News from the Feminist Caucus, by Anne Burke, Chair
Thank you to Vanessa Shields for her service as the Action Committee Chair! She has a
new book in progress and plans to found her own school of Creative Writing.
Congratulations, Vanessa! We welcome newcomers, as well as established poets, to join
us for special projects, such as the annual panel and chapbook publication. Check here for
further details as they develop! Some funding is available for Full Members, who are
eligible to receive honouraria and travel subsidy. Contact the League office. Please plan
to join us at the June 6,7,8 National Poetry Festival in Saint John's Newfoundland, where
we will be launching a new chapbook with papers and poetry from the 2018 panelists.
First, here are some poems from Paloma Alaminos, a new member and her bio note.
Paloma Alaminos is a third-year student of bioethics and history at the University of
Toronto. A classically trained soprano, feminist, and writer, she is passionate about jazz
music, science fiction and military history. Paloma’s work (poetic, academic, and
literary) explores themes ranging from legal ethics to women’s experiences in situations
of war and violence. Her most recent project focuses on women’s experiences of
selfhood, suffering and resistance during the Holocaust, and she is working on science
fiction for future publication.
little bird
little bird
who is it that pulls these words from my mouth
so many beads of sorrow and hope and delicately suppressed fears
dropping like jewels onto the cracked pavement that you offer up to me as sacrificial
bowl, orator’s stand, pedestal?
I do not know what I wish to say, nor do I know to whom I wish to speak
but there is something
something irrepressible, implacable, bright and yet dark with power and hunger and need
telling me
write write write
and so I do
and sometimes the words fly onto the page like so many swallows, fairy-like, pungent,
imprinting onto the mind as ink upon the skin,
and sometimes they are knives, hard sharp cool final, glittering and so soft that one
breathes deep before the end,
and sometimes they sink as stones, wooden and stolid and impenetrable and my heart
struggles with myself and I ask why why why, why do I do this
and I remember
it is the humanity within you, within me, that drives us to write
not a desire for food or sex or monetary gain, but a desire to be something, to have done
something, to remind someone of something and make them feel like they are something
too

it is only human to want to be part of a greater whole, only human to long for a sense of I
am this and exactly this and you are not and can never be, for I am only myself and yet I
only am myself
yes, it is only human, but indeed, it only is human
do not repulse this yearning with the swift, ignorant arms of prejudice; rather embrace it
gently, take it into your care, be cautious with it and careful and yet always forgiving,
always understanding, for it is not something to be taken lightly or to give lightly
it is yours
make it yours
brand it and all the world with yourself, your message, your colours; fly your pennants
from the highest towers and proclaim to the unseeing, unloving world your song, you,
yourself; you must fight for it and with it, for it is both of you and not of you and you
must come to terms with that as you must come to terms with yourself
and somewhere in that song there is a part where everything is darkness and the words
sink and the tune shudders and all is quavering in your breast like a tiny defenceless bird
without feathers, afraid and unable to fly
but the bird has a voice
and it will sing
and when it sings you must find in yourself the strength to continue, to shove aside the
hatred and the agony and the heart-wrenching miseries and keep going, slogging along
your path until your feet ache and your very dreams are sore with the effort of being kept
alive
but you keep moving
and you keep singing
and you keep loving
and when you reach the end you will discover that no, it is not all you hoped for, there are
flaws and cracks and little errors but it is so much more, for it is you
and you are perfect
little bird
i. the letter
i. the letter
Dearest Margot,
How are you? It is very cold here,
but then you already know that, don’t you.
Have you gotten my letters, Margot?
I sent them to the right address, I’m sure I did.
There’s only one address where you are, anyway.
Summer in Berlin, 1931.
It is hot, the delirious heat that invades one’s mouth and nose and thighs
clings batlike and heavy to eyelids,
lies lank upon the bed-covers, swollen and diseased,
listening to the radio

