home. I found a 
cottage in Bonavista. Last night I emailed one place where a 
woman named Linda Pardy told me she was full, but please 
call her sister-in-law who just renovated a salt-box 
fisherman’s house and it should be ready to go. I did and it 
was.  
  
We get our stuff in the car. I check once more for anything 
left behind. I kind of clean up, dirty towels in the tub, dishes 
are washed and away. I take a breath that holds back 
something sad. I guess leaving isn’t my favourite thing.   
  
July 19  
 
In Bonavista I wake from a corpse like sleep. Rain pelts 
against the windows. The wind is insane, I pull back the 
white sheer curtains and it looks like the cottage is inching 
through a carwash. I don’t want to spend the day flitting 
around checking email and Facebook while the kids watch 
TV.  
 
 I push myself to get up. Coffee is my lone inspiration. The 
ocean is rolling in at surf-board heights. I see on-line there is 
a Puffin festival in a tiny town to the east and I resolve to get 
us there.  
 
Three hours later we get into the car. I’m nearly crazy with 
self-disappointment. I should have got us going two hours 
ago.  
 
 
  
   



 
 
 
The Puffin festival is three booths in a gravel parking lot. We 
walk to the shore. My daughter leans back and the wind 
holds her up. There is a house plunked in the weeds, empty, 
paint gone, I wonder if it blew here from across the bay, like 
Dorothy’s house in the tornado, spinning in the sky. 
  
It hits me out of nowhere that my wife and I camped here in 
1998, right on the hill behind me. A horse ran down the road 
in the morning while the sun made every cloud a different 
colour. 
  
My son says “What’s wrong Dad?” 
 



 
 
 
Our trip to Newfoundland sticks with me like a friend I love 
staying in touch with.  
 
Jeff Griffiths lives in Hamilton with his son and daughter 
because there is no place he’d rather be. 
 



Gary Barwin 
 
 

Prediction 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
A psychic turns over a tarot card with a lasagna on it.  

“You will marry an Albanian shopkeeper,” she says. 

“Wait,” you say. “You’ve got it all wrong. I am the psychic and 
it is you who will marry the shopkeeper. I will turn the card 
over at the perfect moment so that the lasagna is piping hot 
and can feed those who have travelled far to attend your 
wedding, a party of 300 in a village in the mountains of 
Korab.”  

“Birzim,” you say to your shopkeeper. “We have the cards for 
everything. When we want a chair to be a chair, we will ask 
it. The river will be the river. A rabbit will be itself. Our life 
together will be whatever we ask it to be, for the psychic 
said so. 

“I thought you were the psychic,” he says. “Oh. Yes. I am,” 
you say. “My mistake. I am the psychic and this is my 
prediction.” 

 



 
 
 
There’s a great Twitterbot called @MagicRealismBot which 
generates really intriguing premises for ostensibly existing 
magic realist works of literature. Who could resist trying to 
actually create some of these works? A giraffe files a tax 
return and then buries a monkey. A man discovers an extra 
foot under the hat of his lover. An army gets lost in a 
labyrinth made of owls. Ok, so I made those up – I’m in an 
airport in my own little piece of magic realism, travelling to 
India with my in-laws and we’re staying at the Shangri-la 
Eros Hotel in Delhi and I’m writing this on my phone – but 
you get the idea. The bot creates messages like those and so, 
“Prediction” is based on one of them. I’ll leave you to figure 
out which part of it was suggested by the bot. Also, I find 
psychics to be compelling. I don’t know if they ever know 
anything about the future but they are technicians of hope 
and fear. Tarot cards are a bit like a Twitterbot in that they 
permute a range of possible outcomes into apparently 
meaningful content, outcomes which delight, intrigue and 
trouble us. That itself is like poetry. 
 
Gary Barwin is a writer, composer, multimedia artist, and the 
author of books of poetry and fiction as well as books for kids. 
His most recent books are the poetry collection, Moon Baboon 
Canoe, and the visual poetry sequence, The Wild and 
Unfathomable Always and the recently released Yiddish for 
Pirates, which has been nominated for the 2016 Giller Prize. 
He frequently collaborates with other writers, musicians, and 
artists and has published several books of these 
collaborations. He was Young Voices Writer-in-Residence at 
the Toronto Public Library in Fall of 2013 and Writer-in-
Residence at Western University. Back in the stone age, he 
received a PhD in music composition and he currently lives in 
Hamilton and at garybarwin.com. 

http://garybarwin.com/


Tor Lukasik-Foss 
 

 

Eggs 

 
 
The moment I knew I could cook happened during a 
colonoscopy. And before I continue, let me just say that if 
you are over forty, and are haunted by worries that you’re 
not a good cook, get a colonoscopy.  If it goes like mine did, it 
will put to rights any doubts about your facility in the 
kitchen.  I hear it also helps check for the cancers.  
 
