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Editorial 

I am and have often been asked what it is that 
made me choose to “get into books” as my 
someday-career. I used to have a lot of an-

swers to that question, which I thought applied 
pretty well at those times: a set ranging from, 
“I loved being told bedtime stories as a kid” to 
“I am fascinated and inspired by the nuances of 
such-and-such literary element, which creates 
such-and-such of an effect.” All very plausible 
and all, to an extent, true. Recently, however, 
I’ve come to realize that while reasons like those 
are why I’ve always loved to read and write for 
myself, they aren’t why I decided (needed) to 
pursue a career in this direction.

 The catalyst for this realization was a 
picture I came across online, shared through 
friends of friends until I happened to see it. It 
was a picture of the late Alan Rickman, with a 
quote credited to him written across the bot-
tom. It read as follows:

 “And it’s a human need to be told stories. 
The more we’re governed by idiots and have no 
control over our destinies, the more we need to 
tell stories to each other about who we are, why 
we are, where we come from, and what might be 
possible.”

 And there it is, the truth that stands up 
under every repetition of that same question, 
the question of why I need to work with books 
and the arts as a whole: it is an integral human 
need to tell and be told stories; stories are what 
feed our histories, our cultures, our memories, 
our hopes and our sense of what it means to 
exist as we do. Without them in whatever form 
they take - written, drawn, painted, sung, acted 
- we are adrift in our lives and each of our own 
small, isolated worlds within this one we share.

 That is where my need comes from. And 
that is why I began The Violet Hour.

 What follows in these pages is the first of 
many collections to come of all manner of sto-
ries for us to tell each other. I hope that you may 
discover the need for and in them as I continue 
to, time and time again.   §
  
-Celeste Miller-
Publisher | Production Manager | Co-Executive Editor
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Let’s Talk Books: 

Celeste Miller

Rule of Seconds by Shawna Diane Partridge

“The way the past unfolded depended upon who told it.

Or So It Was Said

It begins, always, with the eyes. The day began with thunder, then heavy rain punctuated by lightning 
strikes so near the house they rattled the windows. That morning, I had a strange feeling. My doctor 
calls it the aura, a warning of a seizure. The timing, always unpredictable. Doesn’t matter what doc 
calls it. When it hits, eyes twitching, legs and arms spasming, lips mumbling, incoherent, speech, in-
conceivable, mouth frothing, jaw out of control, grinding the tongue, taste of blood. Inside, shouting, 
God, make it stop. Speak! Why can’t I speak? Yell! Yell for help! God, oh please, let me black out. It 
begins with the eyes. Uncontrolled blinking. Strobe lights. That aura. Cruel warning. Something. I can’t 
prevent. Coming.”

-Rule of Seconds, p.x - p. 1, par. 1, Shawna Diane Partridge

WHAT IS IT that defines a family? What 
defines our place within it and within the long 
line of its history? These are the questions that 
Shawna Diane Partridge addresses with a cap-
tivating glimpse across the generations in her 
debut novella Rule of Seconds.

 Opening with the present-time epilep-
tic seizure of the narrator Sheila, as well as the 
arrival of “diviner and water witch” Herald 
Hudy (a friend of the family we have yet to 
meet), this novella becomes a narrative relat-
ing the narrator’s search for insight into her 
own illness, as much as for afirmation of her 

place in a proud but constantly at-odds line of 
the “hard women” who are her ancestors.

 Culminating in a climax of loss and 
uncertain futures, having come full-circle in 
its colourful and skillfully woven narrative, 
Rule of Seconds is at once emotionally com-
pelling as well as intelligent. It demands a 
second reading, as much as it demands that 
the reader perfrom their own self-examina-
tion and regard themselves and their familial 
ties and history with deeper scruitiny and, 
ultimately, deeper understanding.
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I recently had the priviledge of discussing the 
work with its author, as captured in the follow-
ing interview.

§

CELESTE MILLER: First of all, your book, 
Rule of Seconds: it was a pleasure to read it.

SHAWNA PARTRIDGE: That’s really nice, 
thank you.

CM:  As the reader, thank you. Thank you for 
writing it in the first place. It was so refresh-
ing, because there were 
so many elements about 
it that really struck me. 
The unconventional 
narrotor, for example. 
There’s so many times 
where writers—even 
drawing from their own 
experiences, from their 
own lives to create a nar-
rator, as you said you did 
for this novella—like 
to idealize, where they 
like to paint this pretty 
picture of almost how 
they wish they were, to 
smooth over flaws and 
shortcomings they wish 
they didn’t have… but 
which are what make a 
compelling character. 
And that’s particularly 
what struck me about 
this story you’ve written: your narra-
tor is very human, relatable as well as likeable. 
She wasn’t perfect, and that’s what made her, 
in her own way, enthralling.

 So I guess where I’d like to start is here: 
I know you drew a lot from your own experi-
ences with epilepsy and elements of your own 
family to write the story, so what’s been itch-
ing at the back of my mind is wondering… just 
how much of this is your own experience?

SP: Yeah, I have had that question. People, 

now that they’re starting to read 
it, ask, “Is this story true?” And I kind of 
refrain from saying, “Oh, that is true,” just 
because… I don’t know, I don’t want them 
to know precisely how much of it is true be-
cause I just want them to read the story and 
not try to worry about comparing me with 
the protagonist. One of the main elements 
that actually is true is, yes, I do have epi-
lepsy. So I wanted to write about epilepsy 
because, that I know of, there are not a lot of 
protagonists that have epilepsy. And if there 

is one, they’re some-
what negatively por-
trayed. And obviously I 
know epilepsy is a con-
dition that’s very pain-
ful, but there is a way to 
talk about it without it 
being so negative.

 I read a novel by Lau-
ren Slater called Spasm: 
A Memoir of Lies, which 
deals with her epilepsy 
that she had as a teen. 
The way she does it is 
through an unreliable 
narrator. She’s doing it 
for a different reason, 
but it was a lot of, “I 
have epilepsy… I don’t 
have epilepsy.” Like she 
was taking it back. And 
she was doing it for spe-
cific reasons, but per-

sonally when I was reading it, I 
was thinking, “No, I want it to be very clear. 
And I want the protagonist to take command 
of it. So yes, I have epilepsy. Now what am 
I going to do about it?”

 That’s why I wanted to write about 
epilepsy. I’ve had people come up to me be-
fore. Finding out that I have epilepsy, they 
ask, “What does a seizure feel like?” And so 
in this book, I really wanted to describe what 
it feels like, which is very, very difficult to 
do for people if they’ve never had a seizure. 

