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' 0 s E doors take quite a beating. Brass sheet nailed across the bottom.

Whap! What a way to announce your presence. You kind of explode, going
through one door onto the customers, through the other onto the cooks.
I’s so nifty when I discover how they work: you're supposed to go through
only on the right-hand side and that’s how you don’t get hit not looking
when someone steamrollers through the other door at full clip with aload
of dirty dishes or food spread out along their hands and arms. Boom! You'd
think the glass portholes'd fall out of the doors, but they're built to take it.
Inch-and-a-half varnished fir plywood with big spring hinges. When | first
start working in the cafe I love to wallop that brass as hard as I can. But my
dad warns me early to not make such a noise because that disturbs the
customers, so 1 come up with a way of placing my heel close to the bottom
nd then rocking the foot forward to squeeze the door openina silent rush
of air as I come through on the fly. But when we get real busy, like at
lunchtime. all the waiters and waitresses, including my dad, will let loose in
the shape and cacophony of busy-ness, the kicker of desire hidden in the
isochronous torso, a necessary dance, a vital percussion, a critical persua

sion, a playful permission fastand loud, WhapBamBoom!—feels so good.

Chinese Restaurant is the name of a small, strip mall Chinese
fe 2 friend of mine eats at once in a while. We laugh at the innocent

nretentiousness of the name, Famous

the pride with which my father names the | )Yiamond

1C Name IH'H}l"I innocent nol lﬂl‘ll‘ll(l‘)ll‘. [lll‘l)l.\lll()llll,

yanquet at the grand opening, is the most modern,
restaurant in the interior of B.( llu-‘un']«-(lth“.l;(l)()llln‘\nmlh‘.

the aneles of a diamond, and the diamond itself stands for good

new restaurant will bring good luck for all our families
Drink! Have a good time!

\ Chinese stands for good luck, it seems. You're not

might bring bad luck. Aunty Ethel is very upset

w hit ket for my father's funeral, She says That no
i luck!

of the dynamics of naming and desire when |

: Chinese cafes in my family’s history. The big

ve, with no disrespect for the Queen’s
ight. In fact, everyone in town pronounces

\ Elite in Swift Current and that’s what he

move out to B.C. Elite is a fairly common
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over the tabletops. The voices from up there or behind the curtain are hot-
tempered, powerful, challenging, aggressive, bickering, accusatory, demeaning,
bravado, superstitious, bluffing, gossipy, serious, goading, letting off steam,
ticked off, fed up, hot under the collar, hungry for company, hungry for

language, hungry for luck, edgy.

I hardly ever go into King’s Family Restaurant because, when it comes to
Chinese cafes and Chinatowns, I'd rather be transparent. Camouflaged
enough so they know I'm there but can’t see me, can’t get to me. It’s not
safe. I need a clear coast for a getaway. Invisible. I don’t know who Iam in
this territory and maybe don’t want to. Yet I love to wander into Toronto’s
Chinatown and eat tofu and vegetables at my favourite barbecue joint and
then meander indolently through the crowds, listening to the tones and
watching the dark eyes, the black hair. Sometimes in a store, say, ['m picking
up a pair of new kung-fu sandals and the guy checks my Mastercard as I sign
and he savs Wah! You Chinese? Heh heh heh! because he knows I'm not.
Physically, I'm racially transpicuous and I've come to prefer that mode.

[ want to be there but don’t want to be seen being there. By the time I'm
ten I'm only white. Until 1949 the few Chinese in my life are relatives and
old men. Very few Chinese kids my age. After ‘49, when the Canadian
sovernment rescinds its Chinese Exclusion Act, a wave of young Chinese
immigrate to Canada. Nelson’s Chinese population visibly changes in the
early fifties. In a few years there are enough teenage Chinese kids around to

form not only an association, the Nelson Chinese Youth Association, but

lso a basketball team. And they're good, too. Fast, smart. | play on the
nior high school team, and when the NCYA team comes to play us, |
know a lot of the Chinese guys. But my buddies at school call them chinks
oeeks and 1 feel a little embarrassed and don’t talk much with the

hinese kids. I'm white enough to get away with itand that's what I do.

