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When I was a boy my parents 
would pack us children into 
a home-made camper in the 
back  of our Studebaker truck 
and off we’d go to wherever. 
An impatient question 
started coming from the 

Editorial By Ted Dyck

camper almost at once: Are 
we there yet?

Fast forward a few decades, 
and the question has changed 
slightly: Are we post-
pandemic yet?   

Ø



Like many of us, I’ve been following the evolving news 

about the evolving COVID19 pandemic. Cursed as I 

am with an insatiable appetite about things covidian, 

I consult several news portals in each of several 

countries. And a muddy answer to my question is 

emerging:  No, I think.

Consider, for example, the word pandemic: 

First, it names a significant part of our world: 

The pandemic is everywhere.

Vaccines prevent/assist/both/neither the 

pandemic’s spread.

Individuals believe what they want about the pandemic.

Second, it represents larger aspects of our world:

Everything is connected to everything else. 

Right is wrong is right is both is neither. 

Words may mean anything – or nothing.

Pandemic seems to play a similar, symbolic role in this 

Fall 21 issue of this magazine.

Pandemic is a sub-theme of the Executive Director’s 

Report in the CMHA PAGES: the word pandemic 

occurs ten times, the word Covid eight times, and the 

word post not once. This is not an omission, but an 

implicit suggestion that the pandemic is not over yet.

Kudos.

In the WRITING THE LIFE pages, Rolli’s postcards 

come from the pandemic not the post-pandemic  world: 

the word pandemic occurs six times, the word post 

seven times, never in tandem with pandemic but only 

with card (where the prefix means mail). Instead 

of post-pandemic, Rolli  sends post-cards from the 

pandemic. Many of the other stories and poems in 

these pages deal as usual with recovery (or failure 

to recover) from mental illness of one kind/degree 

or another: that is, with the recovery (or failure to 

recover) from a pandemic of mental illness. And post-

mental-illness has the same issues as post-pandemic. 

The topic of the WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE Contest 

is the post-pandemic life, yet the stories suggest an 

uncomfortable truth about post-pandemic  – that the 

more post-pandemic the story is, the more pandemic 

it is. The post-pandemic life, it seems, cannot help but 

continue to be pandemic. 

Are we there yet? 

The word there is the word here with t prefixed to it. 

The word there is impossible without the word here. 

There presupposes here.

We might also ask, Where is there? The word where 

is the word here with the prefix w. The word where, 

too, is impossible without the word here. Where, too, 

presupposes here.

Put the two together: post-pandemic means after 

pandemic – it does not mean free from pandemic, 

nor does it mean separate from pandemic, and it 

is impossible without pandemic. Post-pandemic 

presupposes pandemic. 

Life after the pandemic, the post-pandemic life, is 

impossible without the pandemic, and cannot be a 

return to life before the pandemic. 

Post-something cannot be pre-that-something.

We’d best get used to it.

Notes from the Editor 



I think the theme of this year’s conference and 

Annual Report, “We’re Only Human” couldn’t 

have been more appropriate during this time of 

pandemic.  COVID-19 has hit people hard on many 

levels – financially, socially and with concerns for 

both the physical and mental health of themselves 

and their loved ones.  At the time of this writing, we 

are a year and a half into it.  Remember the good 

old days (March 2020) when we thought a couple of 

months and this would be over?  We were certainly 

wrong on that one!

A research report conducted by Mental Health 

Research Canada in February 2021 stated that 

Canadians were reporting their highest level of 

anxiety and depression, a 70% increase since 

the first wave.  It found that Canadians were not 

accessing mental health supports at the same rate as 

before the pandemic and not only are they less likely 

to be getting in-person support, but they are also 

less likely to be speaking to their physician.  Social 

isolation was the leading stressor having a negative 

impact on mental health.  The study also showed 

that younger Canadians (ages 18 – 34) are the group 

who tend to be the most vulnerable to a decline in 

mental health.  (Mental Health During Covid-19 

Outbreak: Poll #5 of 13 in Series (data collected in 

February 2021) – Mental Health Research Canada/

Health Canada/Pollara Strategic Insights)

In July 2021 Saskatchewan entered the re-opening 

stage.  While many people are excited and embracing 

the ability to be with their friends and family and to 

re-establish comforting connections and routines, 

others are now struggling with a different kind of 

anxiety – the fear of going back outside.  A recent 

Leger online poll revealed that 52% of Canadians 

reported feeling some level of anxiety around 

reopening, with those aged 18-24 showing the 

highest levels of unease at 68%.  Infection rates 

are down, hospitalization rates are down and the 

majority of individuals are getting their vaccines 

– all causes to celebrate.  But with that comes a 

struggle for some who have spent the last year 

and a half being told it was dangerous to leave 

their homes.  Because we are human, that message 

EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR’S 
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has become ingrained and it’s not always easy to 

just turn off that anxiety and return to what we 

were before the pandemic.  The fact also remains 

that COVID-19 is not gone.  There is still risk of 

transmission and illness.   Coupled with this may 

be a level of social anxiety.  For a year and a half 

we have become accustomed to a version of social 

life through things like Zoom, video chats, etc.  We 

may be just out of practice being with people.  We 

are now moving from socially isolated to socially 

awkward when every action like giving a hug or 

shaking a hand comes with a level of risk that we 

have to consider.  

While a certain amount of anxiety is completely 

normal under our current circumstances, we have to 

make sure that it is not taking over and impacting 

our enjoyment of life.  If you find you are struggling, 

please don’t be ashamed to reach out for help.  

CMHA is here to provide support.  

In the meantime, there are a few things we can do to 

help us cope with our reopening anxiety:

Anxiety often comes when we feel a loss of 

control.  You can ease your anxiety and minimize 

possible exposure to COVID-19 by taking care of 

things that are within your control – things like 

wearing a mask, hand washing, physical distancing 

as you feel the need.  We can’t control the actions of 

others but we can control how we react and what we 

do.  Control what you can and let go of the rest.

The choice of what risks we want to take is 

ours, but we need to honestly ask ourselves 

if our anxiety over risk is robbing us of joy.  

Consider the level of risk you feel comfortable 

taking.  Possibly make a list of activities that you 

would like to take part in and score each one on 

the level of anxiety they cause.  Start slowly with 

the lowest scoring activities and then as you are 

successful in participating in them, move on to other 

activities building on each success.  They key is not 

to get stuck.

Re-establish structure and routine.  The 

pandemic took this away from many of us and often 

structure and routine are what make us comfortable.

Listen to your body.  We react in physical ways to 

anxiety.  Mindfulness and meditation can sometimes 

help us get in tune with those signals and help us 

to wind down and get grounded.  There are a lot of 

great tools on www.anxietycanada.com to help with 

controlling our anxiety.

2
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Don’t judge yourself too harshly.  We have 

been looking over our shoulders for a year and a 

half now and some anxiety is normal even when the 

risk may be low.  Acknowledge your anxiety without 

judgment.  Recognize you are doing the best you can 

right now and that’s all anyone can ask.

Be mindful of COVID grief.  So many of us have 

experienced losses during the pandemic – loss of 

loved ones to the disease, loss of connection to 

social supports, loss of employment, disruption in 

education, parents worrying about the safety of their 

children and the list goes on.  All of these come with 

a form of grief and like any grief, different people 

experience it in different ways.  While reopening 

may be a cause for celebration for some, it may not 

be what you need right now.  Be kind to yourself.

Challenge unhelpful thoughts and feelings 

and harmful self-talk because not all 

thoughts are true.  Focus on creating a balanced 

thought, one that considers all the facts, objective 

information and evidence (good, bad, neutral) then 

step back and look at the situation again.  Can you 

revise that thought to incorporate all the evidence?  

Our self-talk can often be harsh or negative.  Think 

about how you would speak to a good friend.  Would 

you say those things to them?  We shouldn’t be 

saying them to ourselves either.  

CMHA Saskatchewan Division has worked steadily 

throughout the pandemic, developing and revising 

new ways to provide supports and services.  I want 

to express my sincere thanks to all of the staff at 

CMHA Saskatchewan Division Office and all of our 

branches and programs around the province.  In 

normal times the work they do is outstanding and 

during the pandemic they have really stepped up to 

the challenge.  I couldn’t be prouder of our amazing 

team!  We didn’t leave during the early days of 

COVID-19 and we are still here, stronger than ever, 

to support individuals who may be struggling.

I also want to thank all those who have supported 

CMHA financially – our funders, community 

partners and donors.  At a time when so many 

were struggling, we saw an upsurge in support for 

our work.  Mental health has been recognized as 

a critical part of overall health and the people of 

Saskatchewan were there to help.  Your support has 

been overwhelming and we are very grateful.

If COVID-19 brought us anything positive, I think 

it made us slow down and evaluate what is really 

important in our lives.  Funny thing is, it didn’t 

turn out to be the material things we slave so 

hard to acquire.  We have realized the critical 

importance of social connection, especially the 

connection to our family and loved ones.  In some 

ways, I think it has taught us that it’s okay to slow 

down and take care of ourselves.   I think it has 

also opened our eyes to the importance of mental 

health and the critical need to support those who 

struggle.   The pandemic opened up discussion and 

awareness around issues that were often swept 

under the rug like mental health struggles or the 

rigidity and frantic pace of a modern work day.   

The pandemic has brought into sharp focus the 

need for social change. These are lessons I hope we 

don’t forget when the pandemic passes.   COVID-19 

may actually be an opportunity for a “reset”. 



Wellness is a day program where participants engage 

in diverse activities that teach how healthy 

eating, exercise, connecting with nature, creativity, 

and positive leisure choices support our well-being.   

The Battlefords Peer Support Program offers group 

and one to one services.  Support is recovery focused 

and self-directed.  Our branch has six trained 

peer supporters that facilitate group meetings and 

provided one to one intentional support to others 

with lived experience. 

Each weekday, vocational therapy participants are 

employed in The Battlefords community delivering 

a range of services for others – lawn mowing, 

spring/fall yard cleanup, snow removal, recycling, 

housekeeping, janitorial work, flyer/newspaper 

deliveries, small moving jobs, and campground 

facilities and grounds management.  On average, 

we employ 40 people in vocational programs 

throughout the year.

Welcome to our branch.  A lot has 

been happening here over the last year and we’re 

excited to share with you our role in supporting 

community members and what’s new this year!   

ABOUT US

CMHA Battlefords Branch is an incorporated entity, 

affiliated with CMHA Saskatchewan Division and 

governed by a volunteer Board of Directors.

Our programs include recreation, wellness, peer 

support and vocational therapy/work experience.  

Recreation activities are scheduled evenings and 

weekends throughout the month and members enjoy 

connecting with others while engaging in activities 

that support mental health.  As part of the recreation 

program, Tour is a highlight for many – an affordable 

vacation to different destinations each summer.

By Jane Zielke, 
Executive Director CMHA The Battlefords
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INDEPENDENCE COMMONS 

Construction of supported independent housing was 

completed the end of June.  Independence Commons 

is a multifaceted program that incorporates 

affordable and safe homes, skills building that 

teaches independence and stability to those living 

with a mental illness and/or addiction, wellness 

programs to support recovery and recreation 

activities to reduce isolation.  There are two 

apartment buildings that face a centre green space 

and house eight  individuals with lived experience.  

Three units are mobility accessible and all have a 

range, refrigerator, dishwasher, and washer/dryer. 

Each tenant meets with their housing supporter 

2.5 hours/week and works together on skills that 

support successful independent living. 

LIVING WELL 
LEARNING CENTRE

As part of Independence Commons, we are very 

excited to introduce the Living Well Learning Centre 

to everyone living in The Battlefords.  Based on a test 

model from the UK, our centre focuses on mental 

health, well-being, and empowerment mental health, 

well-being, and empowerment through education.

CMHA Battlefords Branch’s Living Well Learning 

Centre, just like a college, offers a range of courses 

Focus On CMHA The Battlefords Branch
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Living Well Learning Centre

in a vibrant learning environment of equality and 

diversity.  There are no tests, admission is free, 

and everyone is welcome.  Curriculum is unique: 

developed by subject experts and mental health 

professionals working with people who have their 

own personal experience in mental health recovery.  

Our centre operates on the belief that everyone can 

experience recovery and thrive  within healthy and 

supportive communities.  Living Well Learning 

Centre is for everyone – those with lived experience, 

family members, friends, service providers, and 

individuals looking to strengthen their well-being. 

Fourteen adult and five youth courses will be offered 

to start, and everyone living in our community 

will have free access to learning opportunities that 

support recovery and wellness through education.

Our partnerships with Saskatchewan Hospital North 

Battleford, City of North Battleford, and Battlefords

Mental Health Centre allow us to offer new work 

opportunities, peer support, wellness, recreation, 

and recovery focused learning.  Our relationship 

with CMHA Saskatchewan Division supports us in 

our frontline work and connects us to other CMHA 

branches across the province.  Saskatchewan Health 

Authority funds our programs, while the generosity of 

our donors makes our dreams come true.  We are so 

thankful for this!   



