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A MESSAGE FROM YOUR (FORMER) 
PRESIDENT 

By the time you read this, I will be 
gone. 

Not far, only to the other end 
of the boardroom table. Figuratively. Be-
cause your board hasn’t sat together at 
a table in months thanks to…you know. 
So, perhaps better to say I’m occupying 
a quieter square in the ol’ Zoom squawk 
box these days as ex officio past president 
of WANL. 

Your organization is in the hands of 
the same great staff (I hope, for all our 
sakes) and a mix of new and returning 
board members who I know are already 
doing awesome work for you and WANL.

It was tough to know what to write in 
this final week of my term, knowing this 
edition of WORD will not even have gone 
to print by the time I vacate the big chair. 

ALL THE FEELS  
Ruminating, the first thing I discov-

ered was there’s a reason why farewell 
messages are tropey: there are only so 
many ways to write the feels. So, while 
it may sound all too familiar, I unasham-
edly say I am so proud of the work done 
by the staff, board and volunteers of this 
organization while I’ve had the privilege 
of playing a part in running it. Grate-
ful to the funders and sponsors whose 
contributions have kept the office doors 
open and services afloat. Thankful to the 
members who have joined the organiza-
tion and come out to (or, lately, tuned in 
for) WANL events in support their fellow 
writers. 

The second thing I learned was how 
busy these past four years have been. 
Emails and projects and meetings and 
events and paperwork. Staff changes. 
Passing of lifetime members. Funding 
increases. Membership growth. Com-
plaints and compliments. I was sitting at 

my desk, sifting through it all, trying to 
figure out what it has meant to me and 
noticed, scattered around me, were items 
exuding the answer.

PERSONAL ACCOMPLISHMENTS  
On my left was a marked-up second 

draft of the first novel I’ve ever written. I 
started it in 2017, a year into my term on 
the WANL board. It began life as a short 
story written for a creative writing class at 
MUN. Through friends made at WANL, 

I learned about a 48-hour novel-writing 
marathon that sounded like the place to 
spin that 1,000-word story into some-
thing more. I only got it to 6,000 words, 
but it was the longest thing I’d ever writ-
ten to that time besides by Master’s the-
sis. Another writer and I split the winning 
spot. The confidence boost was incred-

ible. Through more friends at WANL, 
I learned about ArtsNL and City of St. 
Johns artists’ grants. 

My application was successful and the 
funding gave me a window of time to build 
that 6.000-word start into a 60,000-word 
manuscript. My first non-family beta-
reader was a more established writer than 
myself, a fellow WANL board member, 
whose insights propelled that manuscript 
to its third draft, which I started sending 
out to publishers this summer.

Would I have written the book and 
started submitting it without the contacts 
I made while volunteering for WANL? 
Probably. But I had a lot more fun and 
support doing it the other way than 
would’ve come from toiling in discon-
nected darkness. 

By Kelley Power

My harshest judge: every minute writing the novel was a minute she wasn’t being walked in the woods.
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Kelley Power is the Past President of the Board of the Writers’ Alliance of Newfoundland and 
Labrador. Power is a lifelong logophile who divides her time between communications consult-
ing and writing. 

It’s not going to win any writing awards, 
but the binder proved useful for squashing 
earwigs and boardroom disputes alike. 

My very own catchphrase. Could it be a bit more rock & roll? Maybe.
But I love it anyway.

BEST PRACTICE 
There was a mug next to my comput-

er. It contained my writing implements 
(pens, pencils and markers in an excess 
my husband questions and will never un-
derstand). On its side was written, “best 
practice.” It was given to me a few WANL 
Christmas par-
ties ago by fel-
low board mem-
bers – friends 
– who giggled 
as I unwrapped 
it. It immortal-
izes my coun-
ter-query to 
questions about 
unwritten pro-
cess and policy 
at the Alliance:  “What’s best practice?” 

As new board members and new staff, 
we had found ourselves relying on oral 
history or hunting old files to sort out 
uncertainty over anything from jury selec-

tions, to program guidelines. It has been 
my priority that WANL achieve an inter-
nal structure that can allow it to pass as 
seamlessly as possible through staff and 
board transitions. As we have gone about 
building this structure, we have looked 
to the procedures of other organizations, 

“IT GOT ME TO LOOK AT MY 

STORYTELLING  IN A DIFFERENT WAY; 

NOT AS A HOBBY, 

BUT A PROFESSION.”

both within and outside the writing sec-
tor, to enshrine fair, equitable – aspiring-
ly, best -  practices at the Alliance, putting 
them in writing for our members to see 
and successive administrators to consult 
and amend as WANL evolves. 

THE BINDER OF 
POWER 

Finally, I saw 
The Binder of Pow-
er leaning against 
my printer. Yes, it 
sounds like a plas-
tic trinket out of a 
(giant) cereal box. 
I might’ve named 
it, but I don’t 

want to claim credit (embarrassment) if 
it was someone else’s idea. All our board 
meeting and organizational files are elec-
tronic, of course, but I liked having pa-
per copies for times I didn’t want to trot 
out my laptop after staring at it all day at 

work. The binder 
was on-hand at ev-
ery meeting, filling 
up year over year: 
budgets, strategic 
plans, policies, 
program rules, 
award guidelines, 
an updated con-
stitution. That 
thing became a 
Times New Ro-
man testament to 
not only what the 
last four years have 
wrought, but also 
more than three 
decades’ worth of 
advocacy, organi-
zation-building, 
and program 

growth done on behalf of the Alliance by 
hundreds of volunteers working in tan-
dem with successive staff.

 
AT THE END OF THE DAY   

And at the conclusion of all that object-
induced introspection, the apex answer: 
joining the WANL board was the best 
thing I could’ve done for my writing. It got 
me to look at my storytelling in a different 
way: not as a hobby, but a profession. It 
allowed me to contribute to a local writing 
community whose scope and complexity 
I couldn’t have imagined four years ago. 
It introduced me to fellow writers, local 
publishers, funders, and arts-minded me-
dia; I didn’t mean for it to happen, but I 
networked. 

If you’ve been a WANL board member 
in the past, I hope you found the experi-
ence as fulfilling as I have. If you haven’t 
yet tried it, I recommend it with the en-
thusiasm I typically reserve for Ches’ 
lemon meringue pie. 

I really like that pie. 
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FROM THE EDITOR’S DESK
DO YOU EVEN WRITE, BRO?

Am I a writer? I mean I’ve been 
writing words since I could hold 
a pencil. I was a journal-

ist for more than a decade. Right 
now, I own a marketing company 
where I write all the creative copy 
for dozens of clients. I regularly 
outpace my author partners’ 
daily word counts by more than 
double, sometimes triple. I write 
every day. 

IMPOSTER SYNDROME?  
But does it make me a writer? 
I think so. I happen to think 

we’re all writers. Whether you 
spend your days writing your 
magnum opus, juicy romance novels, a 
detailed journal, or work-related emails. 
We’re all using words to communicate a 
message we need to convey. 

Whether it’s technical writing or 

prose, it’s a uniquely human desire to 
write … and to read someone else’s writ-
ing.

Some of the earliest writing found is 
dated to around 3000 BC in Mesopota-
mia, where clay tablets recording quanti-
ties of flour and grains were dug up. It was 
accounting, yet it was clearly some of the 
first writing. 

“BEFORE I TAKE PEN TO PAPER, I READ. 

I CAN’T BEGIN MY DAY READING FICTION; I NEED 

THE MORE INTIMATE TONE OF LETTERS AND 

JOURNALS ... THEN I TURN TO MY JOURNAL, 

WHERE I FEEL FREE TO WRITE WHATEVER 

NARCISSISTIC NONSENSE 

COMES INTO MY HEAD.”

- MARY GORDON

Like this ancient accountant, most of 
us write for practical reasons; a note tell-
ing the family when you’ll be home, an 

email including require-
ments of a contract, a text 
asking “You up?” 

Regardless of the con-
text, all writing is about 
being understood. Not 
all of us are good at this, 
however. 

BACK TO BASICS
How do you become 

better at writing though? 
My advice, as someone 
who has written hundreds 
if not thousands of words 

every day for the last 20 years is simple: 
read. 

It’s not unique advice. Everyone from 
Stephen King to William Faulkner sug-
gests reading as the ultimate tip for better 
writing. 

By Alisha Morrissey
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ALWAYS BE READING
The more we read, the more we pick up on tone, nuance, word choic-

es, there are even studies saying reading makes humans more empathet-
ic. We learn from our favourite writers. And the more we read, the more 
we want to tell our own stories - how we thought the ending should turn 
out, or how we wish to see a character portrayed.