Photo courtesy of Latitude 46 Publishing
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senses. All the senses: what it looks like, what 
it feels like, what it tastes like. It took a lot of 
looking at myself, and looking back and say-
ing, “Okay, what is it really like?” Personally, 
I’ve only had grand mal seizures, which are 
the very large seizures but they’re not as fre-
quent. It’s a give and take, and with my epilep-
sy I only get them when I’m sleeping, which is 
rare. So I wake up, and I’m in a seizure. I used 
to be quite scared going to sleep, especially if 
I was tired or going to school in the morning; I 
would be scared, not knowing if I was going to 
wake up into one. You just don’t know.

 So all of that in the story was drawn 
from personal experience. I wanted to repre-
sent that. I wanted to add to that voice, to add 
it into literature since it wasn’t really there. 
There’s a gap there, and I wanted to fill that 
gap in a way.

 So I can definitely say that that is true, 
that I do have epilepsy.

CM:  Now then, about your family: in the 
book’s acknowledgments, you mention that 
you asked them a lot of questions and that 
you drew a lot from their answers to even the 
smallest things.

SP:  Yes, definitely. The way I started the 
process of writing this book was that it started 
with a story about my great-grandmother that I 
was told many, many times when I was young-
er: she owned a boarding house and she ran an 
illegal bar in it. And I always heard this story 
of this “hard woman.” All the women in my 
family are described as “hard women,” which 
gets a lot of the time a negative connotation. 
But I don’t take it as that—I take it as them 
being these very determined women.

 I was always caught up with this story. 
That’s where the current all started with this, 
for Rule of Seconds, with this family story. I 
wanted to learn more about this. Were there 
other bars like that back then? What was it 
like—Sault Ste. Marie—in each different era? 
You read textbooks, and they don’t tell you 

just what it was like.

CM: I know I actually never really knew my-
self that that kind of culture existed in Sault 
Ste. Marie. That’s the sort of thing you imag-
ine being in harder, busier, bigger places.

SP: Exactly. I started with reading text-
books, old newspapers. I was going through 
a microfilm machine—and I don’t know if 
you’ve ever used one, but those things are 
temperamental. So at times it was frustrating, 
sometimes it was exciting, you know, using 
these machines and going through the archives 
in the Sault. And then I needed to start filling 
in the gaps in the textbooks. I wanted to know 
just what it felt like, what the people were like. 
And that’s when I talked to my family. I also 
wanted to know more about my great-grand-
mother, so I interviewed my grandparents. 
Actually, I interviewed them twice each: my 
great aunts, my great uncles, my mom and 
dad. I didn’t want to do just a certain gener-
ation—I wanted to do all of the generations. 
I even interviewed my sister. I did all of the 
generations, and I recorded the conversations. 
That’s actually how I found I picked up on the 
dialect, and the mannerisms. When you’re just 
talking to someone, you don’t seem to pick up 
on it. But when you record it and you listen 
back, you hear it, and I wanted that to come in: 
the slang, those certain things you say in the 
Sault. I wanted that.

 And then I had all this information, and 
had to ask, “Okay, where’s the story in all of 
this?” Which was the hardest part of this: tak-
ing all this information, and finding the story, 
digging out the story from inside of it. It took 
me about two-and-a-half years—it started as 
my Master’s thesis. After I graduated, I took 
a look at it over the summer, edited it, added 
a few chapters, and that was when I was able 
to publish it with Latitude 46. I was actually 
going to go with Scribner, but then they closed 
down. It was so nice to hear that people who’d 
worked with Scribner had branched off to open 
up shop themselves. Because there’s not a lot 
of Northern Ontario publishers, and we need 
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that. There’s a gap there too that needs filling.

CM: And it’s almost the same with Northern 
Ontario writers, although in their case, there’s 
a lot of them, but the problem is they don’t get 
a lot of attention and mainstream publication. 
There’s so many who love to write, love the 
arts, but it seems sometimes like a quiet com-
munity, a quiet writing culture that you don’t 
hear as much about as you should, until an 
event like your novella’s launch brings out that 
wonderful multitude of support. 

 Thinking more about that topic of 
culture brings me back to the story: reading 
through the elements of the Sault’s culture, it 
really felt alive. You really brought together 
that mixture of trying to acclimate as immi-
grants to your surroundings, getting local jobs 
and local homes without wanting to lose the 
culture you came from initially. Like with the 
narrator, who feels that disconnect and at one 
point notes to herself that she never grew up 
with the culture of her ancestors. She has to 
admit that she only ever learned English, and 
her only ties to her heritage were family like 
her grandparents, and the only Ukrainian she 
could recognize was the Ukrainian spelling of 
the name of her great-grandmother on a post-
card, which she takes from her grandmother’s 
house like she’s trying to cling to that tie.

 Is that kind of attempt to hold onto her-
itage and familial history something you drew 
from as well?

SP: Well yes, in a way. I think it comes from 
knowing your family’s stories. I find nowa-
days that the younger generations don’t talk 
to their grandparents. They don’t sit down and 
just say, “Tell me a story.” And that’s part of 
what I wanted to capture, so many generations 
talking. I wanted the older generation to have 
a very clear voice and have a lot of dialogue. 
I find a lot of older characters don’t get to talk 
very much in their roles in some stories.

 I wanted these older generations in my 
book to be more up-front. And I found that [the 
grandmother No-No] is actually the anchor of 

the book. She’s always there, she’s the one 
that has connections to each generation, and I 
wanted that connection and for her to be very 
alive. She’s my favourite character, actually.

CM: Absolutely. I loved what No-No con-
tributed as the family’s aging matriarch. All 
of these women, actually, old and young, they 
have this amazing presence. 

SP: Definitely. I wanted them to be very 
dynamic. A lot of things going on. They each 
have a lot of things going on in their lives, 
they each have struggles: the epilepsy, the de-
pression, and so on. I wanted to portray that, 
that everyone has something going on in their 
lives, always.

CM: That was actually a key point for me 
that I noticed as I was reading. My favourite 
part of the book was how the epilepsy ties in. 
At first, I thought it was going to be the main 
plot point. It starts out with a seizure, and you 
think this is going to be primarily a journey 
of epilepsy, of trying to reconcile the condi-
tion with her family’s history of strong wom-
en, trying to figure out where it came from and 
what to do about it, how to cope. But where 
it started out as that, it turned into primarily a 
journey of discovering strength—its forms, its 
meanings, its consequences.