The CMHA-Saskatchewan Division 
is pleased present Bounce Back® for 
Youth, a program designed to help 
youth 15 and over experiencing mild 
to moderate low mood, depression, or 
stress, with or without anxiety.

What does Bounce Back® involve?

Bounce Back® is referred to as a self-guided 

support program. It involves introducing youth to 

a workbook-based program that was developed in 

the United Kingdom using a Cognitive Behavioural 

Therapy approach, with virtual support from a local 

Bounce Back® coach and facilitator.  Bounce Back® 

offers two levels of support: 

• Bounce Back Coaching (for youth 15-29 and 

requires a referral from a family physician)

• Living Life to the Full (for youth 13-17 and does 

not require a referral)

These two levels of support are based on a five areas 

approach:

• Life situation, problems, and difficulties

• Unhelpful thinking

• Altered feelings (moods or emotions)

• Symptoms in the body

• Altered behavior and reduced activities

Bounce Back® Coaching

Bounce Back® coaching constitutes one-on-one 

support through telephone coaching. Based on the 

five areas approach, you and your Bounce Back® 

coach can pick the workbooks that address your 

7



needs such as sleep improvement or problem 

solving. Your coach will be contacting you several 

times over the coming weeks to ensure  you get the 

most out of the materials.

Living Life to the Full

Living Life to the Full for Youth is a program derived 

from Bounce Back for Youth, which focuses on 

supporting the mental health of adolescents aged 

13 – 17.  This group based program was developed 

for youth who may be experiencing mild to moderate 

depression and/or anxiety. Living Life to the Full for 

Youth can be delivered either in person or online, 

free of charge by the Bounce Back® coach who is 

also a trained facilitator for Living Life to the Full. 

This eight-week course is based on cognitive-

8

behavioural therapy (CBT) principles, created by 

Dr. Chris Williams, Psychologist and Professor 

of Psychosocial Psychiatry at the University of 

Glasgow.  This course consists of eight continual 

sessions, with a flexibility of time ranging from 50 

minutes to 1.5 hours.  This course has also been 

developed to work best in settings of approximately 

15 youth or less.     

Consider a Bounce Back® example like starting a 

new project or a new activity and realizing that you 

are slowly losing your motivation to change. When 

you find yourself in this situation, it really helps to 

have someone else to keep you on track to achieve 

your goals. You don’t have to worry, this person 

won’t nag you. They are just there to assist you by 

explaining the guided self-help materials, offering 

suggestions, and working with you on problem areas.
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Bounce Back® coaches and facilitators are 

individuals with excellent communication skills. 

They are not mental health clinicians. At the same 

time, coaches have been specially trained in the 

application of these specific program materials. They 

will arrange telephone appointments with you and 

mail you everything you will need while you are on 

the program. The materials are yours to keep.

While in the Bounce Back® program, it is 

recommended to not just read the workbooks, but 

to work them into your day-to-day life. In addition, 

make some notes of the tips and hints your Bounce 

Back® coach offers you during each session. The 

accompanying Session Summary Sheet provides a 

form for writing down things from each telephone 

session, including when the next session will be. 

Finally, it is very important to note that these 

materials are workbooks and they require some 

work; but with the support of your coach, you will 

find this easier than you think.

It is not uncommon for some people to find this 

approach unsuitable for them: they feel worse, or too 

many other things are going on in their lives. If this 

is the case, please tell your coach, who may be able 

to find the motivation you need to continue your 

work. The program is a very effective one for helping 

people with mild or moderate levels of depression 

and anxiety. If your mood problems worsen to the 

point where you feel very depressed, using the 

guided self-help workbooks alone won’t be enough. 

If you are starting to feel like this, tell your Bounce 

Back® coach. Through the use of a mood rating 

scale, they will check with you during each contact 

about how you are doing, and they may need to talk 

to your primary care practitioner. They will also 

always ask you if you have thoughts of suicide.

We ask this of everyone so we can be sure to assist 

people get the additional supports they need.

It is not unusual for us to keep emotional issues 

bottled up inside. We may feel embarrassed or weak, 

even though depression and anxiety are very common 

experiences affecting one in eight Canadians at some 

point in their lives. Moreover, approximately one-third 

of people living with a chronic physical condition or 

chronic pain will suffer depressed mood; and mood 

problems are very common among family caregivers. 

For this reason, one of our course workbooks has been 

written for families and friends. Ask your coach to send 

you this workbook if you think it could be useful in 

your circumstances. It can be helpful to involve your 

family and friends while you practice the skills in the 

workbook.

How to reach us
If you wish to learn more about Bounce Back® and 

the supports involved, please contact us at:

 306-525-5601 ext. 239  
Or send us an email at 

bounceback@cmhask.com 
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In March 2021 the Senate of Canada passed Bill C-7, 

which will expand access to medical assistance in 

dying (MAID) to those with mental illness.   CMHA 

has been advocating on this federal issue for several 

years and does not support the inclusion of MAID 

for those with mental illness. However, now that the 

bill has passed, our role going forward is to advocate 

for strong, responsible safeguards to be put in place, 

and for better access to mental health treatment 

and supports for those living with mental illness. 

CMHA wants to be involved in any consultations 

or committees that can help determine and outline 

the appropriate safeguards and incorporate the 

perspectives of those with lived experience.

The Canadian Mental Health Association is deeply 

disappointed that the government supports allowing 

those with mental illnesses to seek medical assistance in 

dying. CMHA’s position, first articulated in a national 

policy paper in August 2017, and later, in testimony to 

the Senate in November of 2020, is that until the health 

care system adequately responds to the mental health 

needs of Canadians, assisted dying should not be an 

option—not now and not two years from now.

First, it is not possible to determine whether any 

particular case of mental illness represents “an advanced 

state of decline in capabilities that cannot be reversed.”

Second, we know that cases of severe and persistent 

mental illness that are initially resistant to 

treatment can, in fact, show significant recovery 

over time. Mental illness is very often episodic. 

Death, on the other hand, is not reversible. In Dutch 

and Belgian studies, a high proportion of people who 

were seeking MAID for psychiatric reasons, but did 

not get it, later changed their minds.

Third is the issue of whether this distinction for 

mental illness vis-à-vis all other type of illness is 

inherently discriminatory.  Denying access to MAID 

for mental health reasons alone does not mean those 

with mental illness suffer less than people afflicted 

with critical physical ailments.  What is different 

about mental illness specifically, is the likelihood 

that symptoms of the illness will resolve over time.  

Because the distinction is being made specifically 

on the likely course of illness and not the degree of 

suffering, it is not discriminatory.

The government must, at a minimum, commit to a 

substantial increase in its investment in mental health 

care to help alleviate the suffering of those with mental 

health issues and mental illness and provide every 

opportunity to recover and thrive.

While CMHA strongly opposes MAID for those with 

mental illness as a sole underlying cause, we remain 

committed to working with the government and the 

joint committee to ensure appropriate safeguards 

are put in place to achieve the most responsible and 

ethical system possible – one that mitigates the risk of 

suicide for anyone who has a hope of eventual recovery.  

Mental illness should not be a death sentence.

CMHA National Office: www.cmha.ca

The full version of the policy paper can be found at 

https://cmha.ca/wp-content/

uploads/2017/09/CMHA-

Position-Paper-on-Medical-

Assistance-in-Dying-FINAL.pdf

MEDICAL 
ASSISTANCE 
IN DYING
(M.A.I.D.) – CMHA’s Position
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Olivia stops and cocks her head. 
“Do you hear that?”

“What?” I ask, getting that feeling again.

“It sounds like –”

She looks down and fear dives across her face. “Put 

it out!” 

I look down and don’t quite understand. “Put what 

out?”

“The fire!”

“What fire?”

“Don’t you see it?”

“No, where?”

“There,” she points to the ground at my feet.

“Where? I have no idea wha–”

She stomps on the toes of my right foot and grinds 

them with her heel.

I shout, and in trying to pull my foot away, find that 

I am paralysed with pain. I do not speak, there is 

nothing to say. I see in her face, the determination, 

the conviction, for her my foot truly is on fire.

Eventually, satisfied that it is out, she steps back 

and sees the pain tearing lines into my face. Her eyes 

widen from psychotic focus to horror; the vision has 

passed and reality has returned. She lunges to catch 

me as I tumble backwards, but isn’t strong enough 

to halt my momentum. I fall and she falls with me, 

landing with her elbow just below my sternum.

There is no more air in the air and the universe is an 

infinity of smouldering nerve-endings. I am the pain 

of the world.

She rolls over, off, and stands up, trying for some 

reason the help me get up. She is pulling on my arm. 

I do not want to get up.

I wheeze, “Don’t.”

She lets me go and my torso falls back, headfirst, 

and a burst of thin white lines spreads across my 

vision. My skull rings. She paces, hand to her mouth, 

guilt and worry churn in her expression. She pulls 

her hand away from her mouth to ask, “It happened 

again, didn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“What should I do?”

“Kill. Me,”

She laughs guiltily.

As I try to remember how to breathe, an old lady 

walks past with a little rat-dog on a pink leash. The 

dog yaps and the woman tuts at me. In my mind I 

make a rude face at her. In reality my body doesn’t 

care enough to respond.

∞∞∞

I wake on a stretcher in a beige-blue hallway with waist-

high plastic handrails on the walls. Olivia is sitting 

beside me with her head in her hands, muttering. Her 

straight brown hair hangs down, obscuring her face. 

She hasn’t noticed that I am awake. Her words are a 

running commentary of the flurry inside of her head 

and there is nothing anyone can do to make it stop. I 

discover that it is a terrible idea to try and move any 

part of my body. I don’t do this again for a long time.
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The ceiling is a grid of nearly identical square panels 

made of a substance whose name I have never known. I 

count four subtly distinct patterns that are distributed 

randomly across the part of the ceiling that I can see. I 

am just starting to think that there might be some kind 

of order to them when the doctor arrives. He asks me 

how I am and I tell him. I am surprised by how little it 

hurts when he pats me encouragingly on the shoulder. 

He goes over to Olivia, crouches down in front of her 

and tries to get her attention.

“Don’t bother,” I say.

“I know. I didn’t get anything earlier when you were 

asleep, but I had hoped. That bad, is it?”

“Sometimes it lasts for days.”

“May I ask what it is?”

“We don’t know, but it comes and goes. Most of the 

time she’s fine, but sometimes…”

“Pow. I understand. Are you?” He gestures vaguely 

with a waggling finger, but the meaning is clear.

“We’re married, yes.”

“How long?”

“About two years.”

“And was she like this when you…?”

“Not quite, but she was definitely the most 

interesting person I had ever met.”

“Do you have kids?”

“Not yet, I’m still working on that one. She’s afraid 

it’s genetic.”

He smiles knowingly and nods. A hidden speaker 

beeps and a too-calm voice says, “Dr. Brown to E4. 
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Dr. Brown you are needed in E4.”

He wishes me luck, then jogs off down the corridor. 

A few seconds later, from somewhere down the hall 

in the other direction, the frenetic swishing jangle of 

loose cotton clothes, a clipboard of fluttering papers, 

and a full keyring attached to a neck-slung lanyard 

pass in a blur of green and noise. Olivia looks up, 

confused, sees me and smiles sheepishly. I look into 

her eyes and wonder for the first time if there isn’t a 

limit somewhere, and if we haven’t just reached it.

∞∞∞

The latch clicks and Olivia holds the door open for 

me. Navigating the raised threshold with crutches 

proves trickier than expected, and I nearly fall again. 

Olivia puts her hand on my shoulder as I straighten 

up and she kisses me lightly, apologetically.

“I’m sorry,” she says.

“It’s ok.”

“No, it isn’t. You put up with a lot, but I never hurt 

you before.”

“Look. Don’t worry about it.”

“How can I not worry when I start giving you skull 

fractures when I’m not even angry at you?”

“You do have a point there. But let’s not talk about it 

right now. I hurt.”

I climb down my crutches into the soft envelopment 

of the couch and fall into staring at the blank 

TV. Olivia brings me a plate of something that I 

eat without noticing because the hurting makes 

everything taste like grey. When I am done she 

comes back and stands, looking guilty and asking if 

I need anything. I answer truthfully and she helps 

me climb up my crutches and hobble me into the 

bedroom. She helps me under the covers and then 

leaves me alone like I asked. I can hear her crying 

quietly in the living room, but I hurt too much to be 

able to care about her feelings right now.

∞∞∞

Olivia has this thing she does, in the mornings, 

waking up. She usually wakes before me and 

when she does she stretches to full length, always 

managing somehow to hook her toes under the 

covers and pull them down to the crack of my ass. So 

every morning I wake to a bucket of cold air being 

dumped across my back. And while she is doing this 

she takes a deep breath in and out that sounds like a 

heavy canvas duffle-bag full of clothes being dragged 

over thick carpet, or maybe like the jagged teeth of 

a long metal handsaw ripping slowly into a piece of 

wood. Iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiin and ooooooooooooooout. It’s 

charming, in its way.

This morning, though, the sun is already up and I 

look around the room from where I sit jack-knifed 

up in fright. On her side of the bed is a rumpled 

jumble of sheets that she isn’t in.