ALWAYS BE WRITING
When you think about it, whether you’re a professional writer or not, 

we’re always writing - we, meaning humans. We’re writing when we’re 
thinking, when we’re doodling, when we’re cooking, and most of all, 
when we’re reading. 

No matter what you’re reading right now, you’re writing. This article, 
a re-read of a favourite book, a brand new page turner. You’re writing 
when you’re watching a TV show and guessing what the ending is going 
to be or what the big twist is in that movie you’re streaming. Forming our 
own thoughts and playing out our own scenarios. 

YES, I’M A WRITER
If this is the case, then yeah, I’m a writer. We all are. Forget the fact 

I don’t have a book with my name on the spine. Only journalism awards 
to my name. It doesn’t matter that I’ve written policy papers rather than 
poetry, or social media posts rather than short stories.   

Yet when I sat down to write this I asked myself what the hell have I 
got to say about being a writer. Obviously, I want you to read and enjoy 
this article and this whole magazine, created by an incredibly dedicated 
team, but I’m not an author. So, while I may not be an author, I sure as 
hell am a writer. And so are you.  

Alisha Morrissey is an award-winning professional writer, making money from 
words for more than 15 years. She started out in journalism and has worked 
in public policy, public relations, corporate communications, and marketing, 
making her writing as diverse as the people she works with. She is currently the 
Copy Director at Rogue Penguin Creative.

Two great reads
from

susanflanagan.ca“WRITING DOESN’T JUST 

COMMUNICATE IDEAS; 

IT GENERATES THEM.”

- PAUL GRAHAM 
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PITCH THE PUBLISHER 
A SUCCESSFUL NEW EVENT FROM WANL

At the 2019 WANL AGM, amidst 
an array of panels, lectures, and 
meetings, the AGM Committee 

unveiled a new, recurring segment to the 
proceedings which would quickly go on 
to become one of the most popular and 
successful in the organization’s history: 
the Pitch the Publisher event.

BEYOND THE SLUSH PILE 
The premise was simple: random 

WANL members who asked to be a part 
were allowed two minutes to pitch to the 
leaders of the biggest publishing houses 
in the province. It was marketed as an 
opportunity to “get past the slush pile” 
and get new talent in front of publishers 
who might have otherwise been unaware 
of them. It was also pitched as mostly for 
fun, with certificates awarded to the Most 
Marketable, Best Prepared, and Most 
Unique pitchers.

And while it was fun, unbeknownst to 
WANL, it was also taken very seriously on 
the part of the pitchers and the publish-
ers. 

INDUSTRY INNERWORKINGS
That first year 10 people pitched to 

the heads of Breakwater Books, Flanker 
Press, Boulder Books, Engen Books, 
Black Ink Romance, and Running the 
Goat Books & Broadsides. Of those 10, 
half had secured publishing deals within 
the first year. Business cards and direct 
lines were given out in real time in front 
of a live audience of WANL members. Al-
ready publishers had begun to squabble 
over the incredible talent on display, and 
everyone in attendance got a real, first-
hand look at what publishers wanted and 
how the industry ran.

YEAR TWO: BIGGER AND BETTER
The next year WANL received triple 

the number of submissions to pitch as it 
had the first year, and were joined by pub-
lisher Problematic Press. 

Even through the COVID-19 pan-
demic, people showed up via Zoom con-
ference en masse to see not only what was 
available to be pitched, but also how the 
publishers were responding to changes in 
the print world. It is a window behind the 
scenes of the publishing industry – what 
do these publishers want, what are they 
asking, and how do they respond to the 
pitches and responses to questions?

“I always look forward to the pitch 
events because they offer a unique op-
portunity for publishers to get a sense of 
an author on a personal level,” says Jerry 
Cranford of Flanker Press. “They give 
unique insight into the writer’s strengths 
and weaknesses and show how well they 
operate under pressure, how they might 
conduct themselves during media inter-
views, and what kind of working relation-

ship they might have with a publisher.”
For Ainsley Hawthorne the event not 

only gave her the chance to pitch, but re-
sulted in an unexpected opportunity too. 

“Apart from the opportunity to get 
in front of the major publishers in our 
province, pitch wars gives presenters the 
chance to introduce their projects to the 
wider writing community,” says Haw-
thorne, who pitched in 2019. “The sup-
port I received from attendees who saw 
my pitch helped me secure grant funding 
for my book, an outcome that took me 
completely by surprise.”

PUBLISHERS WIN TOO
Pitch the Publisher resulted in imme-

diate, but also ongoing success for both 
authors and publishers, says Matthew 
LeDrew, founder of Engen Books. 

“We’ve started to leave slots open 
in our publishing schedule in anticipa-
tion of it. The early marketing of getting 
your book out there, pitched in front of 
a crowd and seeing their reaction to it; 
that’s invaluable.”

By WORD Committee

The first - very successful - Pitch the Publisher event in 2019 hosted 10 authors and six publishers. 
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FEEDBACK AND VALIDATION
Jenn Coish Philmon, who won the 

‘Best Prepared Pitch’ award in 2019, says 
the feedback and validation from the pub-
lishers helped her to improve her work, 
but also provided an opportunity for au-
thors that didn’t exist before.

“Pitch Wars was a never-before-seen 
opportunity to present my work to a wider 
audience and open the possibility of fu-
ture business relations,” she says. “It was 
valuable to be provided with validation 
and feedback from experienced publish-
ers in Newfoundland.”

Emily Hepditch, who won ‘Most Mar-
ketable Pitch’ in the 2019 competition, 
says she credits the Pitch the Publisher 
event for the publication of her first novel.

“This event put me face-to-face with 
publishers and gave me an opportunity to 
connect with a network of writers and cre-
ative professionals. I walked away from 
that event with a newfound confidence in 

my project, and the feeling that I 
had made some lasting relation-
ships with members of the local 
writing community.”

WHAT THE FUTURE HOLDS
It’s been hard to predict what 

the future will hold one week 
to the next in 2020. But we can 
say with confidence: the Pitch 
the Publisher event will return in 
2021. Sharpen your pencils and 
prepare your pitches. 

The 2020 Pitch the Publisher event looked different than the first years’ event, but was doubly successful. 

Several successful Pitchers from the 2019 event.
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nevermore press • Lunenburg, nova scotia • 902-634-3063 • nevermorepress.ca 
Nevermore Press

When Ananias Case boards a ship in Fowey, England in 1826  

bound for Carbonear, Newfoundland, he’s not looking for adventure;  

he’s a man on the run. An historical novel based 

on real events, Ananias is a sweeping adventure 

of discovery, connection and heartache,  

and a moving tribute to a rugged island place 

and its people.

A novel by James Case

ACCESS COPYRIGHT 
AND THE ROAD TO PAYMENT

By Peter J Foote

I realize the title of this article sounds 
like something left on the cutting 
room floor in the Indiana Jones writ-

er’s room, but stick with me. 
The journey to register with Access 

Copyright might feel like using a treasure 
map written in a dead language. I hope 
that my recent experience of doing this 
might help you.

First off, what is Access Copyright and 
who can take advantage of it.

In the most general terms Access 
Copyright is a part of The Canadian 
Copyright Licensing Agency and they are 
a not-for-profit group who collects the 
fees when schools, libraries, and govern-
ments use copyrighted material. 

GET PAID FOR USE OF YOUR WORK 
When these agencies use copyrighted 

material, they pay a fee, that fee goes to 
Access Copyright, who distributes it to 
creators (writers in our case). 

If you have written a book, magazine, 
newspaper, or journal and own the rights 
to it, you can join Access Copyright and 
be eligible for its yearly payout. 

Basically, if you wrote one book that 
has an ISBN and you didn’t self-publish it, 
you only need proof of it to sign up. If you 
self-published your novel, or have pub-
lished short stories, newspaper articles, 
etc. you need three samples to join. Per-
sonally, I used three short stories I wrote 
for three different anthologies and didn’t 
have a problem.

It also pleased me to notice the saluta-

tion respects those authors who are non-
binary. 

I suggest you create that account as 
soon as you’re eligible, since you need to 
be a member for a full calender year in or-
der to receive the payout. 

I joined in January 2019 and received 
my first payout in October 2020. It felt 
like a long wait, but no one ever said the 
journey to riches would be fast, and I have 
no one but myself to blame for waiting as 
long as I did to join. Please learn from me. 

So what do you need to show as your 
proof to join? A scan of the cover of the 
book/newspaper/journal your writing 
was in, a scan of the copyright page or 
masthead if a newspaper, and the first 
page of your story/article. 

I was without a scanner at the time and 
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mina’s child imagines 
a second generation 
springing from the 

“heroes” in 
bram stoker’s dracula

“Paul Butler has turned the 
Dracula myth inside out, exposing 
the convenient lies of foreign evil 
and women’s demonic sexuality. 

