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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. 

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: timeandplacesubmissions@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 
Words Editor: Jeff Griffiths 
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Virginia Ashberry 
 
 

Sunday Dinner 
 
 
In the 1950’s, we always had roast beef for diner on 
Sundays. A roast every week proved to my father’s 
satisfaction that he could keep his wife, two sons and one 
daughter well; proved to him that the poverty of his 
childhood would never be revisited. 
 
Ours was not a good roast. Not that I knew a good cut of beef 
yet. I was thirty years old before a friend introduced me to 
rump roast, eye of round, and prime rib. No, every Sunday 
we had a cheap cut, short rib or chuck, virtually stewed in a 
big black enamel roasting pan, lid on, two cups of water and 
a big blob of catsup poured over the meat.  Cooked more by 
steaming than roasting, a process that leached every scent of 
flavor from the meat after four hours at 375 degrees 
Fahrenheit.  
 
An hour before dinner, about the same time that Tinkerbell 
glazed our black and white television screen with ‘The 
Wonderful World of Disney’, mom would dump five pounds 
of peeled and quartered potatoes, four onions peeled and 
quartered and two pounds of carrots into the simmering 
brown slush around the roast, sloping the chunks about in 
the juice till they all glistened. Then she’d put the big black 
lid on and shove the pan back into the oven. 
 
“There’s never much gravy if you cook the vegetables in with 
the roast, it takes all the browning out of the drippings,” 
she’d recite, even if no one was in the kitchen to hear.  Still 
standing there, hands on her hips, the long dirty white tea 
towel used instead of oven mitts, dangling from her right 
hand, she’d state:  



 
 
 
“I’ll have to use Bisto if the gravy is going to have any colour 
at all,” then sighing in defeat, “You can’t have both veg and 
gravy”. 
 
Now, if the roast was left alone…. not forced to share its 
room with vegetables…not like me and my brothers, them 
sleeping on a bunk bed and me on a cot, wedged in a tiny 
room meant to be a main-floor bathroom that never 
happened…no, if the roast was all alone in the pan, there’d 
be lots of gravy. Gravy to cover mashed potatoes, gravy to 
disguise peas half covered by lumps of gristle and yellow fat, 
gravy for Dad to sop up with a stack of bread. Something to 
wipe off his plate, so that he could show us all how to use up 
everything and not waste anything.  
 
And that lonely roast would give us gravy for tomorrow. 
Gravy for the every-Monday-night, leftover roast beef diner. 
For what dad called shit-on-a-shingle, sliced meat on bread, 
smothered in gravy, served up with un-mashed boiled 
quarters of potato and another can of over-cooked, mushy 
green peas. 
 
But on this Sunday, when the roast left the table, and the big 
bowel of leftover potatoes and veg found a home in the 
round toped refrigerator, jammed into the crisper drawer or 
shoved to the back of the second shelf, up against a mug that 
was missing it’s handle, a mug filled with saved layers of 
bacon grease for later fry-ups.  
 
Then we waited, silent, no kicking under the table, not 
looking at each other, afraid to see a gesture, or a stuck out 
tongue that might pull a squeak out of our own throat, and 
make mom angry and dad demand punishment. We’d 
stretch our ears to the kitchen, holding mid breath, praying 
to hear the words “Lick your forks kids, there’s desert”.  



 
 
 

I usually write hard hitting stuff. This is not. 
  
It is so easy to write about the nasty underside of life, so 
now and then, it is good to stretch out and look at the 
wonder that exists in the every day. We all have memories 
that are distinct even from those who were present in the 
same place at the same time. What we each pay attention to 
is unique to ourselves. This is just a snapshot of a Sunday 
dinner that repeated itself to me hundreds of times and 
bears sharing.  I hope this story transports you and leaves a 
smile. 
 
Virginia Ashberry has been living and writing in Hamilton for 
the past five years. What a cool place to do this eh? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Noel Griffiths 

 
 

Surface 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
All my life I have wanted to take pictures of everything I did 
and everywhere I went. When I wasn’t taking photos, I was 
filming movies with my friends. This specific photo was 
taken January 14th, 2018. I was taking a stroll with my 
cousin at Bayfront Park, the wind coming over the bay was 
frigid. There were people ice fishing, so we decided to head 
out to take a look.  I came across a patch of bubbly ice that 
crunched when we stepped on it, for a second, I thought it 
was going to break beneath my feet, I then came to my 
senses and realized it was simply the top layer. Without 
hesitation I whipped out my phone and started snapping 
photos from every angle. 
 
