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<=7 FICTION

Quebec Focused

The Little Brudders of Miséricorde Two un-
likely friends in Montreal navigate a world
of saints and sinners, and crimes both real
and imagined

Nothing in Truth Can Harm Us An Aca-
dian story of family, culture and crimes

that stretch from Nova Scotia to Montreal

Indigenous Focused

My Indian Summer Coming-of-age novel;
winner of the PMC Indigenous Literature
Award

The Unweaving A novel of the Red River
Resistance told from the Métis perspec-
tive; nominated for the Forest of Reading

White Pine Book Award

People Like Frank and other stories from
the edge of normal Short stories centred
on characters on the margins of society;
finalist for the Indigenous Voices Awards

(published fiction)

<=7 NON-FICTION

Modern Canadian History

Unwinnable Peace: Untold Stories of Cana-
da’s Mission in Afghanistan Nominated for
the J.W. Defoe Book Prize

Three Funerals for My Father: Love, Loss and
Escape from Vietnam Finalist for the Ham-
ilton Literary Awards

Contemporary Society

Ice in Their Veins: Women’s Relentless Pursuit

of the Puck

A Ghostinthe Room: Supernatural Adventures
in Historic Houses Recently optioned for a
feature film

Blind Drunk: A sober look at our boozy
culture Shortlisted for the SCEWS Book

Awards
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The by David M. Wallace Spence is lost—the brief optimism of

Little
Brudders
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BISACs

Miséricorde

Reviews

Whether he’s talking politics (“De bourgeois take from de poor
an’ give to dem self. De rich take from everybody an’ put it in a
tax shelter”), sharing wonderment (Okay. Je 'admets. I never seen
nutin’ like dat before. Dat were preddy awesome”), or evading
a question (“You dun wanna know, brudder”), Theodore, better
known as Thierry, is a born scene-stealer. A character vividly em-
bodying a carpe diem philosophy (that tilts toward unapologetic
hedonism), he’s the unfiltered truth-teller and forthright core of
The Little Brudders of Misericorde, the accomplished debut novel
by Victoria’s David M. Wallace.Full review. Vancouver Sun

Spence, the protagonist of Victoria author David M. Wallace’s
debut novel, The Little Brudders of Misércorde, is stuck in the
limbo of seclusion, and has been for some time. A widow some-
what estranged from his only child, Spence spends his days at-
tending infrequent French classes with dwindling attendance,
“studying in the morning. Class in the afternoon. Reading in
the evening.” Aside from the commute to his lessons and infre-
quent visits with his daughter, Spence is alone in his Montreal
apartment, save for the company of Thierry — a talking mouse.
Full review. 7he British Columbia Review
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his early retirement and bold move from
Vancouver to Montréal has devolved into
a lonely round of French classes, winter
cycling and watering his absent daugh-
ter’s houseplants. When a mouse moves
into his apartment uninvited, Spence
welcomes the company and the two form
an unlikely friendship.

Thierry is a petty thief with strong opin-
ions and a foul mouth who draws the
former Drama teacher into an unexpected
theatre of conspiracies. He becomes
Spence’s little brother, helping him learn
French, confront painful memories and
reaffirm his Catholic faith. A darkly comic
story of rebirth that is both poignant ez
amusant, sacred et sacrebleu.

Excerpt

I have a visitor.

He sits framed in my bedroom doorway. A little grey mouse. Une
petite souris grise. He sits upright on his rear legs. With those in front,
he gives his whiskers a thorough grooming. The lamp on my night-
stand is positioned in such a way that the light catches him at a low
angle. His form throws a stark shadow behind him as though he is
sporting a long, black cape. All the while, he keeps his gaze steadily
on me.

This confirms what I have suspected. For several evenings in a
row, | have sat up reading in bed. Le Pezit Prince, en frangais. It is
part of my strategy for achieving my bilingual bona fides since ar-
riving in Montréal last July. On previous evenings, I'd caught just
a blur out of the corner of my eye. Ce soir, cest différent.

Ordinarily, house mice are timid creatures. They keep a low pro-
file. In the winter they are like refugees, finding warmth, maybe,
but not welcome. Feeding on crumbs. But this is no wee, sleekat,
cowran, tim'rous beastie. This guy is cocksure.

“If you're staying, you're paying rent, pal.” He swivels an ear in
my direction.

I repeat myself in stilted French: “Si tu veux rester, tu dois payer
le loyer, mon chum.”

He nods solemnly. Or maybe that is my imagination. Lowering
himself onto all fours, he saunters toward the living room, pausing
for just a moment to give me one final glance.

“Bonne nuit.”

I make a mental note to set traps tomorrow.


https://vancouversun.com/entertainment/books/review-the-little-brudders-of-misericorde-explores-an-evolving-friendship-on-a-strange-path-to-enlightenment
https://thebcreview.ca/2022/11/19/1631-mckenna-wallace/
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Eva’s dad is dead. Her mother isn’t, but

ought to be, at least according to Aunt
Matilde. Time to move on . . .