A compelling look at how 
false stories become our own 

undoing—and just a
 fantastic read.”

—Leslie Vryenhoek, author of 
We All Will Be Received

“A tale that is, in some ways, 
perhaps more chilling than gothic 
horror. Readers will find it hard

 to forget Mina’s Child.” 
—Trudy Morgan Cole, author of 

A Roll of the Bones 

ESSENTIAL READING FOR FEMINISTS EVERYWHERE

ESSENTIAL READING FOR FEMINISTS EVERYWHERE

AVAILABLE AT:

www.inanna.ca
9781771337212 • $22.95 • 224 pgs. • May 2020

Peter J. Foote is a bestselling speculative fiction writer from Nova Scotia. Most of his stories are within 
the genres of Science Fiction, Fantasy, and Horror. Outside of writing, he runs a used bookstore special-
izing in fantasy & sci-fi, cosplays with his wife, and alternates between red wine and coffee as the mood 
demands. As the founder of the group “Genre Writers of Atlantic Canada,” Peter believes the writing 
community is stronger when it works together.

they accepted good quality photos from 
my smart phone and I expect they’ll do 
the same for you. 

And when a couple of my attachments 
got lost in the interwebs, I received a polite 
and helpful email from their offices making 
sure I had all my T’s crossed and I’s dot-
ted. While who they are and what they do 
might be a little confusing for you or me.  
I have nothing but praise for their staff. 

THE LAST CRUSADE
Once you’re setup all you have to do 

is update your word count, assuming you 
have written anything new, every March 
when they send you an email and they 
will give you your payout in November. 
Payouts can be direct deposit or physical 
cheque, your choice. 

So now that I’ve registered, I’ll be rak-
ing in that free money, right? 

Well… it depends. It’s no Holy Grail, 
but if you steadily increase your output 
(writing), then this revenue stream might 
be enough to pay for that new book cover, 
writing program, or laptop. The choice is 
yours. 

RESOURCES TO APPLY TO ACCESS 
COPYRIGHT

Visit the Access Copyright web-
site here: 
 
https://www.accesscopyright.ca

Requirements for application are 
here: 

https://www.accesscopyright.ca/
media/1024/samples.pdf

Create an account with this form: 

http://eportal.accesscopyright.ca/
Creator/CRRegister.aspx 
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IN THE BEGINNING

Once upon a time, back in 2006, 
I completed a masters thesis in 
Counselling Psychology. When 

I graduated, I realized this hardbound 
magenta masterpiece was destined to sit 
on the shelves of the QE II library, quietly 
collecting dust, sadly neglected.

“Read me! Read me!” I silently 
screamed at the students meandering 
through the stacks. Only two people did. 
I wanted to send them thank you notes. 

MY BABY 
I couldn’t abandon the baby that I’d la-

boured so hard to deliver by its due date.
I had to let the world know just how im-

portant it is for a therapist to create a safe, 
trusting relationship with their client. 
Too many training programs focus on 

teaching techniques, instead of encour-
aging new therapists to actually connect 
with the people they’re supposed to help. 
I had to correct this serious omission. 

So, I did what any good grad student 
would do, I created a fictionalized version 
of the ideal counsellor. A 27-year old Ge-
stalt Therapist from Australia no less! 

 His client would be me, age 24, still 
fumbling in the dark, wondering where 
I was going with my life. I was going to 
write a future best seller that both the 
general public and professionals would 
gobble up.

PUBLISH OR PERISH 
I followed the university guideline 

for post-grads. Publish or perish. But I 
wasn’t prepared for how writing a novel 
takes over your life. “Treat it like a full-
time job,” I read somewhere. And so I 
did. A full-time job without pay.

In the beginning, friends couldn’t 
believe I was writing a novel. “That’s so 
hard,” they’d say. “I could never do that.” 
They used to ask to read chapters, and I 
did get feedback. Mainly compliments. 

But eventually they stopped asking. 
After all, how long could it take?

FIVE YEAR JOURNEY   
In my case, it was five years before I fi-

nally typed those sweet words “The End.” 
It was a hot day in the summer of 2011 
when I took the manuscript to Staples to 
be printed and bound. 

I have to admit, I experienced a certain 
glow of satisfaction at seeing my oeuvre 
in print. It was over an inch thick, and at 
almost 250,000 words, more than twice 
the length of the average novel. 

Then came the fun part. Editing. It 
didn’t really help that I am a perfectionist 
who enjoys research. 

By Cathy Smallwood

HOW WRITING A NOVEL TAKES OVER YOUR LIFE

A sad story about the

hardships of growing up

in a tiny Newfoundland

community in the early

1900s. There were times

I wanted to cry, but

times I laughed as well  

Coles (St J., Corner Brook)                   

Studio Boutique (Carbonear)                     

Call  709-583-0042

From author Annette Martin

Historical fiction,

Family Saga set in

New Perlican, NL 

Amazon Reader Review

www.thealderbed.com

DRAMA    HARDSHIP   TEMPTATION

carolynrparsons.ca

FREE Shipping! 

(within Canada)

$15.00

Direct from the author, special limited offer 

carolynrparsons@gmail.com

709 571 3470

Award-Winning Historical Fiction

S

igned by

 auth

or

Paperback Sale

by Carolyn R. Parsons

(while supplies last)
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Cathy Smallwood is a real live writer living in the woods of the watershed on the outskirts of 
St. John’s. 

MY writing group helped me stay dis-
ciplined to write and edit daily, but when 
the group folded in 2012, I was left adrift. 

I had to dig deep to find the motivation 
to keep going. 

Why was I writing it, and who was it 
for?

And when the days I didn’t write out-
numbered the days I did, that’s when I’d 
hear the voice of Jamie, my ideal thera-
pist. He would interrupt my train of 
thought when I was writing in my journal, 
planning my day. A day that didn’t in-
clude writing as Numero Uno on the list 
of THINGS TO DO.

“Don’t give up,” he’d say in his Aussie 
accent. “You are my hands, and we need 
to get out the message about the impor-
tance of the therapy relationship. 

There are too many lousy therapists 
screwing up people.” 

“But this is so-o-o-o hard,” I’d whine. 
“I’m so alone with this project.”

We make getting health insurance easy.

Affordable. Guaranteed acceptance. Easy to join.
Get a quote at writerscoalition.ca or call 1.855.934.2355.  

The plan is a service of AFBS,
a not-for-profit insurer.

Get a Quote
Get Insured
Get Creative

“Everything is going to be OK,” he’d 
say. “You need to surround yourself with 
positive, encouraging people. People 
who understand that when you’re a writ-
er, you have to write.”

A good writing mentor is like a good 
therapist; they keep you company in your 
journey.

So, here I am, 14 years later, still 
tweaking the same story: Until You Say 
Good Bye. I’m listening to podcasts,  
attending workshops, consulting with 
writers in residence, networking and 
reading. Lots of reading … 

A WRITER IN OUR MIDST
Anytime I start to doubt my abilities, I 

remember the words of one of the mem-
bers of my writing group when I read a 
chapter from my novel out loud for the 
first time. I was auditioning to join them, 
and I was nervous. And they were too, not 
knowing what to expect. Would they have 
to let me down gently? Suggest I stick to 
writing articles about composting?

When I finished reading, there was a 
long silence. Finally, one of the members 
spoke: “I think we have a writer in our 
midst.” 

“IN MY CASE IT WAS FIVE 

YEARS BEFORE I FINALLY 

TYPEDTHOSE SWEET 

WORDS, ‘THE END.’”



THE ROAD TO PUBLICATION
CELEBRATING REJECTION 

By Susan Flanagan

It all started on March 4, 2019 in the 
old dining room of the Battery Hotel. 
I was working as an extra on the Hud-

son and Rex TV show, and in between 
scenes, I noticed an email from Libby 
Creelman concerning the provincial gov-
ernment’s Arts and Letters Competition. 

 
“Dear Susan, I am pleased to in-
form you that your work has been 
selected as the winner in the 2019 
Percy Janes First Novel Award.” 

I was completely blindsided having 
forgotten that I had entered my novel the 
previous fall. Tears pricked at the cor-
ners of my eyes, my throat sandpaper. All 
those hours of writing vindicated. 

I am no stranger to publication. I have 
worked as a freelance journalist/colum-
nist in St. John’s, NL for almost thirty 
years, but I had yet to publish a novel. Be-
fore the prize notification, I had already 
begun virtual editing with Paul Butler, 
who does a fabulous job of keeping au-
thors on track, and now with the Percy 
Janes validation, I doubled down and 
quickly completed a second draft of my 
satirical Supermarket Baby. 