Noel Foss-Griffiths lives in Hamilton with his Dad, his sister 
Sophia, and 2 dogs, 2 rats, and a turtle. He is in grade 8 at 
Ryerson Middle School. He takes acting classes with Creative 
Theatre Company. He also has been filming and editing his 
own movies since 2015. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Danny Medakovic 
 
 

Stripes and Stars 
 
 
Don’t speak to me 
In subliminal messages 
All your wishes are hostages  
Set free by your own demands 
  
And don’t talk to me 
Of the flags of our fathers 
And don’t even bother 
Waving a hand 
  
There’s a boy in a red hat 
And he tells me where it’s at 
But he speaks to me in tongues 
And his spit fills up my lungs 
  
I had a dream of stripes and stars 
But the stripes were metal bars 
And the stars were big explosions 
High above a burning ocean 
  
The desert sands 
Grow a little each day 
Well they’re coming our way 
It’s just a matter of time 
  
This hourglass 
We call an atmosphere 
It’s just a thin veneer 
And it’s wearing away 
  
 
 



 
 
 
There’s a boy in a red hat 
And he tells me where it’s at 
But he speaks to me in tongues 
And his spit fills up my lungs 
  
I had a dream of stripes and stars 
But the stripes were metal bars 
And the stars were big explosions 
High above a burning ocean 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
These lyrics were written in 2010, shortly after the BP Oil 
Spill Disaster in the Gulf of Mexico. The idea of an ocean 
being on fire seemed to be the epitome of how badly out of 
control we are getting as human beings, sucking the life out 
of our planet for profit. The lyrics came out in sort of a 
stream of consciousness form, melding visions of 
environment disasters with shifts in global politics; the “boy 
in a red hat” is China, and of course, “Stripes and Stars” is an 
ironic reference to the USA’s approach to world politics. This 
song seems to connect with people. 
 
Danny Medakovic has been playing music and writing songs 
for over 30 years. He is also a member of local alt-country 
group Fry Truck (who have performed at three Supercrawls 
and recently were headliners at the Hamilton World Music 
Festival) and is a former member of the City’s Music Strategy 
Working Committee. The song Stripes and Stars appears on 
his most recent self-produced album, “Jolley Cut” (available 
free on YouTube, as well as on iTunes and Spotify). 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Michael Ashdown 

 

 
A Foreign Mark 
 
 
There is a foreign mark upon my body, 
 
a mark I’ve never had before. 
 
It is new, exciting, an adjustment admittedly. 
 
My sun-kissed hand has been showered in love, 
 
save for one spot. 
 
Here is my new distinguishing feature, 
 
to go with the tattoos and the piercings,  
 
the ones I gave myself; 
 
to go with the freckles and the birthmarks, 
 
the ones nature gave me; 
 
this is something nature and I collaborated on: 
 
a suntan, upon my hand, 
 
everywhere, but the small piece of real estate 
 
underneath my wedding band. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
“A Foreign Mark” was composed late July 2015, just north of 
Puerto Morelos, Mexico. It was late on a Sunday afternoon, 
the last day of my honeymoon. I took some time to reflect as 
the sun slowly sank below the horizon. 
 
Michael Ashdown is a relatively new resident of Hamilton but 
has embraced it as his home. He graduated from Wilfrid 
Laurier University with a Bachelor of Arts in 2011 and 
currently works for Merit Brewing Company. He passes the 
time writing, procrastinating on his Spanish lessons and 
dabbling in the local comedy scene. 
 
 



Cornelia Peckart 

 

 
Tuesday Choir and Fernando 
 
 
Oh Fernando 
 
I laugh and laugh when we sing this song by Abba. And I 
can’t stop. I don’t think I will ever be able to stop. I find it is 
almost impossible to stay calm and not lose my shit.  
 
Why the hilarity? It has taken some serious reflection to get 
back to that time and place. Tuesday Choir has triggered me. 
Again. Time and Place. A song, Fernando. Tuesday Choir and 
our crazy selection of songs has become a portal to 
memories I was sure I had lost. 
 
Oh Fernando  
 
Dance floor. Germany. 1976.  
White jean pantsuit.  
Gold Zodiac necklace, Virgo. 
Charm bracelet. French magazine clutch. 
I’m almost 12. My cousins are 15 and 22. We are at a Disco in 
a relatively small town.  
 
