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There you have them – the five 
SARS-CoV-2 variants of greatest 
concern. The only thing keeping 
them from multiplying to infinity 
is that the Greek alphabet has 
only 24 letters. From alpha to 
omega, as they say. 

Omicron, the current variant of 
most concern, is a peculiar beast, 
apparently less virulent than, 
say, delta, but more widespread. 
A scientific attitude might 
suggest that this variant reflects 
a movement from pan– to epi– ... 
demic, that is. I’ll leave the details 
to the experts (scientific and 
medical, definitely not political). 

Editorial By Ted Dyck
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Instead, I want to rethink omicron as a figure 

of speech (what else can one expect of a former 

literature professor).

There’s a huge difference between the first four 

variants –  α, β, γ, δ –  and the fifth, o. Whereas  

the four are associated with an increasingly deadly 

illness, the fifth, omicron, seems related to a 

diminishing illness – and even possibly a return 

to health. Not enough to induce a relaxation of the 

protocols that have helped us contain covid, or to adopt 

a flippant anti-vaxxing attitude better left to confused 

protesters, but enough to take a careful-eyes-wide-open 

look forward rather than a fearful glance backward. 

So the writer in me wants to play with metaphor: 

What might an omicron of health be? An omicron of 

mental health? 

I start by reviewing the omicron subvariants of the virus. 

These are not my determinations: there’s a daily 

Government of Canada COVID-19 UPDATE: 

[enter the date] which provides absolutely current 

information. In summary:

1. Though the transmissibility of the omicron 

subvariants is increasing;

2. the severity of infection by the omicron 

subvariants is decreasing;

3. and the death rate due to omicron subvariants 

per infections is falling.

In other words, things are getting better – slowly but 

surely, the sun is rising as omicron is setting, as its 

negative effects diminish. I call the weakening of the 

omicron subvariants an omicron of health. By analogy, 

I call our diminishing fear of the omicron subvariants 

an omicron of mental health.

Next, I “read” the contents of this Spring 2022 issue.

The CMHA PAGES take their cue from the Executive 

Director’s strong view that it’s time to start “feeding 

the light wolf” of hope and light, and “starving the dark 

wolf” of despair and night. The ensuing pages of this 

section follow her lead – and, truth be known, so did 

I – by revising “up” the editorial you’re now reading. 

Thank you, Phyllis

The WRITING THE LIFE PAGES are their usual mixed 

bag of dark and light – rightly so, and I’m moved by 

their not-so-hidden brightness. In the first instance, 

the dark word is used only in Enn’s “Invisible Blues” 

which, because “they hang on tight / like Covid-19,” 

imply an imminent loosening of their hold. Other 

poets point to a “green” brightness (Rooney), reveal 

their own moon’s “light” (Schmidt), play with “weather 

matters” dark and bright (harding-russell). The 

prose writers, too, balance the verities of “dream / 

reality” (Plohr), wear the “shadows”, a lightening of 

darkness(Friedland), or emphasize life by its noting its 

opposite, suicide (Rolli). Thank you, Writers.

Finally, my favourite section, WRITING FOR YOUR 

LIFE: This issue’s Contest encourages writers’  

responses, “literally anything – meditation, rant, 

analysis, explanation, free-association, ...” to 

one word, omicron. Don’t avoid your own response to 

these entries – my response echoes Joyce’s in Ulysses – 

yes I said oh yes. Thank you, Fellow Survivors. 

And there you have it: the omicron of mental health is 

our resolution to forge a new relation, both careful and 

daring, between the past and the future, a relation that 

situates us smack dab in the middle present where we 

live willy-nilly.  

Notes from the Editor 
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2022 has arrived….another year 
full of possibilities.  2020 and 2021 were 

certainly very challenging for many and we saw an 

upsurge in the need for mental health support for 

those who are struggling but I don’t want to talk 

about COVID-19 and all the damage the pandemic 

has done.  It’s time to change our focus.  While it is 

still with us, the pandemic has consumed our energy 

and resilience for too long.

I saw a post on my social media feed recently that 

really resonated with me.  Society as a whole has 

been feeding the dark wolf for over two years.  We 

need to change our focus.  We need to look for the 

things that bring us joy and build optimism. 

 This year we need to focus on feeding the light wolf.

While 2020 and 2021 have been very difficult 

years, there is so much to celebrate here at CMHA 

Saskatchewan Division Office.  

During the last quarter we were able to do either 

direct advocacy or systems navigation for 42 people.  

This covered a range of issues including addictions, 

community services for youth, housing, poverty, legal 

and human rights complaints and domestic violence.  

Within the Justice Community Support program we 

completed research into the needs for housing for 

our clients.  This collaborative research resulted 

in a report entitled “Barriers and Solutions for 

Independent Living Strategies: Transitional Housing 

for Serious Violent Offenders in Saskatchewan.”  The 

project also saw the creation of the Suitable Housing 

Inventory Scale, which measured the suitability 

of housing in Saskatchewan against the individual 

needs of serious violent offenders.  The scores agree 

with the qualitative and anecdotal evidence and 

indicates a high level of validity.  

Data has been collected and a report pro duced regarding 

mental health services specifically for Métis citizens.  
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This was carried out through support from Métis Nation 

Saskatchewan.  We are now planning a conference for 

stakeholders to share our results and recommendations 

and highlight some of the supports that we have been 

introduced to on our travels for this research.  

Our Youth Support Coach, Etchu Besong, and 

Rebecca Rackow had the opportunity to visit 

Winnipeg to observe and discuss our partnership 

and to really collaborate as a team for our Youth 

Bounce Back Prairie Hub.  This was a great 

opportunity to learn from our CMHA family in 

Winnipeg and to participate in some land-based 

therapeutic practices such as the Porcupine 

Teachings and a Sweat Lodge Ceremony.  

We have been working in collaboration with the 

YMCA to cross-refer youth from their Y-Minds and 

our Living Life to the Full Youth programs.  We 

will also be working with the YMCA through our 

H.O.P.E. Learning Centre to develop a certificate 

program on Youth Peer Support, which will be 

aligned to the Peer Support Canada requirements.  

We also had the opportunity to partner with CMHA 

Regina Branch on the Saskatchewan Stretch project 

with support from the Saskatchewan Roughrider 

Foundation.  This project involves a Mentally Safe 

Minecraft Server.  Full details on this exciting new 

initiative are included in Rebecca Rackow’s report in 

this edition of Transition.

We are also proud to have full partnership in the 

Healthy Campus Saskatchewan, which addresses 

the wellness needs of all post-secondary students 

in Saskatchewan through an online hub.  CMHA 

Saskatchewan Division is working on the steering 

committee/guiding group level.  This group has 

also applied for funding to address the mental 

health needs directly on campuses throughout 

Saskatchewan and the hope is to be able to create 

pop-up CMHAs during high-stress times such as 

midterm and final exams that can be run by peer 

supporters and offer services and connections to 

students who are struggling.

CMHA Saskatchewan Division continues to 

participate in a leadership role on the Disability 

Income Support Coalition (DISC).  CMHA Sask. 

Division staff member David Coulombe works 20 

hours per week on DISC coordination.  DISC had 

a successful advocacy project involving “Welcome 

back to work” cards that were sent to all MLAs 

that featured a “Where’s Waldo?” type of art 

puzzle created by one of our DISC self-advocates.  

The message read “Where’s the person with a 

disability?” on the front with a number of people 
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on a street scene.  Inside it read, “Actually, every 

one of these individuals has a disability, qualifies 

for and needs Saskatchewan Assured Income for 

Disability (SAID).”  It also read “Welcome back to 

work!  Please keep all of your constituents in mind 

during your deliberations this session.”  These cards 

were well received.

We were able to offer Living Life to the Full for 

Youth to a group of LGBTQ2+ youth in partnership 

with OUTSaskatoon.  OUTSaskatoon provided their 

counselling team members alongside our trainers 

to offer support and suggestions on how to make 

the material more accessible to participants and to 

ensure we were meeting their needs.  

There is also continued work on the “Drag Racing in 

the Queen City: A Qualitative Study of Drag Culture 

in Regina, Saskatchewan Through the Stories of 

Kings and Queens” research project to determine 

if a chosen culture can be included in the Recovery 

Model alongside chosen family, considering how 

identity and wellness are linked for future study.

We continue to endorse a workable model for 

dealing with mental health emergencies and 

urgencies in Saskatchewan.  Our document 

containing the model now contains feedback from 

a focus group of ER doctors who wholly endorsed 

the model and suggested some addictions services 

to also be included within.  Other CMHAs across 

the country, including CMHA National, have 

taken an interest in our Emergency Mental Health 

Services model document and have decided to 

create a committee to discuss CMHA’s role in new 

approaches to crisis response.  CMHA Saskatchewan 

Division sits on this committee.

Our OSI-CAN PTSD support program continues to 

expand within western Canada.  We currently have 

active groups in Manitoba, Saskatchewan, Alberta 

and British Columbia with interest expressed from 

the Yukon.  At this writing we are working on the 

expansion into the lower mainland British Columbia.  

We are also very proud to now have 16 support groups 

operating within Saskatchewan.  The Healing with 

Horses Retreat has become a very popular program 

within OSI-CAN and now we are incorporating family 

and youth programming.  Our youth program will be 

providing volunteer childcare works (Youth Support 

Coach, You Care Workers, Early Childhood Educators, 

Social Workers and a Youth Peer Supporter) as well 

as working with the Equine Assisted Therapy provider 

to incorporate the tools offered for youth through 

Living Life to the Full for Youth into activities that 

can be carried out at that venue.
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We are almost ready to roll out the online C.A.R.E. 