I thought of you yesterday
It was snowing heavily, and Eva, one of the girls near me in the barracks, started singing
(You remember how well it keeps up the spirits)
It was Hatikvah, only in Czech, but we all joined in anyway
Sunlight drips under the window of the apartment,
anoints parched skin,
pools between clasped fingers.
Eyes like old mirrors – not quite clear, their blue faded.
Margot.
She whispers it, because the word is sacrosanct
somewhere between expletive and prayer
carried from fingers to lips, lips to skin, crudely raised to the unknown god.
And we had to be so quiet, of course, or else Frieda would have come screaming in and
beaten us all
But it made me think of you, of how you used to sing
so softly, delicately
all those mindless American songs, and religious ones too,
always softly, while you were writing or working – do you remember?
And I would come up behind you and kiss your head and hum along, especially to the
swing tunes,
and in the evening we would dance to the radio until we were both stupid and winded and
laughing, and your cheeks were red, and my heart was on fire
three years, four, and the windows fold in on them
the eyes in the street have grown wary,
there are rats in the grain-shed
the trap closes – crack!
Eva was shot this morning sneaking out of our section of camp.
She took a while to die, and some of us sang the Hatikvah to her there in the snow, held
her hand.
I only met her when I came here, but she became like a little sister, so skinny, and only
eighteen.
She was a lot like you, I think.
We can’t meet like this anymore.
The words fall from her mouth to the terrible brown carpet, the one she could never
remember to replace
and now there is no money to, and no desire to, and her fingers are tearing pieces from
her soul
Do you remember that time, Margot
that we took a cruise along the Elbe
(it was quite cool, perhaps September)
and a flock of swallows crossed the stern and disappeared into the sky?
Do you remember, Margot?
You always said that sky was the prettiest sky you’d ever seen –
not quite blue, greyish perhaps, something ambiguous and indefinable.
I said it was the color of your eyes – remember how you laughed!

There are too many eyes, and they look for – for people like us, for people like you
It isn’t safe
Margot’s lips never say it, but she feels it, Jew Jew Jew
not of us
unsafe
you make me unsafe
the tears burn her face, scar it like the trails of the wind in the grass
1938 and it is raining, and on the radio they are saying empty things very loudly
so loudly that they threaten to overwhelm her
to become full and real
The women who became our mothers, our daughters – Agnieszka, Vera, Ruth, do you
remember?
How they protected us, how we protected them – singing in the night, bread pressed into
my hand like a prayer
the way Ruth and I propped you up when you got sick so that He would pass you over in
His selections
How you pulled me back to the right side,
hid me from the eyes of the machine guns and the groping voices,
even as I hid within myself, craving the darkness,
the release
Let me stay with you, Margot.
The lamplight sickens her face, darkens eyes and cheekbones, dances feverish about the
mouth.
The deportations began yesterday, to the East, my family, I don’t know where –
and you were always the strong one
the brave one
even when the weakness came
even shrouded in white like Isis in her veil, the white of your skin less warm than the
snow
I love you, Margot, and she doesn’t want to whisper it,
let me scream it
let me cry it to the highest towers of heaven
let me spit it in the face of Hitler like a curse
I will carry it within me, prayer to the highest, holiest of talismans
so that when they pull apart my broken body, crack my ribcage open and split my heart
upon the pavement
they will find it beating there
Will you let me stay with you, Margot?
fingers to lips, lips to ears
Death and life are in the power of the tongue.
Eyes, innumerable stalk between the curtains; lascivious, they
pierce the membrane of the fruit until the fluid seeps out
and stains red upon the snow

Please, Margot. I never meant to leave you.
You know that, don’t you? I would never – I never could have left you looking at me like
that
Not with your eyes like that, so bright
I am sorry, she whispers
to whom? for what?
all that mattered to the police was the yellow on her chest, and the double wall in the
back of Margot’s closet
it is almost disappointing, how little anything one does matters if one is a Jew, how little
they care about two women living together
loving together
all that matters is written in blood, in history, cannot be changed
too bright, they pierce me and I cannot escape
why did you leave me, you ask
why did you survive
pressed into one being, a unity of tangled limbs and sweat
life in the centre of the smell of death
Margot, she whispers, just to make sure,
and the fingers tighten around her own,
here here here here
numbly I am confronted by you, destroyed within your naked lips
and your starving hands
and the bones that poke out from between your teeth and skewer me guilty guilty guilty
(skewered like meat against the cobblestones in front of my old apartment)
and the silence of your eyes, just looking,
I try to look back into them and the deeper I look the more emptiness I see, Margot
so
much
emptiness
(where are you, Margot, if not behind the eyes)
and my mouth is open, aching, I want to tell you to hold on, that you must hold on, that
giving up is not an option
that there is something to hold onto
that there is life, and that it is beautiful and worth fighting for
but I –
it doesn’t –
there isn’t any –
and I never wanted –
and your eyes just stare and stare
with nothing behind them
open, close
and the gun is at her back, she staggers on, without herself
and there is nothing I can say