PEER SUPPORT
I reached out to Terry Fallis, two-time 

winner of the Stephen Leacock medal 
for humour, whose books I love, and al-
though Terry had never heard of me, he 
not only agreed to read the manuscript 
and write a cover blurb, but also forward-
ed it to his agent, Beverly Slopen, who 
wrote: 

“I enjoyed my experience with (Super-
market Baby) but I don’t think I can place 
it successfully. Others will feel differently, 
and I urge you persistence. Congratula-
tions on your award and keep writing …”

Is that not the most beautiful rejection 
you have ever read?  

Through the Writers’ Alliance’s 
manuscript evaluation service, Edward 
Riche encouraged me to add scenes I had 
avoided. That September I flew to Halifax 
and pitched the resulting rewrite to four 
publishers at the 25th annual Atlantic 
Canadian writing festival called Word on 
the Street. Writers who have a full-length 
polished book manuscript apply for five-
minute slots in front of Atlantic Canadian 
publishers. I figured I would have a much 
better chance of getting my work read by 
publishers if I got to meet them in person. 
I was right.

THE UPS
Suzanne Alexander at Goose Lane 

contacted me almost immediately. “Based 
on my initial impressions, which were 
wildly favourable, we’d be very interested 
in reading Supermarket Baby for possible 
publication.”

My God, I wanted to reach out through 
the interwebs and plant a kiss on her 
cheek.

THE DOWNS
Ultimately, Goose Lane didn’t offer a 

contract. “There is much to recommend 
your writing. It’s engaging, warm, hu-
morous, poignant …” wrote fiction editor 
Bethany Gibson.

“So, I’m very sorry to be the one to let 
you down by saying that we’ve decided 
to pass. The decision to acquire is made 
up of many factors, quality being but one. 
We also take into account what our expe-
rience promoting similar styles or kinds 
of books has been in the past, how we are 
shaping our list two + years hence, wheth-
er we feel we share the author’s vision for 
a book — all these things come into play 
when making the decision. 

I am sorry not to be coming back to you 
with more a more positive response. I do 
wish you the best with finding a publisher 
for your novel.”

14        1.1, 2021  

Signing a book contract warrants a bottle of bubbly, even in pandemic times.
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“MY NOVEL THAT HAD 

BEEN SITTING IN A FILING BOX 

FOR OVER A DECADE  USURPED 

THE ONE I WAS

WORKING LIKE A MANIAC TO SELL.”

FAILING FORWARD
I celebrated this ‘favourable’ rejection 

and kept moving forward. In November 
WANL hosted its first Pitch Wars. I had 
grand fun presenting Supermarket Baby 
to six publishers, three of whom thrust 
business cards at me. 

SERENDIPITY 
There was one publisher at the table I 

didn’t recognize. At the end of my pitch, 
Marnie Parsons of Running the Goat 
Books & Broadsides asked if I had any 
young adult fiction. It just so happened 
that I had written a YA novel – The De-
grees of Barley Lick – it had been gath-
ering dust since I wrote it 13 years ago. 
Marnie asked to see the full manuscript. I 
rejigged a third-person version, and with-
in weeks, I had an email from her saying 
she’d love to publish. 

Funny how things work out. My nov-
el that had been sitting in a filing box 
for over a decade usurped the one I was 
working like a maniac to sell.

January 2020 arrived. I was face and 

eyes into a rewrite of Barley Lick for Mar-
nie when I heard from one of the publish-
ers at the Pitch event in Halifax. Ernie 
Hadley at Nevermore Press in Lunen-
burg, NS. offered to publish Supermarket 
Baby. Bless his cotton socks. My trip to 
Halifax was worth every penny.

 
Susan Flanagan is a freelance journalist (BJ, King’s College, NS, 1991) and mother of five living in 
St. John’s. She credits a one-year ArtsNL professional writing grant for allowing her the liberty of not 
having to solicit paid writing contracts while working on Supermarket Baby. Thank you, Katrina Rice 
and Robert Chafe.

THE RIGHT CHOICE?
I immediately contacted the other pub-

lishers in NL and NS who had received the 
full manuscript. This resulted in a second 
contract offer to publish in 2020 from 

Jerry Cranford 
at Flanker Press. 
With guaranteed 
island-wide distri-
bution and a larger 
initial print run, I 
decided to go with 
Flanker.

Then, COVID-
bloody-19 shut 
down contract 
negotiations, and 
I seriously won-
dered if I had 
made the correct 
choice as a fel-
low writer who 

signed with Nevermore was into edits 
and then galleys. Should I have immedi-

ately accepted Nevermore’s offer? How 
long would it take to hammer some-
thing out? I was in inner turmoil, which 
no one except authors in contract lim-
bo can truly appreciate. But the world 
had imploded; how could I complain?  

PATIENCE AND SANITY CHECKS
I sat tight, celebrated my successes as 

well as my rejections. Eventually, Flanker 
returned to the table, and after months of 
back and forths, we signed - albeit with a 
later publication date. Yay.  

The road to publication is a lengthy 
one that involves patience, sanity checks 
and lawyers to review contracts, and I 
would not be where I am now if I had not 
attended the two pitch events. The moral 
of this story is: put yourself out there, 
make sure publishers can put a face to 
your name; and keep sending out your 
story until yours is the one they are look-
ing for. 

Susan Flanagan at the 2019 Pitch the Publisher event, where she took the prize for Most Unique Pitch.  



PILGRIMAGE TO DISCOVER 
DYLAN THOMAS

Originally from Sri Lanka, I came 
to Newfoundland via London, 
England where I had been living 

for twelve years. I had grown up in Co-
lombo, the capital of British colonial Cey-
lon (now Sri Lanka) and had gone through 
the British system of education. When I 
was eight years old in Grade 4 at Nalan-
da College, I was forced 
to memorize some 
English poetry, had to 
stand beside my desk, 
and then to recite it 
to the class by memo-
ry. One of the things 
that I had to memorize 
was the first stanza of 
Dylan Thomas’s “And 
Death Shall Have no 
Dominion”. When 
my teacher, Mrs. Y.C. 
Perera, explained the 
poem’s meaning, I was 
hooked. I loved Thom-
as’s use of the language. 
Later when I was living 
in London, I submitted 
my own poems to small 

By Asoka Weerasinghe

16        1.1, 2021  

FROM SWANSEA TO PORT AU PORT, FROM DYLAN THOMAS TO GEOLOGY,  
ASOKA WEERASINGHE’S POETRY DESCRIBES PERSONAL POINTS IN HISTORY

press magazines and got published. And 
later I read poetry with other poets in a 
pub at the entrance to Stanwick Road 
in West Kensington. We used to send a 
beer mug around and share the collected 
money among the poets who had read 
that evening. Wanting to be a structured 
poet, I then signed up for an evening 
course in poetry writing at the City Liter-
ary Institute in Drury Lane, conducted by 

Katheline Valmai Richardson of the Lon-
don Poetry Society. 

DYLAN THOMAS, SWANSEA, 
WALES, 1966

In 1964, I moved to Swansea, Wales 
where Dylan Thomas was born. I lived in a 
stone cottage in Mumbles while I studied 
to obtain an Honours Degree in Geology 
at the University of Swansea. Thomas had 

died in 1953, eleven years before I ar-
rived but his memory as the gifted son of 
Swansea lived on.

One of my biggest joys in Swansea 
came in 1966 when I read poetry at the 
University alongside Vernon Watkins, 
another important Welsh poet and a very 
close friend of Dylan Thomas. Vernon 
was a kind gentleman who encouraged 
my writing.  

More than forty years later in 2012, I 

was the Poet-in-Residence at the Dylan 
Thomas Song and Word Festival at 
Dylan’s birth house at 5 Cwmdonkin Dr. I 
occupied and slept in his bedroom for five 
days ... one of the highlights of my poetic 
life.
MEMORIAL UNIVERSITY, ST. 
JOHN’S, 1968

When I arrived in St. John’s on August 
26, 1968 to do my Master’s in Geology 

at Memorial Univer-
sity, my mind was 
still filled with po-
etry. The day after 
my arrival, I went in 
search of the Eng-
lish Department 
to find out wheth-
er there were any 
poetry readings on 
campus. I was disap-
pointed to learn that 
there were none, 
not only on campus, 
but none in cafes or 
pubs around town 
either.

I took it upon my-
self to change that. 
On Monday, Oc-
tober 14, 1968 at 
6:30 p.m., I hosted 

the first poetry reading in Doyle House, 
M.U.N. where I was living. To say it was a 
success is an understatement. The Doyle 
House foyer could hold about 100 bod-
ies, but the crowd numbered about 200, 
some hanging onto windowsills.

