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CanLit Trail At-A-Glance:  
Project Bookmark Canada’s Bookmarks #1 – #17 
	
#17 The Cat and the Wizard, by 
Dennis Lee, with Illustrations by 
Gillian Johnson 
Toronto, Ontario 
Casa Loma 
HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd. 
 
#16 The Fishers of Paradise, by 
Rachael Preston 
Hamilton, Ontario 
Desjardins Trail, harbour side, at 
the edge of the floating bridge. 
Wolsak and Wynn 
 
#15 Any Known Blood, by Lawrence 
Hill 
Oakville, Ontario 
King and Navy Streets 
HarperCollinsPublishersLtd. 
 
#14 No Great Mischief, by Alistair 
MacLeod 
Port Hastings, Cape Breton 
Island, Nova Scotia 
Nova Scotia Visitor Centre 
McClelland & Stewart 
 
#13 The Republic of Love, by Carol 
Shields 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 
Intersection of River and Osborne, 
at The Gas Station Arts Centre 
Random House of Canada, Ltd. 
 

	
#12 The Jade Peony, by Wayson 
Choy 
Vancouver, British Columbia 
Intersection of Pender and Gore, in 
the heart of Chinatown 
Douglas & McIntyre 
 
#11 "The Sea Breeze Lounge," by Al 
Pittman 
Woody Point (in Gros Morne 
National Park), Newfoundland 
Seaside Suites, adjacent to the 
harbour 
From Thirty-for-Sixty, Breakwater 
Books 
 
#10 Sailor Girl, by Sheree-Lee Olson 
Port Colborne, Ontario 
Lock 8 Park, Welland Canal 
The Porcupine’s Quill 
 
#9 "Giants," by John Terpstra 
Hamilton, Ontario 
Sam Lawrence Park 
From Two or Three 
Guitars, Gaspereau Press 
 
#8 The Queen of Unforgetting, by 
Sylvia Maultash Warsh 
Midland, Ontario 
Little Lake Park 
Cormorant Books 
 
#7 "Song for the Field Behind 
Mississauga Valley Public School," 
by Jeff Latosik 
Mississauga, Ontario 
Mississauga Valleys Park footpath 
(east end) near Central Parkway 
East and Bloor Street 
From Tiny, Frantic, 
Stronger, Insomniac Press 
 

	
#6 Fugitive Pieces, by Anne Michaels 
Toronto, Ontario 
College and Manning Streets 
McClelland & Stewart 
 
#5 Garbo Laughs, by Elizabeth Hay 
Ottawa, Ontario 
Bronson Place, West side (near 
Fulton) at Colonel By Drive 
McClelland & Stewart 
 
#4 "Essentialist," by Ken Babstock 
Toronto, Ontario 
St. George and Bloor Streets, 
opposite the subway station 
From Airstream Land Yacht, House 
of Anansi 
 
#3 "Mexican Sunsets," by Bronwen 
Wallace 
Kingston, Ontario 
Princess and Clergy Streets 
From Common Magic, Oberon 
Press 
 
#2 Rogues' Wedding, by Terry Griggs 
Owen Sound 
Waterfront Trail 
Random House of Canada, Ltd. 
 
#1 In the Skin of a Lion, by Michael 
Ondaatje 
Toronto, Ontario 
Bloor Street Viaduct 
McClelland & Stewart 



	

	

 
 

Bookmark #17 The Cat and the Wizard, by Dennis Lee,  
with Illustrations by Gillian Johnson 

Toronto, Ontario 
Casa Loma 
HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd.  

	
About Dennis Lee and The Cat and the Wizard 

Dennis Lee has published collections of poetry for adults and 
children, including the Canadian children’s classic Alligator Pie. 
His writing has received multiple awards, including the 
Governor General’s Award and the Mr. Christie Book Award. 
The Cat and the Wizard is published by HarperCollinsPublishers 
Ltd. and first appeared as a poem in the collection Nicholas 
Knock and Other People, published in 1974 by Macmillan of 
Canada. Dennis Lee was born in Toronto, and he lives there still. 

About Gillian Johnson 

Gillian Johnson is the prize-winning author and illustrator of 
over thirty children’s books, published worldwide and translated into ten languages. Johnson grew up in Winnipeg and 
now makes her home with her family in Oxford, United Kingdom. 