SP: Yes, I did want the epilepsy in there, but 
I didn’t want it to be the only thing, because if 
it was just the epilepsy it would just focus on 
the narrator. And I wanted all four generations. 
I wanted all four leading women to have their 
own story, as threads piecing the overall story 
together.

 I structured the story like a braid, 
with each woman having their own stories, 
their own secrets, but they’re woven together 
throughout, with other braids. One is that each 
generation has their love triangle. The next one 
is that each one has their ailment: depression, 
or epilepsy, or what-have-you. And the third is 
they each have their stories about the speak-
easy, different views on it. And I took these 
three braids, and wove them through the story, 



weaving these women together.

CM: That’s exactly how it read. And actu-
ally, on the topic of weaving things together: 
the epilepsy. Every now and then you would 
mention it, it would make a little appearance 
such as when the narrator made the discovery 
about the young boy in their family who had 
long since died of epilepsy complications, and 
then more recently a baby who’d also passed 
away from it. Every now and then, touching on 
things like that, with all of those elements of 
family history and family ailments, connect-
ing back and forth and jumping back and forth 
between each other. With all of that, the way 
you later describe in the book the “electrical 
storm” that is an epileptic seizure firing the 
brain’s neurons and overwhelming them real-
ly seems to tie together the emotional storm 
and chaos of her family, past and present. The 
storm of conflict and emotional versus calcu-
lated choices shaping her family’s endurance, 
shaping all of those “hard women” throughout 
the generations.

SP: Yes, I think that’s very accurate. It’s a 
storm of emotion throughout the book, with 
the narrator caught up in it all.

CM: And actually, speaking of family, how 
did your family feel about you somewhat min-
ing family stories and their experiences? Be-
cause there’s definitely the impression that a 
lot of this—whichever of the many aspects are 
based on true struggles within your family—is 
very personal.

SP: I think they were… well, with my 
great aunt, my mother called her up and said, 
“Shawna wants to talk to you. She just wants 
to hear stories about the family.” So she was 
intrigued. And me and my mother went over 
one day and my other great aunt was there, 
and my great uncle was there. She set out tea 
and cookies, and she said, “Yes, I will tell you 
stories.” And I think they were just excited to 
tell their stories. I thought it would take half 
an hour, but it just kept on going, and it was 
wonderful. I think they were happy just to 

have someone really listen. The only person in 
my family who’s actually read it so far is my 
sister. I think it was before the manuscript was 
submitted, and she liked it.

CM: And they didn’t mind that the book ver-
sion of a family took this harder, more alienat-
ed turn?

SP: I don’t think so. Especially with my 
great-grandmother—her story is just extraor-
dinary. It’s just a story that I grew up with, 
just knowing that yeah, that’s just great-grand-
mother. And I hope they just look at that, and 
enjoy that someone else now is going to get to 
hear about her story, which is so incredible. I 
hope that’s what they think of it—I’ll have to 
wait until they read it! But I hope they like it. I 
hope my great-grandmother would’ve liked it; 
I didn’t actually get a chance to meet her.

 So… who knows! I guess we’ll find 
out.

CM: Something else comes to mind that es-
pecially stood out about this story, which is the 
grandfather, and the time the narrator spends 
with him, and the climax that the book builds 
to. I won’t give any spoilers away, for those 
who haven’t read the book yet, but the way the 
ending is structured, it’s more like there isn’t 
actually an ending. Which I quite like. It was 
brave. It’s rare to find a story these days that 
doesn’t tie up in a neat little bow at the end, 
finishing off firmly “happily ever after,” or the 
other way entirely. It leaves off on this middle 
ground. How did you go about structuring the 
ending? Did you feel any need to tie it up in 
that neat bow, before you came to the ending 
you wrote in?

SP:  I think that there’s always that pull to 
put a neat bow on things. But with this fam-
ily, there’s so much going on, and nothing’s 
neat—nothing’s clear-cut. So I kind of knew 
the ending couldn’t be clear-cut. And with the 
narrator, she’s always in this position of being 
in the present, but also in the past, and then 
again in the future as well, since she’s worry-
ing about not knowing whether she can ever 
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have kids or not. I wanted to leave her in this 
position of ambiguity, positioned within and 
without all of these time frames.

 So no, there actually wasn’t too much 
of a pull to put a neat bow on it. I did realized 
it once I wrote it, that it leaves you with more 
questions than answers, but with this story, as 
so often in real life, that’s how it has to be.

CM: Yes, I wasn’t sure what to think of it at 
first, whether to be annoyed or not by there be-
ing no definite ending. But the more I thought 
about Sheila, and her ailment and her family, 
the more it made sense, because this was all 
about a family—it couldn’t have an ending, 
because they and their problems were always 
ongoing, throughout the generations. It can’t 
be finished, not entirely.

SP: Exactly. I knew that I wanted to end 
it by water though. There’s water throughout 
the book; the Sault is surrounded by bodies 
of water, and water often represents time, the 
fluidity of it. So I knew I wanted to end it by 
water, because it wasn’t going to have a clear-
cut ending, just an ending of fluidity, where we 
as well as the narrator are wondering, “What 
now?” while knowing that the tide will come 
in and go out, and things will keep on going, 
one way or another.

CM: And between the narrator herself, and 
the journey she takes with the ending we leave 
her at, did you wonder while writing it about 
how relatable she’d be to the average reader? 
Her experiences and positioning in her family 
might seem able to have readers wondering at 
their own places within and inheritances from 
their families.

SP: No, I couldn’t obviously know what 
people would take away from it, if they would 
relate to it. I did want to write something though 
that had universal themes, universal emotions 
to it. Like gossip—everybody gossips, it’s a 
universal thing. So I wanted to just write a sto-
ry about a family who is very complicated, and 
not even all that loving towards each other, not 
in any obvious way at least. And I wanted to 

show the narrator’s struggle with finding her 
place in that, where fitting in with any family 
can be complicated enough.

CM: That’s for sure. So where to from here? 
What now, for you? You’ve written a strong 
debut—what do you have in mind next? Con-
tinuing with historical fiction? Or branching 
off in another direction?

SP: I think what I want to do is branch off 
from this book directly. In this book, you have 
the four women, and they’re all entwined to-
gether, but I think there’s a lot of questions 
about each of the women, so each book would 
focus on one of the women. I want to start with 
No-No—I’ve been getting a lot of questions 
about her from people who’ve read the book, 
and they want to know, you know, how did she 
get this way? How did she come to be a hoard-
er? That sort of thing. There’s a lot to explore 
there.