This is what appeared in the Eve-
ning Telegram on October 16:

“Poetry not dead at Memorial. A po-
etry reading by ‘Campus Poetry Work-
shop’ of Memorial University packed the 

 Asoka Weerasinghe (with beard) and his field partner, Zafar Sheikh on Asoka’s 1964 Ford Falcon 
at Long Point, summer 1969.
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reception room at Doyle House Monday 
night. There wasn’t even seating space on 
the floor, and the foyer was crowded with 
standees...Weerasinghe read 12 of his 
own poems, and also acted as master of 
ceremonies.” 

I am not sure everyone who showed 
up came for the poetry. You see, Doyle 
House was called the “Zoo” and was 
notorious for rowdyism. Incidents like 
throwing water bombs at females walking 
close to the residence, setting off false fire 
alarms and then hooting at the firemen, or 
ordering pizzas and not paying for them 
were run-of-the-mill for the juvenile resi-
dents.  But suddenly, this “Zoo” became 
a mecca for English Literature.

How did it happen?
Many people were curious to find 

out who I was: Asoka Weerasinghe, a guy 
with a long “Indian” name attempting to 
recite poetry in English.  Blow-me-down! 
That was a hoot.

TOM MOORE, DOYLE HOUSE, 1968
At 2 a.m. one morning there was a 

knock at my door at Doyle House. I awoke 
to find a young student with some papers 
in his hand. He was apologetic. 

“Sir, I am sorry to have disturbed 
your sleep, but I thought the best time to 
meet you was now as you are such a dif-
ficult person to find. I’m Tom Moore and a 
resident at Doyle. I have written some po-
ems. Would you like to look at them and 
tell me what you think?”

I shook myself awake. “Come in,” I 
said, “Read the poems to me.”  

So he sat on the bed and read the po-
ems aloud. And then, I read the poems 
out loud to him, and we discussed the 
poems.  That was the beginning of my 
friendship with Tom Moore of Avondale 
who later became the well-known author 
of Good-Bye Momma.

I later asked him whether he would like 
a summer job as my field assistant at Long 
Point, Port au Port Peninsula. He agreed. 
That is how the three of us, Tom Moore, 
Zafar Shaikh (my master’s thesis partner 
from Pakistan) and I ended up at Long 
Point doing field work in the summer of 
1969. 

The title of my M.Sc. thesis is the Stra-
tigraphy and Palaeontology of the Or-
dovician Long Point Formation, Port 
au Port Peninsula, Newfoundland. 

My main interest 
was trilobites. There 
were quite a few em-
bedded in the Lime-
stone Formation.

It was a dandeli-
on-filled July when 
we were billeted with 
the Ryan family of 
Lourdes. Our field 
work entailed study-
ing the mainly Or-
dovician limestone 
fossiliferous rocks 
of a narrow dagger-
like extension of 
land called Long 
Point that stretches 
from Lourdes four-
teen miles out into 
the sea. It’s known 
as La Barre to the lo-
cal French-speaking 

population. At the end of the point was a 
lighthouse where Joe Leroy was the light-
house keeper. Born in 1901 in Bretagne, 
France, Joe lived there with his wife Alice, 
a born and bred Newfoundlander. 

I was responsible for the top half of the 
Point and Zafar was responsible for the 
bottom half.

One sunny day around lunchtime, Zaf-
ar and I were together below a cliff knock-
ing on rocks and collecting samples, when 
suddenly we heard a voice. “Hello! What 
are you guys doing there?” We looked up 
at a lady at the top of the cliff.

“We’re Memorial University geology 
students studying the rocks of the Point.”

“It’s lunch time. You should come and 
join us. My husband is Joe, and I’m Alice.”

We accepted the invitation, climbed 
the cliff and entered the Leroy home to 
enjoy a bit of extraordinary Newfound-
land hospitality. I have recorded that cou-
ple of hours with them in poetic form on 
the next page.

Gus Russell, an undergraduate poet, recites his poetry under the approving gaze of campus POETRY workshop organizer, 
Asoka Weerasinghe.
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THE BALLAD OF LONG POINT 

The sea was calm as a whispering float.
Dementing the balm was a drone of motor-boats.
     “Come,
Come in Sir, don’t be so proud”.
I turned, and through a cloud of silver streaked
hair, a face etched with wrinkles smiled. She
skipped through a sprinkle of buttercups, and
whisked us through her garden gate to meet her
Joe, she couldn’t wait. 
       “Come”.
The dictating drone of motor-boats, and now the
bleat of distant sheep, made the still-noon weep.
Chicken flesh emptied from tin cans, spice-
sizzling in hot butter in a frying pan.
“You must have lunch with us, throw away those
lunch-packs.”  

Approving her kindness, the lunches
were thrown into the ruck-sacks.
Outside a sheep dog whines wagging his tail,
and in comes an old cat with a walk that is frail,
“Shoo...shoo”, Joe stamps his feet
to chase the cat away.
A living relic of the original French
who came on a small boat from Brittany,
seeking a land drenched with litany
and hope, landed on the west coast
 of a limestone-rocky Newfoundland.
“The English call him LeRoy and
he looked after the lighthouse since
he was a seventeen-year-old boy.”

A motor-boat’s droning crescendo
made her pry through the window
“Ah, there goes Lawrence Benoit’s boys
to bring in their second catch,
they are a hardy batch of boys
from this end of the Point.”

The garden filled with dandelions
and an aria of a song-sparrow’s trill

showered our hosts with petals
to the note of a bellowing-shrill.

“I’ll smash this accordion over your head, Joe
if you don’t play these men a tune, play

I’se the b’y that builds the boat,
and don’t be so damn shy.”

‘I’se the ‘by that builds the boat

 and I’se the b’y that sails her,

I’se the b’y that catches the fish

and takes ‘em home to Lizer.”

The music played and the music heard,
a chicken cooked and its flesh devoured,

the clock struck three and our time wasn’t free
to stay with the LeRoys any longer.

“Thank You for the lunch,” we said.
“You must drop in again. Sir,

and share a meal with us.”

“Thank you, Joe, for the music,” I said.
“Yes, Sirrrrrrr, we seldom see people,

so come back again, and I’ll play

you another tune.”

Outside the sheep dog was still
wagging his tail, and in came

the old cat again, with a walk that was frail.
“Shooo, shooo” Joe stamped his feet

to chase the cat away.
They walked us to their garden gate,

apologizing for making us late
to study the Long Point rocks.

So, we wished them luck,
and waved good-bye

hoping we would meet again.
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Back in St. John’s the campus PO-
ETRY workshop had six more read-
ings. Encouraged by the Proctor of Doyle 
House, Dr. Melvyn Lewis, I invited poets 
from downtown to share the stage with 
college undergraduate poets like Tom 
Moore, Arlene McCann, Paul Bowdring, 
Terri Stacey and Don Austin. Among 
the others who showed up were Harold 
Horwood, Paul O’Neill, Rae Perlin, Dr. 
A. Hunter, Abe Wornell, Clyde Rose, 
Pat Byrne, Mike Cook and Dr. Alistair 
McDonald. The Shalom Trio made up of 
Boyd Pelley, Pat Lewis and Peter Levitz, 
as well as solo singers Margaret Bennett 
and Mary McKim provided musical enter-
tainment. 

At my last reading on February 13, 

EMAIL FROM TOM MOORE, 

TUES. , SEPT. 10, 2002

“Hi again, Asoka,

… I tried to explain to you the influ-

ence you had on me when I first came 

to Memorial University in 1968: poetry, 

writing, Buddhism, meditation and 

personal reflection. It was great to find 

you alive and well and still writing in 

that fine, sensitive voice, the poetry you 

were writing when I first met you 35 

years ago. I read “Poems from Daddy” 

on the plane to Toronto and had to stop 

at page 14 because the tears filled my 

eyes.  It is a crowning achievement.  The 

poems are so uniform in quality and 

theme!

I would have been so proud to 

have written it. It transcends gender, 

race and religion.  I have never read 

anything like it, touching on so many 

primal instincts and emotions of the 

human heart.

Carry on, brave friend.

Tom Moore.” 

1970 in the second floor lounge of 
Hatcher House, I included jazz in the 
poetry programme. Paul Delany on piano 
and Phil Heath on guitar performed jazz 
composed to accompany my poetry. I be-
lieve both Delany and Heath were profs at 
MUN.  

I left Newfoundland for London on 
May 29, 1970 after submitting my thesis.

Sadly Joe Leroy died on February 
16, 1987 before I got to visit him again. 
Two summers ago though, I went back to 
Long Point for a trip down memory lane 
and tracked down one of the Ryan daugh-
ters of Lourdes. Zafar was thrilled to hear 
about our visit but sadly he too died this 
past May in Blackpool, England, of can-
cer.