ode to fracturing
I
What would you have me do?
What would you have me do, or say, or make believe
so that all of this, this fantastical tower of nothing,
the vapour sliding between us like ghosts,
will sink away into the ground that covers the body of our love?
There is nothing left, nothing left of the things that we used to cling to
Hanging intimacy on keychains and dishcloths like suits on a line
rocking between almost and too much, not quite and never again,
dropping as one into the cracks of the pavement.
Is it too soon? say you.
Is it too soon for it to end, all the teacups and whistles and golden afternoons
glistening like a rose through a glass?
Do you not want that rose? you ask.
Does it not call to you like the birds on the vine, voices whispering among the rocks
of a wet shore
lapped by fantasy, devoured by reality
Little tiepins floating in the seas of time?
You wanted it once,
Back when dreams were like the first strains of music
cascading down your soul like a soft white hand
and your eyes were the eyes of the darkness.
A black windowshade falls, and you cling to it
Bats in a hot cave, water trickling down your chin
The roiling sea sucking out from underneath you
your very essence
Hot and empty on the brocaded pillows,
tassels on the floor, scarlet gown
at the foot of your tower.
You were young then; that is what you say
when the dark green waves wash over you and the drums match the rhythm of the tide.
A fool, just a boy, playing with what boys play with,
dipping a tentative tongue into the golden dish of a king.
That is your defense for why you melted into black ink,
Sank into single words hastily whispered before closed doors,
Drifted like perfume to the neck in the blackness.
That is what you say.

But you are not the white cut-glass – no,
you are no streak of paint upon the cheek
of a man with blood on his hands and love in his heart,
Your heart falls like the shoe of a married woman stepping from her carriage
like an innocent to the scaffold,
paler and darker than the softness of the moon.
In the black of the morning, you sit and watch –
satin between your teeth, hands like jeweled bat-wings –
the sun as it rises, and her fingers wrap around your soul like a child’s.
II
She is awake earlier than usual.
It is a dawn day, a brisk pale day when the moon rises into her heart with every breath.
Strings drawn, hair set, lips rouged – cat in the wolf-pack, she exits
softer and harsher than shadows of the street.
He is waiting, his lips pale, eyes dry like the leaves of the yew tree
whispering together in the wind.
The rustle of a skirt, and the stars collide
cracking and buckling violently
shattering like vials of liquid silver dropped from a table and reform.
Dark heat writhing around her wrists, eyes of coal
bathing her in succulence,
Hands like eyes (sharp hard cold numbing)
gasping with the thunder of the tide.
Noon, and they distance themselves,
A boat will ground if driven too close to shore.
Voices, soft and sticky, cling to her skirts like wounds
Latch onto her lungs and drag her into purple rooms filled with sculptures
and the scent of teak.
Wine-rich tapestries press against her mouth and she is gasping
Water filling her
she is floating
she is floating
in and out of parchment
cracking like the shadow of a knife on a windowpane
hair softer than the shoeshine she has lived with
so long
she feels the fingertips, tense and dark, wood on dry leather
taking her molecule by molecule back into something
back into

darkness, and there are droplets running through the pages of her hair
they whisper of hope, love, something else
she does not know it
cannot feel it
ripples cleaner than the knife
everything that once was, is, and will be, forever –
books without writing, nameless letters
black ink on the walls of her soul.
she is floating
mottled against the pale pink sky
slicing through meaning like a scythe in gossamer
reels
falls back
gently as a lightning bug in your mouth
into something
back into
what is it?
there are little birds between the eaves of her brain
harsh like the crack of concrete in the jungle
it is her mind
black, barren
children’s voices tapping against her skin,
dropping into her like numbers
thine is the kingdom, is the power, is the glory –
bones boiling, soft petals on her teeth
waiting
silent, aching
running to that most sweet stab of the rose
The body of a young woman was discovered early this morning washed up on the shore
of Lake Erie. Her origins and identity are uncertain, but we have been assured by police
that –
she is floating

LET'S GET LIT POETRY PODCAST
https://writersguild.ca/lets-get-lit-poetry podcasts/

Episode 5: Kelly Shepherd
League of Canadian Poets: Rayanne Haines and
Matthew Stepanic talk with Kelly Shepherd,
author of INSOMNIA BIRD (Thistledown Press,
2018). As they sip a Cabernet Franc paired with
Kelly’s poetry, they discuss the ever-watching
magpie, a fire drill during a polar vortex, and our
social responsibilities as citizens.