CM: And from her particular perspective, at 
that.

SP: Exactly. So I want to write a book to 
focus on each of the women separately, even 
though the other women will still feature. It’ll 
just have that different focus. But especially 
No-No… I just can’t leave her! I love her. I 
think she’ll definitely be first.

CM: Well you definitely have a new fan, and 
I’m in line to read the next book in the series. 
It’s great to have a new, unique writing voice 
in Northern Ontario.

SP: Oh, thank you so much. It’s a pleasure 
to be a part of things happening up here. The 
north really has a great pool of exciting writing 
voices.

CM: And it’s been a pleasure talking with 
you.

SP: Likewise.   § 

Rule of Seconds | Shawna Diane Partridge | 
May 2016 | 142 Pages | ISBN 978-0-994918-
32-1
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Becoming Allan Street

Kim Fahner

Driving in depths of coldest January,
bright stars above seem to
suddenly disengage from 
night sky and fall to earth, 
streak across the glass 
of car windshield and 
then smear themselves there,
in the corner of my eye,
peripheral, celestial fingerprints 
marked firmly on my heart.

After loss, in grief,
there is always the road
that stretches, endless and dark,
that pockmarked pavement
between Bancroft and Allan.

I drive alone for hours,
trying to find you,
out towards Coniston
and its twin stacks,
then over bypass,
until I’m speeding through
a star field, getting closer,
with the moon hanging
in the rear view mirror,
taunting me, until angels 
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fly by, their snow-frozen feathers 
drifting in through an open window.

The sign says, 
“Becoming Allan Street,”
so that I wonder where 
things begin and end:
a thread for mending,
a trail of bread crumbs for finding,
a heart broken in need of healing,
breath of lilies and peonies in winter,
and stars shattered in the ice
of a frozen roadside puddle.
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Photo courtesy of Unsplash at Pixaby.com



Swill

Shagufta Iqbal

On early days,
Come on my baby,
Now laughing pays,
Take your medicine;
When mamma says,
I will take you to the zoo:
On a holiday.
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he said it was March, but I clearly remember it was November.  Leaves don’t fall in March, 
and though there’s snow on the ground, it is really just powdery film on the patchy pavement 

and not a muddied mix of sand and rusty grease. So, yeah, definitely November. Besides, she would 
never understand thoroughly the overwhelming guilt I feel for missing her funeral. And guilt’s com-
panion, the bitch, is unfortunately that strikingly keen sense of memory. The sights, the smells, vivid, 
tangible. Imprinted. 

 Reaching the edge of Beech St, I shudder. I pull my hood up because the cold feels so much more 
brisk at this time of year. Not to mention, being at this part of the city at this time of night, you really 
need to look the part and somehow a hooded and hidden face does the job and has for the last year 
surprisingly well. Appearance is casual, but fists clenched and senses tensed for immediate response. 
Fucking urban wasteland, stuck between a barren city parking lot and the railroad tracks. Forgotten, 
fucking, wasteland. There are really only three reasons to regularly walk down this street in this part 
of the city. You’re either really hard up for a fix or trick or you’re a social worker doing rounds on the 
most sketchy of clients in the sketchiest of postal codes. A place you feel endlessly watched. There is 
someone somewhere speculating on your commodity, and capacity to hold your own. I pass under a 
streetlight, it flickers and pops out of sight. My feet don’t skip a beat, thus assuring the stalkers I am a 
reckonable element and will not be prey tonight. In the distance I hear a woman laugh, and a drunken 
inaudible man’s voice say something. More laughter, and then what sounds like a slap and shuffling of 
feet. I know exactly where this event occurred, not from the trajectory of sounds but because I’ve wit-
nessed it before, in the flesh. It is my destination. As adrenalin secures my confidence, I can see the last 
hundred yards of sidewalk until the entrance of the building. The outside light still dim, yellow. I don’t 
know if the slumlord changes it regularly or if it is just a perpetual miracle bulb that never burns out. It 
beckons, twenty-four seven. Aptly so, I think, vice never burns out. 

 Reaching the entrance to the apartment building, a dysfunctional rooming house, I inhale deep-
ly. Diesel from the train, I can hear its rumble maybe a kilometre away. And garbage, not six feet away, 
disorderly and ripened. It’s well known that City workers often refuse to collect rubbish on this street. 
There’s too much potential for infection from random syringes strewn over the sidewalk or tossed in 
the bins. I don’t blame them, really, but ignoring a problem is not a solution either, I suppose. I can’t 
help but meander the line between conformity and chaos. Tucking my hand into my pocket, I am re-
assured that I’ve brought what I need. Today was more or less a spontaneous decision to get here, and I 

She Said It Was March

Martin Lees
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had feared my hastiness had caused me to be neglectful. But no, I won’t be taking any risks today. I open 
the front door and out of an unlit foyer stumbles Debra. From the display of her pupils, I can tell she’s 
peaked on something. She stinks. I also notice a hematoma above her right eye and some dried blood 
from her nose. She smiles at me and without saying anything shuffles outside barefoot on powdery 
snow, across the parking lot. The train is closer and I hope she stays clear of the tracks. Even though 
the outside light burns infinite amber, the inside of the three story low rise is forever in darkness. The 
diesel smell has been replaced with something that immediately calms my nerves. That familiar smell 
is a by-product of war, politics, racism, violence, capitalism, and of entertainment. But for me, it is a 
by-product of guilt and it leads me by the hand. Today, especially, I succumb to its promise and make 
my way to the back room on the main floor.

 Reaching the back room, I knock on the door. Dennis isn’t surprised to see me. I notice dried 
blood on his left knuckles. Dennis knows who I am and why I am here. We grew up in the same small 
town, even though he was a little older than me small towns have their way of sharing information. 
Further, Dennis certainly knows my relationship with him and handles it professionally. The process 
doesn’t take too long. The procurement is quick if you have the money and are a familiar face. I hate 
small talk, so does Dennis, so the transaction is swift and purposeful. I can feel my fingertips burn as I 
put my hand in my pocket and pull out the lighter and spoon. Weightlessly I take the first flight of stairs 
to the room in the front east corner. There is someone in the room next to me but I hear them walk 
down the hall, maybe to the toilet, maybe outside. Doesn’t matter. Underneath the window, I begin the 
process as I have many times before. I take out the clean syringe from the other pocket, siphoned from 
work. For someone in my line of work, it’s all very simple and methodical. Measure and crumble with 
fingertips, flick lighter, heat spoon, melt. Fill syringe, find vein and insert. Release. 