Eighteen-year-old Eva, dragged from
Nova Scotia to Montreal, struggles not to
be lost in a city where she doesn’t speak
the language, despite her Acadian herit-
age. Friendship with English major Alma
introduces her to the world of hard-par-
tying students as the unrest of the Maple
Spring unfolds. Mathilde, who’s cared
for Eva since she was six, pays the bills
teaching art to children she despises and
spends her evenings drinking, painting
and dreaming of what might have been.
In prison in Nova Scotia, Gaby has an

Reviews

A triumph with filmic vividness. I was gripped from the very
beginning and found myself looking for any chance I got to
read it. Though related by blood, Mathilde, Gaby and Eva
are very different women. I enjoyed growing with them,
as well as following them through some of their demises.
One of the best books I've read this year, if not THE best.
Eull reviews. 7he Storygraph

The tension in the narrative is high. The reader wonders
who to trust. Gradually, over the course of the book, we
learn the truth about what happened all those years ago.
Eull review. Consumed by Ink

Between the narrative structure, the compelling story, and the
vivid settings, I couldn’t put this book down. The novel is written
in alternating chapters through all three women’s point-of-views,
and the truth of what happened that night and why is cleverly
unravelled. René keeps us guessing but slowly, we come to realize
whose narrative we should trust, and the toxic familial history
that has led us here. These characters aren’t the most likeable —
we're dealing with three complex women all struggling with who
they are, what they want from life, and what they feel they might
owe each other. But, they are very real and that authenticity fills
the book like a rush of cold wind. Full review. 7he Miramichi
Reader

old photograph of a happy toddler with
dimples taped to the wall by her bunk.
Bound by blood and loss, three women
struggle with lives fractured by a decade-
old tragedy.

Excerpt

The phone rang in the black night, ripping Mathilde out of her
frosted quiet thoughts. She let the ring fill the trailer and build
pressure into the walls. A shot of cool pierced through her ster-
num, expanding underneath the skin of her belly. Dread. The icy
floor stung her toes, and she wrapped a flannel robe around her
body, seeking out the boiling tone in the kitchen. She gripped the
receiver to her ear and heard a bloodless voice.

“Al allait mowrrir. Al allait mourrir”

“Who?”

“Im sorry.” Her sister wept.

The car ride to Halifax from Clare took three hours. She drove
down the highway, blackened except for the moon hanging like
a rib above the evergreens. Snow drifted across the road, fuzzy
light sand dancing in her headlights. She didn’t flip on the radio.
The hum of the wind pushing back against the car asked her if
she truly wanted to know. It asked her if she'd rather be sleeping.

The house was unlit. She didnt bother to close the car door.
She shut off the engine and bolted. Cold shot up her arm as she
banged her fist on the wood. When there was no answer, she
found the hideaway key tucked in one of the potted plants. The
lock clicked and the door swung into quiet darkness. How cold.
How dead. Her boots echoed on the hardwood, and as soon as
she entered, she saw a shadow run up the wall behind her and
suspend in the corner. It was already a haunted house. She tasted
the roof of her sticky dry mouth when she flicked on the light
switch. Blood. Not a pool or a drop. Streaks. They curved on the
floor. Around from the kitchen and to the top of the basement
steps where they descended into darkness. But Maddie followed
the blood up, not down.
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https://app.thestorygraph.com/book_reviews/f732bd0c-646d-4d06-b750-21d7ef1d40c0
https://consumedbyink.ca/2023/12/13/nothing-in-truth-can-harm-us-by-colleen-rene/
https://miramichireader.ca/2024/03/nothing-in-truth-can-harm-us-by-colleen-rene/
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Family doesn’t always mean blood, and blood doesn’t always mean
family — 12-year-old Hunter, who is desperate to follow his older
sister out of the tiny British Columbia town of Red Rock and
escape his abusive mother and elder brother, knows that better
than most . . . My Indian Summer, Joseph Kakwinokanasum’s
debut novel, explores the impact of intergenerational trauma and
what it takes to break the cycle of abuse. Hunter’s mother, Marga-
rette, was forced into residential school as a child. Her time there
left Margarette with memories she drinks to forget, and without
the ability to be the parent Hunter needs. Hunter is beaten by
her and his older brother — who mirrors their mother’s behaviour
— and has to collect bottles so he can afford the food Margarette
forgets to buy. Full review. Quill & Quire

Kakwinokanasum has a talent for depicting the protagonists
and the community’s struggles to survive the effects of systemic
oppression. Such stories are sorely needed, and this new author
knows how to tell them. Full review. Literary Review of Canada

This is a story of intergenerational pain, brought on by details
of the history we keep learning about — history that’s left such a
terrible legacy. It's a story that’s believable as being based in per-
sonal experience, as the author is from James Smith Cree Reserve,
a place that was recently too prominent in Canadian news. But
even more importantly, the novel is a story of resilience, and one
that’s bound to linger in mind. Full review. The Miramichi Reader

Excerpt

Hunter woke to Aunt Mardelle’s nudging,.