This excerpt and illustration are used with the kind permission of the author and illustrator. 

 
Discover the Bookmark and the story behind it online with a special 
exhibit featuring readings and interviews with Dennis Lee, and illustrations 
and animations inspired by the poem. The exhibit is produced by Angela 
Shackel of Accounts and Records and was made possible with the generous 
contribution of the Good Foundation Inc.  
	
  



	

	

The Passage 
 
Perhaps you wonder 
How I know 
A cat and a wizard 
Can carry on so? 
Well: if some day 
You chance to light 
On Casa Loma 
Late at night, 
Go up to the window, 
Peek inside, 
And then you’ll see 
I haven’t lied. 
For round & round 
The rabbits dance, 
The moon is high 
And they don’t wear pants; 
The tuna fish 
Patrol the hall, 
The butterflies swim 
In the waterfall, 
And high and low 
With a hullabaloo 
The castle whirls 
Like a tipsy zoo! 
And in the corner 
If you peer, 
Two other figures 
May appear. 
One is dressed 
In a spiffy hat: 
The queen of the castle, 
The jet black cat. 
The other’s a wizard 
Of high degree. 
The wizard is grinning. 
The wizard is me. 
 
 
~ from The Cat and the Wizard, by Dennis Lee, 
published by HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd. Bookmarked 
at Casa Loma, Toronto, September 29, 2016. 

The Cat and the Wizard by Dennis Lee, with 
illustrations by Gillian Johnson, is the 17th Bookmark 
on Canada’s literary trail and the first Bookmark for 
children. It was unveiled on September 29th, 2016 by 
Dennis Lee at Toronto's iconic landmark Casa 
Loma. This first children’s Bookmark is a celebration of 
literature and literacy, and an inspiration to a younger 
generation to find magic in books. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Casa+Loma,+1+
Austin+Terrace,+Toronto,+ON+M5R+1X8,+Canada/
@43.6780595,-
79.4099576,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x882b349
dcc32e20d:0x24f73b40cb6ee706!8m2!3d43.6780595!4d-
79.4094104

  



	

	

Bookmark #16 The Fishers of Paradise, by Rachael Preston 
Hamilton, Ontario 
Desjardins Trail, harbour side, at the edge  
of the floating bridge. 
Wolsak and Wynn 

About Rachael Preston and The	Fishers	of	
Paradise 

Born in Yorkshire, England in 1962, Rachael Preston 
emigrated to Canada at sixteen. For eleven years she 
taught creative writing at Sheridan College and Mohawk 
College, and in 2005-2006 served as the Chair of gritLIT, 
Hamilton’s literary festival. In 2007, Preston moved to the 
west coast of Canada, and now lives in Departure 
Bay, Nanaimo, BC. 

Preston received a City of Hamilton Arts Award for her 
novel the Wind Seller and in 2013 she won the Hamilton 
Arts Council’s inaugural Kerry Schooley Award 
(presented for the book most representative of the 
Hamilton region) for her third novel, The Fishers of Paradise. 

The novel was inspired by a walk along this path. Set among the fictional family of the Fishers living in the real 
boathouse community of Cootes Paradise, The Fishers of Paradise explores Hamilton in the 1930s, the City Beautiful 
movement, and considers what it means to live beyond the margins. 

The Fishers of Paradise is published by Wolsak and Wynn. This excerpt is used with the kind permission of the author. 

The Passage 
 
Aidan is already skating back towards his sister, leaning out over his knees, scissoring his arms to help propel him 
forward. Like most of the boathouse boys, he’s taken to the ice as if born with blades sprouting from his feet, but when 
it comes to hockey, his size counts against him. As he draws closer, Egypt can see from his fierce little face that the boys 
gave him a razzing. She slows and falls into line beside him, one stroke for every two or three of his. 
 
“They’re bigger than you, Aid, you’d only get hurt.” 
 
“I can keep up with any of them.” 
 
“I’ll play with you if you like.” 
 



	

	

Aidan rolls his head and his eyes, pushes out in an exaggerated sigh. “You’re a girl. And girls are for cooking and 
cleaning. Hockey is for men.” 
 