(Caregiver Affected Recovery Education) training 

through the H.O.P.E. Learning Centre.  We have 

established guidelines for facilitator training and 

have received interest from Saskatoon, Prince Albert, 

North Battleford and Weyburn.  We have also been 

approached by some groups such as the Acquired 

Brain Injury group, to establish C.A.R.E. peer groups 

for parents and caregivers using a solutions-focused, 

group self-care milieu for caregivers.

Our Gambling Awareness Program (GAP) is excited 

to be able to get out to do more in-person training 

to community groups and classrooms.  While virtual 

presentations have allowed us to keep getting the 

message out there, nothing replaces in-person 

events.  A report on some of the exciting things 

happening in GAP is included in this edition.

The H.O.P.E. Learning Centre continues to grow 

its catalogue of training courses and Mental Health 

Bytes continue to be a very popular offering.  We 

are starting planning to commence with some “in-

person” training this spring but so much depends on 

pandemic restrictions.  Information on this spring’s 

training can be found at:

https://www.skhopelearningcentre.ca 

We are also in the planning stages for our 2nd “Only 

Human” conference in partnership with Service 

Hospitality.  Last year we had an amazing 714 

registrations for this event!  We have an exciting 

agenda planned so mark your calendars for June 

15th, 2022.  This will once again be a virtual event.  

Watch our website and social media for further 

information as it becomes available.

We are also in the planning stages for our 2023 Cash 

Calendar.  This year we want to focus on a theme of 

optimism.  The art call will be asking individuals to 

send us pictures of what gives them joy and what 

fuels their hope.  While the last two years have dealt 

with themes of struggle, resilience and strength, this 

year we want to change the conversation a bit.

There is so much more I could talk about but this 

provides some of the highlights…..the good news!  

I want to express my sincere appreciation to the 

amazing team at CMHA Saskatchewan Division and 

at our branches around the province.  Every day I 

am inspired by their dedication and hard work on 

behalf of CMHA and those we serve.  It is such an 

honour to lead this wonderful CMHA family.  

This year, let’s be determined to feed the light wolf!  

It’s time to celebrate all of the good around us.
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In 2021 there was a seismic shift in Canadian 

gambling policy that legalized single event sports 

betting (SESB). Under the previous betting system, 

Canadians were only permitted to place bets on a 

type of wager known as a parlay. Here, bettors must 

correctly predict the outcome of two or more events. 

With single sport betting, Canadians can now wager 

on the outcome of only one event. Saskatchewan 

now offers SESB through the existing Sports Select 

platform, with plans for Sask. Indian Gaming 

Authority (SIGA) to launch a new sports betting 

website and app in the summer of 2022.

Sports betting has a number of unique features 

that might make it a risky activity for some. Players 

will be able to place wagers in a myriad of different 

ways - micro bets, last minute bets, and prop bets. 

Prop bets are wagers that are considered a side bet 

of the game and are not related to the outcome of 

the game. An example would be betting on coin toss 

There is no question the 
gambling landscape has seen 
significant changes over the last 
few years.  Lockdowns, as a result of the 

pandemic, made people feel more isolated, bored, 

stressed and looking to fill some quiet or lonely 

hours.  As land-based casinos closed, some of those 

gamblers looked for an alternate way to place a 

wager.  This created a shift in people moving to 

online environments. 

 

Technology offers us a range of gaming options, 

moving us past the more traditional  bricks and mortar 

style of gambling we might be most familiar with, such 

as casino table games, slots and VLT’s, bingo, lottery 

and scratch tickets. Although they remain popular, 

online gambling opportunities continue to grow. 

By Shauna Altrogge, 
Director Gambling Awareness Program ( GAP)CHANGES CHANGES ININ GAMBLING GAMBLING
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results at the beginning of a super bowl. Taking it

further, ‘prop swaps’ are now part of the industry in 

some jurisdictions, that allow the original gambler 

to sell their prop bet on a third party website. Many 

sports bettors believe that sports betting is a purely 

skill-based activity and do not see it as gambling. A 

false sense of confidence in knowing stats on players 

and/or teams, or making bets on your favorite team 

more based on nostalgia or pure emotion could lead 

to gambling-related harm.  Every single game has a 

risk factor, and there is no guaranteed win. Even if 

you are truly knowledgeable about the game at hand, 

you could still lose your bet. 

There is a lot of basic psychology that is used in the 

design of games, and shortening the reward schedule 

may be just one of the strategies to keep the sports 

gambler engaged. This is the rate at which players 

can place wagers and know their results nearly 

instantly. Remember back in the day when we sent 

away for something and had to put a self- addressed 

stamped envelope in the mail and wait 6-8 weeks for 

its return? Today, Amazon can get us our package 

within a day or two.  It is the same concept in theory 

- just applied to gambling.  

Sports are a significant point of convergence 

between the sports betting and media sectors 

and there is already a noticeable increase in the 

marketing of sports betting across all platforms – 

saturating television, online, radio, to name a few.  

Another worrying trend is the integration of 

gambling and video gaming. Some popular and 

mainstream video games often enjoyed by our kids, 

have a number of gambling-like mechanics such as 

loot boxes contained within them. Loot boxes are 

randomized prize boxes that the player typically 

wagers with in game currency, and only knows the 

contents after making the purchase. The prize inside 

may be of some value to the player, but a more likely 
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Changes In Gambling

chance is that the item is useless or holds little 

value. This raises concerns on whether this type of 

in-game gambling is grooming younger gamers to 

gamble when they reach legal age. 

Similar to sports betting, there are also 

reinforcement or reward schedules in video games. 

They can be used for a wide variety of things in 

games, but it the most important thing to know, 

is that they make gamers want to keep playing the 

game and to feel good about their achievements.

The Gambling Awareness Program (GAP) is a long-

standing program of CMHA SK Division, and our 

work focuses on providing prevention education on 

the risks associated with gambling, video gaming, 

social media, and technology use. Our dedicated 

team works with groups such as youth, high school, 

post-secondary students, general public, older 

adults and connects with many communities, 

organizations, and human service agencies 

throughout Saskatchewan to deliver outreach and 

prevention education.    

We deliver engaging presentations, set up the 

interactive GAP display as part of community events, 

and distribute a range of resource materials – all 

free for Saskatchewan residents. Our sessions can be 

tailored for any group, and can be delivered virtually 

or in-person provided COVID protocols are followed. 

Contact GAP to learn more!    

Visit saskGAP.ca or call 1-800-461-5483
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LAUNCHED
MINECRAFT SERVER

By Rebecca Rackow: , 
Director of Advocacy, Research, & Public Policy Development

On Monday, February 7, 2022, 
CMHA Saskatchewan Division 
launched a brand new idea.  We are 

calling it the Mentally Safe Minecraft Server (MS 

Squared, playing with the idea of Minecraft blocks as 

squares).  This idea came from youth who are online 

gamers that struggle with anxiety or depression.  

They said that player anonymity sometimes produces 

a toxic online gaming environment.  This is not a 

mentally safe space, yet a lot of people, especially 

youth, find themselves wanting to be connected to 

others and enjoy gaming.  That is when the idea for a 

mentally safe Minecraft server took shape.

What makes it mentally safe?

Our Minecraft server has mental health workers 

from CMHA and peer supporters available to answer 

questions, talk to about issues, and ensure that 

conversations are not getting to the point of cyber-

bullying.  Paired with Discord, we have Saskatchewan-

based helplines on signs in-game and in a channel 

on Discord.  If players do things to negatively impact 

other players, they may be removed from the Minecraft 

server for a short period of time but will continue to 

have access to the Discord with help available.  There is 

also a space in-game where virtual groups can be held 

around a campfire and anonymity works to maintain 

confidentiality while learning new tools to maintain 

mental wellness.

What does it look like?

When you enter MS2, you spawn at a hub point 

designed to look like a Minecraft version of Mosaic 

Stadium.  This is a nod to one of our funders, the 

Saskatchewan Roughrider Foundation.  From this 

hub point you can go through three different portals: 

a creative world, a survival world, and a mini-games 

world.  Each world has different Saskatchewan themes 

and content. The mini-games will change as developers 

create new games and old ones fall out of favour.

Who can play?

While designed with Saskatchewan youth ages 15-29 

in mind, as long as you enjoy Minecraft and come with 

a positive attitude, you can play with us.  A week after 

roll-out we have twelve regular players on the server.

How do I join?

On CMHA Saskatchewan’s website, sk.cmha.ca, click on 

the Discord link.  You will then be placed on the white list 

for the server and given the link and can start right away.
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My family doctor is a young 
woman.  She was, of course, younger when I 

first met her, more than ten years ago.  She had 

just started out in practice then.  

Dr. Song is a Chinese woman, born in Hong Kong, 

but raised and educated, mostly, in Canada.  I 

found her very attractive, not just nice looking 

and trim, but very intelligent, educated, and with 

a strong personality.  It may be because I love her 

that the trace of her Cantonese accent sounded 

like music to me.  

In the beginning, I asked her out a few times.  

And she invited me to her Buddhist Temple, once.  

Somehow, we never connected on any of those 

occasions and I decided that to pursue her further 

might well be seen as a form of harassment.  I did 

not ask again.  But my heart hid a secret love for 

her that ached, ached painfully, for years.

Dr. Song often had me as her first patient of the 

day, at 8:45 a.m., before the office doors opened 

at nine.  She often entered the examination room 

in street clothes, always tasteful and modest.  

Other times, she wore a clean white lab coat.

On the occasion of which I will speak, she entered 

the small examination room wearing what seemed 

no more than a faint shadow.  Dr. Song was likely 

wearing those transparent exercise tights that had 

created a stir a few years ago.  I was sitting no 

more than two feet from her and I could clearly 

see her every feature.   When she turned, slightly, 

I could see her other side.