“Baby boy,” she said. Her warm hand pressed against his cheek.
“Wake up, sweetheart.”

Hunter rubbed his eyes, “What?” He yawned.

“You're going on an adventure with mom and ’em.” Her smile was
relaxed, rehearsed. She patted his leg. “Austum, quick as you can.”

FICTION

My Indian Summer

by Joseph Kakwinokanasum

FB Fiction: literary and general non-genre
FXB Narrative theme: coming of age
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FIC059000 FICTION / Indigenous
FIC043000 FICTION / Coming of Age
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Winner of the PMC Indigenous Literature Award 2023

Three kobkums, a man named Crow,

two best friends, and a drug dealer . . .
twelve-year-old Hunter may be getting
out of Red Rock sooner than he hoped.

CA $22.95, 240pp, 5.5” x 8.5”
ISBN 9781990160127 (paperback)
Published September 2022

For Hunter Frank, the summer of 79
begins with his mother returning home
only to collect the last two months’ wel-
fare cheques, leaving her three children to
fend for themselves. When his older sister
escapes their northern BC town and his
brother goes to fight forest fires, Hunter
is on his own, with occasional care coming
from a trio of elders—his kohkums—and
companionship from his two best friends.
My Indian Summer is the story of a journey
to understanding that some villains are
also victims, and that while reconciliation
may not be possible, survival is.

Hunter sat in the back of the old four-door Pontiac with Deb. She
stared out into the darkness, mute. Her breath fogged the window.
Hunter reached across the bench seat to press a hand on her arm.
Deb, five years older, turned to face him.

He leaned over and whispered, “What’s going on? Where we
goin’?”

Deb leaned her head towards her little brother and whispered,
“Dad’s trying to take us.”

“Take us where?”

Deb whispered, “He wants me and Noah to live with him.” She
straightened, leaned her head on the window, and stared out into
the blackness.

Hunter didn’t know his father—hed left six years ago, when he
was only three. He knew he looked like his dad, his mom had told
him so. Hunter also knew that his aunties and uncles had nothing
good to say about Bill Frank.

“Doesn’t he want me?”

Deb didn’t answer. Before Margarette told her to get up and
pack, Deb had heard her mother and Aunt Mardelle talking.

“George says Bill is bragging about how he is plannin’ on takin’
the kids while you are at work,” said Mardelle.

“No fucking way is that animal going to take my kids,” Mar-
garette hissed.

“He only wants to take Noah and Deborah. Says Hunter’s not
his.”

Noah sat tall in the front passenger’s seat. He scrutinized a map
sprawled over his thin lap, a flashlight in his right hand.

“Where are we going, Mom?” Noah looked at Margarette, who
was waving to her sister, standing at the foot of the porch.

“As far away as we can get from this place, my boy.” She looked
at Noah. “We got to go before the social workers come.” She
checked her left shoulder, signalled onto Highway 2 and headed
northwest out of Edmonton.


https://www.tidewaterpress.ca/quill-quire-review-my-indian-summer/
https://reviewcanada.ca/magazine/2023/07/escape-planning/
https://miramichireader.ca/2022/09/my-indian-summer-a-novel-by-by-joseph-kakwinokanasum/
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These days, many Canadians might feel threatened as U.S. Presi-
dent Donald Trump engages in seemingly endless rhetoric about
annexing Canada. In The Unweaving, Cheryl Parisien tells the
story of people in a similar situation, worried about being an-
nexed to the newly formed country of Canada in a story that
helps make the Confederation era alive and personal. Parisien is
a Métis author living in Winnipeg whose ancestors lived on Red
River lots in St. Norbert. In the past few years, she has conducted
extensive research into her heritage and as she explains in her au-
thor’s note, her debut novel is based on her own family history, at
least loosely. Full review. Winnipeg Free Press

Parisien’s fluid writing and character development, especially of
Julien and Charlotte on the brink of adulthood—with heroic
Julien wanting to count, and Charlotte’s crush on British Callum
Wakefield and her friendship with his sister Alyce as she teaches
her French—build aspirations, then show condescending atti-
tudes. It also adds a poignant coming-of-age element. Parisien
writes from the Métis perspective, showing us their customs, way
of life, humiliation, loss of land and dignity, violence towards
them, and unfair treatment by both government and unscrupu-
lous land speculators swindling them from long-settled property.
Full review. Historical Novel Society

Excerpt

At the church, Father Courchene stood outside, ushering men in
as they arrived. Inside the dim interior, Julien was greeted with
the loud chatter of around forty or fifty men, some young like
him, a few older ones, and more yet in their twenties and thirties.
He recognized some from St. Norbert, like his Lavallee cousins
William and Georges, and a couple of Bouchers from St. Boni-
face. A few men stood to the side. He saw his Uncle Pierre leaning

The Unweaving

by Cheryl Parisien

CA $24.95,272pp, 5.5” x 8.5
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Nominated for the 2026 Forest of Reading White Pine Award

We are like the sash, woven together from
different peoples and traditions, making
something new, beautiful, and strong.