“You cheeky monkey.” 
 
She’s too surprised to be mad at him, by how much he sounds like Ray. Looks like him, too. As they glide into the canal 
that cuts through the Heights she stares down at her brother frowning in concentration, squinting into the sun. He 
carries his father’s slight build and mousy colouring. And his nose has grown straighter and more pointed, his face more 
heart-shaped since Ray’s arrival, as if Mother Nature decided to step in and help: see him? He’s yours. 
 
“I’m asking Dad.” 
 
“He can’t even skate.” 
 
She deserves the wounded look Aidan throws her, but she can’t help it sometimes. Dad. How easily the word spills from 
his lips. I’ll ask Dad. As if the man had been a presence in his life, there for all his birthdays and Christmases, and not 
some stranger who just turned up out of the blue one day. Dad. Egypt tries sounding it out when she’s alone, but 
whether shouted into the seclusion of the forest or muttered at her ceiling, whispered inside the lid of her desk at 
school or chanted under her breath as she walks home, it sounds false and feels worse. Like her tongue is in the wrong 
mouth.  
 
She pulls her muffler over her nose and ears and pushes her legs out in long easy strokes, feeling muscles and tendons 
lengthen in a glorious stretch. Scratch, scrape, the sounds of Aidan carving the ice behind her begin to fade, his little 
legs unable to keep up. Her speed builds and with it, the urge to charge alone down the stretch of ice before her. 
Instead she executes a stiff spin and skates backwards past him and into Cootes again. A sharp turnabout and then, 
“Get ready,” she shouts, speeding up. “Hold out your hand.” She folds herself into a tuck as she draws close and reaches 
for him, gripping his arm above his wrist and pulling him along. Now she straightens and they’re flying together down 
the length of the canal, flickers of light and shadow as they pass under the iron fretwork of the first rail and High Level 
bridges, and then the oblong of cool cast by the stone abutments of the second rail bridge. As she warms up, Egypt’s 
strokes grow longer, her speed increases. 
 
 
~ from The Fishers of Paradise, by Rachael Preston, published by Wolsak and Wynn. Bookmarked at Hamilton, June 9, 
2016. 

Rachael Preston’s The Fishers of Paradise is the 16th Bookmark on Canada’s literary trail. The installation was unveiled 
by the author and Hamilton City Councillor Aidan Johnson, on Hamilton’s Desjardins Trail near the floating bridge. The 
Fishers of Paradise is set among the fictional residents of Hamilton’s historic boat house community at Cootes Paradise. 
The novel explores Hamilton in the 1930s, the City Beautiful movement, and considers what it means to live beyond 
the margins. In 2013, the book won the Hamilton Arts Council’s inaugural Kerry Schooley Book Award and in 2016 it 
was published in a new edition by Hamilton-based publishers Wolsak and Wynn. 

https://www.google.com/maps?ll=43.286772,-79.864555&z=12&t=m&hl=en-
US&gl=US&mapclient=apiv3&cid=10704194494107601728 



	

	

Bookmark #15 Any Known Blood, by Lawrence Hill 
 
Oakville, Ontario 
King and Navy Streets 
HarperCollinsPublishersLtd. 
 
About Lawrence Hill and Any Known Blood 

Lawrence Hill was born in 1957 to American 
immigrants—a black father and a white mother—who 
moved to Canada the day after they married in 1953 in 
Washington, DC. Growing up in the predominantly 
white suburb of Don Mills, Ontario, Hill was greatly 
influenced by his parents’ work in the human rights 
movement. Much of Hill’s writing touches on issues of 
identity and belonging. 

Hill’s books include The Book of Negroes, which won 
CBC’s Canada Reads, the Rogers Writers’ Trust Prize for 
Fiction and the Commonwealth Writers’ Prize for Best 
Book, and was made into a popular television mini-
series. In 2013, Hill delivered the Massey Lectures based 
on his book Blood: The Stuff of Life. 

Any Known Blood was published in 1997 and tells the story of five generations of a black family moving back and forth 
across the US-Canada border.  

Hill wrote the novel while living in Oakville, and drew on the resources of the Oakville Historical Society and the 
Oakville Museum for some of his research.  