You see, about four years ago I went man-camping up north 
with two of my closest friends.  We deliberately chose a 
campsite that required three portages and about five hours 
of paddling.  The last leg of the trip featured a boggy swamp 
that was a nightmare to push through.  We did all this 
because it was needlessly excessive in a way that men 
sometimes require things to be.  
 
For those who don’t know, bogs are formed when water 
rodents team together and create immense floating islands 
of fecal decay, which then clump together in order wreck an 
entire corner of a lake.  Canadians are not repulsed by this, 
because beavers are our national animal, and eventually nice 
plants grow on top the floating turds to make them seem 
natural.  I read a magazine once that said if your stool floats 
it’s a sign of a healthy constitution. So there’s that too.  
 
My point is, I fell into the bog.  I was standing up in the 
canoe, trying to assert manliness, and was punished.  I 
toppled in and sucked bog up my nose and down my throat.  
It tasted as you would expect.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
In that moment my camping trip was tinged with a little 
brown speck of doubt.  ‘Camping is awesome’, I would think, 
‘but I wonder how long before the beaver madness sets in 
and my friends will have to kill me in empathy and sink my 
body in the lake?’  Worse than fears of my imminent death, I 
started to doubt my cooking skills. “Tor,” my friends would 
say, “you’re so brilliant the way you can make eggs so tasty 
out here in the woods, using only an open fire, bacon fat, 
butter, salt, cheese, summer sausage and gin—how do you 
do it?”  I had always taken these compliments as truth.  I am 
a good cook.  But the bog juice suddenly made them into 
things that sweaty drunkards say when there is no other 
available food. 
 
Weeks later, as the symptoms of my abdominal parasite had 
started to bloom, these doubts grew in proportion.  ‘People 
are always complimenting the cook’, I would reason, 
‘especially when the cooking is bad.  So how does any cook 
really know where he or she stands?’ 
 
‘What if this whole world is floating dung pile of lies? What if 
I actually am dirty and gross, making dirty gross food for my 
family, skewering their taste buds so that they too will 
become dirty and gross?’  This is how a bog makes you think. 
 
It took me six months and two rounds of anti-biotics to kill 
my parasite. This lead to two full years of irritable bowel 
syndrome, a condition serious enough to warrant a 
colonoscopy.  
 
The day before my appointment, the only thing I ingested 
was a drink that flushes everything out of your body that 
isn’t an organ.   
 
 



 
 
 
As a result, the next morning I was sitting in the waiting 
room, not so much riddled with doubt as feeling 
disconcertingly empty. It was only after a half an hour that it 
dawned on me, that irritable bowel syndrome is likely the 
happiest condition that warrants a colonoscopy and that 
maybe I was the luckiest person in this particular room.  
 
In the prep and recovery room, wearing a hospital garment I 
like to call ‘the shaming smock of medicine’, I also had the 
privilege of hearing a man of similar age awake from his 
procedure.  He was still massively under the influence of the 
psychotropic anal-loosening drugs required for the 
procedure.  He was telling his wife how much he loved her, 
and then told her how much he loved the clinic’s sofa, then 
he told her how beautifully smooth the exit door was.   It 
was like a truth drug.  
 
And then the nurse came in and administered the same drug 
to me.  
 
I don’t remember my colonoscopy.  I don’t remember 
anything really.  I know my wife drove me home.  I didn’t tell 
her I loved her, even though I wish I did.   What I did do was 
this: I went home and made eggs.  Despite my wife yelling at 
me not to, despite her cringing as my shirt flaps tickled the 
flames, I heated my pan, cracked my eggs, made a plain 
omelet, and then passed out.  
 
When I awoke, my doubts had vanished.   In the first 
moments after being probed, my system evacuated, my 
mind deeply impaired, I still knew how to make eggs 
without setting myself on fire.  The whole of my body knew 
how to make them—it was deep in my muscles.  
 