In 1869, the arrival of surveyors from the
new Dominion of Canada sends ripples of
anxiety through the people of Red River.
As the Métis Nation begins negotiating
terms for joining Confederation, each
member of the Rougeau family adapts in
their own way: Clément looks outward,
trying to maintain his livelihood as a
carter, while his wife, Marienne, looks
inward, determined to hold their frac-
turing family together. Julien, the eldest
son, joins Louis Riel to confront the same
intruders that so impress his sister, Char-
lotte. As the Red River Resistance unfolds,
the consequences of each choice become

heartbreakingly clear.

against the wall. He nodded at Julien and waved him over. Julien
and his companions slid into a pew near him.

“I'm glad you came.” Uncle Pierre said.

“I'll take this over chores any day,” Julien replied. The chatter
died down when Father Courchene went to the front and called
Florian Dubeau to speak.

“See, I told you he was the capitaine,” whispered Jean.

The main priest, Father Ritchot, stood in the back, watching.
Julien leaned forward, eager to hear what Florian had to say.

Florian stood silent and scanned the crowd before he smacked
his hand on the wooden pulpit with a loud crack. “We've all heard
about the surveyors.” It was a statement, not a question.

A few scattered nods.

“The Hudson’s Bay Company has sold us out to Canada,” said
Florian, “without asking us or even telling us. We all heard the
talk, stories of Canada sniffing out west, but the story changed
a little every time. The Canadian Party has been asking for this
for months—7he Nor'Wester has been full of big opinions and
not much fact. But then Canadian newspapers started saying the
same thing and said Ottawa was sending surveyors, to take stock
of Red River.”

He nodded in the direction of Uncle Pierre. “We sat with the
road crew and surveyors around their fire,” Florian continued.
“We tried to be friendly. But they did not want us there. Just like
they don’t want us here now.”

“How can you be sure?” asked a voice from the pews.

“You've heard the talk in town, what they’re saying in the sa-
loons in Winnipeg. They call us indolent, lazy, say we dont
belong. But who needed our help during the floods and droughts?
Who depends on our work and sweat when they need it? Who
built the HBC? Who built Red River and keeps it alive?”

.. . Julien looked around and saw faces that had grown angry.
He felt his own anger rise.

FICTION


https://www.winnipegfreepress.com/arts-and-life/entertainment/books/2025/03/22/riel-era-fictionengaging-expansive
https://historicalnovelsociety.org/reviews/the-unweaving/

Finalist, Published Fiction, Indigenous Voice Awards, 2021
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On the edge of normal, challenges take
many forms—the everyday can be an
adventure and the ordinary a triumph.

On the edge of normal, the everyday can
be an adventure and the ordinary a tri-
umph.

This uplifting collection explores the
world through the eyes of protagonists
whose perspectives are informed by their
unique circumstances. Some are strug-
gling with physical challenges while others
seek to overcome psychological barriers.

den disabilities, impairments or conditions

BISACs

JENN ASHTON
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Jenn Ashton crafts a fierce, delicate collection that honours people
facing physical, psychological or social barriers. in many of her
stories, Ashton achieves an unusual blend of dark material with
delicate, quiet language. Imagine Bosch’s “Garden of Earthly
Delights” done in watercolours, without losing any of its searing
impact. Highly recommended. Full review. Vancouver Sun

An appreciation for perseverance runs through the collection, and
the reader has the sense that the characters value their own lives,
no matter how insignificant or unimportant they may seem to
others. There is a wakefulness to small experience, a curiosity, a
delight. There are gratitude and a celebration of effort. I particu-
larly loved the inclusion of Ashton’s drawings which are whimsi-
cal, poignant and funny. Full review. 7he Miramichi Reader

Excerpt

The new microwave has a reminder function on it. It’s so you
won't forget that there is something in it, which we used to do all
the time with the old one. Youd open it in the morning to find
yesterday’s cup of coffee, a cold half-baked spud or the like. Frank
calls it the “senile setting” and the beeping drives him crazy. And
it makes him angry that he needs it.

He'll start off a project, like replacing the bathroom fan, and
then he ends up over across the other side of the house cleaning
the rust off the porch light, every counter and table in between
full of tools and bits. And then he gets mad that he forgot what
he was doing and stomps back in to finish installing the fan. In
the meantime, he’s forgotten that he was warming up his second

FICTION

cup of coffee. Now the new microwave beeps at him, and he gets
mad again. I'm getting used to him getting distracted, but I still
hate the mess.