Many actual Oakville locations are featured in the story, including Captain Robert Wilson’s house on Navy Street, 
which appears in this scene. 

Any Known Blood is published by HarperCollinsPublishersLtd. and is used with the kind permission of the author. 

The Passage 
 
Oakville was a prosperous town, full of huge oak trees. They had so many oak trees that they made a business of cutting 
them down and sawing them up and sending them across the lake. 
Paul and I helped Mattie and three deckhands and three men from shore unload the schooner. That took the better 
part of three hours.  I was bone tired. And I was hungry. But I was in Canada, and I was free, so bone tired and hungry 
didn’t matter. When we finished, Captain Robert Wilson asked us to walk with him to his home. I asked if he was a 
Quaker, and he laughed and said no, a Presbyterian. 
 



	

	

It was slow going because of the mud on the roads. Captain Wilson had his trousers tucked smartly into boots that 
came almost to his knees, and he seemed not to mind leaping over a puddle here and stepping around oozing mud and 
horseshit there. We walked up a steep hill from the harbor. Navy Street, which we came onto, looked like a 
fairyland. Houses spaced neatly apart. Stone foundations, painted wood walls. Neat, small windows with many small, 
square panes of glass. Finely sculpted doors, brass doorknobs. Horse-drawn wagons pulled by steadily, drivers calling out 
to Captain Wilson, many in that same, sing-song, womanish voice with which he spoke. Where I came from, men didn’t 
put such music into their talking voices. Up here, men and women chattered like birds. Many were out on the roads, 
dodging the potholes and mud, women hoisting their skirts when necessary. I saw some black folks, too. Some looked 
our way, nodded gently, and kept at what they were doing. None of the Negroes seemed to lack employment. They 
carried buckets, drove horse teams, opened doors to sweep dust into the street. 
 
Captain Robert Wilson lived close to the harbor, in a fine two-story house that sat on a foundation consisting of slabs of 
gray-brown stone. Later, I would learn that it was shale, pulled from the bed of Lake Ontario. The walls were painted 
yellow. I tapped one as we stood at the door. “Pine,” the captain told me, “cut down not two miles from where we 
stand.” I noticed, as we were heading in, one or two gaps in the foundation. They were just big enough for a brown 
rat. The captain asked us to remove our shoes in a mudroom just inside the side door, walked us into what he called a 
guest room, which had a proper bed, and told us to put our things down, which took all of a moment, since I had but 
one bag, and Paul Williams had nothing at all. 
 
 
~ from Any Known Blood, by Lawrence Hill, published by HarperCollinsPublishersLtd. 
Bookmarked at Oakville, October 5, 2015. 
 
Bookmark #15, Any Known Blood was unveiled on October 5th, 2015 by author Lawrence Hill and Oakville Mayor Rob 
Burton, at the corner of King and Navy Streets, on the grounds of the Oakville Museum.  
 
The narrator in the Bookmarked passage is a fugitive arriving in Canada via the Underground Railroad, making his way 
to the safe house of Captain Robert Wilson, a real Great Lakes shipping captain who lived in the yellow house across the 
road.  
 
After you visit the Bookmark, be sure to include a stop at the Oakville Museum, to see the exhibits on Oakville's Black 
history and on the Underground Railroad. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Oakville+Museum/@43.444654,-
79.665693,15z/data=!4m5!3m4!1s0x0:0x5ad6769747fc5376!8m2!3d43.4419274!4d-79.6666393?hl=en-US 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #14 No Great Mischief, by Alistair MacLeod 
Port Hastings, Cape Breton Island, Nova Scotia 
Nova Scotia Visitor Centre 
McClelland & Stewart 

About Alistair MacLeod and No	Great	Mischief 

Alistair MacLeod (1935–2014) was born in North 
Battleford, Saskatchewan to a Cape Breton family. They 
returned home to the MacLeod farm in Dunvegan, 
Inverness County, when he was 10. 

In his early adulthood, MacLeod worked as a miner and 
a logger to finance his education. He studied at St. 
Francis Xavier University, the University of New 
Brunswick and the University of Notre Dame in 
Indiana, where he received his PhD. He settled in 
Windsor, Ontario, where he raised six children with his 
wife Anita and taught English and Creative Writing for 
more than three decades at the University of Windsor.  