My voice is thin as I call out to her because I’m 

just waking up, but also because my mind is full of 

gruesome imaginings and half-expectations. Olivia in 

the kitchen, lying in a pool of her own vomit, an empty 

bottle of T3’s on the counter. Olivia in the bathroom, 

exsanguinated, with an open pair of her sharp hair-

dressers scissors on the floor, her limp fingers dangling 

below a slit wrist. Olivia splayed on the ground, 7 1/2 

storeys below the railing of our balcony which seemed 

like such a good idea when we were moving in and she 

was doing so much better than she is now.
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But I find none of these things. No evidence of 

them, anyway. I realise, now that she’s disappeared 

into the night, that this is what I’ve been waiting 

for, in some sense, anyway. And not in the gleefully 

malevolent sense of “waiting for,” rather in its belly-

full-of-lead sense. “Dreading” might be a better word 

for it.

Part of me has known for a long time that someday I 

would wake up to find her gone. And not “gone” in the 

sense of her leaving me for someone else, but “gone” in 

the sense of her waking in the middle of the night and 

wandering off into the visions in her mind.

I think to check all of the visible surfaces in the 

apartment for some kind of note telling me either 

where to find her, or where to find her body. I 

don’t think, however, to check my phone until I’ve 

searched the apartment 50 times and done 14 laps 

around the building and its environs looking for her.

The text reads, “Couldn’t sleep because of the 

dreams. Didn’t want to wake you. Gone to CAMH.”

I read it and some valve somewhere in me bursts 

and I am lowering slowly to the ground and huddling 

up between the stools on the bar side of the kitchen 

island. Subliminally, I suppose, the overhanging 

counter makes me feel protected and safe, but 

liminally the only thing I notice is that all of my 

emotions are trying to force their way out of me at 

the same time. I feel like a bike pump when you put 

your thumb over the end of the hose and push down 

really hard on the handle.

The tip of my chin tingles where the tears of tension 

and relief and joy and guilt and despair have rolled 

down and then fallen, puddling on my shirt. My nose 

is full of goo and I’m pretty sure I’m drooling, but I 

can’t close my mouth because the muscles of my face 

are pulled up and scrunched tight in anguish.

I lose time for a while. Huddled up, crying, and then 

trying to pull myself together, and then crying again, 
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and then trying to get up, and then crying. Strangely 

cogent thoughts flit through my mind occasionally, 

like the adult part of my brain trying to distract the 

child part by jingling a set of absurdly reasonable 

keys in front of it. “She’s not dead, everything is 

going to be fine.” “The doctors there will take care 

of her better than you can.” “Now you don’t have to 

deal with this alone.”

I appreciate the gesture, but I can see that the 

rational part of my mind just doesn’t get it. I’m not 

crying because I’m upset, I’m not crying because 

anything, except that if I don’t I’ll explode, leaving 

behind an over-priced two-star apartment with a 

gore-splattered kitchen nook.

Eventually the gasping and the tears and the goo-

dribbles subside and I am able to breathe and 

wipe my eyes. The sun is hiding behind the iron-

grey clouds of mid-November. I’m sure it must be 

afternoon already, judging by the pain in my ass 

from sitting on the hard floor for so long.

∞∞∞

She hands me a piece of paper, “It’s you,” she says. 

I look at it. It’s an abstract portrait full of wildly 

coloured fractals and refracting lines. It’s beautiful 

and terrifying and I start to feel that crying feeling 

again.

Is this it? Is this moment going to grow and multiply 

and subsume the whole of the future into itself? Is this 

who Olivia is going to be for the rest of her life, the rest 

of my life? Because this isn’t her, this can’t be her, the 

sheepish childishness, the flitting, frightened eyes, the 

tiny quiver of desperation in her unsteady face.

As I think it, I know I’m not supposed to, and I feel 

the hot incandescence of shame and guilt as they 

heat my neck and my cheeks. I don’t know if I can do 

this. I don’t know if I can bear it. It’s too much. It’s 

always been too much, but it was also always just ok 

enough that we could manage, I could manage. But 

looking at her sitting here, so gone, like the fire in 

her heart has gone out. I just don’t know any more.

“Mr. Barsch?”

Dr. Colson has curly brown hair pulled back into 

a loose ponytail and wears a paradoxical aura of 

distant empathy. She invites me to go for a walk 

on the CamH campus, citing fresh air and some 

other semi-spurious seeming reason that I don’t 

remember. I’m grateful to get away from my heavy 

thoughts.

The overcast sky and barren trees and dead-brown 

grass are like nature making my emotions into 

physical objects, which is comforting in a depressing 

kind of way. Dr. Colson has a red poppy pinned to 

her lapel and she walks contemplatively with her 

shoulders hunched against the nippy breeze. She 

digs into the breast pocket of her heavy felt coat and 

pulls out a pack of cigarettes and offers me one.

I have to ask, “Do people even do that anymore?”

She smiles sardonically and lights up, “Around here 

they do. On hospital grounds we’re not supposed to, 

but…” She shrugs.

“Must be a stressful life, dealing with all… this.”

“Sure. But it has its rewards. A lot of people make it 

through to the other side, and I get to help them do 

it.”

I nod, partly because she’s probably right, partly 
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because I appreciate her trying to make me feel 

better, and partly because I feel like if I open my 

mouth I’m just going dissolve into a puddle of gooey 

tears again.

She lets a minute go and we stroll aimlessly in the 

barren cold. A streetcar rumbles past on Queen 

Street; a cyclist shouts at the Uber driver who just 

cut her off. Dr. Colson stops, inclines her head 

towards me. “A penny for your thoughts.”

Feeling invaded, I evade. “You’re just chock full of 

anachronisms.”

“You’ve been through a lot, haven’t you?”

“You have no idea.”

“Actually, I do.” She drags, exhales, “I was a patient 

here for a while myself, back about a decade ago. So 

I like to think understand pretty well.”

“Really? But you seem so… normal.”

The Fire In Her Heart

Her eyes take hold of mine and I see in them a depth 

of experience that is something quite other than 

normal.

“Oh. Right.”

Dr. Colson turns and resumes her aimless amble. 

“I asked what you were thinking because very often 

families and loved ones are worried that because 

their mother or brother or wife is now officially 

crazy, that means that their lives are basically over.”

“That sounds familiar.”

She nods and drags on the butt of her cigarette and 

wanders off to stub it out and throw it in a nearby 

garbage can. “And sometimes they’re right. It’s 

almost never as terrible as they imagine, but nothing 

is ever the same again.”

“Very reassuring.”

“But very often we help them find a way of managing 
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and making life liveable again. There are so many 

kinds of medications and therapies that really do 

work. It’s hard, but we can help almost everyone.”

“Almost…”

“There are no guarantees with this kind of thing. So 

yeah, almost.”

I feel like I’ve used up all of my clever/snide banter 

and I don’t have the energy to think of anything 

constructive to say, so I just nod.

Dr. Colson comes over and puts a hand on my 

shoulder. “She’s in good hands here.”

“How long will she need to stay?”

She looks at me with her eyes again and says directly 

to me, “As long as she needs.”

I don’t know why, but something about this gives 

me the crying feeling again, so I just nod, again. She 

seems to understand and turns to go back inside. 

“It must have been a hell of a day for you. No one 

will think worse of you if you go home and get some 

rest.”

Somehow, the idea of being alone at home, stewing 

in uncertainty and worry seems a lot worse than 

seeing Olivia like she really is, even if that “really is” 

is heart-breaking. “Nah, I’ll come in. For a while at 

least.”

Dr. Colson nods and pats me on the shoulder 

again. A gust of cold, grey wind whips at us and we 

head back into the building. The branches on the 

bare trees sway in the wind. A car honks its horn 

somewhere in the middle distance. Another streetcar 

passes by out on Queen Street. Its rumble falls 

away as the door closes behind us and I head back 

upstairs to find out what the rest of my life is going 

to be like.
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When the shapes start to disappear, then the 

colours, I focus on the greyness that lives inside 

people, trapped like pencil smudges inside the lines 

that confine them. I see how they used to be—what 

they might yet become. Stripped of fabric, flesh, of 

bone—all that remains is the pulse of viscous light. 

Malleable. Amorphous. Shadowed.

My mother, Marlyn Emery—I mean, Grey—she’s one 

of the few people I see reduced down to the core 

every time I look at her these days. But then, not 

many people are allowed to visit me. She’s forty-two, 

recently married to Anderson Grey, and pregnant. 

Bloated body pregnant. At first, whenever she comes 

to see me, I can’t focus on anything but the bulging 

belly, watermelon breasts, the head perched tiny and 

so far away on top of the betrayal that is her body, 

and I begin gagging, dry heaves that hurt like fists 

trying to punch their way out. 

She sets her cool hands on my forehead, murmurs 

soothing sounds that allow me to look beyond her 

form, beyond the colours that are too bright, beyond 

the glaring lights of this hospital room that reeks 

of scorched linen and musty mops, and I relax. I 

see what my mother once was like, the grey light a 

liquid—mercurial, shiny—now silver, now onyx, now 

charcoal, now milky. 

I’m not hallucinating—I know the difference—this isn’t 

one of those odd pictures conjured before my eyes 

that has nothing to do with reality. This is something 

I learned when I was dead for a few days, over three 

years ago, when I was eleven. My chart had coma 

written down, but I know the difference. They were 

there—the air thick with them if you wanted to see 

them—the people who had died and were unable to 

leave. Their bodies and clothes were gone; all that 

remained was the light that had always been there, 

buried inside of them. Some were more shadowed than 

others. My dad, who died when I was five, he was there 

with me. He didn’t look anything like he did when he 

was alive, but I knew it was him. You always recognize 

the people who love you and you love back.

I miss my dad so much. He stayed with me for a while, 

even after I came back to life. I used to see him under 

the ice at Wascana Lake, in puddles of rain, his broken 

writing in ice cubes that melted in my hands. I know I’ll 

see him soon. He’ll come for me. Aren’t fathers always 

supposed to rescue their daughters from nightmares? 

No matter what. No matter what.

I’ve been here awhile. Days? Weeks? I’m losing 

count. I don’t have a window or a clock, only this 

machine that clicks and gurgles like it’s trying to 

boil my blood rather than read my heart rate. I keep 

expecting it to flat-line, like on the TV shows. That’s 

when the action will begin. That’s when my dad will 

arrive. All the alarms will sound; people will rush in, 

their faces pinched with worry, their hands grasping 

and pounding and failing to bring me back; someone 

will call my mom; Anderson will wait outside in the 

corridor. They’ll shriek my name: Jill. And the body 

that is no longer mine, they can burn it. Burn it good 

and hot. Destroy the evidence.

§

The nurses bring in food, try to tempt me to open 

my mouth. They don’t know my mouth is sacred. 

Nothing gets past my lips. No food, only tiny sips of 

water when my throat is dry. I don’t even want the 

water, now. I’m stronger than they are. They don’t 
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know the sacrifices I’ve made, how I eliminated first 

cream, then meat and eggs, from my diet. I noticed 

my clothes fit looser. My hip bones pushed through 

my skin. My cheekbones protruded. I looked like the 

girls in the magazines. But, that’s not why I stopped 

eating. I never wanted to be too thin. At first, I 

stopped eating food Anderson made for me because 

he had touched it. I hoped my mom would notice 

my protest, pick me over him. Now, she’s about to 

have his baby—a girl. I don’t want a sister if she’s 

Anderson’s daughter. I don’t need her. 

I struggled to find something to eat after the 

wedding. I had to give up most food, because 

Anderson made a buffet, catered the whole event 

from the Silver Spire, the bistro my mother started 

on 13th Avenue that Anderson now partially owns. 

I started to sneak junk food into my closet, keeping 

my stash there. Junk food doesn’t count as food 

because most of it is fake anyway, and Anderson 

never serves fake food. I lived on late night binges 

for months until my mom found ants in my room and 

exposed my hoard. Then we went to Ontario to visit 

Anderson’s relatives in May, and the rules changed.

It’s November cold in here. I think they’ve turned 

the heat down on purpose. We’ve had snow. I can 

feel it, but I’m in a room without a window. I keep 

imagining the forest I played in along the Bruce Trail 

in Ontario this summer. How rain and snow should 

have erased all impressions, all scents, all possible 

traces that I was ever there, amongst the trees. 

How the cold there would be a damp chill, entering 

bones, settling into skin, weighing low and heavy 

like the clouds over Lake Ontario. I could remember 

every little detail, if I wanted to—their faces, before, 

during, after. I could tell you that no matter how 

hard I looked, I couldn’t see past the shape of their 

bodies into their pasts, into their futures. I could tell 

you. But I don’t want to.
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I already said I never wanted to be this thin. It just 

happened. If you don’t believe me, you can go, now. 

Leave me alone. Take that clipboard away. I don’t 

like you taking notes. How do I know you’re really 

hearing what I’m saying? 