In the old days, our apartment was tiny and I had to clean up
after him if I wanted to make supper or have a place to fold the
wash. Over the years, he got better about putting things away.
Now when I come across a hammer or other tool left out in the
rain or the rake leaning up against the fence, looking lonely and
forgotten, I know it’s not on purpose; it’s that Frank doesn’t re-
member what he was doing with it. We usually come across these
things in spring, when the snow melts. I've stopped blaming him.

I think he has a bit more pride or maybe it’s shame, and he'll
come back and start to tidy up until he gets mad again and starts
throwing things when he can’t fit them back where he got them
from. He’s like that, flashy temper. There are lots of reasons why
people get angry sometimes, and I think he’s made up of all the
reasons. He just can't help himself—it’s such a habit. I'm used to it
and I don’t much like it, but I put up with it. I can’t change him.

It didn’t use to be this way. Frank has always been the kind-
est person. If you needed help moving, you didn’t even have to
ask, he would offer up and just be there with his truck, a pizza
and a six-pack of beer. Back in the day, I would find him un-
derneath the neighbor’s car changing the oil, driving somebody
across town to an appointment, or professing to me in the quiet
and dark dawn that he wanted to be a better man. He would do
anything for anybody, even people he didn’t know. If you ask any
of our friends, they would say he is zber thoughtful and helpful.
People like Frank. He is a small man with a big heart. I used to
call him my love extremist.


https://vancouversun.com/entertainment/books/book-review-north-vancouver-writers-survival-stories-from-the-edge
https://miramichireader.ca/2020/09/people-like-frank-by-jenn-ashton/

Nominated for the 2025 J.W. Defoe Book Prize
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THE LAST REPRESENTATIVE OF CANADA IN KANDAHAR
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Martin’s personal account of efforts to encourage diplomacy
and development — which constituted a great deal of on-the-
ground work but received little media coverage during his
Kandahar posting — illustrates how this volatile mix of action
and circumstances served as an unsettling backdrop for many
well-intentioned aid workers, diplomats, and military person-
nel. Enriched with the reflections of two dozen of those col-
leagues, his memoir describes the adrenalin and exhaustion that
marked long, hot days . . . Full review. Quill and Quire

His contribution to the historical record shows how Canadians,
motivated by duty rather than power, by responsibility rather
than conquest, attempted to develop the ‘graveyard of em-
pires’ into a peaceful democracy. To Martin, that those efforts
failed should not denigrate the value of each individual effort.
Full review. The British Columbia Review

Table of Contents

Preface: What does it mean for men and women, military and
civilian, to enter into hot combat in a distant country?

1. Tim, We Want you to Go to Kandahar: Weighing personal
risks and costs against humanitarian and professional duties
and opportunities.

2. The Dance of War: Canada crashed into a surprise insurgency
that took the military to its limits.

3. Fakeghanistan: Canadians bound for Kandahar needed a
crash course in the realities of living in a war zone.

4. The Wire: Camp Nathan Smith was a military base in the
heart of Kandahar city, subject to military rules, operational
tempo and the constant risk of Taliban attacks.

Unwinnable Peace
Untold Stories of Canada’s
Mission in Afghanistan

by Tim Martin

CA $24.95, 296pp, 5.5” x 8.5”
ISBN 9781990160349 (paperback)

NHWRO Military history: post-WW2

HIS027190 HISTORY / Wars & Conflicts /
Afghan War (2001-2021)
POL056000 POLITICAL SCIENCE /

Canada’s longest war (2001-2014)
pushed military, diplomatic, develop-
ment and humanitarian organizations
to their limits. Was it all in vain:

A veteran diplomat, the author com-
bines his personal experiences with
those of his colleagues (Afghan and
Canadian) to examine Canada’s mis-
sion to Afghanistan at a human level.
Based on interviews with twenty-five
key decision-makers and participants,
many of whom are speaking publicly
for the first time, Unwinnable Peace
recounts the personal and professional
challenges faced by individuals deeply
committed to securing and rebuilding
Kandahar province.

5. Weaving a Basket Out of Snakes: Power brokers made things
happen, but democracy and human rights were not values they
shared with us.

6. For the Sake of Kandahar: Many in the Afghan diaspora re-

turned to help their county at great personal risk.

7. Frogs in a Por: A relentless campaign of killing the civilian
leadership of Kandahar took a heavy toll on our Afghan part-
ners and undermined the mission.

8. Dare to Know: Developing credible Intelligence required
gathering information from multiple, sometimes contradictory,
sources.

9. llluminating a Black Hole: Canada worked long and hard to
ensure that captured enemies were not subjected to the torture
and mistreatment endemic in the Afghan jails.

10. Courts, Cops and Corrections: If Kandahar was going to be
safe for its citizens, it needed professional police, secure and
humane prisons and a justice system that worked.

11. Clear, Hold, Build A better future for Kandahar meant devel-
oping civilian infrastructure in multiple disciplines.

12. Telling the Story Canada tried hard to get the message out
that we were helping the Afghans rebuild and develop, bur the war
delivered a different storyline.