Each summer, MacLeod returned to his home in Cape Breton where he wrote much of his fiction in a small cabin 
overlooking the sea. 

MacLeod’s books include The Lost Salt Gift of Blood (1976) and As Birds Bring Forth the Sun and Other Stories 
(1986), which were reissued in 2001 by McClelland & Stewart as the single volume, Island. The novel No Great 
Mischief was published by McClelland & Stewart in 1999 and won numerous awards including the Trillium Book Award 
and the omas Raddall Atlantic Fiction Award.  

In 2001, MacLeod received the International IMPAC Dublin Literary Award, which introduced his fiction and the island 
of Cape Breton to readers around the world.  

No Great Mischief is published by McClelland & Stewart. This excerpt is used with the kind permission of the MacLeod 
family. 

The Passage 
 
Tomorrow when the day breaks we will see what is now invisible around us. It will not all be pretty. Near the open 
water the bald eagles will pounce with mighty talons upon the white-coated baby seals. They will scream in different 
voices as they rise above the blood-stained ice. “You’ve got to take the bitter with the sweet,” Grandma used to say. “No 
one said life was going to be a bed of roses.” 



	

	

I recognize all the familiar landmarks, although it is dark and there are mountains of snow. Here is the place where 
Grandpa threw the top of his whisky bottle out the window the day we were returning from my graduation. The day 
the red-haired Alexander MacDonald was killed, although we did not know it then. The day his mother bought him the 
shirt. 

I turn to Calum and he is still, though his eyes are wide open, looking at the road ahead. Once we sang to the pilot 
whales on a summer’s day. Perhaps we lured the huge whale in beyond his safe depth. And he died, disemboweled by 
the sharp rocks he could not see. Later his body moved inland, but his great heart remained behind. 

By the glow of the dashboard lights I can see the thin scar on Calum’s lower lip beginning to whiten. This is the man 
whose tooth was pulled by a horse. This is the man who, in his youthful despair, went looking for a rainbow, while 
others thought he was just wasting gas. 

The car crests a high hill and in the distance, across the white expanse of the ice, I can see the regulated blinking of the 
now-automated light. It is still miles away. Yet it sends forth its message from the island’s highest point. A light of 
warning or, perhaps, encouragement. 

I turn to Calum once again. I reach for his cooling hand which lies on the seat beside him. I touch the Celtic ring. This is 
the man who carried me on his shoulders when I was three. Carried me across the ice from the island, but could never 
carry me back again. 

Out on the island the neglected fresh-water well pours forth its gift of sweetness into the whitened darkness of the 
night. 

Ferry the dead. Fois do t’anam. Peace to his soul. 
‘All of us are better when we’re loved.’ 

 

~ from No Great Mischief, by Alistair MacLeod, published by McClelland & Stewart.  
Bookmarked at Port Hastings, October 1, 2015. 

On October 1, 2015, we unveiled Bookmark 14, for No Great Mischief by Alistair MacLeod, at the Nova Scotia Visitor 
Centre in Port Hastings on Cape Breton Island. The Bookmark was made possible through a collaborative and joyful 
effort by a number of organizations and individuals (listed here) and with the enthusiastic participation of the 
MacLeod family.  

The Bookmark is the first in the Maritime provinces. Visitors to Cape Breton will now be greeted by the final passage 
from the novel, and the words of the author who introduced Cape Breton and its stories to so many readers around the 
country and the world. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/96+NS-4,+Port+Hastings,+NS+B9A+1M4,+Canada/@45.6476508,-
61.4096961,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x4b5cfd5d24c5b88d:0xa2756f510ace4b1c!8m2!3d45.6476508!4d-
61.4091489 



	

	

Bookmark	#	13	The	Republic	of	Love,	by	Carol	Shields 
 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 
Intersection of River and Osborne,  
at The Gas Station Arts Centre 
Random House of Canada, Ltd. 
 