Oh Fernando! 
 
I spent most of that summer in a small town in Germany.  
My Oma flew me over as a gift while the rates were cheaper. 
I was not always the best guest. I was 11. Homesick. I must 
have reread the Outsiders at least ten times during my six 
week stay. It was hard. And yet there were the fun moments 
on the weekends with my Uncles who had a band. They had 
a great horn section and played traditional and pop music at 
neighbouring wine, sausage and pancake festivals. 



 
 
 
Oh Fernando  
 
Reruns of Bonanza dubbed in German were the only North 
American television show available to watch. I longed for 
North American culture. And there were these Swedes 
singing away in English. Every German I knew was singing 
along, most not understanding the lyrics. And I would try to 
translate. I couldn't possibly have understood all the 
innuendo. ABBA and Fernando were everywhere! 
 
Oh Fernando  
 
Every time the song would come on, there would be drama 
on the dance floor. The dance was a courtship. I saw this 
replayed a hundred times on a hundred different dance 
floors. I try to hold in the laughter. These adults were 
ridiculous! 
 
And my Fernando  
 
He must have been all of 17 when he asked me to dance at 
the Disco, I was dumbfounded. With my cousin’s 
encouragement I said yes and took his hand, scared beyond 
belief. Unaware of my own sexual agency. Other couples 
already playing out an intimacy that was foreign to me. I 
danced and prayed for the song to end.  
 
But oh Fernando, you do go on and on Fernando! 
 
Four minutes holding my breath, following, as the young 
man lead me around the dance floor. And when it was done, 
and he led me back to our table, I had to be cool. No gaggle of 
friends to decompress and dissect what had just happened. I 
wanted to laugh. So hard! To share my thrilling ride. Instead. 
Be cool. Calm down. Be cool.  



 
 
 
Oh Fernando  
 
‘There was something in the air that night 
The stars were bright, Fernando 
They were shining there for you and me 
For liberty, Fernando 
Though I never thought that we could lose 
There's no regret 
If I had to do the same again 
I would, my friend, Fernando’ 
 
Oh Fernando  
 
Queue the trigger. Safely surrounded by friends at Tuesday 
Choir, we begin singing Fernando. The nervous laughter 
held in for the past 41 Years is unleashed! 
 
Oh Fernando 
 
Will I continue to laugh, now that I know the Time and 
Place?  
 
Fernando? 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Our little community choir has once again triggered a 
memory of time and place. An incident that happened a long 
time ago in a faraway land: an event that may explain some 
of my ongoing awkwardness around cute boys. 
 
Cornelia Peckart, regional artist. Enjoys a good walk in the 
woods with her pup Daisy. Occasionally pushing through the 
hard stuff and reading a story in front of kind people without 
fainting or having a giggle fit. Loves Time and Place. 



Clayton McCann 

 
 

(B)advice column #1 
 
 
Dear Stretch-the-truth-to-fit-the-climate: Recently I have 
been throwing up. A lot. I work at a public art gallery and I 
think it might have something to do with the numerous 
administraitors (sic). What should I? 
 
Dear Molly Ringwald: Mostly I just go around singing hip-
hop in my head, hoping that the workday will end in 
screeching tires, a smoke-show, and 
 
Dear Horrible Swelling: 
 
Dear Ministrations of Uncoupling: Ever since Ferguson, I get 
the feeling that cops are pointing their guns at me. How can I 
be sure? 
 
Dear Elastic Waistband: Since you gone I have taken to the 
bottle. Since you went, I have had to walk to the Bulk Barn. 
Since you. 
 
Dear Tears of a Clown: Not another Nancy Reagan. 
 
Dear Hotel-in-a-handbag: Unsubscribe/See all your alerts. 
 
Dear Manga-junkie: Who’s the old guy in all those photos 
with you? And why do you resemble the “It’s Gone Forever” 
girl? And who took the pictures? And why am I just hearing 
about this? I feel like I met you somewhere? And don’t you 
know me? You know me. You 
 
Dear Okono Miyaki: A hard rain burns the skin. 
 