I am older, but I am still a man.  I was transfixed.  

I stared.  My nostrils flared, and I inhaled, 

involuntarily, in an attempt to catch her scent.  

We did not speak, but Dr. Song would have seen 

my presentation, had seen my presentation.  She 

left the room and came back shortly, wearing a 

white lab coat.

Dr. Song did not speak of the incident, and 

neither did I.  I know that, if she had not been 

my family doctor, and if I had not already tried 

to connect with her, but given up, I would have 

reached out for her and pulled her to me.

I know what I was thinking.  But what was she 

thinking?  Dr. Song had to know that she could 

have made a personal connection with me at any 

time.  It would only have taken a word, or two.  

So, I did not see it as a romantic overture.  There 

is nothing of the tease in her character, so I did 

not see her appearing before me, essentially 

naked, as a tease.

I had difficulty imagining that a woman, so 

intelligent, so self aware, would not have known 

what she was displaying.  Although, that seems, 

in one way, to be the most likely explanation.   

As I mentioned, there was quite a stir when the 

transparent tights appeared on the market.  There 

was a big play in the media and the manufacturer 

recalled the tights and refunded the purchase 

price.  I wondered if Dr. Song had been insulated 

from the popular hoo-hah. 

I have asked other women, friends, what they 

thought, and, without exception, every one of 

them said that Dr. Song knew exactly what she 

was doing.
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House Three Times

WRITING THE LIFE - FICTION

In the dream it was night as I 
walked toward the house across 
the broad expanse of a wide 
empty lawn. It stood alone on the eastern 

edge of town in an otherwise vacant lot bordered 

by a dense growth of skeletal trees. Set as far back 

from the road as possible, it was a hermetic three-

story structure that seemed to loom over one as it 

was approached. I remember the stars, though in 

abundance that night, were cold and faint, the merest 

of pinpricks in the great abyss. Without the moon, 

the only illumination was from the street-lamps, 

which grew fainter the further I got; and from the 

windows of the house, which were all lit, and seemed 

to blaze as I neared. I remember feeling a surge 

of deja-vu, as though I had dreamed this before, 

advancing upon that old house in the dead of night.

If I was dreaming it was dark then I must have been 

awake the day I went there: I remember feeling 

the warm sunshine on my skin. A bright blue 

morning in early April; all the snow had melted 

already that year. It was in fact the very morning 

of waking from that dream – I remember bursting 

into consciousness as if on the crest of a wave and 

immediately propelled into action – out of bed and 

into my clothes and straight for the door. I was 

driven by the notion I’d left something behind and 

had to get it back before somebody else found it – if 

I hurried there was still time. So I quickly shambled 

across town without another thought; it wasn’t until 

I arrived at the old house that the hypnopompic haze 

lifted enough for me to wonder why I had come.

But it was too late, I was already there, so I kept 

going. The old house looked the same as it always 

had, the same as any other time I’d ever seen it. 

Until the dream I’d scarcely noticed this somewhat 

singular but otherwise anonymous structure; it 

was just one of the hundreds of buildings that 

compose the town. I had never been this close to 

it before though, not that I could remember. But 

when I saw the cellar door there was a flicker of 

recognition. I had a sudden vision of the basement: 

shadows and spider-webs, dusty rafters, old crates, 

the fragment of some ancient memory. There was 

a dozen steps leading down, mossy stone steps, 

I remember counting them. And there was a 

thirteenth step at the bottom that had crumbled 

due to water damage. And there was another door 

in that basement, leading even further down, into 

total blackness; I remember being terrified of that 

door. I walked around the house three times before 

I tried entering; I don’t know why I did that, except 

perhaps to delay the moment.

And then, as it was in the dream, I did in waking life, 

and climbed carefully the front steps. The warped, 

weathered plyboards wobbled ominously as I walked 

across the porch. And in the dream, as in life, I 

reached for the door without knocking, and tried 

turning the knob. If it was locked I would leave, but 

if it opened I would enter. The knob turned easily 

both times. In the dream the door had swung open 

as if in welcome, its well-oiled hinges making not 

a sound – but in Real Life they screeched so loud 

and hideously that I cringed, and then quickly went 

inside before anyone saw me.
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In the dream the house was lavishly furnished, 

every room aglow with innumerable lamps and 

candles. As though expecting visitors, yet there was 

not a soul to be seen in all the chambers I passed 

through. One could barely move amid some of it, so 

densely were things arranged in here: tables, chairs, 

couches, shelves, paintings, old books, assorted 

gadgets heaped in boxes I never took a closer look 

at. As I proceeded deeper into the house it seemed 

to form a series of tableaux. There was something 

familiar about the way I was going through these 

rooms, as if I had been here before (in dreams I 

couldn’t remember) and was going the same way 

again. It is worth noting that in the dream I did not 

feel at all like I was trespassing, for it seemed this 

place was like a museum and these were its visiting 

hours; it was open to whoever found their way here, 

whatever dreamers.

But in reality when I went exploring through the old 

house that bright spring morning it was completely 

barren. Not even the severest ascetic could live 

here. Everything was layered with dust, yet it didn’t 

seem wholly abandoned; I felt the residuum of some 

recent presence, if not habitation then visitation. 

And there was a smell; in the dream it was smudged 

over by the burning incense, but in the daylight of 

reality it was undeniable: a sour mildewy rankness. 

The sunlight pouring through the windows seemed 

sapped of luminosity in crossing the panes. I had 

the fleeting impression of being underwater; the air 

seemed to ripple slightly, and I worried there was a 

gas-leak or something my smoke-decimated nostrils 

couldn’t detect. As I proceeded through the rooms it 

seemed the interior layout corresponded with that of 

the dream. I knew this could simply be my memory 

warping it to suit, but I still allowed myself to 

marvel that the house presents a static permutation 

of itself – it stays the same on both planes.

After I passed through all those empty rooms that in 

the dream were full, then I arrived at the door. There 

was a definite jolt when I saw it, for that’s when I 

knew – that was the exact door I saw in the dream: 
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a green door, with three horizontal panels, and a 

round knob with an old-fashioned keyhole beneath. 

In the dream it was shiny and new, but in reality it 

was old and dull, the paint a peeling skin, seemingly 

stained with dust – but it was the same door.

In the dream I opened that door and entered into 

a great black chamber, its edges invisible in the 

darkness. The only thing that was visible was a spiral 

staircase; it disappeared into the ceiling like the 

trunk of a tree, engulfed by the shadows overhead. 

In the dream I ascended that staircase – carefully 

at first, for the steps wobbled, but gradually faster 

as I went – the way winding continually upward, 

round and round, up and up, there was an urgency 

growing the higher I climbed. Then suddenly I 

arrived at the top, emerging from the floor of a 

round candle-lit chamber. It was crowded with old 

wooden wine-barrels, the floor littered with straw. 

I had evidently reached some high up tower loft. 

Facing the trapdoor entry I emerged from there 

was a narrow vertical window draped over by a 

heavy scarlet curtain. I paused there, listening. And 

then I heard the sound of breathing, of rapid heavy 

panting. I followed it around a stack of barrels to 

where I found a half-naked woman lying upon a pile 

of straw. She was sweating profusely, a ragged cloth 

draped over her midsection; she held a bloody knife 

in one hand, and a blood baby in the other. I could 

see the umbilical cord protruding from its stomach, 

drooping down out of sight beneath the bloody rag.

The baby turned its head to look directly at me 

and that’s when she slashed with the knife to sever 

the connecting tube and then the baby burst out 

with a scream and then the window burst in with a 

heavy gush of water, gushing and gushing into the 

room. The water swirled around my ankles, rapidly 

creeping up my calves, clumps of straw floating on 

the surface; by the time it reached my knees the 

force of inward pressure almost knocked me off 

my feet. I sloshed over to where I’d last seen the 

woman, swiping blindly trying to find her in the 

torrent, but it was futile: the water kept pouring 
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in, swirling around and around in the chamber. It 

rose over my hips and then I was overcome by the 

whirling current. The barrels big lumbering bubbles 

taken in with the mix and soon everything was 

floating and spinning round in the continual in-

pour of the room like a tornado or a flushing toilet. 

The water rose over my head and I felt my feet lose 

contact with floor; I felt the jostling, lumbering 

smash of the barrels against me as the force of the 

inward pressure pushed everything up to the ceiling, 

mashing it all together, compacting into the raftered 

peak of the roof – the seams gave way and burst 

open into reality and I washed up on the shore of 

my conscious mind, thrashing tangled in the sweat-

soaked sheets.

But in reality nothing like that happened: when I 

opened the door there was a wall behind it. Cracked 

and crumbling, it could be nothing else, but I 

pressed my fingers against it to be sure. For a few 

moments afterward I simply stood there and puzzled 

over this, unsure what else to do right then. There 

was the question of whether the door and frame had 

been added to the wall, as some sort of surrealist 

prank, or perhaps a symbolic gesture: a door is just 

a wall until it lets someone through. Otherwise it 

must have once been an actual doorway, and though 

sealed off now, has been left as a reminder of the 

room beyond. Either way I could go no further: I 

had to turn around and go back. And so I did, but 

I felt strangely thwarted, trudging slowly back 

through all those empty sun-lit rooms. Back to 

the door I came in through and the world I’d so 

momentarily left behind.

Before I did, however, I passed through a pair of 

rooms I remembered from before. They were the 

exact same dimensions and possessed all the same 

features; side by side, they were separated by a 

dividing wall. In the dream I remember a portrait of 

Jesus hung on one side of the wall, and Mary on the 

other; back to back, they looked upon their respective 

room from the same position. In the dream I barely 

noticed them amid everything else, but in the stark 
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bareness of reality one could hardly not.