Episode 4: Mary Pinkoski

Rayanne Haines and Matthew Stepanic talk with Mary Pinkoski, Edmonton’s fifth Poet
Laureate and the 2019 Metro Federation Regional Writer in Residence. As they sip the
Glenora Breakfast Blend tea from Acquired Taste Tea Company paired with Mary’s own
bold poetry, they discuss oddly inspiring motivational posters, the value of museums, and
the power of the spoken word.
Episode 2: Jenna Butler

The second Let’s Get Lit Poetry Podcast is now out! In the second episode, Rayanne
Haines and Matthew Stepanic talk with Jenna Butler, author of the prose-poetry
travelogue, MAGNETIC NORTH (University of Alberta Press, 2018). As we enjoy a
Pinot Noir (and a Rosé!) paired with her book, we discuss sea voyages to Svalbard, the
character of darkness, and the looming threat of climate change.
Episode 1: Lisa Martin

The Writers’ Guild of Alberta is happy to present Let’s Get Lit: A Drunk Poetry
Podcast. Edmonton poets Rayanne Haines and Matthew Stepanic talk with guest poet
Lisa Martin about her poetry and wine pairing. Lisa’s latest book is Believing is Not the
Same as Being Saved. Published by University of Alberta Press. It was shortlisted for the
Stephan G. Stephansson Award for Poetry as well as the 2018 Robert Kroetsch City of
Edmonton Book Prize.

Find WGA Sponsored Podcasts on iTunes

https://www.stonyplainreporter.com/entertainment/local-arts/stony-plainhires-poet-laureate-for-town
“My number one goal throughout my term will be to make poetry more accessible to
members of the community,” she said. “It is not that thing that we were all terrified of in
high school. Poet Billy Collins says high school is a place where poetry goes to die. I
would like to think Stony Plain could be the place where poetry goes to come alive.”
Lisa Mulrooney will make her first council appearance as the town poet laureate at an
upcoming council meeting. She will keep all the intellectual property rights of materials
created in her official capacity and can publish them elsewhere. Though the Town can
use one to promote the program.
The term begins this month and lasts until January 2021. Mulrooney is an immigrant
from England and has resided in the community for the last six years. In addition to
reading poetry in Edmonton, she also co-founded the Parkland Poets’ Society and
serves on the Writers Guild of Alberta Board.
epretzer@postmedia.com

The Edmonton Poetry Festival

April 22-28 2019
Are you a teacher in the Edmonton? Would you like to have a poet visit your class and
inspire a love for literature? Please check out our poet roster and book a poet today! If you
have any questions, email our Education
coordinator: adriana@edmontonpoetryfestival.com.

Anna Marie Sewell: Edmonton's fourth Poet Laureate is a multidisciplinary artist, and
writer, specializing in poetry. Her practice centres collaboraiton, and exploration across
cultural, language and other borders. Anna Marie's latest poetry collection, For the

Changing Moon (Thistledown Press, 2018) addresses the tidal nature of human life, and
follows on from the critically acclaimed Fifth World Drum (Frontenac Press, 2009).
Titilope Sonuga: is a writer and performer who calls Lagos, Nigeria and Edmonton,
Canada, home. The recipient of the Canadian Authors' Association Emerging Writer
Award, and a 2015 Open Society (OSIWA) Foundation Resident Poet on Goree Island, off
the coast of Senegal, she is a leading voice in local and international performance poetry
communities who has travelled extensively as a poet, and facilitated poetry workshops
across the world. She is the founder of Edmonton's Breath In Poetry Collective. Her
collection,This is How We Disappear is forthcoming with Write Bloody North, in April 2019.
Conjugated Light Book Launch

Glass Buffalo's launches it's newest & most colourful chapbook: CONJUGATED LIGHT,
a multilingual poetry & photography collection by Adriana Oniță! March 13th at 7:30 pm
at Dc3 Art Gallery 10567 - 111street Edmonton pm. Come view Adriana's beautiful photos
from the chapbook on display at the gallery & hear poetry from Adriana & several special
guests!

The Borderlines Writers Circle is an initiative that aims to serve writers from a variety
of linguistic and cultural backgrounds who live in Calgary and are not yet connected to
the local writing community. The program is designed to yield new literary works,
explore the immigrant experience, and initiate dialogue that celebrates our diversity and
contributes to a deeper understanding of one another. Programming includes mentorship,
workshops, discussions, networking, public reading opportunities, and more.
https://writersguild.ca/introducing-the-2019-borderlines-writers-circle-calgary/

I asked Chantal Gibson about being a woman of colour in
the arts and how difficult it can be for many different
reasons and how making oneself heard is that much more of
a necessity. And her reply was just perfect. “I try to share my
work, words and ideas with community-building
organizations, libraries and arts centres. If my work can

help them design activities, promote public events or create teaching
curriculums, I’m happy to share it. As a book of poetry, I think How She Read is a
good read and a decent contribution to CanLit. I also think the poems are useful
tools for engaging readers in conversations about race, gender and national
identity.”