 



 
 
 
Dear Tulsa Tampons: I dreamed a gang of Juggalos were 
chasing me through a BMX maze. I launched a fat air and for 
a second, the only time since my birth, I was flying. From 
somewhere came the tinny music of a Blackpool dancehall. 
And the smell of fried fish. Suddenly, a woman’s breast 
struck me in the face. “Relax,” I said to the gathering clouds 
of evening, “you can land this.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
I wrote the piece while waiting out the rain in the Monashee 
Mountains. We were sitting on about 14 XL totes of freshly-
harvested MJ, hoping it wouldn't all turn to compost. And, of 
course, the truck was late. And we were out of cigarettes. 
That's how poetry happens, I guess. 
 
Clayton McCann earned his anthropology MA conducting 
fieldwork among marijuana workers in the southern interior 
of British Columbia (2014), and his creative writing MFA 
writing about their lives (2017). He studied craft under Tom 
Wayman at the Kootenay School of the Arts in Nelson, BC. 
Recent work appears in Moss: A Journal of the Northwest 1.1, 
Anthropologica 54:2, Canadian Literature #212, 
SubTerrain61 (Okanagan Folio #13), and ACME (#14): 
International E-Journal of Critical Geographies. His collection 
of creative nonfiction and essays, Burdens of Pleasure: CNF 
from Canada’s Illicit Cannabis Production Industry, will be 
available 2019. 
 
 
 
 



Scot Cameron 

 
 

An Abandoned House I have Memories of 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

A common theme in my photography is abandoned homes. I 
think most of us imagine who may have lived there, why 
they left, why it was never sold and left to deteriorate. Why 
is it still standing?  

This photograph is of an abandoned house and I know it’s 
story.  This my great grandparents home on Manitoulin 
Island. This home was built in the mid 1900s by my great 
grandfather with help from my great uncles. But my 
connection to this house goes deeper then that. I have vivid 
memories of visiting my great grandmother and great uncles 
on my summer pilgrimages to the Island. 

I remember walking in to the dimly lit kitchen with its soot 
covered walls from the wood stove. My great grandmother, 
hunched over from the severe osteoporosis, cackling while 
toiling in the kitchen. She was always cooking something - 
often stewing the raspberries we had just picked from the 
patch behind the house. I'd watch my great uncle Everett 
with amazement as he would gum his food with his 
toothless mouth; oranges were particularly 
entertaining. The smell of the house, I will never forget. It 
was a mix of smoke and most likely some spores of mould or 
mildew.  

I often think I should be brave and go inside, I'm sure it 
would still have the same smell although mixed in would 
likely be the smell of animal feces and rotting wood. Another 
generation of the family has now inherited the property, and 
I am quite sure it will be bulldozed soon. Until then, I plan to 
continue to visit every year until it has been razed.  

Scot Cameron is a writer, photographer and skater. He lives 
and plays in Waterdown with his wife and two kids. 



Elizabeth Tessier 
 
 

Easy Come 
 
 
home comforts 
cast off skin and entrails 
of aspirants coughing out 
sofas and area rugs 
beside dumpsters 
in the civic landscape. 
One wall is all 
you need plus sidetables, 
beer, and a roach  
clip from Dad’s cousin. 
Room to live 
in the gravel lot. 
Bring your smokes man 
pull up a chair 
meet me there 
the mission’s great 
when you’re so poor 
you’re sober, 
but tonight is fine 
cash on the line 
let’s shoot the shit 
and save a bit 
for breakfast. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
This poem is inspired by a particular photo my husband 
took of an outdoor living space downtown. It was a pretty 
comfortable living room set-up in a parking lot. I wanted to 
capture something of the sort of people who put it together. 
Hamilton has an unpretentious community spirit I admire.  
 

Elizabeth Tessier is from Hamilton and has worked in 
museums for 30 years. She is currently a caretaker at 
Dundurn. She has previously published in Hamilton Arts and 
Letters and as part of a team in Evenings on Paisley Avenue: 
Seven Hamilton Poets, edited by Marilyn Gear-Pilling.  She 
self-published The Words They Cannot Say. She has four 
wonderful kids and a very supportive husband. 



Dylan Swan & Heather Angus-Lee 
 
 

Art Around the Bay : One Painting per KM 
 
KM 27 : High Level 

 
 

 
 
 

Runners level off: 
The McQuesten is, who can 

See the finish line? 
 



 
 
 
In honour of the historic 30K road race, Around the Bay, 
Dylan Swan is painting a series of paintings of runners at 
each kilometer. Km 27 (the landmark Thomas B. McQuesten 
High Level Bridge on York Blvd, Hamilton, Ontario) was the 
first one Dylan painted and gave him the idea to do the 
series. 
 