No, I don’t feel bloated. I feel hollow. Empty. Like 

someone stole the grey light inside of me. Like all 

of it is being taken away by my mother and her new 

daughter. I’m afraid that when this body around me 

dies, there won’t be anything left of me. I don’t want 

my body, anymore. It’s not mine. Don’t ask. Don’t 

ask. Don’t ask. If I tell you, you’ll walk away, trailing 

kerosene. You’ll throw the match as you leave. Close 

the door. Let me burn. You should go. Now.

§

It’s dark. It must be night time. Someone’s turned 

out all of the lights; even the corridor’s lights are 

dimmed . I’m finally alone. I need my ribbons. I 

need my mirror and phone camera. If I had finished 

with the wires in my room, I could have created such 

a spectacular effect—like I was weightless. Like I was 

flying across the ceiling, my pink ribbons flowing 

out behind me, my body barely covered by them, but 

not needing much. 

They’ll be waiting. They’ll be checking YouTube, 

wondering where I went. My fans. I wear masks so 

I could be anyone in disguise—I have my favourite, 

a silver-grey, but sometimes I wear a a brilliant 

coral, both disguising my eyes and nose, feathers 

extending out beyond my head, hiding thinning hair. 

When my mother found me, I was curled up in a 

little ball, a scribble upon the hardwood, my ribbons 

trailing off my frame like unravelled packaging. I 

had stretched beyond my body, could see myself 

from above, how my scapulas resembled bird wings, 

my hollow pelvic bone, a bird’s nest. I couldn’t have 
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imagined the hysteria my mother displayed when 

she entered my room, knocking over my tripod and 

phone, as she rushed to me. She had finally noticed 

me and I wasn’t in my body to feel her touch. 

She thumped on my chest, breathed into my mouth, 

until I snapped back into myself. She held me so 

close to her, hugging me over her protruding belly, 

stroking the wispy hair that covers my skin. She 

cried and cried, and all I could do was close my eyes 

and let her.

I bet Anderson found the videos and pictures on my 

phone, that he spends a lot of time just staring at 

me, repeatedly watching the video of me unravelling 

my covered body in one dizzying sequence where I 

attached the ribbon to the light in my ceiling and 

wound myself backwards. I’d aimed my phone 

upwards and on an angle, so that when the last bit of 

ribbon fell from my body, I allowed a brief glimpse 

of my naked form. I had many more comments after 

that video aired. I’m not embarrassed. How can I be 

embarrassed of a body that is no longer mine?

I can hear them—the psychologist and my mother, 

discussing me. They’re detailing my body, like a list 

of items to fix at a spa: dry skin, split fingernails, 

chapped lips, fine lines and bruises, circles under the 

eyes. If my mother has seen the videos and photos, 

she would point out how imperfect my body is. No 

one on-line ever made such comments. To my fans, 

I’m beautiful. I’m mysterious. I’m not really me.

§

Nikia’s drawn a card for me. She can see the grey 

light inside of people, too. She sees inside my head 

and draws what’s hiding. I’ve tried to re-direct my 

thoughts when I’m around her, but she always brings 

me back to last summer’s forest. She knows why I 

wear ribbons. She knows what they did to me. And 

how I let them do it. I’m sure of it.

The shirt I wore that day was red. Half of us were 

wearing red, the other half blue. There were at least 

twenty of us, playing “capture the flag” in the forest. No 

one told me that being a hostage would have its dangers. 

Fenton, the captain of the blue team was seventeen, 

and he started it all with Emily, the fifteen-year-old 

girl on my team. She was caught first, and when I 

arrived at the jail to rescue her, Fenton was holding 

his phone above her. Click. Click. She was sprawled 

against an entangled cave of low-hanging branches 

and sumac bushes. Her skin was a flash of white 

under a lip of red where her shirt bunched up around 

her shoulders. Emily laughed when she saw me and 

Fenton simply shrugged, turning the camera phone 

towards me. Something happened then, something so 

totally unexpected, it nearly knocked me backwards. 

My heart started beating faster with the desire 

welling up inside of me, from my belly into my chest. 

I wanted to be there, instead of Emily. I wanted to be 

the one being noticed. I wanted Fenton’s attention.

I knew this was risky, this game within the game. 

I knew I should go back to the Greys’ place. Find 

Anderson and my mom mingling at the party. 

Instead, I found myself moving towards a place I 

wanted desperately to enter. A place where Anderson 

and my mother wouldn’t belong.

Fenton didn’t say anything; he simply held up his 

phone camera towards me. It was getting darker 

now. Emily lowered her shirt, watched as I pulled 
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on the wide neck of my red sweater, leaning forward 

as Fenton’s camera clicked, clicked, clicked. I never 

thought about the consequences, about the fact that 

there would be digital evidence, that it wouldn’t be 

a single piece of film. That it could spread, like a 

virus, an illness that couldn’t be contained. I wanted 

him to bend over me, touch my collarbone, trace the 

outline of my ear with his lips. Tell me I mattered. 

Tell me he could see me, and I mattered. I mattered. 

§

It must be morning. The lights are on in the corridor 

of the hospital. No one has come in to see me. I must 

have fallen asleep with Nikia’s card in my hand. I 

haven’t the strength to open it. 

I can hear the voices of the other players, see how 

Fenton reacted to them, detecting them. How his 

face fell, the smirk dropping into a rippling warble 

of fear; how he whirled around, shoving his phone 

into his jeans’ pocket. Emily stood up, her face 

scrunched and tense. Our team had captured the 

blue flag on the other side of the tree cave. We could 

hear the exuberant shrieks of victory as my team 

members streaked back through the darkening forest 

and across the open field towards our home base. 

Emily bent down, her face pressed in so close, I 

could just make out her features. Her mouth worked 

around words I couldn’t believe she was saying: Ugly 

girls don’t count. She backed away, her body empty 

of light—not even a dull flash—then was gone. I sat 

under the leaves and branches for a long time, even 

when the rain started. No one came to look for me. 

Leaving the forest, I crossed the field of mud-bogged 

grasses in the heavy rain to the forest ravine leading 

to the houses below. I heard barking ahead and 

wondered if a search party had been sent out for me. 

I’m here! I’m okay! I wanted to shout, but the barking 

stopped and no one rushed to greet me. I slid down 

the slippery ravine, falling twice, and trudged through 

the empty lot near the Greys’ house, overgrown with 
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brambles and thorns that sliced like bitter tongues 

against my clothes and bare hands. I stood there for 

a moment, letting the rain pour onto me, not feeling 

the cold or how wet I was. I thought of Fenton, about 

the cell phone in his jeans’ pocket. About the pictures 

of me. I wondered what he would do with them. 

As the rain freight trained from the sky, I sat down 

hard amongst the scrub bushes. It didn’t matter 

what Fenton did with the photos. It didn’t matter, 

because I was free. I was gone. He had me in his 

cell phone, a scribbled shadow leering towards 

potential viewers. My body was no longer mine. I 

was separate. I was released. 

I settled back against the ground, crushing long 

grasses, thorny branches, thinking how my outline 

would be washed away when I stood up. But, the 

rain was too solid—I couldn’t breathe. I stood up 

and headed towards the road and the Greys’ house, 

marveling how every piece of the body around me 

became a dot when photographed or videoed, and 

how easy it would be to reassemble it, change its 

shape, its colour, its meaning. 

§

Dying doesn’t scare me. Living does. Aren’t you 

scared? Doesn’t your head want to burst with all the 

secrets you have to keep inside of it—all the things 

people tell you and you can’t tell anyone else? This? 

This is a get-well-soon card. No, you can’t—what do 

you mean it’s blank? 

She’s looking at me like she knows something I 

don’t. This bothers me. Has Anderson shown her the 

videos and photos? This woman with the soft face 
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and pale eyes, her hands are always busy—writing on 

her clipboard, picking lint off her sweater sleeves, 

smoothing out her skirt. She’s still really thin, but 

her light doesn’t match her body. The light inside 

of her is silver, full of laughter and mischief. She 

doesn’t let herself have fun anymore. She needs 

ribbons, masks she can rip off and say I’m here. I 

count. She needs to know she matters. Her light is 

so rich—it won’t fade. I think she’s growing into it. 

She’s changing. She’s getting better.

Yes. The masks are mine. There are only two. Do 

I like circuses? No. Clowns scare me. They’re all 

someone else under the paint, but they want us to 

believe they’re not. 

What else does she have in that briefcase? My 

camera? My ribbons? This is so wrong. But, I’m not 

embarrassed. I’m detached. I’m not involved. I’ve 

almost made it. My dad will be here, soon. He can 

see me, when I’m not in this body. He loves me. 

What if he doesn’t come back, though? What then? 

I’d be all alone. I wouldn’t know where to go. I 

could be stuck here, in this hospital. There are a 

lot of dead people here. A lot of dull grey light just 

lingering. Trapped because no one came for them. 

No one showed them how to leave. I hate hospitals. 

Why would I want to die in one and stay forever?

§

So, the inside of Nikia’s card, like the front, is blank. 

It’s silky and textured to the touch. She makes 

beautiful paper with her mom—they cut and chop 

and mulch and mash unwanted paper into a pulp, 

then make something of beauty out of it.

This is how I’ve changed: cut and chop and mulch 

and mash something long enough, and it will become 

pulp: malleable, amorphous. Pour it out onto a 

frame, flatten it, squeeze all the water out of it, let it 

dry. Now it’s ready for anything you want to imprint 

upon it. It’s ready for any shape, any colour. If I had 

a pencil, I could draw something. Something with 

tabs to make it stand when cut out. A paper doll. The 

perfect outline of a good girl. 

Trouble with paper—it’s delicate. It rips easily. It 

dissolves in rain. I don’t want this card. It needs to 

go into the garbage—why is it so cold in here? Why?

§

“Jill. Jill. Jill. Wake up.”

I am awake. Can’t they see this? There’s Anderson 

pushing his way past Nikia. She’s the one calling to 

me. The room is so bright. So many lights flashing, 

so many people moving about quickly. I can’t hear 

what they’re saying—just Nikia shouting my name. 

There’s a woman in a wheelchair. Mom! What’s 

wrong with her?  She’s holding a blanket like it’s 

heavy. Like she used to hold me. Sarah. Her new 

daughter. It’s so cold here. So cold. Why won’t 

someone wrap me in a blanket, too? 

Anderson’s crying. He’s holding my hand, but I can’t 

feel his touch. He’s shaking his head at my mother, 

but she’s not moving. She’s not saying anything. 

She’s just holding Sarah and staring at Anderson. Her 

mouth is wide open but she’s not making a sound. 

She and Sarah have the same light—a shared ring—

silvery-white, but rippling, like mercury and pearls.
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A lady with dark grey light escorts Anderson out of 

the room and another is wheeling my mother and 

Sarah through the door. A doctor with a silver light 

so brilliant it hurts, is ripping open my hospital 

gown, someone else is charging the paddles. This is 

it. This is the moment I’ve been expecting. Where is 

he? Where is my dad? He must be here. Shouldn’t I 

see him? Now? Before it’s too late and they zap me 

back into my body? 

They haven’t noticed Nikia. She’s in a corner away 

from the door, hunched down with her eyes closed. 

She’s not moving her mouth, but I can still hear her: 

Jill. Jill. Jill. Wake up. She’s relentless, her thoughts 

a lilting chant.  

What have I done? What am I doing to her? She’s the 

closest to a sister I’ve ever had. I’ve never noticed 

her light before. Not like this. It’s coppery, not silver 

at all. So warm, it glows as if infused with lifeblood. 

So warm. I’m not cold anymore. This is how she does 

it—how she knows what’s going on inside my head. 

She projects this light of hers and reads me. 

My dad’s not here. He’s not coming for me. But, 

Nikia’s calling me back. She wants me to live. In 

the corridor, they’re gathering, their lights mixing 

as they hold each other and weep—my mother, 

Anderson, Nikia’s brother Kevin and their parents, 

Olivia and Calvin. Sarah. They were all here for 

her arrival. She’ll live with a shadow over her if I 

don’t come back. The sister she never knew. I’ll be 

a whisper, a hushed story, brought out, dusted off 

occasionally on anniversaries, then shoved into a 

drawer out of sight, the photo album slammed shut, 

the memory too painful. I’ll be the one who died. 

I’m here, I want to shout, but my mouth is too 

far away for me to make it move. My body isn’t 

responding to the electricity being shocked into it. 

I’ve been too preoccupied, watching everyone else. 

I’ve forgotten about my body lying on the bed. From 

up here I can’t believe what’s left of me, and now I 

know—they’ve all been lying—those people on the 

Internet. I’m not beautiful. I’m not mysterious. I’m 

sick. I’ve whittled myself down to the bone. I wish 

I had a picture of the way I used to look. Before 

Anderson. Before I started hating everything about 

me. But, he cried. He cried for me. And his light—it 

was strong and good—like my mother’s and Sarah’s.

I have to get back. I can’t stay away any longer. 

They’re charging the paddles. I have one more 

chance. My family’s waiting for me. They need me. 

They want me to live. I want to live. This is enough.
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When the moon is full, she is illuminated by the 

light of the sun and sits opposite to him. It can be a 

creative time, a potent aspect, as yin and yang (lunar 

and solar) energies are in balance. But they also 

intensify emotions, feelings, thoughts and dreams.