About	Carol	Shields	and	The Republic of Love	

Carol Shields (1935-2003) grew up in Oak Park, Illinois. 
While attending university in the United Kingdom, she 
met Canadian engineering student Don Shields. They 
married in 1957 and Carol moved with Don to Canada. 
Together, the couple raised five children. Shields wrote 
poetry, plays and non-fiction. But she is probably best 
known for her fiction, for which she won numerous 
awards, including the Governor General’s Literary Award, 
the Pulitzer Prize and the Orange Prize. Shields was also 
the recipient of a Guggenheim Fellowship, served as 
Chancellor of the University of Winnipeg and was named 
a Companion of the Order of Canada. 

The Republic of Love is published by Random House Canada. The Bookmarked excerpt is used with the kind permission 
of the Shields family. The installation is generously hosted by the Gas Station Arts Centre. 

 

The Passage 
 
“I know Molly Beardsley,” Beverly Miles told Fay at lunch. “Jim Beardsley’s first wife was my sister’s best friend.” 
 
This kind of thing is always happening to Fay, circles inside circles. Last week Hannah Webb told her she’d attended an 
evening seminar on menopause given by a marvelous woman, a Dr. McLeod. “That’s my mother,” Fay said. “Peggy 
McLeod? That’s my mother.”  
The population of Winnipeg is six hundred thousand, a fairly large city, with people who tend to stay put. Families 
overlap with families, neighborhoods with neighborhoods. You can’t escape it. Generations interweave so that your 
mother’s friends (Onion Boyle, Muriel Brewmaster, and dozens more) formed a sort of squadron of secondary aunts. 
You were always running into someone you’ve gone to school with or someone whose uncle worked with someone’s 
else’s father. The tentacles of connection were long, complex, and full of the bitter or amusing ironies that characterize 
blood families. 
  



	

	

At the same time, Fay has only a vague idea who the noisy quarreling couple on the floor above her are, and no idea at 
all who lives in the crumbling triplex next door, though she knows, slightly, two of the tenants in the building across the 
street. Her widowed Uncle Arthur lives one street over on Annette Avenue, but she knows no one else on that street. 
Some days she can wait anonymously in the bus shelter at River and Osborne and speak to no one, and the next day 
she’ll run into any number of acquaintances. These surprises used to drive Peter crazy, the oppressive clannishness they 
implied and the embarrassments, but Fay again and again is reassured and comforted to be part of a knowable 
network. 
 
When her former lover, Nelo Merino, was transferred to Ottawa and wanted her to come with him, she had to ask 
herself, in the sternly analytical style she favored in those days: Do I love Nelo more than I love these hundreds, 
thousands of connections, faces, names, references and cross-references, biographies, scandals, coincidences, these 
epics, these possibilities? The answer, and it didn’t take her long to make up her mind, was no. 
 
Geography is destiny, says Fay’s good friend Iris Jaffe, and Fay tends to agree. 
 
 
~ from The Republic of Love, by Carol Shields, published by Random House Canada. Bookmarked at Winnipeg, October 
24, 2013. 
 
The Republic of Love by Carol Shields is the 13th Bookmark in our cross-Canada series of sites and stories, and the first 
in central Canada. It can be found at the corner of River Avenue and Osborne Street in Winnipeg's Osborne Village, 
near the bus stop referenced in the passage.  
 
The host for Bookmark 13 is The Gas Station Arts Centre, a multi-disciplinary space for artists that owns the land the 
Bookmark stands on.  
 
Bookmark 13 was unveiled by Don Shields, husband of the late Carol Shields, and Winnipeg city councillor Jenny 
Gerbasi, and was made possible through the support of The Metcalf Foundation and the Carol Shields Literary Trust, 
along with contributions from individual donors around the country. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Roslyn,+Winnipeg,+MB,+Canada/@49.879171,-
97.1470052,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x52ea740046edf625:0xc4a0435f50a1f275!8m2!3d49.879171!4d-97.146458 

 

 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #12 The Jade Peony, by Wayson Choy 
Vancouver, British Columbia 
Intersection of Pender and Gore,  
in the heart of Chinatown  
Douglas & McIntyre 

 
About Wayson Choy and The	Jade	Peony 

Wayson Choy was born in Vancouver in 1939, and his 
family’s experience in that city has inspired much of his 
writing, including his first novel, The Jade Peony, published 
in 1995. The Jade Peony is told through the eyes of three 
children in an immigrant family, living in Vancouver’s 
Chinatown in the 30’s and 40’s. Mingling with the realities 
of Canada and the horror of war are magic, ghosts, paper 
uncles and family secrets. The Jade Peony and its 
companion novel All That Matters (published in 2004) 
feature many recognizable locations around the city. The 
American Steam Cleaners cited in this passage was located 
at the corner of Pender and Gore. 