 



 
 
 
That’s when I realized that good or bad doesn’t matter in 
life. Just as the beaver unconsciously, relentlessly befouls a 
lake with its waste, I too in a similar way, will cook eggs.   It’s 
in my nature. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Hamilton, 2016  
 
Tor Lukasik-Foss is a performer, visual artist and writer based 
in Hamilton ON. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lisa Emmons 
 
 

(Parentheses) 
 

 



 
 
 
Thoughts in between 
Complete with/out 
Intimacy 
I see/hear you 
You see/hear me 
Me see/hear you 
I we me all 
 
Hamilton, 2016 
 
Lisa Emmons is the Artistic Director of Form Contemporary Dance 
Theatre, which she in February 2014. Working as an independent 
dance artist and choreographer since her graduation from York 
University in 2004 she aims to foster collaborative artistic 
relationships resulting in intimate live performances. 
 
formcdt.ca 



Ed Shaw 
 
 

Scenes from the Wrong Side of the Bar,  
# 6  
 
Last call was 45 minutes ago. A table of punters, having 
doubled up at the bell, still nursing their second to last pints. 
Continue to sweep the room, moving upstairs and back. 
Collect empty glasses and near empty glasses from the ones 
not paying attention. Loudly and intrusively clear ashtrays, 
use the spray bottle on the lit fags. Move quickly so any 
objections get left behind in the trail of ash and smoke. Circle 
past once again. Remind them, less gently than before, it is 
time to finish up. 
 
“Ya, ya, no worries mate. We’ll be done soon.” 
 
Australians, go figure.  Never ones to hurry. What’s the 
difference between an Australian and a 747? One stops 
whining when it gets to Heathrow. A joke told to me by a 
South African, go figure. 
 
The pub is clearing out except for the Antipodeans. Last call 
was an hour ago. The tables have been cleaned. Time to lose 
the subtlety: begin to stack the chairs on the tables around 
the pub. Around the table.  
 
Reach into the conversation and grab empty pints. You 
would take the unfinished ones but they are paying 
attention: “Finish up now please. Last call was an hour ago … 
stop taking the mick.” 
 
Surprised looks: “Calm down mate” 
 
“What’s the rush?” 
 



 
 
 
At least they are down to their last pints. You don’t mind 
people enjoying themselves but you have your own night to 
get on with. 
 
The ship’s bell used for last call rings violently: Tam behind 
the counter. Tam, our dark horse, glaring at the table: “Oi! 
You lot … finish up and fuck off. We want to get out and have 
a night too!” 
 
Startled looks and the hurried downing of pints: sudden and 
rapid reaction from the table you have been sparring with 
for an hour. English attitude trumps Canadian courtesy. You 
lead them to the door, past Tam sitting at the bar with an air 
of satisfaction, and lock-up. 
 
The pub finally cleared out and cleaned up. A quick round of 
pints for yourselves: time for your night to begin. Walk 
down the Chalk Farm Road to the Monarch. The whole crew 
still in the matching Man in the Moon polo shirts, ready for a 
night out. Doorman lets you in for free. A few dirty looks 
from the line but professional courtesy and all. 
 
The Monarch is hot, humid, and loud. It is the Elastic 
Fantastic Plastic Bubble party tonight. Lights cast colourful 
and hypnotic patterns on the walls and ceiling through the 
cigarette smoke and dry ice. Dancers lost in the music. 
People lost in the drink. You lost in the crowd. Hours go by 
in minutes and the lights come on. You ready to leave 
quickly, professional courtesy and all. Tam and Nancy, 
however, have another idea: they are looking down, working 
the floor for dropped change.  
 
£15.00 in 5 minutes. Easy pickings and not a bad rate of 
return for a Thursday night. 
 



 
 
 
My wife and I went to England to help friends manage their 
pub, which lead to managing our own pub. I took notes. The 
names have sometimes been changed to protect the 
innocent and guilty alike. 
 
Ed Shaw likes to write. He has published two volumes of 
poetry. He is slowly working on a compilation of stories about 
his time behind the bar of an English pub. 
 
fortyteenyearold.wordpress.com (if he ever gets around to 
updating it.) 
 

http://fortyteenyearold.wordpress.com/
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