 Reaching the end of the syringe is always euphoric, anti-climactic. I hear a choir in the distance 
and smell lavender. If everyone knew the beauty in everything, I think. Deep breath, closed eyes.

 It was a year ago today that I walked into this building with my partner, carrying the stretcher 
and our bags hesitantly expecting to bring, as our dispatcher repeated, an unknown female with a 
possible overdose or mental illness to the emergency department by ambulance. It was early morning 
in November, a light powdery dust of snow on the pavement. There was no commotion whatsoever 
as our lights and sirens indicated our arrival. It was a common address for me, not because the voice 
transmitting on the radio relayed its details to me at least once a week, but because I knew where you 
lived. Other than close family and Dennis, nobody knew, but it was where you lived for as long as I can 
remember. A dark, dank, single room in a rooming house on the front east corner of the second floor. 
Beech St. Notoriously. You were never a client of the service mind you, the interplay of schizophrenia 
and medication kept you confined to the small four walls and single window, but this day was different. 
This day a client you were, but there would be no ride to the hospital that day for you. The cockroaches 
had pretty much made the best of the body, and the smell, a good indicator that it had been at least a 
24-hour feast. The coroner suspected heart failure, but without an autopsy wasn’t sure. For me it was 
just another day on the job. Just another Beech St. decay.

 Reaching my most intense lack of focus. The choir loud, I feel my spine shiver, no, tingle. It is 
the key of G, I think. I recognize it. I feel something brush my arm and I slowly open my eyes. There 
you are sitting next to me and brushing my hair. It must be daytime, I think, or the streetlight has been 
fixed. But when you look at me, I can feel a warm glow from deep within your eyes. You smile and say, 
I think it must be March. The choir voices shatter the walls and the floor empties, water gushes from 
the heavens. Tears roll down my face. I laugh. Hi mom.



Midnight, a Smoky Cabaret

John Rice

Midnight,
a smoky cabaret,
downtown,
where the broken hearted,
come to weep,
come to hideaway.

Sipping tequila 
on the rocks,
listening to
the music play,
watching slender,
half naked
bodies sway.
Wishing a mournful
clarinet
would chase 
my blues
away.

A take a drag
from 
a half finished
cigarette, 
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John Rice
and know
you don’t regret
how you did me wrong,
as a sexy diva
pours out
another sultry song.

Uptown,
at the Paradise,
a world away
from a downtown,
smoky cabaret,
happy couples,
dance and laugh away,
as candlelight
shimmers
on glasses
frosted with
crystal ice.

You smile,
brush a non-existent
strand of hair
away.
I know all too well
the games
you like to play.

You press 
your body close,
make promises
you never keep
as you 
gently sway.

It seems



I hear your
mocking laughter,
from up town,
all the way
downtown.

Midnight,
a smoky cabaret.
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Lynda Lesny

Lynda Lesny

She said:
I used to be young and beautiful.
Now I am just beautiful.

She said:
I used to believe that true love could weather any storm.
Now I believe that love is the storm.

She said:
I used to think that integrity was the soul’s compass.
I still do.



od, what is she wearing?”

“I know, right? What a loser.”

The snide comments from the girls sitting in the two desks behind mine are not uncommon. I know 
exactly who they’re talking about even before I turn my head just enough to peek at the classroom’s doorway 
over my shoulder.

It’s only the first day of the school year, but like it is for everyone in our little township, our school 
is small enough that we’ve all grown up together. This means that even though we’ve all changed to some 
degree as we’ve gotten older, the main ‘outcast’ of our age-group – labeled as such years ago – has never had 
the chance to be anything else. Her name is Cate. She’s pretty, with her blonde hair, pale skin and round, dark 
eyes, but she’s gangly and awkward and speaks with a noticeable lisp, so she’s always kept mostly to herself 
to try to avoid ridicule. It’s never worked – she gets made fun of anyway. Classmates pick on everything about 
her in turn, from one day to the next. Today, it looks like it’s going to be about her clothes, which single her out 
as much as they ever have: a plastic-banded cartoon-character watch like the ones you can pull out of cereal 
boxes, an aqua-blue t-shirt with Sailor Moon erupting from a colourful design at its center, bright pink cargo 
pants with the pull-cord at the waist tied in a neat bow and pink-laced, white sneakers.

Cate walks in and halts in front of the cupboards behind the teacher’s desk at the back of the class. 
Shifting from foot to foot on the linoleum, her eyes skitter around the fluorescently-lit space in search of the 
right place to sit, her hands clutching her binder and pencil case in front of her. 

She takes brief stock of the row of cheap plastic chairs and metal, compressed-wood-topped desks lined 
up closest to the wall on her far left, where all the windows allow for the best view of a sunny, Northern-fall 
day. All of the most popular kids are sitting there, and she looks quickly away. She looks next at the rows in 
the back half of the class, the furthest away from the chalkboards. But those are full too; the bad-asses of our 
generation are already slouching there in their hoodies and torn jeans, rolling their eyes, swearing as much as 
they can and launching spit-wads at each other through plastic drinking straws. No room for an outcast girl. 
Slowly, her eyes settle on the desks at the front that are centered with the chalkboards a few rows ahead of 
mine, and after a moment of staring, she dares to start walking toward them.

“Oh God, she’s coming over here. She better not sit next to me, I swear.”

“I know – no way am I sitting beside her all year, no way. I mean, can you imagine?”

Coward

Y.M. Mill
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Shut up, I want to snap at them. Just shut up.

But I don’t say anything. I just watch Cate cross into spit-ball territory, cringing for her when she takes 
a few direct hits from laughing assailants. Their spit-soaked wads of torn paper stick to the back of her Sailor 
Moon shirt, and she moves slowly but doesn’t stop as she walks on through the middle rows.

Sit next to me – that seat’s open. Those are the words that cling to the tip of my tongue, and I almost say 
them aloud. I purse my lips at the last moment and quickly return my attention to the notebook I have open on 
my desk before she can notice me watching. A part of me reminds myself that I’m happy with the slot I’ve got, 
being buddy-buddy with a good enough variety and number of people so as not to be the target – a hard thing 
to convince myself to give up.