Joe and Alice LeRoy, early 1980s

Asoka Weerasinghe won the Gold Medal for the non-narrative poetry at the Newfoundland and 
Labrador Arts and Letters Competition in 1969 and has published 24 books of poetry. He lives in 
Ottawa, Ontario with his wife Jeannie (Guy).
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"In the Shadow of the Long Range Mountains"

from: Flanker Press

 

 

Fly me to the Moon, Jupiter or Mars

Set me down on Haley’s Comet

I’ll fly around the Universe 

And look for life out there among the Stars

 

To try to find the answers that we do not know

What happened to Atlantis long ago

Maybe it’s out there somewhere 

Beyond the big Black Hole

 

Like searching in the ocean for a tiny grain of sand

There is most likely other life out there

With nothing to compare or understand

It pains the brain to think in light years far away.

 

Is Earth the Crowning Jewel of the Universe

And man the ruling King?

Science will take us there if some day we are to know

Out side this Earth we call our home. 

 

As I gaze into the star filled night

There are many things to see while wishing on a shooting star

The Southern Cross I have seen along with the Milky Way

It gives me goose bumps, I am happy to be here!

Coming in 2021!

Crown Jewel of the Universe
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HAPPENSTANCE

By Deirdre Smith

I was young when I discovered I had a 
writing addiction.  As soon as I could 
press a pencil to paper, I knew it 

was for me. Doodled letters, turned into 
words of all sizes and colours. When I 
learned cursive, things really took off. 
How pretty this language could be, like a 
string of notes turned into song. I knew 
then, these words would carry me, like 
the background music to my life.

I excelled at it. Writing was not only 
easy but something I loved. I’m sure 
there’s at least one child in every class, 
in every school with equal ability and de-
sire. The fact that I was in the company of 
many does not evade me. I know I’m not 
special or alone.

INNOCENT RHYMING SCHEMES
I started writing poems in elemen-

tary school, simple innocent rhyming 
schemes. They got the attention of teach-
ers and grew to teenage words of rebel-
lion, lust, and confusion. 

They got me through those traumatic 
years. The paper barely survived the beat-
ing, however.

In university, things took a turn. I 
knew I wanted it. I wanted to write. Cue 
Adam Goldberg’s character in Dazed and 
Confused - “I wanna dance!” 

I wrote poems until my 
fingers cramped and the 
bottles of wine were empty. 
I listened to Portishead 
and was triggered by words 
that snowballed into my 
own rhymes. I would lie in 
bed after a night downtown 
and pour my intoxicated 
thoughts into masterpieces. 

THE DREAM OF ART
I took philosophy courses 

and was sucked into writing 
out my live-streaming con-
sciousness. So much was lost 
or misplaced or destroyed. 
Too revealing to share, too 
truthful to forget. Some sac-
rificially burned paying hom-
age to Liv Tyler in Stealing 
Beauty.  I lived the dream of 
art. This was it for me.

THE DOUBT
Not long after, I was quickly 

redirected. 
“You can’t 
make writing 
into a career.  
You can always 
write on the 
side. It’s a good 
hobby.” We all 
have a realist 
in our lives, or 
in my case an 
Engineer. 

So, I took my 
dad’s advice. I got a Bachelor 
of Arts degree and did many 
English courses, eventually 
becoming a teacher and then 
specializing in Counseling 
Psychology. 

TURNING DOWN THE ROAD NOT TRAVELLED
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Fly me to the Moon, Jupiter or Mars

Set me down on Haley’s Comet

I’ll fly around the Universe 

And look for life out there among the Stars

 

To try to find the answers that we do not know

What happened to Atlantis long ago

Maybe it’s out there somewhere 

Beyond the big Black Hole

 

Like searching in the ocean for a tiny grain of sand

There is most likely other life out there

With nothing to compare or understand

It pains the brain to think in light years far away.

 

Is Earth the Crowning Jewel of the Universe

And man the ruling King?

Science will take us there if some day we are to know

Out side this Earth we call our home. 

 

As I gaze into the star filled night

There are many things to see while wishing on a shooting star

The Southern Cross I have seen along with the Milky Way

It gives me goose bumps, I am happy to be here!

Coming in 2021!

Crown Jewel of the Universe

“HOW PRETTY THIS 

LANGUAGE COULD BE, 

LIKE A STRING OF NOTES 

TURNED INTO A SONG.”
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Deirdre Smith (B.A., B.Ed., M.Ed.) has dabbled in writing for as 
long as she can remember. She has recently started back to work as 
a teacher and Guidance Counsellor after a decade of being a stay-
at-home mom to her three young children.

Deirdre Smith

FADING PASSION
I continued to write, but not as much. My fingers were 

always awoken by significant life events – births, funerals, 
weddings, I wrote a poem for them all. It’s the only way I 
knew how to express myself. It’s all I had to give.

As time passed, writing faded from my persona. As my 
babies were born, I became someone else. As the family 
grew, a career didn’t seem compulsory. 

Now a decade has passed. Recently, a social media post 
piqued my attention. 

A 50-Word Story my aunt had shared.  And that was it. I 
jumped off the proverbial wagon, changed out of my mom 
jeans (let’s be honest, they were yoga pants) and started 
down a new road. 

TWO ROADS
When I was in Grade 7, my class had to memorize The 

Road Not Taken, by Robert Frost. I still remember it to-
day, and not because the teacher was scary as hell –staplers 
did fly. Sometimes I just recite it because I need a wake-up 
call.  The road is long, but time is not. I was born a writer. 
And writing is born from me. I have so many more stories 
to tell, songs to sing, and poems to burn!
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THRIVER’S GUILT 

It was an extra-long weekend for 
the kids and I knew in my heart that 
school wouldn’t reopen that following 

Tuesday given all the other closures, fall-
ing one upon another like dominoes col-
lapsing around the province.  

At the time I was face and eyes into an 
exciting new writing project, a book I’d 
just started, a brilliant idea that would 
surely be the literary masterpiece of my 
writing career. Of course, they all start 
out with that sort of passion and eventu-
ally morph into hard work that I’m certain 
nobody will ever want to read, but excite-
ment over it was my state of mind when we 
were tossed, kicking and screaming into 
the waters of the COVID-19 pandemic. 
The school closure changed everything 
for all of us. And forever. 

FOREVER CHANGED
The stress of the unknown, the abso-

lute certainty that things were going to 
change in dramatic and unknown ways, 
and that danger potentially lurked in plac-
es that had always been comfortable and 
safe, stalled my fingers on the keyboard 

and left me with zero ambition for writing. 
Fortunately — perhaps — all of my 

freelance work immediately dried up, my 
regular anchor contract dribbling to an 

occasional drip and with-
in days we were all settled 
in at home, husband des-
ignated grocery shopper, 
teenagers watching with 
quiet disappointed ac-
ceptance as every day led 
to the cancellation of all 
of their activities includ-
ing trips to Quebec, Flor-
ida, their performance 
cancellations, singing 
classes and worst of all, 
visiting with their friends. 

SLOW AND STEADY 
It was their brave and 

quiet healthy acceptance 
of that disappointment 
that spurred me to give 

By Carolyn Parsons

up trying to write the novel I’d been so 
passionate about a week before. This was 
made easier just by virtue of them being 
at home, given my frantic fiction writing 
hours generally fell within their school 
hours and I was alone in the house. Si-
lence is my juice and I was now unplugged 
from it and tossed into the day and night 
chatter and music of two teenagers who 

were well behaved but still rather dis-
ruptive to the flow of my normal day. 

LIKE COLD MOLASSES
Time moved like cold molasses 

once it was just the four of us and the 
biggest challenge was finding ways to 
speed it up. We purchased the girls 
new bikes, ordered books, acquired a 
projector for the living room and did 
countless jigsaw puzzles. We read 
and had movie nights and suddenly it 
seemed more vacation than hardship.

Over the course of a few weeks the 
girls watched all the Disney movies they’d 
missed as children when we didn’t have 
cable television, their deprivation com-
ing to light in this opportunity. And while 

TURNING DOWN THE ROAD NOT TRAVELLED

they wept at The Fox and the Hound and 
Bambi, they seemed to retain their writ-
ing mojo. In fact they wrote far more than 
I did, including composing funny and 
scathing reviews of Cinderella and The 
Lion King while I wrote nary a word.  In-
stead, I baked bread, focused on other 
work, learned Zoom, and obsessively 
watched the federal and provincial pan-
demic updates. 

Later, when regulations loosened up, 
we went for drives and delivered doorstop 
goodies to their friends. 