But ntown, working in the cafe, things are different. Some of the
tart working at our cafe, and my dad’s very involved with
the ettle into their new circumstances, He acts as an inter
{ t of the legal negotiations. Everyone’s trying to reunite with
tives. Anyway, | work alongside some of these new Chinese
over around 1953 and Lawrence is in the cafe business
' vorking life. Lawrence and | work together in the
! ¢ small-town Nelson for university at the coast. We're
| tod iging men, we always exchange greetings
ever we meet on the street. But | hardly ever go into his cafe.







gulp quickly Granny Erickson’s Christmas pickled herring while her beak-
nosed challenge sat in the kitchen chair opposite your dark bird-eyed
defiance (oof dah), or when Betty Goodman ordered stewed oysters for
lunch and you got me to wait on her while you went to the can and puked,
111 those puzzled moments in the new world when your brown brow
squinched up while you translated vectors or politesse or measurement or
celebration or strange foods or weird Europeans or, through gold-rimmed
reading glasses, the day’s page 1 world wars, page 2 Baker Street, page 5
sports, Nelson Daily News spread out over the grey Formica tabletop in the
back booth of the Diamond Grill, all these moments nothing but your river
of truth, fiction, and history, nothing but the long nights of a Chinese
winter waiting for the promised new/old world of mothers fathers brothers
sisters, river of ocean, river of impossible passing, too large and formidable
even later spinning your days out under Elephant Mountain, such encoun-
ters with possibility criss-crossed on your forehead, indeed, your whole
body wired taut for daily brushes with what, the foreign, that jailed Juan de
Fuca immigrant in your eyes as you looked, now look out to the sea this
sentence makes, puzzled, cryptic, wild, bewildered, ex’d and perplexed
thought so far away and other, but then your lower lip bites up under your
teeth, hands, fingers, eyes, laughing, how, to .

But then you by now, like everyone else in town, we’ve all, walked past
the sign in the window of the Club Cafe

SPECIAL CHRISTMA S DINNEKRER

5 AR I'H | ITRIMMINGS

Christmas dinner Sammy Wong has cooked every year since he

in 19238 from his cousin, who went back to China to find a

ficin

Never bought or brought a wife. Only girls he knows are
| Edna has been there the longest; she's a steamboat and
s the place tip-top. She pretty much runs the front

he probably made that, a few sprigs of holly

wax crayon and “All the Trimmings” in red—sits

om the condensation running down the window
moky cafe. The only thing Edna doesn’t like
ind she tells him, too, is that special cranberry
You re not gonna make that again, it's too tart,
tf is nicer, sweeter, darker. Sammy just glares at her

| the time | make this—what’s a matter

w Grand Hotel has a sprayed-icing window
g [ts dining room will be closed
Eve the hotel is holding a gala banquet

te Dominic Rissuti, the cigar-smoking







ijumbo shrimp and black beans finished off with ice cream or Jell-O and lots
of leftover Christmas cake and a few speeches, even the mayor’s toast to the
<hv Chinese cooks who stand just outside the swinging kitchen doors in
their dirty aprons, faces glazed with sweat. Shu Ling Mar the chief cook
looks to you and says something in Chinese and you translate He says
please come back again you're all welcome, lots more in the kitchen! Then
somehow, all that mess disappears and the floors washed by six the next
morning when you open up.

Then what is that taste, mulled memory, kitchen sediment. Your hands
and body fill, pour, stir. Dark brown eyes the Aleutian land bridge over the
stove—and dancing. How do I make your tangy sauce for seafood cocktail so
o00od my mouth waters in this sentence saying ketchup horseradish lemon
Tabasco, maybe a dash of soy. Something gave pure zip. Your shoulders. I
thought the sharp red bottle in the top cupboard. Reach. Was crabmeat.
Even something creamy crunchy celery tomatoed and all that spooned into
short glasses, fluted, what I thought were like sundae dishes first lined with
1 lettuce leaf, a few dozen made up in advance and kept on a shelf in the
walk-in cooler. I'd sneak one. Or two. Boston cream pie on a slack and
snowy Sunday afternoon. Where did that taste for such zip Charlie-chim-
chong-say-wong-lung-chung come to your mouth in a shot shout as you
clicked your tongue, eyes sparkled if it was too hot, too much kick, they'd
water a bit and vou'd cut the sauce with what, HP, or maybe that other dark
brown steak sauce, A-1, under the counters by the cutlery trays. Not

wwenne. No, that was never your spice. Chili powder. Some say you looked
ore Mexican than Chinese and right here on this page fiction wouldn’t be
wry making you out Philippino. So, of course, chili or Tabasco. But of
omething with more smack than gut, not pepper, further forward
on the palate to match the sea brine but with bang, Oooo-Eee, the boot to
nquet and Chinese New Year. That now then is winter lingu
December. Under the breath. Just outside. Massive dark hole
+. just outside. Or just next door, the mayor, the

s else, everyone else. And all time. What's a matter? You

1id Pretty good gung hey, eh, Freddy? Fa choy!