13. The Fall: When the fragile government of the Islamic Re-
public of Afghanistan collapsed and the Taliban took over, we
helped those we : could—Dbut that wasn’t everybody.

14. Was it Worth I New geopolitical crises crowd the horizon,
and there are powerful lessons to learn from the Canadian mis-
sion in Kandahar.

NON-FICTION


https://quillandquire.com/review/unwinnable-peace-untold-stories-of-canadas-mission-in-afghanistan/
https://thebcreview.ca/2025/08/28/2643-downey-martin/
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FOR MY
FATHER

LOVE, LOSS AND ESCAPE
FROM VIETNAM
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Unlike most memoirs about the immigrant experience that center
around overcoming hurdles to build a new life, Jolie Phuong
Hoang instead structures Three Funerals For My Father: Love,
Loss and Escape from Vietnam around her father’s death as he
tries to escape Vietnam by boat in 1985. Her younger sister also
drowned on that journey. It takes Hoang three decades to come to
terms with her father’s and sister’s deaths and her book tells their
stories . . . Hoang’s memoir is a moving tribute to her father’s
memory and the lengths he took to make sure his family was safe.
Full review. Asian Review of Books

... experiences come to life in a rare look at sacrifices made during
the quest for freedom, providing an intimate examination of hard-
ship and courage that should be on the shelves of any collection.
Full review. Donovan’s Bookshelf

Excerpt

I rushed to Cén Son Island, near where the boat sank, to the site
where the communist government imprisoned those who tried to
escape their own country and were captured at sea. Before the fall
of Saigon in 1975, the South Vietnamese government used the
island to incarcerate notorious criminals and to torture commu-
nists. Many communists or citizens who were accused of being
communists were executed or murdered. There were more prisons
on this island than homes, more nameless graves than those with
tombstones, and many mass graves waiting to be discovered. Con
Son Island was home to many ghosts of the present and the past.
I heard the weary cries of those who had died unjust deaths and
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What would you risk to save your
children?

Jolie Phuong Hoang grew up as one of ten
children, part of a prosperous Vietnamese
family. All that changed after the com-
munists took over in 1975. Desperate to
ensure the family’s safety and to provide
a future for his children, Jolie’s father ar-

ranged three separate escapes. This is a
poignant story of love, grief and resil-
ience that spans three countries and

fifty years.
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those who died fighting to liberate South Vietnam. Their souls
longed for the living to come to this island, to discover and collect
their corpses. They dreamed of proper burial ceremonies, close to
their living families. The spirits of the dead suffered in agony; the
living endured in misery.

I found my wife and my two young sons. They were lying on
a dirty mat in a filthy cell with many other prisoners. I recog-
nized some of them—they were my fellow escapees. My wife
wept silently. My sons tried to comfort their mother even as tears
dripped from the corners of their own eyes.

“Where is Lan Phuong?” I asked my wife. “Ph§ and Phén,
Father is here. I am right beside you,” I screamed, then realized
they could not see or hear me. I crumbled to the ground.

Then I heard the familiar voice of our youngest daughter.
“Father, is that you?”

“Lan Phuong!” I hugged her and she wrapped her arms around
me. She could feel me. We felt each other. Then I understood that
she was just like me—a ghost with a confused soul that could not
rise to Heaven.

“Father, where were you? What happened to us?” asked Lan
Phuong, her voice trembling.

I held her tiny hands. Our souls flew to the place on the sea
where the boat had gone down. Our souls sank under the water
and found dead bodies still trapped in the hull, other corpses
slowly rising to the surface. We saw miserable souls clinging to
their lifeless, drifting bodies. We heard the wails of other an-
guished ghosts, desperately searched for their remains. We avoided
the chaos and sat on a piece of debris, our weightless souls floating
on angry waves under a dark purple sky.

“Father, why are we here?”
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Women have been playing hockey since
the beginning—but their fights took
place off the ice.

Hockey wasnt meant to include gitls.
Women attracted to the speed, finesse and
physicality of the game had to overcome
condescending attitudes, lack of resources,
legal barriers and even sexual assault in
their quest for legitimacy and ice time.
For more than 150 years, their gender
was questioned, monitored, hidden, dis-
paraged and trivialized. Even so, teams
were formed and stars emerged. From “the
miracle maid” of the early 20th century to
members of today’s Professional Women’s
Hockey League, these are the stories of

WOMEN'S RELENTLESS Winter Sports / Hockey women who truly had ice in their veins.
PURSUIT OF THE PUCK
FOREN¥OAD BY GERALDINE HEANEY
LFTERINORD BY SAMI 10 SMALL
Reviews Excerpt