My mother is sensitive to the full moon, a skull 

haunting the sky. She cannot sleep well, she says. 

Her legs ache, too. She is Scorpio, a water sign. I 

imagine there is a tide in her that draws and pulls.

My mother is old now and can barely walk on her 

thick blue legs when the moon is full and washes her 

in pale light. It is the shade of bathwater tonight.

I am not well this evening, though I am Taurus, an 

earth sign. I only dream of a pool of water in my heart. 

I am bipolar. When the moon is full, my mind is a 

maverick comet. I am dizzy and tired, predict bad days 

to come. I am an omen of the gods.

A nurse once told me her hospital is wild when the 

moon is full. I imagine her calming the sick, taking 

their vital signs and samples of blood. Offering tablets 

and intravenous drugs. Perhaps only the wane of the 

moon can truly slow the pulse, drag us inward and 

quiet the mind. A loving gibbous moon dissolving like 

communion in the mouth of the sky.

Full Moon
     By  April Bulmer          
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“I’m comfortable apart it’s written on my chart and I take what’s 

given me most cooperatively. I do what people say and lie in bed all 

day absolutely horrified. I hope you’re satisfied.” 

- Musician, Elliott Smith 

STILL LIFE       By Leslie Bock

29
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Arrival
I run at once to the windows. The harsh white light 

of a cloudy day casts into the un-occupied room I 

stand in. This is eight floors up and to my desperate 

mind my last chance to escape. But the windows 

are bolted shut, the patients on this floor cannot be 

trusted. I look down regretfully at the pavement far 

below. Someone comes to guide me away.

I am brought to a general sitting room where other 

patients are huddled, some together and some alone, 

some eyeing me up curiously. I observe them back 

from where I am seated on a chair on the periphery 

of the room, cowering under a plain navy blue 

baseball hat I had grabbed last minute to hide the 

dirty state of my hair. My arms are folded across my 

chest and tucked self-consciously under my armpits. 

My wrists are bandaged because I had been sneaking 

a kitchen knife into my bed, feebly drawing it across 

them as I hid my work under the blanket. Not even 

in the right direction, someone points out later. 

A nurse swoops in at me and tries to remove the 

bandages and I try to pull away, embarrassed.

“It is better to let the air get to them”, she informs 

me in the manner of a teacher correcting a student 

on some obvious piece of information. I get the 

sense she is thinking, You want to cut yourself? 

Show the world what you have done.

I am suddenly in a blue hospital gown and a white 

plastic bracelet encircles my thin wrist verifying 

that I have arrived. I am officially an inmate here 

and there is no getting out of it now. The smell of 

industrial lemon scented detergent wafts up at me 

from the gown. There is a general antiseptic smell 

permeating the air around here. I go to the bathroom 

and stare into the mirror, the fluorescent lights 

illuminating the visage of a sad, sick girl who I no 

longer recognize as myself.

Once I am assigned a bed I lie in it all day, because 

there is little else for me to do, feeling or even 

not feeling the way that I do. The middle-aged 

nurse with the new haircut (I know this because 

I overheard her chattering away with a co-worker 

in the hall) swiftly enters. She sets down some 

miniature plastic containers filled with different 

kinds of juice. 

“You need to get some fluids into you,” she states in 

a business-like manner. And then she has a question. 

“Aren’t you bored lying there all day? I mean, how 

do you do it?” She has her hands on her hips, an 

impatient mother who wants her child to abandon 

the television for the outdoors.

“I don’t know” I answer weakly. New Hairdo Nurse 

gives me one last disapproving look and then exits. 

Under Surveillance 
I look into my mother’s face whose eyes are red-

swollen with tears. I am aware of the purply-green 

bump the size of a melon that has sprouted from my 

forehead, the source of her upset.

“You’re really, really, sick”, she states as if she’s just 

realized this for the first time. Her light brown eyes 

wander up to the bump again, the latest proof of 

how incredibly hell-bent on destroying herself her 

daughter truly is.

I am slightly ashamed of the desperate means I’d 
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used this time. I’d taken to bashing my head against 

the hospital floor like some wild animal, praying for 

my skull to finally crack, the blood pour forth and it 

to finally end. The end never comes, but the staff do. 

A nurse arrives at the side of my bed with a trolley 

of instruments to examine the damage done. I tell 

her I fell and hit my head against the edge of the bed 

frame. She nods her head, non-committal in response 

to my explanation; as one does to a bit of nonsense 

or untruth a child has just voiced to them. I am still 

human after all and capable of feeling embarrassed.

My parents are outraged upon finding what I 

have done to myself and accuse the nursing staff 

of neglect. How could they leave a suicide risk 

unsupervised long enough for her to do this to 

herself? The decision is made to move me into an 

isolation room where I can be monitored under 

camera surveillance like some specimen being 

studied under a slide. I try to resist being taken in 

there and cry my heart out for the first time in a 

while. I surprise myself as I didn’t know there were 

any tears left inside of me. I was already in hell and 

it feels as though they are now moving me into a 

deeper realm of it.

The isolation room has a wide window ledge on which 

I sometimes move from my chronic position in bed to 

sit on, tucking up into my frail, hospital gowned self. 

I watch a girl around my age walking her dog along 

the twisting park path below. I focus hard on them 

until they are out of sight. Some remaining essence of 

myself yearns to exist like that. Have a dog to walk, 

a reason to live, something to do, and the will to be 

doing it in the first place. But here I am in this sterile 

setting, and the sunrise and sunset are just a painful 

reminder that time is still passing with me trapped 

inside of it. I wonder what it is like for people who 

can still see the sun rising and setting as a beautiful 

thing and wish that I had a gun. 
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Others
Under this shell of catatonia I dwell in there is a 

constant gnawing of anxiety in my stomach with 

the awareness that I should be a participant in the 

general buzz of energy around me. It feels as though 

I am in a building that has caught fire and everyone 

but me knows what they need to be doing in this 

emergency and are purposefully going about it. They 

are handing off buckets of water to each other, they 

have volunteered for the various roles of window 

opener, child herder, or animal rescuer. I am the 

only one at a complete loss as to what action to take. 

It’s like I have been painted into a still life hanging 

on the wall. People notice me less and less as the 

novelty of my existence wears off and I watch the 

world go by from inside of it.

A pair of nursing students regularly come up to 

take my vitals. I sit there like a lifeless doll as they 

wrap a blood pressure gauge around my arm and 

perform other practice administrations. They don’t 

seem much older than me and look like they are 

succeeding at life dressed in their scrubs with made 

up faces. I am flooded with a sense of shame at my 

own unkempt, dull appearance. My eyes follow their 

swift actions, and their pretty faces look upon me 

and smile sympathetically. Then they start to chat 

amongst themselves to break the awkward silence.

The East Indian psychiatrist who has been appointed 

to me looks at me seriously over the rim of his 

glasses and begins to explain things.

“Sometimes the brain can become broken. But we 

cannot put the brain into a cast to heal like we would 

a broken arm for example”, he goes on patiently. 

“And that is what the medication is for, to help your 

brain to heal.” 

“No, no it is not going to heal”, I stubbornly shake 

my head. “How is it anyone’s choice but mine 
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whether I die or not?” In my opinion: he, my 

family and everybody else are wasting their time 

in believing I will get better. I view them all as 

human obstacles selfishly trying to prevent me from 

what I yearn for most; death. This doctor does not 

understand any more than the others.

I give in, give up, and get quiet. Stop trying to say 

what I cannot say and what they in turn, cannot 

hear. The nurses dutifully feed me the pills and the 

wait is on for them to start working on the serotonin 

in my brain. And the wait is interminable.

The nurse with the glasses and pinched expression 

on her face enters and inspects me. I am, as usual, 

lying prostrate on the bed.

“Would you like to get up and go take a shower?”

“Uh no, that’s okay”. Leave me alone, leave me alone.

“Okay, get up. I’m going to give you a bath.”

“No.”

“You see, sometimes when you get depressed it is 

hard to manage the most basic things on your own.” 

This jargon tumbles out of the nurse’s mouth as 

she approaches the bed and moves the sheet off of 

my body. I am suddenly on my feet and heading for 

the showers. I let the water rush over my emaciated 

body and rest my head on the tiled wall. I align my 

temple to this hard surface, (somewhere in the fog of 

my brain I remember it being said that a blow to the 

temple could cause instant death) and half-heartedly 

slam the side of my head against it a few times. 

“Are you okay in there? Are you okay?” I hear the 

nurse inquire anxiously over the roar of the water. 

After I am showered, dressed and back in my room, 

the nurse says,  “Now, don’t you feel a whole lot 

better?” I smile and nod. No, not really. Although I 

do feel cleaner. 

While I am in the common room idly turning the 

pages of some teen magazine a young bulky-muscled 

orderly with brown hair approaches me and leans in 
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like he is about to tell me a secret. 

“So, what is the problem?” he opens up 

conversationally. “I mean, why are you even in 

here? Don’t you want to be in school right now with 

your friends?” 

I look down at the images of beautiful youth 

grinning on the glossy page. I suddenly wish it was 

my yearbook I was holding so I could show him 

proof of how recently I was such a normal, and even 

quite popular, teenager living my life. But I only 

shrug and say nothing in response. I feel like I am 

being asked by the quarter-back of the high-school 

football team to discuss a homework assignment on 

existentialism that he can’t quite grasp.

I arrive in the state of sleep I am always waiting for to 

escape into. I have a vision. There is a revolving wheel 

above my head with images of the warming sunshine, 

a blue sky, wild flowers, butterflies and the tree house 

I played in as a kid. I am feeling a sense of serenity, 

maybe even a slice of hope and healing. When I awake 

it is back into the anguish of my mind.

I come up with a suicide plan I feel has potential 

to actually work. I have been granted a floor pass 

for good behaviour which permits me to visit the 

main floor of the hospital where the cafeteria and 

gift shop are. After dinner one night I take the 

elevator down and have my hands on the bar of a 

side door exit, leaning my body into it when I hold 

this position to study a poster stuck to the wall next 

to me. It’s advertising a play to be performed by the 

high-school drama class I would have been in had I 

succeeded in getting better rather than persisting in 

trying to kill myself and ending up here. I imagine 

my friends performing this play while I ventured out 

into the crisp autumn night and lay down upon the 

nearby train tracks waiting for the end. 

 I back away from the door, return to the eighth 

floor and go directly back to my room where I perch 

on the edge of the hospital bed in the silent dark, 

considering what had just happened. Had the poster 

momentarily drawn me back to some possibility of a 
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life I had forgotten about? The train-tracks suddenly 

strike me as not such a good plan after all. Later, 

as my sadness sinks in, part of me begins to regret 

missing the opportunity. 

One day my brother strides into my room buoyed 

up by a new idea that could help his little sister 

feel better. He encourages me to sit upon the floor 

in my hospital room with him and try meditation. 

I half- heartedly begin to follow his lead. He gives 

me a cushion to sit on and sits across from me, 

modeling how to cross my legs and place my hands 

on my knees facing upwards, index and thumb 

lightly in contact.

“Now we have to close our eyes and start breathing 

deeply. Take a deep breath in like this and slowly 

release it. Notice your breath and focus on it.”

This proves to be too much of an effort for me and 

I soon give up and just sit there staring at him 

despondently. He eventually leaves with the cushion 

tucked under his arm.

My father comes to visit one evening. I am lying in 

bed, as usual. He sits in a chair next to me and holds 

my hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. His eyes are 

becoming wet, something I never see happen. I ask 

him if he can suffocate me with a pillow. 

“Do you want me to go to jail?” is the response he 

finds within himself.

I continue to plead with him. He is clearly upset 

when he departs the room. I hear the nurse inquire, 

“How did that go?” My father responds shakily, 

“She’s trying to enlist my help,” as he strides past 

them away down the corridor.

My mother brings in a book for me to read, ‘A Tree 

Grows in Brooklyn’. Lying in my bed I attempt to 

pick it up and focus on the words. I cannot read this 

book, I have no interest in even being alive to read 

it. I start to use the book as a decoy to convince 

the nurses I am actually occupied with something 

when they flit in and out of my room. One nurse 

pauses at the doorway on her way out with a look of 

amusement on her face and says to me, “Might help 

turned the other way.” I turn the cover toward me 

and see that I have been holding it upside down. 

“Yes, it must be painful, I see that it is painful 

from the outside, but I can’t even imagine what 

it feels like for you, on the inside,” says the old 

woman doctor with the white hair who I have never 

encountered before. I am approaching the end of my 

stay here and this is the first time I feel touched by 

some kind of empathy from one of the staff.

Out of the Abyss
I gradually emerge from the fog, the medication 

finally raising my serotonin back to a functional 

level. One of the first feelings of being back to some 

form of myself happens while I am playing Crazy 

Eights with another patient in the common room. I 

am actually enjoying the card game, even excited by 

the fact that I keep winning every round.

I go back home and slowly crawl back to life like a 

rehabilitated animal that has been overwintered in 

a facility. I smoke cigarettes, flip through magazines 

and paint my bedroom walls. I am enrolled at a new 

high school with semesters. It is more artsy than 

academic like the last one. I end up graduating at the 

proper time with honours and a scholarship.
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Who would’ve thought my life could go on? The 

psychiatrist was right. Broken brains can heal just 

like bones.