I reread the quote I’ve been tracing over with my pen since I got here as I see her shuffling past from 
the corner of my eye. It’s from a movie I saw for the first time a while back, and many times since. The most 
recent time I watched it, though, the line jumped out at me from the screen: “Real peace is not just the absence 
of conflict – it is the presence of justice.” A brave line, recited with the intent to act. 

I’d wanted to be brave like that, when I’d first scribbled it into my notebook to bring with me to class, 
and I want to again now, tracing it over and over again until my hand’s smeared with black ink where it touches 
the letters on the page.

I look up as Cate falls to the ground, the boy she’s just passed pulling his foot back under his desk with 
a grin at his friend while the girls behind me start giggling. The trip knocks the spit-balls off her shirt, and she 
stays down only long enough to snatch up the things she’s dropped before quickly finding her seat at the front 
amidst louder laughing. I hate them in that moment, but I can’t bring myself to tell them so.

I duck my head, cheeks burning, and shut my notebook with a snap.

Coward, I call myself, and I’m the only one to hear it.
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Royal Night

Vera Constantineau

You Duke of darkness
You Count of constellations
You man in the moon
Exposed
Your smile fake
In your crater face
And midnight
never the same
when you know
the truth of cheese
and men of straw



East Woman Heart

Shagufta Iqbal

Hundred moments
Of happiness
Lost
Their charm
In the presence of
Some past
Deep!
In dust,
Mostly forgotten,
Circumstanced
Experience.
All the great
Happenings
And
Beauty
Of moments
Remain stuck
Because
Women and
Their hearts
Are living beyond
Months
And years.
Any unfilled
Smile
Or
Any unapproved
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Desire
Or,
Being witness,
Of luck
And its
Rude attitude,
They handover
Their present,
And its
Relish,
To the sad world.
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Celeste Miller

rank was a reasonable person. A fair person. A quiet, reliable sort. That was exactly how 
he’d been all his life. And it was exactly that reasonable, fair, quiet, reliable Frank who 

found himself parked in his usual spot at the far end of the corner store’s lot that Friday night, watch-
ing the counter clerk through the window while his hand rested on the crowbar in the passenger seat.

 Frank had always been a planner too. A thinker. Whatever the problem, whatever the need, he 
never acted until he’d planned and thought his way through all of his options and reached an absolute 
conclusion on the best possible course to take. He was patient; determined. It was what had carried 
him through high school and university as an Honours Student. It was what had landed him a six-fig-
ure salary before he was even 30. It was what won him a first date with his wife, and the best possible 
mortgage on their best possible house. And three weeks ago, it was what killed his wife, in the quickest 
possible way.

 Left instead of right. 

West instead of East. 

A short drive home instead of a long one.

A drunk teenager instead of a sober one, ploughing his piece-of-crap Chevy into Valarie’s pas-
senger door from that side street instead of ploughing through an empty intersection, down into the 
ditch on the other side of it.

Mangled passenger instead of beautiful wife.

Cremation instead of burial.

Crowbar instead of gun.

Frank unbuckled his seatbelt and watched the clerk get a woman her cigarettes from the shut-
tered top shelf behind his counter. When he’d accepted her bill and given her the change from it, the 
clerk smiled with a mouthful of braces and said what looked like “goodnight.” The bruise on his face 
from where the airbag must’ve hit him looked just about healed up after three weeks. An open text-
book and a pile of notes took up a small space next to the register; preparation for a test in one of his 

F



college-prep classes, maybe. 

Frank held the crowbar across his knees, and thought.

Thought of getting out of his rental car—which he’d gotten for the best possible price—and 
walking into the store. 

Thought of locking the door behind him, walking up to the counter and beating the murderer 
standing behind it with the crowbar Frank had bought from the hardware store that afternoon; one hit 
for every day of the mere three-month probation the murderer’s crime had earned him since he was 
lucky enough to be a first-time offender and a minor with two months still until his 18th birthday.

Thought instead of specifically giving the drunken idiot a taste of Valarie’s broken leg, cracked 
skull, broken neck and crushed ribcage, so he could have an idea of what the front end of a Chevy and 
the inside of a passenger door did to a person’s body. However many swings that would take.

Thought next of pinning that reckless, young, stupid kid to the wall, crowbar to his throat, and 
screaming out every detail of what him and his stupid fucking Chevy had taken away; every exhausted 
detail of sleepless nights or gory dreams; every pathetic detail of what it meant to be empty—hollow 
home, hollow man; every aching detail of how he had ruined reasonable, fair, quiet, reliable, planning, 
thinking, patient, determined Frank’s best possible life.

Thought, was terrified of, how nothing would ever be enough. But maybe it was the only thing 
left for Frank to do.

Frank’s hands wrapped tight around the crowbar’s middle.

The clerk behind the counter, shoulders drooped after a long shift, handed things over to his 
night-shift replacement with another smile and another “goodnight,” packed up his things, and walked 
out the door. He got into the passenger seat of a waiting minivan, driven by a lovely- but exhaust-
ed-looking woman—his mother—and then was gone, headed home a minute later.

Frank watched them go, placed the crowbar back on the passenger seat, buckled himself in 
again, and wondered.

Wondered for the hundredth time if he’d really seen a green light in the intersection that night 
before he’d turned his head to look at Valarie and laugh with her about something she’d said. 

Wondered if, even drunk as he was, the kid who’d hit them was telling the truth in court when 
he said he hadn’t run a red, and that he’d really done all he could to stop when Frank and Valarie’s car 
cut off his turn.

Wondered what would come of it when he came back to this parking lot for the kid’s next shift 
tomorrow.

Then hollow Frank drove back to his hollow home, shuddering his way through every intersec-
tion, and wondered if but hoped he wouldn’t sleep at all tonight.
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The Uninvited Guest

Kim Fahner

(After a painting by Kathy Krupp)

The house gives nothing back to its visitors,
except a nagging query as to how this rebel tree
even came to be.

After rooting, in genesis,
so many years before,
it birthed itself, violently,
through grey slate roof,
so that shale fell sharply to ground.

Moving from origin, the tree grew,
reaching its limbs out with wild abandon,
and through its childhood and adolescence,
until its rings finally marked its age,
until it reached the heights
where wind both whipped and caressed,
causing the tree to maon, weep and creak.

Then the magpies and rooks came to nest,
finding solace in the foliage,
raising offspring of their own.

I wonder now - 
where have they gone,
those who once lived here?
Vanished from this place,



or let down and then taken up?

The window is ajar,
as if someone will soon return,
but the tree knows they have gone;
it is most certain, having rooted itself in
the broken tiles of kitchen floor,
and having grown tall in the detritus of plaster.