For those of us who grew up immersed in ice hockey culture in the
1980s and 1990s, such sexist remarks were not just common—they
were normalized.[1] Few questioned them, and even fewer spoke
out. Yet, looking back, these seemingly innocuous jokes reflected
deeper structural barriers that shaped the sport. In Ice in Their Veins:
Women’s Relentless Pursuit of the Puck, The Hockey News managing
women’s ice hockey editor, Ian Kennedy, dissects these barriers
with unflinching honesty, offering both historical insight and per-
sonal reflection on the struggle for gender equality in ice hockey.
Eull review. Idrottsforum—Nordic Sports Science Forum

At the risk of sounding clichéd, Ian Kennedy is good at putting
women first. There’s his years coaching girls youth hockey, his cov-
erage of women’s hockey for The Hockey News, and his recently
released book, Ice In Their Veins: Women’s Relentless Pursuit of
the Puck. But more importantly, it was pausing this interview
to help his young daughter, home with a broken leg; and yes,
she called to her dad almost at the exact moment he started
talking. After Hero Dad returned to the call to talk with Two
Minutes for Reading So Good, we had a really good chat, one that
opened my eyes to a number of different things that I hadnt
thought of as a male hockey fan in a male-dominated sport.
And, truthfully, that really describes Ice In Their Veins. There’s
a thousand or more interesting tidbits in it that made me go,
Hmm, why didnt I know about this subject/person/team?
Eull review. Society for International Hockey Research

This book continues Kennedy’s work of highlighting and advocat-
ing for women’s hockey (and I would encourage readers to follow
The Hockey News “Women’s Hockey” page that Kennedy started),
and lce in Their Veins is an impressive and important book. It is a
valuable resource for those new to women’s stand-up hockey and
includes quite a few new details and anecdotes for veteran wom-
en’s stand-up hockey fans. Full review. Hockey in Society

The Lipstick Tournament

The tournament was a huge success, not only on the ice, but in
the stands. “There were a lot of people during that first Lipstick
Tournament, the arena filled up,” recalls Grace Small, founder of
the Wallaceburg team. “There was a lot of excitement, a lot of
friendliness, a lot of camaraderie. We were excited to be part of
something new, we were excited to be on the ice to play.”

The quality of play impressed onlookers, including a reporter
from 7he Windsor Star. The final game in particular, won by the
Humberside Dairy Queens in a 2 —1 decision over the Don Mills
Satan’s Angels, elicited “the opinion that the two teams would be
capable of defeating a few of the men’s teams competing in the
area.” The most valuable player, the Lipstick Tournament Sweet-
heart, was given a heart-shaped, engraved locket; Miss Valentine
received a bouquet of roses. Miss Valentine of 1969, Marian
Coveny, would go on to become the first captain of Team Canada.

After their first tournament, the women on the Hornettes re-
alized their skates were not suited to hockey. “We played with
figure skates because we didn’t put boys’ skates on,” says Small. At
the time, “hockey skates” were definitely boys’ skates, while girls
only wore figure skates. Shirley Huff, an Indigenous woman from
neighboring Walpole Island First Nation who played for Walla-
ceburg, was frustrated. “One thing about hockey, we had to use
figure skates to play, and I was always tripping and falling all over
with these little picks on the end. So I took them to a man who
sharpened skates and I got them shaved off, so I played okay with
it,” Huff says. “As the months went on, I picked up a pair of boys’
skates from the Goodwill store and played hockey. I loved it.”

The shift from figure skates to hockey skates or, as most called
them, “boy’s skates,” was a significant development that removed
one more barrier to women’s participation.
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Houw, exactly, does one contact a spirit?
Hoping to be haunted, Ann McDougall
has tried everything from seances to
automatic writing.

“Is this place haunted?” Staff at historic
house museums are asked about ghosts
on a daily basis, and these small museums
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This fascinating work explores why historic houses compel us to
connect with the “other side”, and dissects the hows and whys
of talking to the dead . . . Underpinned by personal experience,
shot-through with personality, and written in a compellingly
companionable style, A Ghost in the Room has huge appeal for
those who are drawn to the spookier side of historic house muse-
ums and ghost walks. Full review. LoveReading

. . . this book is an interesting mixture of primary and secondary
sources along with McDougall’s own firsthand accounts. She sub-
jects herself to numerous seances and Spiritualist meetups, goes
to classes and retreats designed to make a medium of her, etc. She
is, as my podcast friends would say, left of skeptic: she wants to
believe, yet she is always willing to entertain more rational and
mundane explanations before she accepts an outright supernat-
ural one. I appreciate both of these desires, and I enjoyed the
open-mindedness on display, Full review. KaraReads