Life Now 
Twenty years down a road that has been very twisty 

and sometimes very challenging. Along it has been 

a brush with psychosis, a fine-tuning of medical 

cocktails and trials on different pills, but I have never 

had anything like that first episode. I am far away from 

that now but it took some time to get there. I do not 

think it is actually possible to describe what depression 

feels like though many of us have tried. 

I am walking in the woods at the same time of year 

I was suicidal on a mental ward 20 years ago. My 

two dogs; a black Labrador cross, Lola, and a Husky 

Sheppard Cross, Charlie, have shot off the trail into the 

bush, sniffing to their heart’s content, cocking their 

ears at the slightest rustle of activity or whatever other 

sounds uncatchable by the human ear. Sometimes they 

growl fiercely at each other in a battle to possess a 

stick.

It is time now to focus on being present and tune 

my mind to the quiet, comforting solitude of my 

natural surroundings. The dogs and myself are my 

only companions and all is quiet aside from the 

tramping, rustling and snuffling of their exploring 

and my footfalls. I remember to inhale deeply and 

notice my favourite scents, particularly that of the red 

pine needles scattered along this trail baking in the 

autumn sunlight. It is predominantly deciduous forest 

embracing me. I try and identify some of the species 

as this is something I have been learning about lately, 

plant, tree and fungi identification. I see cedar, I see 

hemlock, I see birch, I see artist’s conk climbing up 

a birch that have grown into gigantic platforms. I see 

ferns, I see fallen logs covered in various species of 

fungi I have no idea of the names of. I hear a bit of 

birdsong, and a lot of chattering and shrill vocalizations 

from squirrels and chipmunks as this is the fall and 

their time to shine. This is a good form of stillness 

of which I am a functioning being in and not outside 

of. Now, no matter how dark a day happens to be, or 

blue of a mood I find myself in, I have an ever-present 

mantra to buoy me up; ‘I have made it. I am no longer 

within that still-life painting of despair. I am in the clear 

for now, participating in the general flow and energy of 

life, and I could not be any more grateful for it.’
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Prologue
It began so very gently…

There were whispers, soft and occasional, of some 

far-flung contagion.  

The whispers grew louder and more numerous. 

Soon everyone was whispering—and eying one 

another skeptically.

I couldn’t pretend not to notice, on my morning 

walks-for-coffee, that dozens of citizens were 

crossing the street to avoid going past me. It was like 

junior high all over again. 

Friends stopped calling or visiting. That was like 

high school.

For a week-or-so, the strangeness continued 

unchanged. Then one beautiful morning, someone 

opened a can of delirium and poured it over the 

planet. And like billions of mystified earthlings 

I was left wondering where life as I knew it had 

disappeared to. And if I’d ever set eyes on it again.

Though my memories of the global COVID-19 crisis 

are confessedly fuzzy (alcohol is likely a strong 

factor), a few key incidents stick out strongly in my 

mind. Together, these Postcards from the Pandemic 

tell the story of—I’m not sure what, exactly. But 

on the off-chance that they might be of interest to 

someone, somewhere, I’ve collected them below.

Postcard I: The Blue Supermarket

I was on foot, en route to the Blue Supermarket. I 

needed a few things. 

A lot of people needed a few things, it turns out. 

Long ant-lines of people were streaming through the 

parking lot, into the blue building. 

A woman wearing an enormous wooden crucifix 

grabbed the last shopping cart. She would’ve flattened 

me with it if I hadn’t stepped out of the way.

“The sky is falling,” she said to me—with her eyes—

as she careened by, squeezing her crucifix.

I looked up. It was slightly overcast. But otherwise, 

the sky looked fine.

I followed the woman through the blue doors and 

into Pandemonium, where wide-eyed beings were 

filling shopping carts wildly with everything they 
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could put their paws on.

I’d strolled into a Hieronymus Bosch painting.

Or was it a Goya?

It could’ve been a Dali…

Before I could decide which, someone rammed me 

with their cart. It was full to the brim with frozen 

meat. I dodged another cart full of bread and pasta, 

another full of milk and cheese.

When I finally reached the meat section, the shelves 

were empty.

There wasn’t any pasta, either. Or bread.

There was no milk.

No cheese.

There was one can of coffee left on the shelf. Before 

anyone else could, I snatched it. 

As I made my way to the checkout, I passed an 

ancient woman, leaning hard on her aluminum 

walker, gazing forlornly at the empty shelves.

I wanted to say something reassuring about 

humanity. As I stood there trying to think of 

something, a wave of panicked shoppers crashed into 

my back and swept me out to the seafood section, 

where not a single fish was available for purchase.

An hour later, coffee can in hand, I stepped back 

through the blue doors, into the parking lot. I was 

just in time to see a pack of toilet paper topple out of 

a woman’s cart.

I picked up the pack and ran after her.

“Excuse me,” I said.

The woman turned.

She was wearing an enormous wooden crucifix. 

“The sky is falling,” her eyes said again. 

My lips said: “You dropped this.”

I cleared my throat. The woman’s eyes widened with terror.  

“Keep it!” she snapped. Then she gave her crucifix a 

tug. And chugged away like a steam engine.

I looked up at the sky again.

Perhaps it is falling, I thought.

Postcards From The Pandemic
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Postcard II: Hell

It was a Monday. Though it might’ve been a Tuesday. 

Or a Saturday.

It was a Wednesday. I’m pretty sure. Time was 

behaving strangely in those days.

One thing was certain: I needed a coffee in the worst way. 

Luckily—it’s pure coincidence—I live in close proximity 

to at least a dozen coffee shops.

I headed to Burnt Earth first. It not only my favorite 

shop, it’s directly across the street from my apartment. 

When I saw the “In Light of Recent Events” sign in 

the darkened window, I pointed my nose, stung but 

undeterred, to the next shop over.

But Jitters was closed, too. “Due to the Present 

Difficulties.” So I crossed the street to The French Press.

A note was taped to its door.

“Unfortunately…”

I didn’t need to read the rest. I walked a little faster. 

Breathing rapidly. 

Kettle Black—closed.

Roasted—closed.

Has Beans—closed. 

I didn’t know what to do. So I kept walking.

And walking…

I visited every java-serving establishment I could 

think of. There was an asterisk, alas, next to every 

one of them. 

“Dear Customers…”

“Due to Recent Events…”

“We Apologize, But…”

“For Your Health and Safety...”

“I’m So Very, Very Sorry.”

Walking home, I felt like a parched carpenter 

tramping through desert sand. 

Mouth dry, feet aching, Satan almost succeeded in 

tempting me to enter a convenience store. My faith in 

potable coffee alone kept me going, straight past it.

An hour later, staggering through my apartment 

door, sans coffee for the first time in my adult life…

I wept, just about. 

Then I poured myself a glass of water, drank it—and 

grimaced. Thinking:

I should’ve said yes to the Devil. Because this is hell.
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Postcard III: Bigfoot

STAY HOME.

That was the edict, at the height of the pandemic, in 

practically every city on Earth. With most businesses 

closed—some permanently—there was little reason 

to leave one’s residence, anyway.

So, like millions of others, I stayed home. For three months.

The wiser citizens of earth used their time 

in isolation to cultivate fascinating hobbies. 

Backgammon, I’m told, surged in popularity. So did 

alcoholism. I’ve never been one to drink to excess, 

but I drank to excess with regularity in those days. 

I’ve never cared for backgammon.

Luckily, my liquor cabinet was well-stocked.

I’d been shut up in my apartment, continuously 

tipsy, for—I’m not sure how long. All my clocks had 

stopped. The calendar ran off with the dish and 

spoon. Or so I suspected.

For sanity’s sake (my synaptic traffic was deader than the 

city streets) I decided, Plague be damned, intoxication be 

damned, to venture out-of-doors one day.

Staggering down an empty street, rounding a corner, 

I collided with a liquor-smelling old man wearing a 

soiled fedora. We both fell flat on our backs.

Instead of getting onto my feet—I didn’t feel up to 

it—I just lay there, gazing at the clouds. The old man 

did the same. 

We got to talking. Clouds make philosophers of us 

all. Alcohol only enhances the ideologic effect.

 “Anything is possible, now,” said the old man, at 

one point. “I wonder about Bigfoot, even. I wonder 

about God. Do you believe in Bigfoot?”

“I’m an atheist,” I said.  

The old man sighed.

“I’m not sure what I believe anymore,” he said.

I saw a cloud that looked almost exactly like a giant 

ape. I was about to point it out to my new friend 

when he pointed it out to me. We both had a good 

laugh.

When we finally got to our feet again, the old man 

straightened out his fedora (he’d fallen on it, it 

seemed), and stretched out his hand.

I hesitated. I was pretty sure handshaking had 

been outlawed. But I was desperate for the human 

contact. 

I wrung the old man’s hand, heartily. Then he 

hugged me unexpectedly. Hugging was definitely 

outlawed. He must’ve felt desperate, too.

As I watched him stagger across the street…

I smiled for the first time in weeks.
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Postcard IV: The Red Circle

Leaning on my balcony railing one summer morning, 

hung-over, I noticed a glowing OPEN sign in the 

window of—Burnt Earth. My favorite coffee shop.

I rubbed my eyes. The vision lingered. I contemplated 

jumping over the railing—I was only four stories off 

the ground—but opted for the stairwell.

The shop was empty. Except for a statue-like man 

standing behind the counter.

As I approached the counter, the man shook his 

head. He pointed to the far side of the room, where 

the words STAND HERE, circumscribed by a red 

circle, were painted on the floor.

From the safely of the circle, I shouted for an Americano.

A few minutes later, the masked man—he was 

wearing gloves now, too—set down my beverage like 

a volatile chemical, and backed away. Now it was 

acceptable to approach the counter, drop my change 

in a bleach-smelling pail and, most importantly, 

grab my Americano—the first decent coffee I’d laid 

eyes on in months.

As hot as it was, I swallowed the whole cup in thirty 

seconds flat. 

“Can I get a refill?” I asked, wiping my mouth.

The masked man pointed again to the red circle.

Several Americanos later, I stepped out the door. I 

felt revitalized. Despite the hangover.

I was half-way home when I stopped in my tracks, 

turned around…

And headed straight back to Burnt Earth.

Postcards From The Pandemic
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Epilogue
Though the pandemic hasn’t technically ended—

there are still new cases every day—the worst of it 

is hopefully over. Businesses are finally reopening 

their doors, and citizens, albeit masked, are again 

creeping out-of-doors, eying one another skeptically. 

You’ll wake up one morning and everything will be 

back to normal. 

I tell myself that every day. And though I’ve waited 

as faithfully for normalcy as any sea-captain’s 

betrothed, it still hasn’t appeared on the horizon. 

Perhaps it never will.

Being served steak by an ashen man in a hazardous 

materials suit isn’t a very soothing experience, no. 

But it’s better than no steak at all.

However long the pandemic lasts, I do hope to 

be able to one day say, “It was something to live 

through.” Like most plagues, its history will 

eventually make for engaging reading material, but 

actually living through it was monotonous. After 

dying of boredom for the fourth time, I stopped 

keeping track.

COVID-19 really has been something to live through, 

though. But I wouldn’t live through it again. Not for all 

the liquor in the world. Or all the Americanos, even.

Postcards From The Pandemic

WRITING THE LIFE - NONFICTION



43

Human/人: 
A Lesson in a Chinese Character 
Since I am a direct descendant of Homo Erectus, let me

Stand straight as a human/人, rather than kneel down 

When two humans walk side by side, why to coerce one

Into obeying the other like a slave fated to follow/从?

Since three humans can live together, do we really need

A leader or ruler on top of us all as a group/众?

Given all the freedom I was born with, why

Just why cage me within walls like a prisoner/囚？

Four Poems By   
Changming Yuan
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1 金	Metal (born in a year ending in 0 or 1)

-helps water but hinders wood; helped by earth but hindered by fire

he used to be totally dull-colored

because he came from the earth’s inside

now he has become a super-conductor

for cold words, hot pictures and light itself

 all being transmitted through his throat

2 水  Water (born in a year ending in 2 or 3)

-helps wood but hinders fire; helped by metal but hindered by earth

with her transparent tenderness

coded with colorless violence

she is always ready to support

or sink the powerful boat

 sailing south

3 木	Wood (born in a year ending 4 or 5)

-helps fire but hinders earth; helped by water but hindered by metal

rings in rings have been opened or broken

like echoes that roll from home to home

each containing fragments of green

trying to tell their tales

 from the forest’s depths

4	火	Fire (born in a year ending 6 or 7)

-helps earth but hinders metal; helped by wood but hindered by water

your soft power bursting from your ribcage

as enthusiastic as a phoenix is supposed to be

when you fly your lipless kisses

you reach out your hearts

 until they are all broken

5	土	Earth (born in a year ending in 8 or 9)

-helps metal but hinders water; helped by fire but hindered by wood

i think not; therefore, I am not

what I am, but I have a color

the skin my heart wears inside out

tattooed intricately

 with footprints of history

五行诗   (Five-Element Poem): 
              Directory of Destinies   
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It all began with an animal race Emperor Jade called to amuse himself 

and his earthly subjects...