It invites itself, but no others.
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Difficulties	With	
Living in the Present
Roger Nash

Kayaking on the quiet mirror of our lake, 
a tsunami of sound slap-bang swamps me
from shore. Two fire-trucks roar by,
a blur of sirensandladdersandhelmets
andbootsandmasksandaxesandhoses.
The hugely present moment flashes
all its warning lights. Pull over.
Watch carefully where you are. Wait.
Drifting slowly, I glance over the side
of the kayak, sitting bolt-upright,
careful not to roll: reflections
of clouds, scar-faced boulders,
and cormorants like shrinking ink-blots.
But no reflection of me in the water.
Imagining fires the trucks speed to,
the clouds of smoke, have I been mill-raced
into that future, self-abducted from my life?
Blazeandscorchandseetheandchar.
The boat drifts on smoothly, anyway,
with, or entirely without me, as it must.



On the Need for the Mighty 
Leech
Danielle Dufoe
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hen God created man, he decided there was need for conflict (no one’s perfect after 
all), and so, with a divine bolt of lightning from the heavens, He created with his 

mighty hand... the divorce lawyer. Then on the seventh day He rested, while watching Adam and Eve 
duke it out over custody of the kids and how to go splis on the garden.

 Time have never changed. People rarely get married today without first making sure they have 
a good lawyer, just in case. The smart spouse would secretly label all of their favourite furniture and 
dishes so they could just flip it in their significant other’s face when they try to lay claim to that dish-
towel with the coffee stain. However, as all marriages begin, innovative ideas such as these are buried 
deep beneath the weight of the words “till death due us part” and “I do,” falling into distant thought.

 As fate would have it, man and wife more rarely wind up sick or dead, but rather just sick to 
death of each other. Which technically fits into the oath. As such, they’re legally, morally and spir-
itually obligated to hire a being with a courtroom membership and a ‘get out of jail free’ card: that 
prehistoric divorce lawyer.

 Just as a soldier would prepare for battle, so the lawyer presses his suit and meets with his cli-
ent. Just as a sword would be sharpened, so the lawyer’s pencil is sharpened, and he sends the first of 
many $75 letters to assure you that “things are in motion.” Then, gallantly, he makes a $100 phone call 
to your spouse’s lawyer to set up a meeting. Without a second thought for his own safety, he works so 
diligently that he answers none of your frequent $75 calls to his office for three weeks. They say he 
went on vacation to Cuba, but truly he’s behind enemy lines, gathering information and suffering for 
every piece he obtains.

 None of this will be in vain: you will get the honour of being in a courtroom, and the privilege 
of sacrificing thousands of dollars to explain you don’t care who gets the kitchen table - you would 
really appreciate having a house to go home to. “All in good time,” they assure you. “The table is the 
issue that must be resolved.” Noble kings and high diplomatic figures will discuss that table for three 
months, frequently calling you back to court, so that justice may be served to the full extent of the law. 
True, your wallet may be empty, but that is a sacrifice they are willing to make.

 This is not to say all lawyers are only (at best) conniving. There are cases of absue where a 

W



harsh divorce is proper and the lawyer is called to be ruthless. But where precisely is the justice in a 
single mother paying the judicial system with the souls of her children in order to get a few hundred 
dollars per moth from her husband to pay for food?

 To be fair, some statistics show that if the souls are unavailable or perhaps over-taxed at the 
time of the hearing, they will accept accessible limbs. Just as long as they are able to shift themselves 
between both parents every other week.

 All of this information is in the small print at the bottom of every document signed pertaining 
to court dates. If the lawyer fails to inform you of this, he is required by moral scruples - if not by law 
- to give you his Rolex.

 And of course, the opposing side tends to be just as devious. They enjoy making proceedings 
difficult in subtle ways, such as arriving in court without their client. Negotiations are briefly detained, 
however, they graciously list their client’s demans and present you with two options: a) agree, or b) 
schedule a meeting, through another $75 letter.

 If you choose the latter, the hearing is adjourned, and you wait to hear from your lawyer who, it 
is assumed, is planning his/her newest strategies, such as showing up the next time without you. In the 
meantime, you attempt to contact your spouse who remains evasive, hangs up on you, and/or becomes 
cryptic when you touch upon their lack of appearance or their demands. Your spouse’s lawyer, you 
learn, has now advised him/her to avoid collaborating with the enemy (you), just in case he/she lets it 
slip that they once spent your life insurance money on a trip to Bermuda.

 Now this is not an attack against divorce lawyers. They are perfectly respectable people per-
forming perfectly respectable jobs that they, no doubt, worked really hard to obtain. Though it is worth 
bearing in mind at this point the hourly rates they concoct for their clients; one can’t help but imagine 
that by the time these clients’ issues are resolved, they should have been able to trade in their lawyer’s 
fees for a shiny new convertible (with dual airbags). Unfortunately, the judge takes the convertible and 
the client foots the bill.

 Through all of their many colourful generations in the public, lawyers have frequently been 
dubbed “bloodsuckers,” and have been a source of mild to extreme scorn by all those who have never 
taken the bar exam (nor wielded the mighty $75 letter-writing pen). It has in fact been argued that 
scientific evidence links the prehistoric lawyer to the leech family (though hard data has yet to be pro-
vided). Nevertheless, in the end lawyers have always been and will always be a part of our history and 
future. For better or worse, in sickness and in health, they’re necessary.

 At the very least, if couples can agree on nothing else, learning to get along in order to stay 
away from them will do just fine.
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In My Heart It Was Cool

Maddison Bonnett

 
In M

y H
eart It W

as C
ool 

 
 

 
31 

 
 

 
 

 
 

M
addison Bonnett

The air is damp in the small room, door closed and stuffy
I scan the room with heavy sleepy eyes,
a grey film over shadows as the sleeping world fades. 
My skin prickles from the cool surroundings, 
compared only to the soft heat down the length of my side. 
This warmth creeps along walls and bubbles over the room, quickening as the day opens. 
I push my hand aside and feel, fingers and palm press to give way to skin. 
Slow heavy breathing disrupts the stillness. 
A long drawn breath seeps in and blue eyes turn back to me, 
crisscrossed strands of dark hair
Our pillows carry as a boat,
in a sea of tangled blankets and entwined limbs.
More soft skin brushes and pulls together, gliding a woven current to subside. 
A blink
A secret smile 
Slumbers pulls me back to calmness 
Drifting back to waiting dreams 
I’m collected in security
Embracing fiction, while in fact, embracing you.
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Ignatius Fay

alone
on the northbound subway
midnight
every young male rider
sinister

the place she said yes
no longer exists
like the marriage
everything changes
in time

one life
too short a time to gain
understanding
given my druthers
I’d live forever
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Spotlight 

Celeste Miller

Allan R. Thompson, author of Rural Roots

 

eet Allan R. Thompson (Al to 
those who know him): semi-re-
tiree, seasonal groundskeeper, 
husband, father, brother, and, 
more recently, a budding nov-

elist and a client of ours at 
The Violet Hour Press 
and Author Services.