It was at this moment I heard the floor creak in 

the next room – there was somebody here. I was 

suddenly terrified to be caught intruding in this 

particular house. What I’d done was called breaking-

and-entering; I’d come here on the whim of a 

dream, and nobody knew where I was. There was an 

accordion-doored closet in the south wall, and it was 

partly open, just enough that I could slip inside and 

push a little further closed to better conceal myself. 

I stood there in the dark frozen, not even breathing. 

I could hear shuffling footsteps moving closer 

and closer, and then into the room. The footsteps 

shuffled around in a circle and then stopped directly 

in front of the closet. I could feel the nearness of 

that presence, radiating its proximity, just there on 

the other side of that accordion screen.

I didn’t realize I had my eyes closed until I opened 

them, and then I saw her standing there staring 

at me – a huge hunched over red-haired lady with 

a crooked fixed gaze. I don’t know how the door 

opened without my hearing it, but I did know 

immediately that she was insane. And she had me 

cornered in here.

“What are you doing in my house?” she said.

The question hung there in the air, unanswerable, a 

condemnation. I was paralyzed by fear, stricken at 

the sight of her, and dumbfounded by the question. 

I couldn’t move or look away as she came near; I 

was trapped like an animal in the blazing skew of 

that gaze, her mouth twisting, changing shape, her 

hair frizzle-frayed gouts of crimson sticking in all 

directions from her pasty varicose scalp. And when 

finally I was able to wrench my eyes from hers, I 

noticed she was holding a pair of ordinary sewing 

scissors in one hand.

I gazed dumbly down while her free hand reached 

for one of mine, grabbing it into hers so fast I could 

hardly react as she then forked the scissors into 
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the cuff by my wrist and sawed smoothly up to 

the elbow. The split sleeve fell away from my arm 

like a Shakespearean costume, my bare skin next, 

sheathing bone and tissue. I saw this, and then I 

snatched back my naked limb from her. Surging with 

a sudden burst of adrenalin, I grabbed hold of her 

scissor-hand, with my other round her throat, and 

shoved her out of the way as hard as I could – she 

flew across the room and I burst from the closet and 

fled, bolting through the rooms, trying to find my 

way in the panicked delirium of fear-crazed flight. I 

could hear her voice shouting blackly somewhere far 

behind me, and huge lumbering sounds as she came 

charging after me. Now I could be afraid, now the 

monster has been awakened.

But then I burst out onto the porch, leaping to the 

lawn in a single bound. Here I paused briefly to 

listen, but I heard nothing: whatever sounds were 

within, the house contained them, as I expected it 

would. I didn’t wait to see if she would emerge; I ran 

to road. I did look back though, just before I set foot 

on the pavement, I turned, half-expecting to see her 

psychotic visage standing in the doorway. But no, 

there was nothing. The door was closed. The house 

looked exactly the same as it did when I arrived, the 

same as any other time I’d ever seen it. There was 

nothing to indicate anything had ever happened here 

or ever would.

And so I turned and walked across the road and 

onward into the day and what was then the future 

and is now the past, leaving behind that old house 

like an island in the world, and my visit there an 

island in memory, just one of many memories 

gathered over a lifetime of living and dreaming. And 

so I left it behind, further and further behind me 

the further onward I went, and eventually the whole 

thing was forgotten all together, the memory of it 

buried somewhere deep within the recesses of my 

inner mind.

About fifteen years later I was inexplicably reminded 

of it, so I went there one day to see if the house 

still stands, and it does. I didn’t go anywhere near 

it, of course; I stood across the street and stared at 

it. One of those windows seemed to sharpen at the 

sight of me, a glinting of light upon the pane, as if it 

recognized me, and I quickly carried on my way.
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“Damn you, Louella!”

Mama come at me with an empty Pall Mall carton, 

twisted it in my face. I politely suggested she exit 

the room and screw herself. She was wearin’ her 

platinum wig, so I should’ve known better.

Her eyes lit up like cigarette-ends.

“Girl, I have raised you single-handed. I have 

sacrificed.”

Lord, drop a boulder on me.

Mama ran the bases. Pitched in a few tears for effect, 

and finished with:

“You know why I done all that? Why I slaved and 

sacrificed?

I said “Why?” to keep the sweet charade rollin’.

She grabbed hold o’ my wrists.
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“I done all that,” she said, shakin’ me, “so I could raise 

a fine daughter” (shakin’) “who one day” (hollerin’ 

down my throat like it was a well-hole) “would pilfer 

my goddamn cigarettes!”

“I didn’t take ’em,” I said.

“Thief and a liar,” said Mama.

“I’m not lyin’.”

Mama laughed. She laughed and she threw my arms 

back at me. Instead of whuppin’ me—charity begins at 

home, I s’pose—she just stood there glarin’ till her eyes 

burned out.

“Sometimes I worry ’bout you, Louella,” she said, at 

last.

I worry ’bout me too, Mama. I thought. I worry plenty.

*

The Last  Time I Saw Mama By Rolli
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Danville Cemetery’s on the west edge o’ town. 

Whenever I got worn slap out from arguin’—damn 

near every day, that was—I wound up there.

Pedalled through the gates one blazin’ May 

afternoon, set my bike against Helmut Flazgraff.

Daddy was sprawled under the big willow, book in 

his paws.

“What you readin’?” I asked, lyin’ beside him, firin’ 

up a Pall Mall.

“High Lonesome,” said Daddy, flippin’ a page.

“You ever read Where the Long Grass Blows?” 

“Just last week,” said Daddy.

He smoothed his stache. Glanced at me.

“Mama?” he said.

That hit it on the head. I shook mine.

“I just can’t suffer the woman.”

Daddy rubbed his neck, said in a sawmill whisper, “I 

never could suffer her, neither.”

“You got it easy,” I said, heavin’ a sigh.

Daddy sat up straight. Shut his book up. Looked me 

in the eye. 

“Peaches,” he said, “you’ll be fine.”

“How do you know that, Daddy?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Got a feelin’,” was all he said. Winkin’.
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 A long while back, I decided… He had the kindest 

eyes, my daddy. On this earth. One good look at ’em 

was all I needed. To fix what was vexin’ me. To get 

my ass off the grass.

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said.

“Anytime, Peaches,” he said, crackin’ his book. 

I gave my advance apologies to Mr. Flazgraff, 

stubbed my cigarette against him. Climbed back on 

my bike. And strummed its pedals hard, home.

*

Flighty as a barn swallow. That’s Mama when she 

lacks companionship. A redhead Monday, brunette 

Wednesday, and Friday she’s choked up ’bout 

Oklahoma. So when she drug home the butcher 

for supper, I cheered, damn near. Judson wasn’t 

handsomer than a pork loin, but we had meat seven 

days a week for a year. Best eating I had in my life 

till then, and the most peace, easy. Course Judson 

keeled over—when I’m happy, the good Lord’s 

inconsolable—and we was back to beans. Only good 

that come of the affair was the wagon. Mama was 

entitled, in her mind, to Judson’s station wagon, and 

nobody dared contradict her. Not when she had on 

that platinum wig.

First road trip we took was to Ponca City, where 

Mama went to Kindergarten. Climbed a hill with our 

picnic lunch. When Mama looked down at the river... 

Her ecstasies was audible a mile off.

“Couldn’t you just live here, Girl. Isn’t this just 

paradise?”

It was pretty. But I didn’t say nothin’. I knew better.

Hour later, we brushed the crumbs off ourselves. 

Mama lit up a cigarette, took a last panorama view. 

“Lordy,” she said. “What a dump.”

I asked the Almighty to strike me kindly with a 

thunderbolt. 

Then I followed Mama back down the hill.

*

Mama teetotalled—from time to time. It was only 

when she was skunk-drunk that I ever brung up 

Daddy. 

One night when she was cork high and bottle deep—

course she was in her ginger wig—I gathered up the 

gumption to ask her:

“Why’d Daddy hang hisself?”

Mama rolled her eyes.

“How in hell can that matter? You didn’t even know 

your daddy.”

“You did, Mama.”

“Nobody knows nobody on this planet. If I unzipped 

that pretty skin o’ yours…”

She plugged her lips up with a cigarette, howled at 

somethin’, stretched herself flat on the sofa. 

“But you must have an idea, Mama?”

“Don’t know what’s the matter with you, Girl. Askin’ 

questions like that. It ain’t healthy. You wanna 

drink?”
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Lord, I coulda used one. But I stuck to my sweet tea.

Mama sat up again, opened the jug o’ Royal Red. I 

opened The Tall Stranger.

“Just look at you. Sittin’ home on a Friday night 

readin’. You need to get out there, Girl, find yourself 

a man. You got potential. I had potential—before I 

met your no ’count father…”

She brung her legs up beside her. Ran her fingers 

through her false hair and guffawed. 

“Charlie Martin. Most popular boy in Jonesboro. 

Perfect manners. Body to match. We was gonna get 

married…”

She chugged half a glass. Stared at nothin’ like it was 

somethin’ till her eyes was so heavy I reckoned they 

was gonna slide off her face.

“So what happened?” I said.

Mama blinked and said: “He got killed. House fire, 

at his folks’ cabin. One of those ol’ tinderboxes. 

When they told me…” 

She shook her head. Took a real long drag. Leaned 

back. Closed her eyes. In a minute, she was sleepin’. 

I took the cigarette out of her hand, snuffed it.

“Night, Mama,” I said. 