Chelene
managing editor, Room
Our mailing address is:
Room Magazine
PO Box 46160, Station D
Vancouver, British Columbia V6J 5G5
Canada
https://festival.roommagazine.com/giveaway

Sage Hill

Spring Poetry Colloquium
facilitated by George Elliott Clarke
May 17 - 31, 2019 @ St. Peter's College in Muenster, SK
Application Deadline: March 11, 2019
Sage Hill Summer Programs
July 2 -12, 2019 @ St. Peter's College in Muenster, SK
Application Deadline: April. 1, 2019
Emerging Workshop: 'Writing for Your Life' with Jeanette Lynes
& Daniel Scott Tysdal
Poetry Workshop: Sandra Ridley
Fiction: Jacqueline Baker
Creative nonfiction & Memoir: Tanis MacDonald

Poetry Workshop with Nisha Patel
Pay-What-You-Can or by donation. Location: Sewing Machine Factory
March 17: Performing Poetry Workshop (12:00pm to 1:30pm)

Breath in Poetry - Poetry Every Tuesday
Join the Breath in Poetry Collective for an evening of poetry every Tuesday night at The
Nook Cafe, starting at 7:00pm!

Stroll of Poets - The Haven
The Poet's Haven happens every Monday at 7:00pm at the Upper Crust Cafe (10909 86 Ave),
$5.00 admission. Come one, come all for some fine poetry!

Olive Reading Series

On the second Wednesday of each month, The Olives present featured readers
followed by an Open Mic
Mar 13: Uchechukwu Umezurike & Kat Cameron
Apr 10: Claire Kelly & David Martin
Time: 7:00pm
Place: The Almanac Gastropub & Cocktails
Address: 10351 82 Ave (Whyte Ave) Edmonton

Edmonton is getting a new bookshop and they've put the call
out for support. Founded by Jason Purcell and Matthew
Stepanic, Glass Bookshop will be a new space in Edmonton,
Alberta, that focuses on Canadian writing with special attention
paid to LGBTQ2SIA and IBPOC writers, as well as the
independent publishers who help to produce their work.
They anticipate opening the space in late 2019 and have
launched a crowdfunding campaign to raise funds for the
brick-and-mortar shop! Click the button below now to
discover more of their story & claim some beautiful perks!
https://www.glassbookshop.com/

Angela Sterritt, Journalist and Writer, CBC

2019 Arts and Literary Summit – April 25
Yes, it's back! A day dedicated to arts and literary magazine
publishers. This year's Summit is curated by editor and writer Lindsay Nixon
and hosted by writer, artist and journalist Angela Sterritt. Be prepared for a
stimulating deep dive into "Transformations" (think the #MeToo Movement,
Black Lives Matter, reconciliatory public funding mandates) and the potential
of magazines to make positive change.

at MagNet: Canada's Magazine Conference | April 24–25, 2019

Donations Needed for Silent
Auction in Support of the Amber
Webb-Bowerman Memorial
Foundation
Each year at the Alberta Magazines Conference,
AMPA supports the Amber Webb Bowerman
Foundation with a silent auction.
The AWBMF is a registered charity that provides a
program of annual scholarships. Recipients are
selected by the individual post-secondary
institutions on the basis of both scholastic merit and
financial need. The foundation offers scholarships in
perpetuity (endowments) at SAIT Polytechnic and
Mount Royal University—both are Amber’s alma
maters.

In 2017, the Foundation co-sponsored UBC’s Okanagan Short Story Contest, an open
contest in its 19th year that awards the best new short stories by writers in the Southern
Interior of British Columbia. The sponsorship doubles all prize-winnings and creates a
new category for high-school participants. The competition is juried by UBC Okanagan’s
Faculty of Creative and Critical Studies and its annual Writer in Residence.
Also recently, the AWBMF announced a $5,000 donation to the Banff Centre’s Emerging
Artists Intensive (Literary Arts) program, supporting its November 2016 participants.
The Foundation has in the past also sponsored the Student Writing Award with the
Western Magazine Awards Foundation, writing awards through the Canadian University
Press and, in 2012, helped to establish the student writing category of the Alberta
Magazine Publishers Association showcase awards.
In the spring of 2013, the Foundation began a partnership with the WordsWorth Creative
Writing Residency, hosted by the Writers’ Guild of Alberta.