Where He’s Coming 
From:
 Humble beginnings, 
born and raised on a farm 
in southern Ontario.

How He Got His Start 
in Writing:
    A feature article called 
“Tree Talk” in a maga-
zine got the ball rolling, 
and technical writing throughout his ca-
reer with Hydro along with years of po-
etry dabbling brought him one day last 
year to take up the pen to get out a book 
(pictured Right).

What He’s Written So Far:
     Rural Roots: a lively collection of 
short 
stories that create an episodic memoir 
which immerses the reader in his life 

M with equal-parts humour and candidness, deft-
ly relating how it is equally important to grow 
up and away from the proverbial nest, as it is 
to never entirely lose touch with it.

 The passage below is from one includ-
ed story, titled “If He Can Live With It”:

 ‘I remember it well. Dad and I got out 
to confront the customer and to collect 
what was owed to Dad. The negotiation 
didn’t last long; the client flatly refused to 
pay, with no explanation. Feeling scared 
at the time, I expected the situation would 
escalate. Dad was gentle but I didn’t get 

my temper from Ma. Dad 
just looked the man in the 
eye and responded quietly 
with, “If you can live with 
it, I can live without it,” 
then took me by the hand 
and led me back to the 
truck.’ (p. 129-30)

Connect with Allan 
through his website today 
for news on his upcoming 
novels and more:
althompsonauthor.wix.
com/author-and-poet
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I inherited from my mother her dented, part-silver 
teapot. Though she always rinsed it meticulously,
its inside was tattooed by tannins with the ineradicable
taste of each remembered cuppa 
of Irish Breakfast around the kitchen table.
I only had to add hot water 
(“Don’t forget, bring it to a bubbly boil!”),
without fresh tea leaves at all, 
and it did all the reminiscing itself,
and made an excellent fresh pot.
The kitchen table recalled itself,
too, though it long ago fell apart.
Each time I sip a cup, 
I’m assigned my role in an ancient ceremony:
to become a flashback from the future in a dented,
part-silver, not always polished 
(sorry, Mother!) heirloom teapot.



Photo courtesy of Unsplash at Pixaby.com
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BIOS

Poetry

Maddison Bonnett is a recreational writer living in Toronto, ON. Outside of daydreaming, she 
spends her personal time as a volunteer member for a local conservation group. This is her first piece 
with The Violet Hour.

Vera Constantineau is an internationally published poet and short fiction writer. Her work ap-
pears in online journals as well as in print journals and anthologies. She is a member of the Sudbury 
Writers’ Guild, the Manitoulin Writers’ Circle and the Writers Community of Durham Region.

Kim Fahner lives and writes in Sudbury, Ontario.  She has published three books of poetry, You 
Must Imagine The Cold Here (Scrivener Press), braille on water (Penumbra Press) and The Narco-
leptic Madonna (Penumbra Press).  She is currently finishing her first novel and compiling her fourth 
book of poems. Kim is the new Poet Laureate for the City of Greater Sudbury.

Ignatius Fay, a disabled invertebrate paleontologist, writes haiku, tanka, haibun and tanka prose. 
His poems have appeared in many respected online and print journals. He is the current editor of the 
Haiku Society of America NEWS. Ignatius resides in Sudbury, Ontario.

Shagufta Iqbal is a talented girl of new ideas and is very ambitious in setting new conventions in 
poetry. Writer of the her first book Violence Of The Day  from which these two pieces have been 
selected in this fine Magazine, she belongs to Pakistan and is writing her second poetry book about 
a girl of love who meets her ultimate fate after falling in love. The women of every place happen to 
be mysterious but as per her observation their hearts are so marvelous. As per concern to “Swill,” she 
related a child in his best memory. (Teacher) Sir Ali Husnain.

Lynda Lesny lives in Sudbury, ON. Her poems have been published in the last three issues of The 
Pendle War Poetry Anthology (UK), and included in Talent North, Sulphur IV, CBC Radio’s Point’s 
North, Moving with Poetry, and Sudbury Library’s on-line publications, Poet-of- the-Month and 
Terra North.

Roger Nash is a past-President of the League of Canadian Poets, and inaugural Poet Laureate of 
Sudbury. Literary awards include: the Canadian Jewish Book Award for Poetry, the PEN/O.Henry 
Prize Story Award, the Confederation Poets Award (twice), and first prizes in poetry contests with 
Prism international and Fiddlehead. His latest and eighteenth book, ZIGZAGS, comes out with Black 
Moss Press this fall.
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John William Rice, born during the second world war in Iroquois Falls Ontario, retired after a thir-
ty-four-year career at INCO, now lives and writes in Sudbury.

Martin Lees obtained an M.A. where he studied the value of poetry within the paradigm of pallia-
tion. Primarily a singer-songwriter, Martin also enjoys experimenting with poetry, plays, short fiction 
and non-fiction. Martin lives with his wife and two children and works in healthcare, dividing his 
time between Sudbury and Kagawong, Ontario.

Fiction

Celeste Miller is a graduate of York University, with a Specialized BA in English and Professional 
Writing: Book Publishing. She is the owner and founder of The Violet Hour: Press, Author Services & 
Literary Magazine, and has previously been published in TWJ Magazine.

Non-Fiction

Danielle Dufoe is an avid writer and a reader of (almost) all genres of fiction, non-fiction and poet-
ry. She has a degree in English Rhetoric and Media Studies from Laurentian University and has made 
a lifelong study of literature in all of its nuances. This is her first publication.

Y.M. Mill is an avid arts supporter and creator, and a recluse by hobby. She has been published un-
der various pen names in the past for a motley crew of writings (most of which she would rather not 
admit to). This is her first publication... under her real name.
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“canoeing the lake
midnight—the full moon
a stone’s throw away

“Haiku” 
 Vera Constantineau

CDN $10.00