Yet, by May I was back to dabbling. 
A chapter here and there, nothing too 
much, and if I missed it was no big deal. 
A wrote a few mornings a week, while the 
kids slept late. It was slow going, but I was 
writing, and it was pleasant. Letting  it all 
go, and doing it without the intensity of 
before was easier. And I took note of that.

A NEW NORMAL
As the weather shifted so did our lives. 

The girls started going outside, when 
bubbles were allowed we let them have 
friend bubbles and so I retrieved a bit of 

“WE’RE NOT ALL IN THE 

SAME BOAT. WE’RE IN 

DIFFERENT BOATS IN THE 

SAME STORM.”

Carolyn Parsons
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my lost alone time. And bit-by-bit I start-
ed chewing away at the novel even more. I 
also started working on completing a no-
vella, tapping away at the keyboard here 
and there and progressing at a snail’s 
pace.

Then suddenly, somehow in the midst 
of that chaos outside our doors and new 
reality inside, I realized that we were not 
only doing okay, we were thriving in the 
new lifestyle we’d created in the middle of 
the pandemic. 

BEACH DAYS & BIKE RIDES
We were all happy. There were beach 

days and bike rides and a sort of natural 
rhythm to our days that was pleasant. We 
had time to think and do what we wanted, 
to consider how life was in the before 
times and what it was like now and it was 
gentler somehow. 

Unlike many who suffered work re-
duction and layoffs, my husband’s work 
picked up in April, his remote workplace 
had robust protections in place, and regu-
lar testing. So he left us here for part of the 
month and we adapted again. We ordered 
groceries weekly and picked them up, the 
kids enjoyed their bubble friends more 
than they ever had, the warm summer was 
a treat and we went some of the touristy 
places we hadn’t visited in the past.

CREATIVE RETREAT
I capped summer off with a fantastic 

writers retreat at Woody Point, the kids 
returned to school in September and I 
discovered that somehow, over the course 
of the pandemic, I managed in a less fren-
zied way to get three quarters of the novel 
drafted. In addition, I somehow finished 
and submitted the novella, picked up and 
completed a few new freelance jobs in-
cluding an article for the CBC. 

All was going well. Too well. A nag-
ging guilt arose within me. Quietly at 
first. How dare I have a good time? it 
whispered. How dare success come out 
of this when people were sick all over the 
world, dying? 

After all, this is a time when people 
are having financial difficulties, many 
risked getting sick themselves in order to 
check out our groceries or see us at the 
emergency room. The photos and vid-
eos of exhausted health care workers in 
crowded ICU rooms and sick and dying 
people around the world poked through 
my peace and enjoyment of this time of 
strangeness and it haunted me. Images 
and stories of people dying alone or of 
families whose loved ones were just gone 
one day, of no funerals to find comfort, 
and the closure these events provide, 
plagued my thoughts. 

How dare I feel happy in my newfound, 
productive lifestyle with a certain amount 
of peace-bringing enlightenment when so 
many were experiencing hardships? For 
shame! 

Then, I discovered I’m not the only 
one who has found something better in 
the worst of times. I have friends who 
have landed jobs, been promoted, found 
alone, quiet time they never had before, 
who found this great intermission gave 
them space to rethink their lives and 
make positive changes. Just living in the 
Atlantic Bubble contributes to a feeling of 
being blessed. I haven’t even done much. 
I’ve just discovered we’re resilient, we 
can count on each other and we’re mak-
ing good decisions in bad times and that 
it’s serving us.

SURVIVOR’S GUILT
Still the feeling persisted. I likened it to 

survivor’s guilt, that overwhelming shame 
people who survive a tragedy feel.  As 
though their surviving is a problem rather 
than a joyous thing. Which it always is. Of 
course knowing something intellectually 
and feeling something, often misalign. 

I know it’s not quite serious, but like 
any good writer, I needed to assign words 
to the feeling. So I called it thriver’s guilt. 
A sense that things are better now for me, 

A summer like no other in Lewisporte.
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and many others, despite the tragedies 
and hardships unfolding in the lives of 
a great number of people. Yes it’s privi-
lege, but also fact. 

There is a meme going around social 
media that says; “We’re not all in the same 
boat, we’re in different boats in the same 
storm.” 

I think that applies here. Some people 
are truly alone and in danger, adrift at sea 
in leaking vessels, rudderless in turbulent 
waters. Others are in a seaworthy vessel 
well captained, steering towards land on 
gentle waves. A few are sipping martinis 
on a yacht in a safe port, barely aware 
there’s a squall out the porthole. How 
well we prevail is determined by what  
boat we were in when we were launched 
into this storm. 

So, what to do to alleviate the feeling? 
The unwritten law of the sea requires 

that a mariner come to the aid of another 
mariner in distress. It states that should 
you see a distress signal, immediate and 
positive action should be taken. 

Heather 
Stemp

Book 2 of the

ginny ross Series

Middle Grade Fiction  
Paperback  

978-1-77108-850-3

A STEM-friendly novel about a young woman 
from WWII-era Newfoundland, whose dreams 
of becoming a pilot take her to the mechanical 

engineering program at Purdue University. 
A follow up to Red Cedar Award-nominated 

Amelia and Me, Ginny Ross is determined to  
perservere in the face of adversity and prove 
her worth not only to others, but to herself. 

Carolyn R. Parsons is a novelist who lives in Lewisporte, NL, and author of five books including The 
Forbidden Dreams of Betsy Elliott by Flanker Press. She has a novella being released April 2, 2021, with 
Engen Books called The Key of Impasto, as part of their Slipstreamers series.

That’s what I’ve done. I’ve sought 
opportunities to help others, to turn my 
own good fortune into an opportunity to 
render assistance, financially or through 
support in other ways. After all, if the pan-
demic has taught us anything it’s nothing 
is permanent, whether bad or good. 

GOOD FORTUNE. PASSED ALONG 
My good fortune, this feeling of hav-

ing come through quite well may not last. 
And, helping is aiding me to assuage the 
guilt a bit. 

The pandemic isn’t over and who 
knows what the future will bring. Right 
now, as I type, the kids are back in school, 
the second wave is lapping at our shores 
and I have time alone again to work on the 
novel. Yet there it sits, the word count un-
changed for weeks, despite having all the 
alone time I thought I needed before the 
pandemic hit. 

SHARP SLIVERS 
Aside from that glitch, I still feel like 

I’m thriving. Because so far we’ve made 
it. We have a plan, we have weathered 
the first wave in our little boat and found 
calmer waters to navigate, a safe harbour 
in each other.  I know the words will 
come, they always do, eventually.

There is another saying; “No amount 
of my misery can make another person 
happy,”  and it might be the one to allevi-
ate the guilt that still lingers like a mist. 

A fog I suspect will float around me, to 
some degree, for as long as I feel peace in 
the midst of the chaos, intermingled with 
the sharp slivers of thrivers guilt which 
still stab at my heart on occasion. Also 
abiding will be a whole lot of gratitude 
that in the midst of the challenges tossed 
our way, we somehow stayed afloat, to-
gether.
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Follow your heart,” they say.  
There’s a reason this is such a pop-
ular phrase. 

However, many people may not truly 
know why. At whatever time this phrase 
was first uttered (I have yet to discover 
the exact origin, please let me know if you 
ever do!), I doubt they knew just how true 
this actually was but, they were surely on 
to something. 

A PERSONAL MOTTO
My personal motto for years has been 

exactly this old adage: Follow your heart. 
It’s my belief, if we can be still and heart-
focused enough, and remain in gratitude 
of what we already have, that the whispers 
of our heart direct our life’s path to, “un-
fold as it ought,” as my grandfather likes 
to say. As fate would have it, I am writing 
this article for you on the heels of taking 
my Teacher’s Trainer Certification with 
the Institute of HeartMath. I’ll happily 
explain why this strikes me as serendipi-
tous, how I first became addicted to find-
ing heart rocks and shapes along my life’s 
journey, and how I came to trust and fol-
low these ‘heart whisperings’. 

HEART-SHAPED ROCKS
I found my first heart-shaped rock on 

a small pebble beach, at Michael’s Har-
bour, Newfoundland, in 2011. I was orig-
inally born in Newfoundland so it was very 
fitting that this was where I was to find my 
first heart rock. From that point on find-
ing heart-shaped rocks and heart shapes 
was my sign confirming I was following 
the bread crumbs back home to my pur-
pose in life, my heart, and my art. 

In the last several years I’ve invested 
a lot of time and heart into exploring and 
embracing my Newfoundland musical and 
cultural roots. 

SYNCHRONICITY
It’s easy to dis-

miss coincidences as 
just that — seemingly 
random events that 
might be related but 
probably aren’t. Oc-
casionally though, 
things unfold with 
such staggering syn-
chronicity the uni-
verse/God is clearly 
sending a message 
that our heart sets out 
to guide us along.