The Art Gallery of Hamilton is exhibiting Dylan’s 30-painting 
series March 9 – May 26, 2019 in celebration of the 125th 
anniversary of the Around the Bay run, the oldest road race 
in North America. (See all the paintings completed to date at 
dylanswansart.ca.) 
 
Haiku by Heather Angus-Lee, who is writing one poem for 
each Art Around the Bay painting. 



Jeff Griffiths 
 

 

My Previous Girlfriend 

 
 
My previous girlfriend was sitting on the lazy-boy, feet up, 
yapping to my aunt and uncle. Rita’s hair was blonde and 
teased back.  It was 1988. 
      
Rita and I were calling ourselves ‘just friends’ and not 
mentioning that blurry middle zone that was often finding 
us closer than our public label. 
 
I was upstairs struggling to knot a tie. It was noon and my 
Dad’s memorial service was in two hours.  The reason I 
didn’t go downstairs and ask my uncle to help, or one of my 
friends that were sitting at the dining room table talking 
with my mom, was that my current girlfriend was on the end 
of the couch staring at Rita. 
 
Shari lived in Toronto and Rita in Cambridge. A good 
strategy until my Dad died. It was the perfect scenario for a 
romantic comedy. 
 
Both women were very good looking, for that matter all my 
girlfriends had been gorgeous, I was the problem, living as 
though I was speeding down a country road taking in the 
scenery yet never stopping to see its true beauty.      
    
I gave up on the tie and did my shirt up to the neck. I slipped 
on my suit jacket and went down to face the crowd.  
  
Uncle Bob saw me first. “Hey how come you don’t have to 
wear a tie?” Rita winked at me and Shari saw her. I waved 
and went to the kitchen. 
 
 



 
 
 
The townhouse wasn’t big enough for the amount of people 
that had dropped by.   
 
I squeezed in by the fridge and took a look inside. I grabbed 
the juice jug and was about to drink from it when my mom 
looked at me and shook her head just slightly. I got a plastic 
cup from the counter.   
 
I stood watching everyone, hearing my dad’s name followed 
with nods of approval.   
 
Shari looked around the corner from the hallway and gave 
me a tight smile. I smiled back and squirmed past some 
people I didn’t recognize to get to her.  
 
I remembered the first time my Dad met Shari and before I 
said her name he said “You must be Julia,” the name of 
another girl I’d been seeing. I told Shari later that he was 
always a joker and she believed me. But I knew with Rita 
sitting there, and Rita liked to talk a lot, that this was going 
to be different. 
 
The problem was I really liked Shari, I knew it, but didn’t 
want to know it. And it scared me so much I simply upped 
the frequency of my bad behaviour.  
   
I lightly squeezed Shari’s hand. “I appreciate you coming,” I 
said. I looked back in the kitchen. “I can’t believe how many 
people showed up.” 
 
She nodded, “Yes, one too many.” 
 
Then I rambled on trying to explain, each word I said making 
it worse. She let me talk until I ran out of excuses.  
        



 
 
 
She pushed her finger hard against my chest. “I was in love 
with you.”  
 
The hallway began to fill with people putting on coats and 
slipping on shoes. Shari and I followed them outside. It felt 
good to hit the cool air.  
 
I heard Rita before I saw her. She came out the door with her 
red pumps dangling from her fingers. “These are already 
killing me,” she said. She took Shari’s hand. “Hi I’m Rita.” 
Shari didn’t reply. “Can I hitch a lift with you guys?”  
 
I opened the passenger door of my car. “Sure, that’s fine,” I 
said and Rita jumped into the front seat.  
 
I couldn’t look at Shari. 
   
Shari grabbed the back door handle. I silently mouthed 
“Sorry” to her. She shook her head. Rita twisted the rear-
view mirror to look at herself. She fixed her lipstick and 
poked at her hair.  “Whoops,” she said and pushed the 
mirror back my way. I adjusted it and Shari’s eyes met mine. 
The first thing I thought was that I hadn’t realized that both 
their eyes were green. I almost said it out loud thinking it 
would fix everything.   



  
 
 
The time was 1988 when tragedy met irony.  
 