鼠	Rat: yes, i admit betraying the cat as my only close friend

but i won the race, with my head rather than my legs

牛	Ox: to honor my contract with the yellow sun

i eat green grass, yet give red meat to man

虎	Tiger: as the only feared king of the thick jungle

i am afraid and tired of my own timidness

兔	Rabbit: with my cagey ears held so high

i will not miss a sound of peace

龙	Dragon: although my portraits hung lively above the clouds

no human eyes have ever seen my authentic being

蛇	Snake: the moment i sloughed off my old slim self

i forgot ever seducing any manhood in heaven

马	Horse: my body looks more masculine than a strong man

and my heart feels more feminine than a tender girl

羊	Goat: when i bleat towards the passers-by

i never mean to speak in an other voice

猴	Monkey: each time i try to find any lice in the corner of my mind

i act like the humans outside the fence with barbed wire

鸡	Rooster: with my wings plumed with the feathers of night

i can not fly but to crow loudly towards dawn

狗	Dog: given my canine camaraderie and pack mentality

i feel at home before, among or behind soldiers

猪	Pig: i spend all my lifetime wisely

to guard this single moment

Fire-Setting as in California 

生肖诗 (A Chinese Zodiac Poem): 

                 Protobeing Preordained 
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灶  /zao/: an oven is built by setting a fire beside a pile of earth

灿  /can/: splendid is the view of a fire sweeping over a mountain

烟  /yan/: smoke originates as a cause flickering like a spark 

烦  /fan/: frustration occurs when a fire burns a page 

烧	/shao/: to burn something is to set a fire high on it

炒  /chao/: to fry is to use little fire

烙  /lao/: to iron is to burn each and every spot

炉  /lu/: a stove is the fire burning in a household

炮  /pao/: a cannon is a fire wrapped tight

Water-Filled as in the Yangtze Valley 

沙  /sha/: sand is something holding little water

河  /he/: a river has water allowing everything possible

洗  /xi/: to wash is to put something into water first

波  /bo/: waves surge when water flows like skin

注	/zhu/: to focus is to be the master of water  

源  /yuan/: a wellspring is the original water

泪  /lei/: tears are water seeping from the eyes

洒  /sa/: to spread is to throw water into the west

演  /yan/: a performance is a show in respect for water

酒  /jiu/: wine is water fully matured 

生肖诗 (A Chinese Zodiac Poem): 

                 Protobeing Preordained 
Yin/Yang vs Water/Fire: 

A Lesson in Chinese Characters
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SILVER 
DRAGON 
By Debbie Dyck

They are glistening in the sun

Blinding all who see 

As the rays all dance upon

The dragon’s silver scales

They are reaching to the heavens    

The moon, the sun, the stars   

For they are clear as crystal

The dragon’s splendid wings

 They are rare and precious

Like a ruby’s many facets

They can see a person’s essence 

The dragon’s jeweled eyes

They are what we wish 

We hope, we love, we dream  

For they are kind as wise  

The dragons of our dreams

Morning 
meditation  
By Alison Lohans

Blanketed in the night   

spruce boughs bear silent witness

to a Presence,     

pure and white.    

Its Light is subtle    

beneath grey pearl skies.    

Within my little room, candle flames dance 

and sing of Spirit.

We cannot comprehend 

the essence, nor the intentions 

of the Divine – but 

on this still, snowy day  

I whisper, “Peace! Joy!” 

and contemplate, for all humankind  

respect, mercy, and love. 
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Let’s Talk   
By David Groulx

The boss that is inside my head 

never sleeps

the boss that is inside my head 

speaks only saga

the boss that is inside my head

has murdered the Iliad

the boss inside my head 

is the reason suicide is not a solitary act

the boss inside my head

is the reason suicide is

not about murdering me

it’s about murdering him.

Autumn 
in Park   
By David Groulx

We lay here on the grass, beneath October

the leaves falling

the leaves falling

the sun driven, from our faces.

Time moving naked

across the trees.

We lay here on the grass, beneath October 

the snow falling

the snow falling

the sun driven from our faces.

Autumn parked   

upon us.
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The evening air moving through    

The open patio doors, sweet and heavy

She sits in her old armchair

Looking out to the open fields 

Saying goodnight to the robins

Young, proud, and vibrant 

Standing with her Trakehner stud 

In the photograph on the bedside table

The big old barn and ancient oak tree 

Fading out of sight 

The sky lit a crimson red

Night and day like a trek of ants

They move west across abandoned fields

The Red Army breathing at their back

I need to feed the animals

Her eyes, tired and milky, 

Look up at me from her chair 

They will die without feed 

I wrap my arms around her body

So delicate and brittle 

Rocking her back and forth 

Whispering in the old tongue 

Alles ist gut Oma. Alles ist gut. 

The coldest January on record

They would need all the summer hay

Just to keep the animals alive

Did they know they’d be fleeing that day?

Under the weight of unthinkable choices -

Stay and perish with the horses 

Or Leave and lose it all -

They bury the china and pack up in a hurry

Lock the door to a life gone forever

What’s the last thing she sees

As she turns around to say goodbye?

That stallion? The barn? The old oak tree?

Did she get a chance to have one last look?

At night fall she shivers under her blanket

The only shield from the cold in this barren ditch

She falls asleep to the noise of the front

Coming closer every day

Night recedes, but it has just begun

That nightmare she will never wake up from 

In Memoriam Oma Edith  

 By Mareike Neuhaus
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Patrolling the Baltic Sea for German ships

The bombers are approaching fast 

One bomb after another falls

Breaking open the ice

The carts falling through 

With the horses still harnessed

Mothers, fathers, sons, daughters 

Disappearing into the water

Do they drown or do they freeze?

They pass one make-shift grave after another

Out on the ice there is no place

To dig a hole for the dead

People are buried under a pile of snow 

Children, elderly, and tokens

To those lost to the sea beneath

He won’t know where we are!

She sits up in her bed startled

Her eyes red and pained

I need to write to him!

To let him know. But where, where are we?

Zu Hause, Oma. Du bist zu Hause. 

Und Paul, mein Liebster? Wo bist Du? 

Her voice is fading as I lay her down

Stroking her hair, gray and thin 

Er ist sicher, Oma. Ganz bestimmt.

After he walked out of the yard that summer

Bag packed, boots polished, uniform pressed

She spent her days and nights

Picturing him coming back through the gate 

Her handsome husband

I imagine them in front of a brick church

Newly wed, hugging, laughing, waving to

The priest, parents, and in-laws gathered around

The music playing that night in the farm yard

A reprieve from reality taken away so abruptly 

When he departs to return to the front

At the funeral, that dreary November day

They are united, forever pushing up daisies

Not in East Prussian but in Westphalian soil

As her casket is lowered I remember 

Her look so loving and forgiving

When she saw my schoolwork

Misspelling her name

Es ist noch kein Meister vom Himmel gefallen -

You’re my example, Oma Edith
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The same, slightly older, crowd of fish

Brought to the tank, again

To reminisce and discuss the ocean. 

What do they do in the slates of light

Beaming through the waves?

And where do they make their nests

Among the sunken vegetation?

Bellies swollen with salt-water and desk jobs,

Impersonating their shadow’s

Steps that lay ahead.  

Bubbles tumble out and break

Upon the surface - too many exclamations.

They must return to the wider world:

The tank was always temporary.

Just a break, to regress momentarily. 

 

HIGH SCHOOL 
REUNION  

By Dominique Panko

RECOVERY PLACE 
By Dominique Panko

I stopped returning my calls 

Resolved to clean my glasses one less time a day 

Gave myself a little patience, I think I’d want it that way. 

Filled the bath with salt and rose water

The harsh and the gentle 

One to scrub and one to soothe  

Add a drop of lavender, and coconut oil 

Take care of myself, the way I used to love you. 

I throw out all my clothes, one piece a day 

Unraveled them, string by string and coiled the thread 

I sent the left-over buttons to my mother.    

Looking in the mirror I repeat and remember, I am not dead 

Much more here left, I am full in this place 

With iron, calcium, nutrients 

One multi-vitamin 

My bones are wet, I keep them that way 

Each pump of my heart is scented with honey 

Every flake and cell I watch after with care 

In this place, I will not harm a hair.
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HALLUCINATIONS 
You know when we met?

You talked about Foucault ...

When I mentioned Thomas Szasz - 

the Damage had already been Done

Foucault???

I Believed it ...

What do you know about what I have endured?

Who put me in the Hospital?

Me? You? Them?

Wasn't there another way?

A Middle Way?
I live with a Myth

The Myth of Mental Illness ...

Yes, Thomas Szasz

Does Mental Illness exist?

Does Mental Health exist?

Aye, There's the Rub ...

It's difficult to follow

if you want details 

Ask Your Self

What is my part in this?

What does this have to do with me?

As I was Before - Unknowing...

What makes me most Sick?

 

THE HOSPITAL
 

Coercive Treatment

Involuntary

You have a disease

it's in my book

The DSM (Diagnostic Statistics Manual) IV,V,VI,VII ...

You check a few boxes

Mainstream

 Professional

 Non-Offensive

 Bland

Freedom is an illusion

My Freedom

My freedom is different than your freedom
 

Balance Balancing Balanced

[stanza break] 

If a wellness check happens

it can happen anytime ...

at any time

I could have someone outside my door

figures of authority

with no evidence

and

No Warrant?
 

My Behaviour

My Manner

My Appearance
 

Speech Gaze Gesture
 

Can I please check my own Wellness?

Check Wellness

Welfare Cheque?

Welfare Check

 Three Poems By James Skelton
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RULES WFYL CONTEST Fall 2021    

 
Write a flash fiction on the post-pandemic life.

A flash fiction (for this contest) is a work of fiction no more 

than 200 words long.

A fiction is a story involving people, events, or places that 

are imaginary (not based strictly on history or fact).

A pandemic is a disease prevalent over a whole country or 

the world.

ANNOUNCEMENT
WFYL CONTEST Spring 2022 TBA

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE

First Prize $100 
Kylie Mason (Weyburn)
Life of Anne
This entry is perhaps the most literary of the submissions. 

A 99-year-old faces her second pandemic with an excessive 

positivity that almost satirizes the cliche, Hope springs eternal.

Second Prize $75 
Wendel Guedo (Prince Albert)
Cobalt 13
“All I really know about this is I don’t” echoes a famous 

paradox attributed to Socrates (All I know is that I know 

nothing) and encapsulates the author’s take on the pandemic.

Third Prize $50 
Barry Styre (Weyburn)
Life after the Black Plague
A historical perspective links the 14th century to the 21st 

as it draws attention to the plight of those still forgotten in 

the current pandemic.

Honorable Mention $25 
– Samantha Hansen (Saskatoon)
The Post Pandemic Feeling
The relief of seeing and reading faces and expressions, of 

reconnecting with others, and of enjoying a restriction-free 

environment is the authentic opposite of satire.

Sponsor: Tasha Collins      |       Judges: Rafe Ring with Ted Dyck

The submissions, it appears, tend to focus less on fictional 

aspects and more on the powerful effects the pandemic had 

on the individual writer’s personal life.

It could be that the overwhelming, utterly mundane, 

frightening, frustrating, seemingly endless, and 

inexplicable experiences writers have gone through 

preclude them from taking a fictional approach. Perhaps 

some did. We don’t know. 

What we do know is that the topic was scrupulously 

addressed, and  that there are notable elements in the 

prize-winning pieces, as follows:

JUDGE’S COMMENTS



I wore a mask so I could hide my ever open big mouth and keep the 

thoughts from escaping. All I really know about this is that I don’t. The 

damn thing is we never did know why it happened in the first place. 

In a parable about the wheat fields, someone sowed weeds into it. Not 

God! No, God is good. This came of evil. But was that evil mine? Am 

I Cobalt 13? Are all those vaccines really identification chips? Is the 

vaccine really a way of keeping total track of everybody? The lessening 

of pollution by the shutdown was a political and ecological battle plan 

of pure genius. But was it my genius? Who, not what, was Cobalt 13? 

The greatest is the least. What is the advantage of everyone wearing a 

mask? Like I said, so I can cover my big mouth about Cobalt 13.

54
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Cobalt 13
By Wendel Guedo



It was one evening in a February blizzard l was walking with my 

shepherd cross/ blue heeler. I was thinking the weight and strength 

of the winter snow alone should be enough to cover the virus, bury 

the pandemic that had hit so hard. I hurried through the bitter night 

back to my house, where a blazing fireplace awaited me, where I could 

get cozy with my loved ones and just enjoy the evening with some 

homemade bannock and some freshly made muskeg tea. Muskeg tea 

helps with ailments. Like now, when we are all taking it day by day. 

We’ll all get better, learn to relax again, as we drink our tea, have some 

bannock and jam and enjoy the fire. We’ll take it easy, day by day, all of 

us just doing our best. We’ll get better. We really will.
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By Holly Knife

We’ll Get Better
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I’m tired. Tired of loneliness.