Author Biographies




Centre for the Arts. Brady teaches
writing at NYU and the Writer's
Voice and divides her time between

New York City and the Catskills

A\REN CONNELLY isthe
author of several books of poetry
and non-fiction. She is the recipient
of the Pat Lowther Memorial Award
for poetry and the Governor
General’s Literary Award for non-
fiction. She is currently working on
anovel and a collection of essays
about Burma. Connelly’s most
recent book of poetry is The Border
Surrounds Us (McClelland &
Stewart 2000). Connelly’s other
books include Touch the Dragon: A
Thai Journal (Turnstone Press
1992). which won the Governor
General’s Literary Award for non-
fiction and was a national bestseller,
s well as The Small Words in My
Body (Gutter Press 1995), This
Brighter Prison (Brick Books 1993),
One Room in a Castle—Letters from
Spain, France and Greece
(Turnstone Press 1995) and The
Disorder of Love (Gutter Press 1997)
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who lives in the north of England
Her stories have been published in
many anthologies and collections
and have won several awards. Her
first novel is entitled Crocodile Soup
(McArthur & Co.1999), and sheis
currently working on a second
novel, the first draft of which was

written in the Leighton Studios

MYRA DAVIES 1sawestern

Canadian writer and recording and
pvrthmmu‘c artist. Since 1991,
Davies has been working with
Berlin electronica sound artist
Gudrun Guton a collaborative
spoken word, recording, and perfor-
mance project, MIASMA. Gutand
Davies have released two MIASMA
CDs and additional individual
tracks. They have toured in Europe
several times and maintain linked
Web sites in Canada and Germany
Davies is writing a book about the

Berlin underground music scene

MIL A. DRAITSER'S
stories have appeared (or are forth
coming) in the Partisan Review, The
Kenyon Review, The Literary
Review. International Quarterly,
Confrontation, as well as on the Op
Ed pages of the Los Angeles Times
wnd San Francisco Chronicle. He's a
recipient of the New Jersey Counc il
of the Arts Fellowship in Fiction and
the City University of New York
Grant for Creative Writing
Currently, Draitser teaches Russian

it Hunter College in New Y ork

LICE FRIMAN, borninNew
York City {‘i)lll]"wl'l"IIJ"XH.I\IY
English and creative writing at the

niversity of Indianapolis
Published in ten countries and
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residence at Princeton Day School in
Princeton, New Jersey. Her book
Risking Intensity (The National
Council of Teachers of English

1999) is about reading and writing
poetry with high school students
Her next book, Dancing with Words,
is to be published in spring 2001.
Michaels’ poems have appeared or
are forthcoming in Poetry, Woman's
Review of Books, and other journals,
and she has published book reviews

in America Book Review.

KAREN MULHALLENS
editor-in-chief of Descant, which
she has edited for most of its three
decades. She has published seven
volumes of poetry—Sheba and
Solomon (Eleftheria 1984), Modern
Love (Black Moss Press 1990), War
Surgery (Black Moss Press 1996), A
Sentimental Dialogue (Pasdeloup
1996), The Caverns of Ely
(Pasdeloup 1997), Hermon Tour
(Pasdeloup 1998), and The Grace of
Private Passage (Black Moss Press
2000). She co-edited Tasks of
Passion: Dennis Lee at Mid-Career
(Descant Editions 1982) and edited
Views from the North: A Travel
Anthology (Porcupine’s Quill 1984),
as well as Paper Guitar: Twenty
Seven Writers Celebrate 25 Years of
Descant Magazine (HarperCollins
1995). She is also the author of the
prose travel-fiction-memoir In the
Era of Acid Rain (Black Moss Press
1992). Mulhallen is the author of
numerous articles and reviews on
the arts, and her essays on literature
ind culture have l;l;l!'.\h‘ti both in
Canada and abroad. She is the
former arts features editor of the

) 1 1 1
Canadian Forum, on which she

worked 1or fourteen years, ind her
olumn on Canada, “Canadian
Diary z;*',‘l",!"1‘.5.'3."].‘"!H.‘d

Review (London and Edinburgh).
Mulhallen teaches English in
Toronto at Ryerson Polytechnic
University. She is working on a new

book of poetry set on or near water.