I have become 
very familiar with how 
these miraculous syn-
chronicities unfold in 
my own life. In fact, 
while researching the 
book I co-authored 
with my grandfather, 
The Heart’s Obses-
sion – An Intimate 
Biography of New-
foundland Songstress 
Georgina Stirling 
(1867-1935) one of 
these incredible con-
firmations revealed 
itself. 

ONLY YOU, AND YOU ALONE
As a fellow Newfoundlander and op-

era singer, I was surely feeling the im-
portance of this task. I was in Georgina’s 
hometown of Twillingate when I paused 
to ask myself, “Am I meant to write this 
definitive biography on Newfoundland’s 
renowned 19th century opera singer? 
Who am I to do such a thing?” 

I drove down the narrow dirt road with 
my mother and two children to Georgina’s 
gravesite that faces the ocean. We parked 
off to the side and approached the double 

A MESSAGE FROM YOUR HEART:
FOLLOW ME

By Tonia Evans Cianciulli

white gates. As I put both hands on the 
gates to draw them open, I paused and 
looked down. There in the center where 
the gate doors meet, was a perfectly heart-
shaped rock that fit in the palm of my 
hand. We all laughed, shaking our heads 
in disbelief. “Only you, Tonia, would this 
happen for,” my mom exclaimed! 

In terms of finding this undeniable 
sign, she was spot-on. Since I was meant 
to pen Georgina’s story, this sign was 
surely meant for me. 

From that point on, a cascading series 
of events continued to come together and 
irrevocably link me to sharing the story of 
this kindred opera songstress. 

Tonia Evans Cianciulli
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Tonia Evans Cianciulli is a Newfoundland-born singer-songwriter and co-author of, ‘The Heart’s Ob-
session - An Intimate Biography of Newfoundland Songstress Georgina Stirling.’ In summer 2021, Tonia 
is releasing an album of original music that focuses primarily on her love of her Newfoundland roots. 
Tonia homeschools her two children and is also an artist coach. www.WishArts.ca

HEART FIRST 
And what I’ve come to learn on a much 

bigger scale is just how possible this is 
for everyone in their own individual lives 
when it comes to following their own 
heart’s true path and experience. 

During the week it took for my Teach-
er’s Training Certification with the Insti-
tute of HeartMath, I became truly presant 
to the miraculous power of our human 
and spiritual hearts from a science-based 
research point of view. 

Based on a study that HeartMath and 
other institutions have done, it’s scientifi-
cally proven that our heart can sense and 
reacts ahead of time to what is coming 
which, then informs the brain and then 
the body. 

Our hearts have their own nerve gan-
glia referred to as the ‘heart brain’ and has 
an electromagnetic field radiating at least 
three to five feet from our body. 

This is why we can so easily pick up on 
what kind of energy field people bring to 
a room or situation – one of love, compas-
sion and gratitude or one of anger, ten-
sion, even misery. 

By Heather StempBook One in the Ginny Ross Series
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“The historical details, the architecture of the 
town, the daily cuisine... the currency in pounds, 
the encounter with a young union organizer 
named Smallwood on the passenger train, all 
make for a rich, solid background.  And Ginny 
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SCREECH! 
GHOST STORIES FROM  
OLD NEWFOUNDLAND

WORDS BY CHARIS COTTER 
ART BY GENEVIEVE SIMMS

“The idea is of ghostliness, not simply scariness, and I 
love the spooky, uncanny telling of a joyful ghost story as 
much as of a screechy, scary, cackling ghost story…. It’s 
that sort of book, that takes you back home, that reaches 
foggy fingers into the “spooky” bit of your brain, and that 

you just revel in forever afterwards.”
– Children’s Book Room

MIDDLE GRADE  
PAPERBACK

978-1-77108-906-7

Our hearts pulse out a rhythmic pat-
tern that reflects our emotions. It all 
starts with our hearts. If we can be still 
and heart-centered, through useful 

techniques, we can learn to balance our 
emotions, increase our personal ability 
to rebound and pivot, live in more align-
ment as our true self, elevate our experi-

ences and have a positive influence those 
around us. 

I’ve implemented many of HeartMath’s 
techniques into my own life, and artists 
that I coach, to strengthen this heart con-
nection and intuition. 

I’d love to hear about your personal 
experiences with following your heart. 
And if you’d like to learn to bring more 
of your personal heart’s power to the sur-
face of your own life, I’d be delighted to 
be part of your journey. I’ll leave you with 
a famous quote by Steve Jobs. From his 
2005 commencement address at Stan-
ford University

“And most important, have the cour-
age to follow your heart and intuition. 
They somehow already know what you 
truly want to become. Everything else is 
secondary.”

“everything else 
is secondary.”
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A KIND REJECTION LETTER
By Connie Boland

Sweeter than chocolate. 
More potent than Screech. 
An acceptance letter brings on 

the warm and fuzzies. Remember before 
COVID-19, when the cat rumoured to 
be untouchable chose your lap in a room 
filled with people? An acceptance is that 
good. Someone likes your work. They 
want more, and they’re willing to pay for 
it.

CONFIDENCE BOOSTER
An acceptance makes your day, your 

week, your budget. It empowers you to 
send out more query letters. To approach 
that revered magazine. Contact a radio 
station, or online publication. 

A wise friend suggests filling your 
writing space with the kinds of items you 
would sing about if Julie Andrews popped 

by to remake The Sound of Music. My ac-
ceptance letters are printed (on fancy pa-
per) and posted at eye level, next to baby 
photos, appointment dates for a mammo-
gram and pap test, Donna Morrisey and 
Amy House’s autographs. 

Hi Connie, I’ve been through your sub-
mission a few times and I can’t suggest a 
single change. I don’t get to say that often.

I will submit the piece exactly as you 
sent it in. Thanks for contributing!

My first acceptance rests on the shelf 
over my monitor, next to my Atlantic 
Journalism Award medal, a painted rock 
I lugged to the top of Gros Morne Moun-
tain, my grandmother’s 1960s Kodak 
Starmite camera, a copy of To Kill A 
Mockingbird, and a mug proclaiming I 
Believe. It’s a Christmas theme, but what-
ever works.

THE BRIDESMAID ON THE ROAD TO BECOMING THE BRIDE
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Connie Boland is an award-winning journalist and creative writer in Corner Brook. Her cat’s litter box 
is lined with rejection letters. 
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THANKS, BUT NO THANKS
That’s where my eyes go when the re-

jections roll in. And there are a lot of those. 

Hi Connie, Thanks for your pitch. We 
don't see a fit. Take care.

I really need to stop checking my email 
before I roll out of bed.

It’s not productive, being rejected be-
fore your eyes are fully open, the cat is 
fed, your bladder is empty, and you’ve had 
that first glass of … water, as per a 2021 
New Year’s resolution.

Rejection stings. As much as you tell 
yourself judges are subjective, and edi-
tors are fickle, rejection is a part of the 
writing gig, and it hurts. 

PASSION ON THE PAGE
Words are a part of who we are. They 

are hard won, carefully researched, pains-
takingly edited. I’ve laboured longer over 
an adjective than actual childbirth. Named 
my child faster than my last protagonist. 

Our writing babies, cast into the world 
naked, need a place to land. When some-
one bounces them back, with nary an en-
couraging word, it’s like being picked last 
for Red Rover, or sitting against the wall 
when your teenage besties were getting 
busy on the gym floor at the Friday night 
dance. 

WORST WAKE UP CALL 
Take this morning, for example. The 

cat yowled, the dog whined, and I slept 
through hubby’s alarm, again. RIP new 
year’s promise to work out at 5 a.m. 

Before dealing with matters of heart 
and bladder, before my eyes were rubbed 
free of last night’s sleepy dust, I grabbed 
the phone kept bedside in case my daugh-
ters/parents/siblings/Amazon delivery 
man need me during the night. RIP new 
year’s plan to have the cell sleep in the 
spare room.

Dear Connie,
 I'm sorry to say your story has not 

been selected this time around. We 
all very much enjoyed it though and 
it is a tough call at this stage to make 
the decision of what goes through. 
We hope to read more of your work soon.

Best wishes

SOFTER STING
That rejection isn’t heart rendering or 

the best way to wake up, but it is encour-
aging. 

A promise of maybe next time. A con-
firmation that I’m in the right church. I 
just need to shift over a pew or two. I am 
a bridesmaid today, but at some point, I 
will be the bride. (If I were single that is.)

If you are writing a rejection letter, 
please be kind. If you receive one, file it 
appropriately and carry on with your day. 
We are all with you.
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