I continue my journey with the hope that in the end, 

I will not regret anything.

I aspire to be better than I once was.

I will focus on the moments.

Battling thoughts that cause confusion.

I will not over think tomorrow.

I yearn for understanding.

I want to understand what is this present truth.

Feeling humble in my reflection.

Do others notice?

Everybody is fixated on themselves.

As the days go by, my questions are answered.

I guess I should not live in fear.

I’m safe. I am loved by my creator.

By Paige Peekeekoot

I feel safe
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It was a cold dark and unfriendly morning in March when I waited for 

my friend Yvonne. I remember looking at the no-frills store early on 

that morning and thinking to myself there’s people working in there. 

Yvonne pulled up and passed me 24 rolls of toilet paper, some plastic 

gloves and a package of masks. It’s not often that someone passes you 

that big a package of toilet paper on the street.

The Covid crisis was made up of lots of little absurdities. I wore my 

mask while driving alone in my car. Driving alone with a mask on 

was one for the books. I had two minor strokes during the start of the 

pandemic and the paramedics got a good laugh at my bedroom full of 

toilet paper. I got through all the stroke activities okay but the hospital 

sure tightened up with security. I was lucky. I am lucky.

I had one close call. A friend got a bad cold and cough. I got worried 

and I got tested. I was okay going through it. I went though a ten-day 

period of isolation. I watched a lot of YouTube videos and ignored the 

growing pile of laundry. I tested negative and that was as close as I 

came. It worked out for me and I am grateful, though I have to admit 

that I was a little scared.

By Stephen Dunster

Untitled



SASKATOON  |  FACILITATOR: JEFF PARK 

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE 58

I can’t believe it. Smiles everywhere! I walked into my bank and the 

bank teller, who I have only seen in the last sixteen months without 

expression and with only eyes to read, had a smile for me ocean wide. 

And our communication was effortless. What a relief to be mask free 

and read lips and be able to talk with our full expressions!

There was even joy walking down the street to my bank. A sea of smiles 

and lit up faces to take in. So lovely to really see people after what feels 

like such a long time being hidden away. Even my skin smiles from not 

being under a mask everywhere I go!

By Samantha Hansen

The Post 
Pandemic 
Feeling



WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE

SASKATOON  |  FACILITATOR: JEFF PARK

59

By Derek Sarazin 

Post pandemic life is so exciting. So much coming to life again. 

Festivals are back in town. It’s so good to have live music again and the 

fringe one-man plays are so delightful!  It’s butterflies all around, and 

butterflies in my tummy. I feel so giddy!

I’ve been to three plays so far and there are more to go. And when 

the Fringe festival is over, the Jazz festival will keep me, and so many 

more, dancing!  I’ve been waiting a long time for the post pandemic. It 

feels so good to feel life in life again!

My Post Pandemic 
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Covid 19 is no fun

as we go through it, everyone.

It swopped in and attacked us

left us choking, a great fuss.

My Navage nose cleanser I got sent

keeps me happy and on the mend.

Breath easy dear human, god does say

keep the faith as we do pray.

Wear your mask when in public.

Share your air, don’t get sick.

Wash your hands when you see soap

common sense, we give each other hope.

Stay alive; we cope.

Watching the Olympics having fun, 

a very good pastime, excuse my pun.

We are living sacrifices

not a dead one.

By Jim Snyder

Covid 19 
 to Me
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By Cory Wiebe

There hasn’t been a lot of changes post pandemic for me. My four walls 

still encompass me. My reprieve is a smoke break on the front steps. A 

neighbor stops to say hello. They are kind. But life is still hard.

I rarely leave my house. My roommate is my best friend. She comes 

back with stories from out there in the world. Good stories of people 

feeling more at peace. But peace evades me sometimes as chronic pain 

takes over. Flare-ups are the worst, although God is good and I am 

surrounded by love. It’s been this way for ten years. I hope it won’t be 

for ten more. But grateful for post pandemic where the world energy 

around me feels softer and calmer.

My Post Pandemic 
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Life will never be the same, and even though it may never be the same, 

some changes could never be the same.  Although the only thing that 

could change would be your suspension from being who you are not to 

be.  But you can’t change the thought. 

By Garette Strongarm

Life After             
   the Pandemic
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By Debbie Carlson

There would be no more masks! People would be able to visit their 

loved ones that they couldn’t before.  There would be normal weddings 

and funerals. No more limits. There would be hockey and football 

games. People would be able to travel anywhere they wanted to go. 

There would be concerts and festivals with crowds and crowds of people 

gathering and watching.

Life After 
the Pandemic
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After the pandemic life is over with, the gloves and face masks are off. 

Everybody is well and doing just fine. The restaurants and stores are 

opening up again. The economy is going on better. Everyone is going 

on as usual, like before. The medicine is no longer needed. The football 

and hockey stadiums are holding people again as spectators. The fiction 

is that everyone is dead and gone for good. The problem is just that no 

one is sick anymore. There we go on airplanes again without the need 

to quarantine. The ships are sailing and the cars are driving. We can all 

visit one another again. 

By Larry Lauder

Life After the 
Pandemic
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By Kylie Mason

Anne had lived through two pandemics and was wise to the protocols. 

She knew the rules like the back of her hand.  She was locked down for 

18 months and knew more freedom was coming. As things opened up, 

she felt like a changed woman; a stronger and wiser woman.  

At first she was nervous and didn’t know how she would feel 

afterwards, but she dreamed of her family and friends.  As she was 

99 years old, she worried about the world after the pandemic. Things 

had been crazy for over a year.  As she got back to the ‘;new normal’, 

she found joy in everything she did; from going out with her friends to 

having family come to visit her.  It brought her great happiness. 

As the fear and anxiety lifted, she found new hope for the world 

she had lived in for nearly a century.  She had a renewed sense of 

community and found love in every person. The ‘new normal’ was 

going to give her a new lease on life and she was overjoyed. She could 

not contain her smile.
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The First order of business is to send wagons around to all of the homes 

in the district to collect all the dead bodies.  What is next?  Put the 

corpses into deeply dug out pits, cover them with lye, and where it is 

possible, burn the bodies.  Next on the agenda would be to poison all of 

the rats in the provinces and then build homes with efficient sewer and 

water systems. 

State of the art water filtration plants for clean and pure drinking 

water, and to implement a nationwide health care system such as the 

one we all know and love. There would be enough doctors and nurses as 

well as hospitals to care for everyone. Right down to the homeless man 

who lives on the street. 

 

By Barry Styre

Life after the 
Black Plague
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By Eric Valentine

After the pandemic he did more shopping and went more places.  He 

bought more things and met more people.  He tried new things and 

enjoy new experiences like swimming, watching hockey in real life, 

playing golf, and even checking out the new theatre.  He swore he 

would never go back to the way he was before…life before the pandemic 

was dull – his life now – full of excitement. 

It’s All ChAnged, 
& For the Better
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Bock, Leslie
Ontario writer, long-listed for 2020 CBC non-fiction 

award, mental health survivor still figuring it all out.

Bulmer, April
Widely published and award-winning writer from 

Cambridge ON.

Changming Yuan
BC poet with eleven Pushcart nominations, nine 

chapbooks, and publications in Best of the Best 

Canadian Poetry (2008-17) and Best New Poems 

Online (poetrypacific.blogspot.ca)

Dyck, Debbie 
Emerging writer and member of CMHA Swift 

Current. First publication in TRANSITION.

Gray, Harrison  
Former sound engineer cum psychotherapist from 

Toronto who explores his daily life through writing 

character-driven, existential short stories. First 

literary publication

Groulx, David
Ontario author of eleven books of poetry. Translated 

into French, Ojibwa, and Cree.

Published in over 200 magazines in fifteen countries.

NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS  |  THE AUTHORS

Cecil, Lynn
A very accomplished and very widely published 

writer revisits TRANSITION.

Lohans, Alison
Award-winning author of books for young people 

including Timefall, Don’t Think Twice, Leaving Mr. 

Humphries, and many others

Neuhaus, Mareike
German-born author writing and planning her life 

in Saskatoon SK. Member of Eastend Writers and 

facilitator of  Writing for Mental Health workshops.

Panko, Dominique
Saskatoon mediator and poet writes about healing 

and falling in love. Honourable Mention in Muriel’s 

Journey Poetry Prize 2020. Volunteers with the 

Canadian Wildlife Federation.

Rolli
Regular contributor from Regina. Author, cartoonist, 

and songwriter (https://rollistuff.com/).

Skelton, James
Regular contributor and long-standing member 

Saskatoon WFYL Group. 

Transition Artwork Acknowledgments - Thank you Adobe Stock Photos

Additional artwork found in this issue of Transition was gathered 
using Adobe Stock Photos. Listed below are the artist accounts 

whose artwork we purchased using our Abode Stock Photo Licensing 
Account. Some artwork has been slightly modified. We have tried to 
list the artists in the order they appear in the magazine. Some artists 
have had multiple images used in this publication. We would like to 
offer a thank you to the following artist accounts for their work: 

© fran_kie
© Medvedeva
© Rawpixel.com
© Jorm S
© Photobank
© saphatthachat

© andreiuc88
© Kevin Carden
© boyloso
© brutto film
© Paweł
© Maridav

© Stefan
© manushot
© suns07butterfly
© Cattallina
© Toshka
© Christine

© ruskpp
© robodread
© nataletado
© svsunny
© kseniyaart
© svetlanasmirnova

© Isaxar
© Eric Milos
© rob z
© Eva Kali
© undrey
© drawlab19

Cover Art: Jovic (Contributor to Transition)
Postcards from the Pandemic: Rolli (Contributor to Transition)
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Battlefords 
1011 - 103rd Street

North Battleford, SK, S9A 1K3 

Call:  306 446-7177 

Cell: 306 481-7817

Fax: 306 445-7050 

Email: jane.cmhanb@sasktel.net

Rosetown

Box 1376 (1005 Main St. Rm 52) 

Rosetown, SK, S0L 2V0 

Phone: 306 882-1232

Cell: 306 831-7560

Email: carmenl@cmhask.com 

Moose Jaw 

326 High Street West. 

Moose Jaw, S6H 1S9

Call:  306 692-4240 

Cell: 306 513-8261

Email:  davidc@cmhask.com

Prince Albert

1322 Central Avenue

Prince Albert, SK, S6V 4W3

Call: 306 763-7747 

Cell: 306 960-6811

Fax: 306 763-7717 

Email: pacmha@sasktel.net

Regina 

1810 Albert Street

Regina, SK, S4P 2S8

Call: 306 525-9543 

Fax: 306 525-9579 

Members’ Number:   525-8433 

Email: info@cmharegina.com

Interested in submitting a piece to our next edition? 

Forward your work to:  Ted Dyck  |  tdyck@sasktel.net 

TRANSITION MAGAZINE

2702 12th ave.  Regina, SK, S4T 1J2

Visit us online at: https://sk.cmha.ca/documents/transition-magazine/

Saskatoon 

1301 Avenue P North 

Saskatoon, SK, S7L 2X1

Call: 306 384-9333 

Fax: 306 978-5777 

Email: info@cmhasaskatoon.ca

Swift Current

176 - 4th Avenue NW

Swift Current, SK, S9H 0T6

Call: 306 778-2440 

Fax: 306 773-0766 

Email: director@sccmha.ca

Weyburn

404 Ashford Street

Weyburn, SK, S4H 1K1

Call: 306 842-7959 

Fax: 306 842-3096 

Email: cmhawey@sasktel.net

Melville

PO Box 1689

Melville, SK, S0A 2P0

Email: theziolas@gmail.com

Estevan 

1201 - 2nd Street

Estevan, SK, S4A 0M1

Call: 306 634-6428 

Fax: 306 634-8535
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Available for Purchase

ON OUR WEBSITE
NOW AVAILABLE FOR PURCHASE 

Our 2022 Sponsors

For over 30 years the CMHA Cash Calendar has supported mental 

health programs in Saskatchewan.

The Cash Calendar is 100% Saskatchewan madeThe Cash Calendar is 100% Saskatchewan made! Everything from 

the absolutely stunning artwork, the moving poetry, and even the 

design/printing are all supporting people & businesses of 

Saskatchewan. Even our daily prizes are made possible through the 

generous donations and support of Saskatchewan businesses. Most 

importantly, once purchased, funds from Cash Calendar fundraiser go 

right back into providing mental health programming for people all 

over our pover our province!

For full purchase details Please visit our sales page at:

www.CMHACashCalendar.ca

Interested in knowing more about what programs are 

being funded by your purchase? Learn all about the 

Hope Learning Centre on our Cash Calendar web page!

www.CMHACashCalendar.ca

Calendar Lottery Lic.  # LR21-0028     

50/50 Raffe Ticket Lottery Lic.  #RR21-0106

The 2022 CMHA CASH
CALENDAR FUNDRAISER

OVER$81,000in cash & prizes

$26,250
If all tickets are sold**

9,500 - Calendars  |  10,500 - 50/50’sin total

50/50 Draw