Excerpt
The Fatal Toronto Séance

In the late summer of 1874, 31-year-old Torontonian John
Saunders became interested in communicating with the dead.
Not entirely convinced by Spiritualism, but wanting to believe,
he started attending seances around the city and, to his surprise,
spotted the faces of several prominent local figures in the dimly
lit rooms. Perhaps these respected men lent credibility, because
Saunders kept returning to watch mediums make contact with
the spirits.
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Seances of the 1870s were often conducted in the dark, but
could be visually spectacular nonetheless, with eerie spirit lights
twinkling in the gloom, and glowing spirit hands or faces man-
ifesting and drifting about the room. In London, England, the
famed teenage medium Florence Cook would lie down in a cab-
inet or adjoining room, enter a trance, and manifest the full cor-
poreal body of a spirit named Katie King. Barely visible in the
darkness, Katie King would walk around the seance room, speak
with and touch attendees, and even hold babies before retiring to
the cabinet and melting away to the spirit world. The fact that
Katie King reportedly looked a lot like Florence Cook wrapped in
a white shawl didnt seem to bother believers. They were certain
Katie was a real spirit visiting the living world through the efforts
of a divinely gifted teen girl. And in any case, they argued, Katie
was taller than Florence.

Back in Toronto, John Saunders attended a seance in a room
above Morrison’s clothing store on King Street that had been ren-
ovated for the purpose, with an expensive custom spirit cabinet
built in. Spirit cabinets were spaces where a medium could be
partially or fully concealed from sitters. They were sometimes
actual wooden cabinets, but might be something more tempo-
rary, such as a curtained-off area or even an adjoining room.
Mediums claimed that the cabinets served to concentrate their
spiritual energies, or to protect them from supernatural injury as
they worked. It was common for a medium to be tied up in full
view of the audience before the cabinet was closed to prove that
they weren't creating any of the seance’s eerie phenomena them-
selves. Of course, critics pointed out that the concealment of the
cabinet offered a perfect opportunity for trickery.
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Four drinks isnt a binge. That’s aprés-
ski on a Tuesday.

Alcohol has informed every phase of Veron-
icaWoodruffslife. Growingup, her parents’
addiction took the family from wealth
and privilege to destitution and eventual
homelessness. Bartending provided the
income she needed to complete her edu-
cation and start her career as a scientist;
drinking brought friendship, romance,
and adventure. Booze lubricated the
gears of her professional and personal
life for decades. Combining research
with memoir, Blind Drunk charts the
evolution of drinking culture in North
America, from the morality-based lens
that led to Prohibition to the science-

Reviews

Blind Drunk is a harrowing look at the direct negative impact
of alcohol on three lives — and indirectly on many more. How-
ever, Woodruff is to be commended for eschewing preachiness:
she does not pontificate on the ills of drink so much as illustrate
the deleterious impact a culture focused on alcohol can have on
particular individuals, while drawing on research to reinforce her
lived experience. A cautionary tale rather than an injunction, the
memoir is also a tribute to the redemptive powers of the natu-
ral world. Furthermore, it is inspirational in its affirmation of
resilience: Veronica learns well how to get back up from a fall.
Full review. The British Columbia Review

Woodruff did not associate her drinking with the drinking life
of her parents and felt she “was a highly professional, func-
tioning drinker.” But when she realized she was devising ways
to hide her drinking, to keep pace with others, or put wine in
her coffee cup during a Zoom meeting, she knew it was time
to quit . . . With new strategies, she realized that “Every event
I successfully navigated sober reinforced a new bias, that al-
cohol did not contribute to a good time.” Today, Wood-
ruff knows that she has “accomplished so many things that
wouldn’t have been possible if 5:00 pm wine was ever present.
Full review. Whistler Writers Festival

Veronica Woodruff's Blind Drunk is a courageous explora-
tion of how alcohol has shaped families, careers, and social
circles in both destructive and subte ways. With unflinch-
ing honesty, she traces her own childhood in a household
marked by wealth, persistent drinking, showing how nor-
malized alcohol was in professional and personal settings.
Eull review. Readers’ Choice, Goodreads

based approach that underlies today’s
sober curious movement.

Excerpt

“You're going to learn to make a drink,” Dad proclaimed. “You
have to add a lot of ice, as much ice as the glass will hold.” He
looked at me expectantly.

When I saw there were no further instructions coming, I went
to the cupboard and grabbed a short, crystal glass that I knew he
liked to use, then collected the ice cube tray from the freezer and
filled the glass to the brim. “Like this, Daddy?” I held up the glass
expectantly.

“Yes. Now you add the gin.” He continued leaning on the
counter with his arms crossed as I grabbed the bottle of Beefeater
Gin from its place on the counter next to the bread box. I brought
the glass and the gin over to where he was standing and started
pouring with abandon.

Dad waved his hand. “Make sure you leave room for a splash of
orange juice,” he cautioned.

I stopped pouring close to the top and followed his instructions,
getting the juice out of the fridge and topping off the cocktail.

He smoothed my hair with one of his huge hands and I knew I
had done something right.

“Can I try asip?”

“Sure, but you aren’t going to like it.” He laughed.

He was right. It smelled like poison and tasted worse. Even a
tiny sip burned my mouth and throat. Only someone very pow-
erful could drink something like that.

He smiled down at me. “Now, make one for your mother.”
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