*

William “Billy-O” Collins Crawford. Mama set 

her eyes on him in July and we was settled in his 

farmhouse by Labour Day. 

My bedroom was in the basement. So was an 

aquarium stocked with blowfish, a bar with you 

name it. I had nothin’ but peace for a week—till 

Billy-O and Mama started pourin’ downstairs at all 

hours, tryin’ their damnedest to outdrink the fish.

We was on thin ice, all of us. Billy-O stomped on it, 

Mama skated back and forth sportin’ wig after wig, 

and me… It took all the flexibility the Lord gave me 

to sidestep the eggshells. I didn’t need no crystal ball 

to tell me this was gonna play out poor.

One night…

I was halfway through Hanging Woman Creek when 

Mama hollered “Screw you!” and Billy-O hollered 

“Screw you!” and somethin’ glass smashed against 

the basement wall and my picture of Glen Campbell 

plopped down on my bedroom floor.

I apologized to Glen. Pinned him back up, flopped 

back in bed.

“Snake in the grass!” yelled Billy-O.

“Son of a bitch!” yelled Mama. 

They went on like that. Lord, they went on. Mama’s 

fluty-toned voice and Billy-O’s baritone. Back and 

forth, like ping-pong.

When they ran outta breath, I cracked my book open 

again.

A bigger glass somethin’ crashed against the wall.

Down came Mr. Campbell, onto the carpet. This 

time, I left him there.
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I dove deep into Hanging Woman Creek.

Lord, I thought. Let me drown.

*

I dreamed ’bout Daddy. 

He was slouchin’ against the willow tree trunk, 

readin’. 

I sat down beside him. The Haunted Mesa—that was 

the book. Had a rope ’round his neck, like a necktie. 

I jerked my thumb towards it.

“I’m at the end o’ mine,” I said.

“Moonshine,” said Daddy.

“Lord, I could use some.”

“Don’t you worry, Peaches. Don’t you bother.”

“Cuz you got a feelin’, Daddy? Well, I got one too.”

Daddy just tapped his nose.

“Things’ll come up roses.”

“I’ll be pushin’ up roses. Like father like daughter.”

Daddy slung his arm ’round my shoulder. Looked me 

in the eye.

“You wait for those roses, Peaches. One more 

minute. And there they’ll be.”

I was gonna say, “If there was roses in this world for 

me, they’d’ve sprung by now.” But Daddy’s eyes was 

so kind, I just smiled.

Daddy slapped my back. Adjusted his tie. Plucked up 

The Haunted Mesa.

“Red roses,” he said, findin’ his page. “Red roses—

and blue skies. Just you wait and see.”

*

“He’s dead,” said Mama, shakin’ me awake.

A woke person’s woolly for a long minute. I blinked 

till Mama snagged my hand, drug me out the front 

door in my PJs.

The wagon was sittin’ in the driveway. Runnin’.

My lights finally flicked back on.

“Who’s dead?” I said.

“Billy-O,” said Mama, depositin’ me by the 
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passenger door. She straightened her wig—her black 

one. Rarest of ’em all.

“Shouldn’t we call the popo or an ambulance or—”

“What, to put a cork in his forehead? He shot 

himself, Girl.”

Somethin’ electric went through me. I held onto the 

roof of the wagon. I held onto myself.

The whole back half of the car was packed to the roof 

with suitcases.

“I’ll buy you new clothes,” said Mama, jumpin’ in the 

driver’s side.

I was still holdin’ on. Just barely.

“Get in the car, Louella.”

My hands was stuck to that roof. Holdin’ on.

“Get in the car!”

I held onto myself. 

“Get in the goddamn car!”

That’s when it all swamped me. That’s when it 

knocked me down. I fell down. Mama screamed and 

her tires screamed and that’s the last time I saw her 

face till it come on the TV screen at the hospital. 

Then it was my turn to holler, till the night nurse 

stabbed me with a syringe. After that, I stuck to 

books. Lonely on the Mountain. Ride the Dark Trail. 

They was what kept me livin’. While I tiptoed my 

way back to sanity.

*

Opened up my eyes in Ward C one mornin’ and a 

broad-shouldered lady in hair curlers was grinnin’ 

down at me.

“Aunt Joan,” she said.

I gawked at her stretched-out hand half a minute. 

“Mama didn’t have no siblings,” I said, at last.

The woman stuck her hand back in her pocket. Sat 

on the edge o’ the bed.

“Well, your daddy did,” she said.

 

I sat up. Drew a breath to keep my head from 

spinnin’. 

“I never even seen a picture o’ my daddy,” I said.

“Well, you’re awful like him. ’Cept for the stache. 

He and I was two peas, we was fraternals. Bet you 

didn’t know that, neither?”

“Mama … didn’t say nothin’ ’bout that.” 

“Honey, I reckon there’s a mess o’ things your Mama 

didn’t tell you.”

My brain was still tender, so I kept my questions to a 

minimum.

“Did my daddy… He have kind eyes?”

My guest grinned.

“Kindest you ever seen,” she said.

Aunt Joan took her hand back out of her pocket.

This time, I shook it. 

*
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WRITING THE LIFE - FICTION26



27

Aunt Joan’s bungalow’s up in the hills o’ Ripley, 

Mississippi. From her front porch, you can see the whole 

damn town, the lake. Big garden in the backyard, flower 

garden. Bluebells, marigolds, roses. First time I laid eyes 

on her place… Thought I’d gone straight up to Paradise.

Carol Anne—that’s a girlfriend of Aunt Joan’s—owns 

the big greenhouse on Main Street. I got a job there, 

PT, weekends. Took me a year, but I saved enough 

for a Dodge half-ton, an ol’ beater. Drove it out to 

Danville one Sunday. I didn’t go right into town—I 

ain’t one for carnivals—just to the cemetery.

Daddy was up in the willow, this time. Like a 

schoolboy. Beak in a book.

I stood at the foot o’ the tree, lookin’ up.

“Blue sky and red roses,” I said. 

“Blue sky and red roses,” said a voice in the leaves.

“Just like you told me.”

“Just like I told you, Peaches.”

Gush of wind blew through me. When the leaves 

quite rattlin’…

There was no more sign o’ Daddy.

I fetched the pot o’ daffodils from the passenger’s 

seat. Set in against Daddy’s headstone. Stood there 

more than a minute.

Then I jumped back in the truck.
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it has to look like a picture, her life

her success displayed like the Mona Lisa

the price of admission, prove them wrong

the dumb blonde jokes, her mother’s sizing
 

up compared to other girls, now women

no whims allowed, nothing messy, always flawless

by attaining a degree, smart handsome husband 

any length to have a son, and she no trophy wife
 

her proper job, teaching others how to be 

the best, shaped by her words, the epitome 

her home a castle decorated, nothing left to chance

no one sees any cracks, she measures and plasters

her blonde son, bright and tall, must do well

personality deficiencies masked by medicine

she repairs everything, finds a man far far away

when her husband is drawn to entertaining sports

a secret affair of love and adoration she pursues 

relentlessly keeping her husband the veneer

until the distant lover peters out exhausted

after he left his wife, sure he would have his lover

in his lap unattainable forever, but she cannot break

the border, her son needs his father, cannot disrupt

the family bond, the postcard she shows everyone 

these signs she never fails, notices the grand house

next door the neighbors so prosperous, six fireplaces

she buys their home, the pond, each room a mansion

so large secrets can’t find their way out, fall to ashes

Two Poems 
By Colleen Anderson
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her garbage she can’t recycle, can’t face the dirt
       

it would mar the container, her garden and its pond

so she designs it all, like a painting, no depth to see behind

the polish remains as she carefully sets each piece

husband, house, son arranged, her picture perfect

life, her friends note the palatial property

comment on the green green plants, her successes

all she sees is another browned leaf, the dying

goldfish in the pond, restless late at night

under cover of dark, she walks the garden

spray-painting each leaf a perfect green, her paradise

Picture 
Perfect
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Bored with safe

he thought to rob the city’s largest bank

so began the laborious process

The plan 

First, don’t be noticed he took to mean 

don’t do anything out of the ordinary

For the job—

Dress like a woman, less of a threat 

but what if after

they realized

investigated wig shops with his description

He’d have to travel farther out, disguise himself 

to buy the wig, find clothes he usually didn’t wear

not too near or too unique

too much trouble, disguising gender

He bought clothes, second hand 

so no one would suspect

a change in his fashion sense

He hung up the Armanis, the Calvin Kleins, the silk shirts

took out the earring, covered the tattoo, traded in the 

Docs for runners 

had his hair cut in a style that was no longer trendy 

but not too nerdy to be noticed

Melt into the crowd became his rule

Don’t stand up shouting your convictions, no innovative jobs

Don’t dance too long, too brightly or too well

Nothing conspicuous not even consumption

No more parties with the bright stars of the night

Blend, fade and disappear

until they suspect nothing 

The Perfect Crime
WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY

The Process took a while—years

One day he realized that he was too good at camouflage

By becoming indistinguishable

he could do nothing that would distinguish him

from any other man or woman lining up

to complete their transactions 

with the teller
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I watch the blood swell from the cut,

feel the pain trickle down my arm,

ugly thought, memory, noise

bleeding out across my skin

over wrist to fingertips.

As each drop hits the sink,

splatters red across the white,

I feel my chest become untight,

the muscles in my throat relax:

I am, again, able to breathe

without a fight.

I saw a woman standing on the railing of a bridge

spread her arms and take a deep breath,

step down and walk away.

I heard a story of a man who went into a drugstore,

memorized the ingredients in every painkiller 

then left without making a purchase.

I wouldn’t mind if a meteorite

suddenly came out of nowhere and hit me,

but if it was going to miss, I wouldn’t run to get under it.