ROSEMARY NIXON has

published two works of fiction,
Mostly Country (NeWest Press
1993) and The Cock’s Egg (NeWest
Press 1994 ), the latter of which won
the Howard O'Hagan Award for
Short Fiction in 1994. Nixon has
published in literary magazines and
anthologies across Canada. In the
fall of 1996, she was awarded a grant
to write for five weeks at the
Leighton Studios. Nixon was the
1996-97 Canadian writer-in-resi-
dence in the Markin-Flanagan
Distinguished Writers Programme

ELEN FOGWILL PORTER
was born and grew up in St. John's,
Newfoundland, where she still
lives. She has been writing profes-
sionally for thirty-five years and has
published across Canada and over-
seas. She writes fiction, non-fiction,
poetry, humour, drama, and criti
cism. Most of Porter's work is setin
St. John's; she is keenly interested in
regional speech. Porter is
completing her second novel,
Finishing School. Her first poetry
collection, Blood and Water, is now
with her publisher, Breakwater
Books. Porter’s pllllll‘-hml books
include Below the Bridge
(Breakwater Books 1980), January,
February, June or July (Breakwater
yooks 1988) and A Long and Lonely
Ride (Breakwater Books 1991)
lanuary, February, June or July was
‘-’:ul!ll‘.ll‘xl tor llll‘ W.H
Smith/Books in Canada First Novel

Award in 1989 and won the Young

Adult Canadian Book Award,
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ARMINE SARRACINDO
grew up in the immigrant neigh-
bourhood of Federal Hill in
Providence, Rhode Island, asa
second-generation Italian-
American. He attended Rhode
Island College and the University of
Michigan, where he earned a Ph.D
He has published widely on Walt
Whitman and is currently putting
together a collection of his own
poems for a first book, entitled This
Day. Residing in Pennsylvania,
Sarracino is the R. W. Schlosser
Professor of English at
Elizabethtown College.

LORIA SAWAI livesin
Edmonton. Her first collection of
short fiction, Song for Nettie
Johnson, will be published in spring
2001 by Coteau Books

AYLE SILBERT haspublished
more than one hundred stories in
literary magazines, as well as poetry
and several personal essays. Some of
her work is represented in a handful
of anthologies. Of the five books she
has published, one is a book of
poems, three are short stories; the
most recent, The Free Thinkers
(Seven Stories Press 2000), consists
of two novellas. Silbert is also
known as a photographer of writers

OROTHY SPEAK grewupin

southern Ontario. She has written

two story collections, The Counsel of

the Moon (Random House 1990)
ind Object of Your Love (Somerville

House 1996). Her recently

completed novel, of which this

excerpt is from an early draft, will be
hed by Random House in

vak live

in Otawa

Born in Flin Flon, Manitoba, B I R K

SPROXTO N now writesand
edits in Red Deer, Alberta. His novel
The Red-Headed Woman with the
Black Black Heart (Turnstone Press
1997) won an award for historical
fiction. He is the author of
Headframe: (Turnstone Press 1985),
along poem, and editor of Trace
Prairie Writers on Writing
(Turnstone Press 1997) and Great
Stories from the Prairies (Red Deer
Press 2000). Sproxton is the
founding editor of an online maga-
zine called “Taking Place: Canadian
Prairie Writing.”

NDA SVENDSEN isafiction
writer and screenwriter. Marine Life
(HarperCollins 1992), her collection
of linked stories, was recently made
into a film. “White Shoulders™ has
been anthologized in the Penguin
Anthology of Stories by Canadian
Women (Viking Penguin 1997) and
The Oxford Book of Stories by
Canadian Women in English
(Oxford University Press 2000)
Her stories have been published in
the Atlantic, Saturday Night, and
Prairie Schooner, and she has
appeared three times in the O
Henry Awards’ Prize Stories
(Doubleday & Company) and Best
Canadian Stories (Oberon Press),
and has won NEA and Canada
Council grants, Svendsen also
adapted The Diviners and The Sue
Rodriguez Story for television, She
lives with her family in Vancouver
and teaches in the Creative Writing
Program at the University of British
Columbia

)YSTON TESTER wasborn
in England’s industrial “Black

Country” and grew up in

Birmingham. Before coming to
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When her husband died in 1973,
Wylie turned to journalism and
non-fiction for income to finish
rearing her fourc h11drcn She has
published thirty-five books,

mcmdmgMogmph\ self-help,
financial planning, inspiration,
cookbooks, children’s plays and
puppet plays, belles lettres and
poetry (two volumes), and some
three dozen plays that have been

produced in theatres in Canada, the

U.S.. Britain, and New Zealand—but

no fictdon

AN ZWICKY' s booksinclude

Wittgenstein Elegies (Brick Books
1986), The New Room (Coach

House Books 1989), Lyric

nl

Philosophy (University of Toronto
Press 1992), and Songs for
Relinquishing the Earth (Cashion
1996: Brick Books 1998). She has
also published widely as an essayist
on issues in music, poetry, and
philosophy. Zwicky has taught
creative writing at the University of
New Brunswick, led a number of
workshops, and taughtin the
Writing Program at The Banff
Centre for the Arts. Since 1986, she
has edited poetry for Brick Books. A
native of Alberta, Zwicky is
currently living on Vancouver
Island, where she teaches in the
Philosophy Department at the

University of Victoria.
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