Jeff Griffiths lives in Hamilton. His short fiction has been 
published in numerous literary journals including Time and 
Place. He won the Arts Hamilton short fiction award a couple 
of times and was short listed for Fiddlehead’s 2017 short 
fiction prize.         
 



Ed Clayton 

 

 
Clackity Clack 
 
 
Sitting there 
 
Wordless dilettante of fear  
 
Let me drench you 
 
Once again my dear 
 
Your indelible patience 
 
Your godless tiny bones 
 
Let me forget them here 
 
And try 
 
To beat the hollow spaces sacred 
 
The deepening darkness darker still 
 
Keep that carriage moving 
 
And make those metal tines 
 
Fall down easy 



 
 
 
This was written in response to the Fear. The fear of not 
living up to the promise contained in those keys. It’s my plea 
to ply inspiration from that infernal device and find the 
spark that will make those keys dance on the page one more 
time.  
 
Ed Clayton is a poet and long-time Hamiltonian who 
appreciates old typewriters, often from a distance. 



Christopher Reid Flock 
 
 

Waterfall 
 
 

 
 

Then I 
 

drop of water 
will lap around you 

 
transfixed 

with stimulated currents 
 

deeper with every turn 
caressing 

unknown angles 
 

I lap. 
 
 
 



 

 
 
In Tohoku, Japan, this remote waterfall is part of a series of 
16 waterfalls along a groomed trail in the foothills of 
Fukushima.  This place inspired a sequence of instigations in 
clay which purported my creative processes into a greater 
landscape of craft.  It was from such photo excursions that I 
found a larger sense of this creative journey as each 
waterfall evoked a nuance unlike anything I had 
experienced.  Often shot with elements of the path, this 
particular image includes a series of wooden bridges which 
allowed crossing in and over the path of this river. 
 
Before his first introduction to clay at the Burlington Arts 
Centre, Reid majored in English literature and violin at the 
University of Western Ontario. After mentoring with Canadian 
ceramist Kayo O'Young in 1998 and studying at Sheridan 
College School of Ceramic Design, Reid moved to Ibaraki, 
Japan where he lived and studied ceramics for nine years. He 
returned to Canada in 2009 and has established his studio 
practice in Hamilton, Ontario. Reid’s professional career as an 
experimental ceramic artist continues to grow since his first 
exhibition in 2007. In 2014, he was awarded the Winifred 
Shantz Award for Ceramics. Reid is currently supported on a 
two year investigation on the affect of virtual reality sketching 
and bridging the divide between digital and classical clay 
processes with the Canada Council for the Arts. 



Ed Shaw 

 

 
Scenes from the Wrong Side of the Bar # 4 
 
 
One day you are striding across the stage, shaking Lincoln 
Alexander’s hand and the next you are sitting on a plane 
heading to a new life. 
 
Valentines Day, sweetheart in the seat beside you: won’t you 
be mine? 
 
Rewind to the previous June when London was calling to a 
faraway town: Frank and Marie, no longer in Camden Town, 
making good on their praise of your skills on the wrong side 
of the bar, asking you to come be their assistants at the new 
pub. Pregnancy means needing people they can trust. 
 
One of you (ok, not you) has already graduated and the 
other (you) can finish by February if a summer semester is 
considered: why not, nothing else is going on and you can 
put your Bachelor of Arts degree to liberal use behind the 
bar. 
 
The black cab from Heathrow drops you off in front of the 
pub: The Magpie. Your bags are almost as heavy as your 
collective jet-lag. The street is quiet as it is not yet eight in 
the morning. The door is locked, and nobody is answering 
the knocks.  
 
Steve, the mad South African, suddenly sticks his head out a 
second-floor window: “Nancy! Fast Eddie! Frank and Marie 
are on holiday … be down in a minute to let you in.” 
 
 
 



 
 
 
You exchange worried glances. You are both slightly 
confused and disappointed at this turn of events. It is an 
inauspicious start.  
 
Steve lets you in eventually and takes you to your new home. 
The promised flat turns out to be a single room. Though, to 
be fair, it is an en suite.   
 
Turns out the brewery insist the flat be kept available for the 
trainee managers.  
 
Turns out you will not be the only assistants.  
 
Turns out Steve is leaving for holiday later in the day as well.  
 
What have we done? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
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 been changed to protect the innocent and guilty 
alike. 
 
Ed Shaw likes to write. He has published two volumes of 
poetry and is slowly working on a compilation of stories about 
his time behind the bar of an English pub. 
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