Two Poems By Phlip Arima

FlirtationsBy Candlelight
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Worry 
Worry

a slow, low, flameless fire

smolders  

oxygenated by my obsessive, unyielding thoughts

Worry

a sly, cunning, trespasser of the mind 

penetrates

stealing precious pieces of my time and energy

Worry

a thick, dense, rolling fog

descends

 clouding my reason, leaving only its vague outline 

Worry

with scientific exactitude

amplifies my anxiety to a deafening pitch

highjacks

immobilizes

controls

me

Words to paper, voice to ear, thoughts elucidated

laid bare to the deception

Worry is toxic.

Control is a ruse.

Choice is mine.

32 WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY

Two Poems By Carleen Desautels
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My child hurts 
My child hurts.

The down gaze of her eyes

a dead giveaway

to the place her heart pulls,

troubled by her thoughts.

The white noise of worry keeps me awake.

Sworn to secrecy,

I weep in silence.

A mother’s world holds secrets

best kept close to the heart.

I cannot put myself between her and her pain,

to patch, mend or make good.

As she alone

must pick up the threads of her life

and piece together her story.

Under her mother’s watchful eye,

too far from the softness of my breast,

My child hurts

as she walks in a shadow,

the natural consequence of a life being lived.

WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY
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Jimmy Bang’s Blues
WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY

Three Poems By Victor Enns

InvIsIble blues

Take off your shoes, I’ve got something more tantalizing

for your left and rights to do. – Bonnie Raitt

Woke up this morning with invisible blues

you can’t see them, but they wait for me

every morning I know the invisible blues

keep me company, invisible blues, my eternity. 

Invisible blues slip on like my shoes every morning.

Woman you could tie and untie my laces in all the best places 

relax my braces, take off my clothes but instead of you; 

all’s I got is pain and the invisible blues. 

Invisible blues, invisible blues they hang on tight

like Covid-19 and the Covid-19 news

Invisible blues, invisible blues they hang on tight

like Covid-19 and the Covid-19 news.

Nothing don’t matter much anymore, I’m past 64

all I’ve got is invisible blues, the invisible blues

“You got no reason!”  I’ve got no reason to complain

but I do, ‘cause I wake up every morning, and all I can see

all I can see is pain licking my bones clean

instead of you woman, all’s I got is pain

invisible blues, so invisible nobody but me

can see I have invisible blues, the invisible blues. 

Invisible blues, invisible blues they hang on tight

like Covid-19 and the Covid-19 news

Invisible blues, invisible blues they hang on tight

like Covid-19 and the Covid-19 news.
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some Assembly 
RequIRed blues

I’m too fat and ugly for girls

I’m too fat and ugly for boys

All I’ve ever been good for

is making noise!

I’ve got a fake leg

I’ve got a fake heart

All I’m good for

is falling apart!

I pull myself together

I pull myself together

I can reassemble, but you, 

will you remake my heart? 

stymIed blues

Can’t get this can’t have that

All I get is pain in no time flat.

Nobody knows my racing thoughts

Nobody knows my Beck inventory, 

I tell you I’ve no cartilage in stock.

Can’t get this can’t have that

all’s I got is this pain in no time flat

my body and my shoulders my back

Nobody knows my racing thoughts.

Pain haunts my spine my fingers my hands 

my hips my ankle only one left is the right 

for the accelerator oedipal, Guillard 

slamming their Facel Vega

into a tree, Camus, the Last Man 

leaving The First Man undone. 

Nobody knows my racing thoughts

Not about my Beck inventory, 

no cartilage in stock, just bones

Tic Talking the hours down. 
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Hello Moon
By Belle Schmidt

silver moon shines down

upon fields of ripened wheat

dark clouds sail on by

wind pushes cloud-sails

driving them to the northeast—

empty is the sky

amused moon smiles

at such playfulness and pride— 

another night watch

docile earth lies

covered in moonlit silence

and slumber ‘til dawn

moon’s face will fade

when sun-rays begin their raid

Speech Gaze Gesture

WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY

Freedom to eat Edmonton’s finest,

Ready to order but skipping the wine list,

A & W Swiss Chalet, none could do better,

I could eat all day, outgrow my sweater.

Lay down in a hot bath forget all my troubles,

Don’t have much soap, have to fart for bubbles.

Call up my friends, get some games going,

Good friends nearby, don’t care that’s it snowing.

Plenty of snow for skiing and sliding.

Snow ball wars my darn little sister is hiding,

Catch up on books, magazines and comics,

Buying and saving them is good economics,

And to top it all off, a trip to the deli,

Sausage and cheese to fill up my Belly.

Now I can do things without limit,

A whole new beginning and I‘m right in it.

This poem was composed as a group project by 3 

patients (Tyler, Lori, Riley, Marcel, & Robell) in 

Alberta Hospital, Edmonton who were residing on 

unit 8-1A. Terry Neumann was the Recreational 

Therapist and Leif Gregersen was the Creative 

Writing Instructor. 

              for Ready          DischargeBy 
Leif Gregersen
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Keeping Warm
By Raye Hendrickson

She plucks her housecoat from the closet, gets one arm in.

Caught by her image in the full-length mirror,

the woman lets her robe slide to the floor.

Her arthritic hands trace a pleated neck, frail

ridge of collar bone, then flutter to her chest.

For a moment she remembers her husband’s touch,

his fingers always fire.

Warmth enough when phone lines were down,

when roads held them snow-bound. When 

meals got cold.

She cups wizened skin,

longs

for heat.

 spelled in bold white chalk 

on the wall sized  black board

intentionally written

IN ALL CAPS

 

precise and unforgiving 

overlooking 

an empty classroom 

full of desks

 

no teacher or students 

only silence

and the questions 

no one has answers for 

 

it is the pulling down 

of anxiety 

the numbing 

and un-numbing

 

the abnormal everyday 

behind closed doors 

that most people 

aren’t allowed to see

 

becoming  a fraction 

of yourself 

and thinking back to 

who you were

 

it’s the

settling for less

than you know

you deserve 

WRITING THE LIFE - POETRY

GRIEF      
   By Jackie Worobetz
 

1.

2.
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‘Wait until morning,’ I always 

tell myself 

when sunshine may spotlight 

the bug on the wall 

of the brain

inside a crevice of cloud

to see it for what 

it is (hateful or piteous?):
 

A grey leaf of a moth

with soft-powdered wing

or hairy and hundred legged

among the centipede nightmares…

Thoughts too, are influenced 

by clouds that pass through when

a cirrus of uncertainty shadows 

a lower strata of vision’s horizon

or a cumulus cloud takes over the sky

to anvil down in a funnel,

weighs heavy on brain-clouds under

their too solemn finite mountain of bone.

Also, I tell myself to be wary of  

infra-heat and boiling within

myself and among the hot-blooded 

beside me while magma 

tends to seek an outlet  

at a pimply hormonal 

or a dry-heaving /aging

weak spot. 

Just remember, bugs enter the house when the 

weather changes…

 

Two Poems 
By Gillian Harding-RussellWeather Matters
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‘We’ll see,’ Mum used to say.

We wanted a picnic on the beach

next Saturday – If it is sunny that day

she’d say and turn away

I could see she was looking

into the sky with her weather eye before 

she turned back to what she’d been doing

pulling laundry from that awful machine like a sea

monster.

If I wanted Dad to water the lawn

around the house for a skating party

for my birthday in January

he’d look as if he liked the idea

quite happy to roll out the hose and spray

water in a cascading snake turning to ice

in a shining path around the house

where we skated under the house lights

and the silvery moon in the early dark

But Mum more wary, we’ll ‘play it by ear’

and Mum the musician, after all

so she knew all that could go wrong

in the orchestra of life. 

‘We’ll see’ so cautious and disappointing

when I was ten, but now ‘we’ll see’

opens up hope and possibility 

amid doubt, and ‘we’ll play it by ear’ 

comforts, with no obliging commitment 

and guilt

for what cannot be done.

So ‘We’ll see’ and ‘I’ll play it by ear’ I regularly tell

myself and my friends, never knowing 

what mind clouds 

and other weather might interfere …

More Weather Matters
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They didn’t ask me

psychiatric

questions at the

border leaving the US.

Money

mattered most.

My declaration 

of things to follow

left out paranoia.

My birth certificate 

didn’t declare me

destined for a hard life. 

My passport had no address

for the hospital

I’d left behind.

My back seat with one duffle bag

of journals, The King James Bible, 

a biography of W. H. Auden

the expat like me, 

but more like T.S. Eliot

or a draft dodger leaving

familiarity and family

was of no interest 

in the border security’s story stamped.

It took but a minute

but to one mind it took a lifetime 

to commit to sovereignty.

Two Poems 
By Maria Claire Leng

Escape to Canada
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Only my body

crossed the border.

My home, my belongings 

bank account and healthcare,

taxes, social identity number, winter boots,

car insurance, doctor, prescriptions,

library card, phone, electricity bill, guardianship,

address, license, cable, direct deposit, accountant

needed a Canadian equivalent too.

I was homeless.

My mom and dad, my one brother, 

my other brother too, my dad’s wife

and my sister in law

came to Canada to see me through.

We are the Leng family. Something beforehand

I barely knew but owe a debt of gratitude to.

The Things 
     That Followed Me
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RULES WFYL CONTEST Summer 2022  
 
Write a one-half page (approx. 200 words) imaginative 

response in any genre to the word omicron. Your response 

may be literally anything – meditation, rant, analysis, 

explanation, free-association, ....

ANNOUNCEMENT
WFYL CONTEST Fall 2022 TBA

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE

First Prize $100 
Mareike Neuhaus  (Eastend)
Omicron
A playful, freeform rant that is highly structured by an 

unrelenting focus on omicron without – omigod – naming it!

Second Prize $75 
Miranda Hanus  (Regina)
Appetite
The couplet “Omicron / Nom nom nom” charms its way 

through days and days of being devoured by a hungry virus. 

Third Prize $50 
Charlotte Reimer (Weyburn)
Omicron
Survival is only the first step of an unending struggle 

against a deadly enemy within us.

Honorable Mention $25 
Ayami Greenwood  (Prince Albert)
The Cost I Pay
A four-quatrained lament p(l)ays out the attempt to banish 

omicron forever, temporarily. 

Sponsor: BYRNA BARCLAY     |       Judges: Ted Dyck

OMICRON? “IT’S GREEK TO ME”!

The fifteenth letter of the Greek alphabet, omicron, is (usually) 

pronounced with a short “o” (off) and a short “i” (it) and 

means “little [i.e., micro] o.” The Greek letter, omega, last in 

the alphabet, is usually pronounced with a long “o” (oh) and a 

short “e” (peg) and means “big [i.e., mega] O.”) 

It’s a weird word, and many of us would likely never have heard 

of it if it hadn’t been used to name the most recent variant of the 

Covid-19 virus. Which, come to think of it, is  weird, too – more 

transmissible but less deadly than, say, delta.

One of the richest online sources I’ve seen on the symbol 

omicron (o) is at “Name Echo” 

https://nameecho.com/omicron: omicron’s color is 

indigo, one of its lucky numbers is 7, its day is Wednesday, 

its month February, its gemstone amethyst, its bird 

nightingale, its plant forget-me-not, and so on. 

JUDGE’S COMMENTS
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EASTEND  |  FACILITATOR: TED DYCK 

OMICRON
By Mareike Neuhaus

omigod, not again, echoes the exhausted collective sigh, 

yet here we are with a letter we haven’t met before, not in 

mathematics, science, engineering, or rhetoric, unknown 

to most non-Greek folks, it’s giving name to the variant 

leading the fifth wave, and yes nu would have been too 

close to new and xi politically contentious, so instead 

they have us move not to the end of the storm - omega 

is still out there waiting for us - but into its eye, if we 

follow the Phoenicians, three years into the pandemic, 

the virus has shifted to the particularly contagious kind, 

it is spreading exponentially, vaccinated or not, we can 

all get it, predicting the future course of this pandemic is 

like forecasting hurricanes or tornadoes, and assigning 

too much meaning to the WHO’s naming of this variant 

is ridiculous, and yet, there’s something in the letter’s 

ambiguity that is quite fitting, the eye of the storm, it’s 

the calmest place to be in the middle of a weather event, 

but you wouldn’t want to see eye to eye with it - omigod!

 

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE
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EASTEND  |  FACILITATOR: TED DYCK 

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE

She twirls, a spiral in air

her feet turning on the tile floor

her scarlet lips forming a little o

 

her breath, a released prisoner,

an audible rush

High over us a circle of bright sky

 

holds back the looming grey

of incessant clouds

Earlier, she twisted the detecting swab

 

into her nostril, searching

for suspects

Three drops of solution

 

into a small plastic well

One green line

Today, negative is positive

 

Thank you for helping us add to our a new edition, 

the Oxford English Excuse Dictionary (OEED).

What are you submitting?

A new word or sense 

Word

COVID

Part of Speech 

Noun

Quotation Text

“Finally got my flights booked. Christmas party is the 26th.”

“Can’t, COVID.”

Where did you find the quotation?

On the phone with my best friend.

What else would you like to tell us about the word?

“Omicron” is a variant of COVID. Used for excuses on a smaller 

scale, such as doing the dishes, letting the dog out, washing 

hair, etc.

 

TEST 
 DAY

ONLINE SUBMISSION 
FORM OXFORD 
ENGLISH EXCUSE 
DICTIONARY

By Glenda GordonBy Caitlin McCullam-Arnal
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On and on and on,

The numbers mount each day

I’ve lost count of the sick, the dead

I’m unable to listen to the dreaded news

My head is thick with dismay, with grief

Excuse me if I stick my head in the sand,

Where the numbers can’t reach me

I choose instead to pray for relief

I need to be stable to have some magic in life

But again and again pain abuses me

I’m fed up with the dreaded news, all strife

Can you understand why?

I want to lead, to teach, to foster hope

I want to stay in control down a slippery slope

The scope of Omicron on a roll takes a toll on me

Omicron begone!

By Ayami Greenwood

THE COST I PAY

PRINCE ALBERT  |  FACILITATOR: LYNDA MONAHAN 

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE
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I asked my friend if this Omicron is real and he said no.

Lazarus was only sleeping and Jesus is the cure.

Give him the vaccine and save us all as well.

It’s like the cigarettes. People are dying, yeah. But 

what about the cigarettes? Do they kill or is their 

death from something else.

 

So we have a disease on our hands. Lazarus was 

only sleeping. What is success and the cost of it? 

I know I’m going to die and I doubt very much it 

will be at the hands of a book. The Bible is a book. 

Has a secret in there. The cure for all disease is 

love. Try and understand 

But the virus is not from God. But the cure! You 

see Lazarus was only sleeping. The disease is only 

one more common cause of death. Like sin. Like 

cigarettes. If cigarettes be blessed in someone’s 

eyes, are cigarettes good for you? What is the 

vaccine for death? But Jesus Christ, the preacher 

man is gonna die! Yet Jesus lives forever.

What is a perfect ten? What would you give to 

cure a disease? Even one that’s not real? Even 

one called death? So my friend says all of this 

is not real. Even you and me Jesus saves too. 

You see these are not facts but opinions. It is my 

opinion that these people are just sleeping. What 

is forever? What is never? Who is Jesus that he 

gave his life? The price now ain’t that nice? What 

would you give to cure a disease? Omicron is 

people crying themselves to death. There are some 

diseases with us even still for decades. Longer. But 

By Wendell Guedo

N ORANGE A DAY
PRINCE ALBERT  |  FACILITATOR: LYNDA MONAHAN 

what is omicron? What was the bubonic plague? 

What is the clue but that its paid? What an eternal 

life and what is Omicron?  

Jesus saves! For free! Faith is the key. Do you 

believe? You see if Jesus saves there is no disease. 

But another vaccine? I had mine. My friend is the 

one that did not. I did, so it went like this:

Who is Jesus Christ?  Could cigarettes be good 

for you? Could Omicron be a cure? My friend 

is a conspiracy theorist. He will never be fully 

vaccinated. Cause this is a… cause this is a …. 

There is an evil but very real conspiracy being wrought. 

My friend thinks I’m a schizophrenic. An orange a 

day cures schizophrenia. An orange a day cures all 

psychosis. Thinks I’m just a drug addict with no 

schizophrenia. Did I tell you Jesus Christ redeems 

me, even me and helps me get myself an orange a 

day so I eat an orange a day. Ok ok ok I admit it’s 

my conspiracy. But I cannot tell a lie. I lied about 

the schizophrenia and cigarettes are good for you. 

All Jesus us saying is that this isn’t real.  

Somehow it seems to be unfolding that one disease 

has ignited a war, a wildfire, a total overhaul on 

medical infectious disease and politics. But let 

Jesus be your king. Let Jesus be your psychiatrist. 

Let Jesus be your priest, a cure for all political and 

psychiatric disease, even that of death itself. Jesus 

saves. But until this stuff is all behind us(I don’t 

think they’ll find us)you’re in my thoughts.
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You say I’m sick, 

but you may be wrong,

in the threshold of time 

parted by something

that has turned a blind eye,

please do your part,

we can do this,

we can make it all go away,

no tears needed,

just doing what we’re told

 for those who claim they know more,

 this has become a true test

 of my generation or the next generation,

this sickness can’t take my will to survive,

so l can’t be selfish,

may it leave planet earth 

leave it to its own destruction 

so l stay positive,

this is what we need to do, 

are you with me or do you fail 

to see the bigger picture, 

omicron is here, its real, is it too much to ask 

for you to get the vaccination,

it is a very simple concept

its not hard to understand,

you try to sweep it under the rug 

and pretend it’s not happening, 

if we do what we need to do 

as for the rest who don’t believe,

then it would be all over by now,

no matter what happens,

you are always my dear, dear friend!

By Ian McIntyre

SICK

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE
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Little each pack

That will not go to hell

As hi as I can do

For the fathers won’t do as well

I wait to find a break

That won’t bring my god down

Bring my god ears

Believe you and I

Gone with the winds

We look for a symbol

Eight triangles

Yet-ii

Yet I want a defense

Against omicron: the war

oh my god, oh my god, be gone, be gone,

don’t sit upon our house and health,

don’t waste your time here on earth, 

let us be healthy, without your curse

yes omicron, be gone, be gone omicron be gone

let us be healthy, without your curse

don’t waste your time here on earth, 

don’t sit upon our house and health,

yes omicron, be gone, be gone, omicron be gone

By Debbie Cochrane

By Holly Knife

THE WAR: 
AN ABSTRACT

BE GONE  



48

Omicron

Nom nom nom

Sounds like a dessert recipe

A treat or a cookie

Omicron

Nom nom nom

Eating away at my soul and my 

sanity

Creating fear and sadness and 

anxiety

Omicron

Nom nom nom

It’s taken my friends on a 

journey to heaven

As it creates a hell on earth

Omicron

Nom nom nom

It’s devouring me

Omicron

By Miranda HanusAPPETITE

WRITING FOR YOUR LIFE

REGINA  |  FACILITATOR: JENNIFER NIXON 
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Happiness doesn’t live here but rather 

worry. Fear sets in and I isolate. I 

isolate in doing creative and productive 

activities, such as crafting, painting, 

reading, journaling and cooking. I feel 

like I have all the time in the world to do 

these things. I make essential trips to the 

grocery store and the occasional stop at 

Western Pizza for takeout.

From my research of the Omicron variant, 

I learned it spreads more easily than 

Covid and the Delta variant. I also read 

that the World Health Organization 

By Jennifer Nixon
OMICRON

claims Omicron is less severe than Delta but 

is still a dangerous virus.

It was discovered in November 2021 in 

countries including Botswana and South Africa.

With all going on in the world I couldn’t 

help but think of Nostradamus’s predictions 

about plague and the book of Revelation in 

the bible referring to unveiling of the last 

days.

My question: how’s it ever gonna end?
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By Charlotte Reimer

Covid. I’m not scared of covid the virus. 

I’ve had covid and survived. The part of 

covid that scares me is the isolation. I 

almost died from the ten days of isolation. 

I want whoever is controlling this covid 

stuff to know that people are dying from 

isolation. People are dying alone. I want 

them to care. I want to be free again. I 

know I’m not the only one. Omicron. Covid. 

The words exhaust me. I want to sleep. I 

want this all to be over. Covid is slowly 

killing me from the inside out.

OMICRON.
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I learned a new word, Omicron. It 

makes me think of an Xbox game. It 

is contagious. It is another strain of 

Covid 19. Omicron is also the 15th star 

in a constellation. The Omicron word 

as an Xbox game reminds me of the 

War of the Worlds game. Two teams 

battle for the possession of castles.

The 15th letter in the Greek alphabet; 

the 15th star in a constellation; and 

me, a fan of football since I was just 

15 years old.  I have been a fan of the 

Saskatchewan Roughriders for 54 

years. This year’s season started in 

August – later in the year than normal. 

Cody Fajardo is their quarterback and 

I don’t mind him. I have a Roughriders 

hat, toque, and shirt that I wear to 

show my support of the team and the 

game I love.

By Debra Carlson

By Larry Lauder

OMICRON   

OMICRON.   
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By Kevin Prokopetz

A strong desire to infect humans, the end 

of mankind could be coming soon. Covid 

19 is multiplying into new strains like star 

constellations in the sky. Vaccines are no 

longer keeping us completely safe. We 

should be wearing respirators if we are to 

take Covid 19 and its new strains seriously. 

Think about it, people wear respirators in 

toxic environments, so is a dust mask really 

stopping or preventing Covid 19 and it’s 

multiplying new strains from spreading? 

I feel that we need to be more proactive 

if society really wants to stop or prevent 

Covid 19 from spreading.

OMICRON
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By Eric Valentine

Sounds like it could be the name of a video 

game or a hit song. Entertainment comes in 

different forms on different channels. The 

news is informative but I prefer to watch 

the music video channel called ‘Please 

Rewind’. They play all sorts of music 

videos. My favourite band is Metallica 

and their best song is ‘Unforgiven’ in my 

opinion.

It could be some sort of disease like a 

Resident Evil type of thing! The seven letter 

word for Omicron could be history or a 

theory type of thing. Something like that! 

The 15th star can mean anything to any 

living being, to any person!

OMICRON.
By Garette  Strongarm

OMICRON!
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TRANSITION is excited to announce our 
new environmentally friendly initiative – we are 

going paperless. Hard copies of TRANSITION will still be available, 

we aren’t doing away with all our print copies; however, starting in 

our next edition of TRANSITION, we will be moving towards a more 

digital version of the magazine.

Contributors and members as well as other CMHA branches will 

still receive hard copies of TRANSITION, but we will be looking for 

a wider audience with our new digital version! To do this, we will 

be improving how TRANSITION is available on the SK.CMHA.ca 

website. This will greatly improve the reader’s experience as well as 

make it even easier for more people to read our amazing collection 

of CMHA related news, personal stories, short fiction, poetry, and of 

course our wonderful Writing For Your Life Contest content.

In late summer of 2022 you should start to notice some changes to 

our current website. However, we intend to roll out all of our new 

TRANSITION updates with the release of our Fall 2022 edition coming in 

November or December of 2022. We look forward to providing you with 

the same great works of literature in our new online format and hope that 

you will consider a subscription to our magazine for 2023!

visit ou
r site

CHANGES ARE 
COMING fOR OUR 
NEXT EDITION

ANNOUNCEMENT 

FOR FUTURE EDITIONS OF TRANSITION

Purchase a 
Subscription
for 2023!
Are You Interested in 
receiving your copy 
of TRANSITION in 
hard copy?

For an annual cost of just 
$20.00, you will be mailed 
both the summer and winter 
editions of TRANSITION 
as a hard copy print. Your 
contribution goes towards 
print costs and it helps support 
the TRANSITION program at 
CMHA Sask. Div.

Our new sales portal will be 
available on our website with 
the release of the Fall 2022 
edition of TRANSITION.

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/

Spring 2022
TRANSITION © 2022
Produced By CMHA SK. Div. 
Sponsored By Sask. Lotteries 
& The United Way
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Anderson, Colleen

Widely published fictionist (A Body of Work, 2018) and 

poet (I Dreamed a World, forthcoming). Nominee Pushcart 

Prize (2020), Aurora Award (2021). Grants: BC Arts and 

Canada Councils. 

Arima, Phlip

Toronto writer (poetry, fiction) and collaborator (artists, 

dancers, musicians, film-makers). Former director of 

the Art Bar Poetry Series and rotating host of Syntactic 

Sundays Readings.

Desautels, Carleen

Former student in a poetry class taught by Lynda Monahan 

(Spring 2021. Was encouraged by her to submit work to 

TRANSITION – and Voila! 

Enns, Victor

Frequent MB contributor now removed to BC. Lots of 

excellent “Jimmy Bang” poems written and published over 

the years. Learn all about him at https://victorenns9.com/

Friedland, Robert

Richmond BC writer and man of many talents. Previously 

published in TRANSITION. Full bio at 

https://abcbookworld.com/writer/friedland-robert

Gregersen, Leif

AB writer and frequent contributor to TRANSITION 

forwards a group-project poem by patients in Alberta 

Hospital, Edmonton. For more see 

https://edmontonwriter.wordpress.com

Harding-Russell, Gillian 

Regina award-winning poet: 5th book Uninterrupted 

(Ekstasis 2020); 6th chapbook Megrim (The Alfred 

Gustav Press 2021); and 18-fold anthologist;  Also editor, 

reviewer, and PhD (Univ. Sask.). 

NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS

Hendrickson, Raye

Saskatchewan masseuse, poet, renovator, opera/theatre 

lover, conversationalist. Five Red Sentries shortlisted 

for SK Book Awards. Published in several magazines and 

anthologies. 

Leng, Marie Claire 

Canadian writer with bipolar disorder published 

previously in TRANSITION. Winner of first Jane Kenyon 

Scholarship. Like Kenyon, has bipolar disorder and writes 

to inspire.  

Peters, Henry 

(Cover Art for this Edition)

Winnipeg editor of Kaleidoscope and regular art 

contributor to TRANSITION.

Plohr, Owen

Saskatchewan writer and surrealist seeks gnosis via 

dreams, intoxication, and chance. “House Three Times” 

taken from his unpublished book To What End.

Rolli

Widely published and frequent contributor to 

TRANSITION. Writer, cartoonist, songwriter, and coffee-

drinker extraordinaire. See rolliwrites@gmail.com.

Schmidt, Belle

Canadian-born co-author with sister Irene Grobowsky of 

In Our Bones. Author of three chapbooks and a poetry 

book, Poems from my Pocket. Lives in Colorado with 

husband.

Worobetz, Jacki:

Prince Albert writer of  poetry since the age of 13. 

Published in print and online magazines in/frequently 

through the years. Longterm go – a manuscript. 

TRANSITION Artwork Acknowledgments - Thank you to our Adobe Stock Photo Artists

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. On behalf of CMHA 

Sask. Div. and everyone involved in Transitions we would like to offer 

a thank you and acknowledgment to the following artist accounts: 

© antiqueimages 

© Liubov 

© fizkes 

© fran_kie 

© vik173 

©  iakovlev

© paul 

© DWerner 

© grandfailure 

© Photobank 

© Nithid Sanbundit 

© Jorm S 

© Vitaly 

© okalinichenko 

© Cristina Conti 

© amixstudio 

© sdmix 

© pinkeyes 



Weybu rn

Moose Jaw

Regina

Swift Curr ent

Rosetow n

Saskatoon

The Battlefor ds

Prince Albert

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

Call:  306 525-5601 ext. 239

Email: BounceBack@cmhask.com

Website: SK.CMHA.ca/programs-services/

Call:  306 683-2600

Email: GAPDirector@cmhask.com

Website: SaskGAP.ca

Call:  1-888-495-6068

Email: OSI_PTSDCoord@cmhask.com

Website: OSI-Can.ca

Saskatoon 

1301 Avenue P North 

Saskatoon, SK, S7L 2X1

Call: 306 384-9333 

Cell: 306 220-5201

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: tashac@cmhask.com

Melville

PO Box 1689

Melville, SK, S0A 2P0

Email: melvillecmha@gmail.com

Estevan 

1201 - 2nd Street

Estevan, SK, S4A 0M1

Call: 306 634-6428 

Fax: 306 634-8535

CMHA National Office   

500-250 Dundas Street W.

Toronto, ON, M5T 2Z5

Email: info@cmha.ca

Say HELLO to your CMHA 
Saskatchewan Branches/Services!

Other CMHA Sask. Programs