The Jade Peony shared Ontario’s Trillium Book Award for best book in 1995, and won the 1995 City of Vancouver Book 
Award. All That Matterswon the Trillium Book Award in 2004 and was shortlisted for the 2005 Giller Prize. Choy’s other 
works include two memoirs (Paper Shadows: A Chinatown Childhood and Not Yet: A Memoir of Living and Almost 
Dying). Among Choy’s many awards and honours is his appointment, in 2005, to the Order of Canada. 

Wayson Choy lives and writes in Toronto, Ontario. This excerpt is used with the kind permission of the author. 

 
The Passage 
 
Liang and I used to like sniffing the smell of the drycleaning chemicals mixed with the bolts of cloth and bags of 
material lying everywhere around Gee Sook’s shop, and we had fun watching the long blasts of steam shoot into the air 
as we threw handkerchief-sized rags at the machine and they rose like kites against the large picture window. 
Sometimes Liang and I just sat mesmerized looking at the fire lit in a ring beneath the water heater tank in the corner of 
the room. Gee Sook could make the flames dance up and down and hiss at will.  
 
But now I was twelve years old, too tall and grown up to be patted on the head by Gee Sook. At his cheerful greeting, I 
shook his hand and stood patiently still while he expertly checked the inside of the coat now lined with the navy-dyed 
cotton twill Poh-Poh insisted was bess-see for long-lasting wear. 
 



	

	

“Good job,” the tailor said, and quickly threw the coat over my shoulders and brushed over it, dusting away loose 
threads. At last, Gee Sook raised the garment onto the massive steam-pressing machine that he worked with a wide 
foot pedal; he began raising and lowering a metal panel, pulling it down with one hand, as he wiped the fog from his 
wire-rimmed glasses with his other hand. 
 
Luxurious blasts of steam penetrated every fibre of the coat. The machinery hissed and sang; the flames danced blue 
and red in a ring beneath the water heater. The wool material stiffened “like new” in the mix of chemicals and steam. 
The brass buttons began to gleam in the sunlight pouring from the store window. Gee Sook pulled the last panel 
through the steam and then swung the heavy, now quite stiff topcoat majestically off the machine. Everyone stood 
back in the narrow work space of American Steam Cleaners. 
 
Gee Sook slowly draped the coat over me. 
 
“Jung looks like the young Generalissimo Chiang Kai-shek,” Mrs. Lim said, clapping her hands. “We should take a 
picture.” 
 
“This is a man’s coat,” Gee Sook grandly announced. “All of you women stand back.” I felt intense heat embrace my 
shoulders, then curve over my back and drop upon my chest. I felt like a young warrior receiving the gift of his bright 
armour, a steely-grey coat born from fire and steam. 
 
 
~ from The Jade Peony, by Wayson Choy, published by Douglas & McIntyre. 
Bookmarked at Vancouver, October 15, 2012. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/E+Pender+St+%26+Gore+Ave,+Vancouver,+BC,+Canada/@49.2803441,-
123.0978866,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x548671703318fdeb:0x9cd1a67e9c1c0dbd!8m2!3d49.2803441!4d-
123.0973394 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #11 "The Sea Breeze Lounge," by Al Pittman 
Woody Point (in Gros Morne National Park), 
Newfoundland 
Seaside Suites, adjacent to the harbour 
From Thirty-for-Sixty, Breakwater Books 

	
 
About Al Pittman and	“The Sea Breeze Lounge” 

Al Pittman was born in St. Leonard’s, Placentia Bay, in 
1940 and was raised in Corner Brook. He was a co-
founder of the seminal Newfoundland and Labrador 
publishing company, Breakwater Books, the creative 
force behind The March Hare festival, and the subject of 
radio, television, and film documentaries. Pittman wrote 
poetry, short fiction, children’s literature, several plays, 
and the lyrics to a number of songs that have become 
part of the folk canon of Newfoundland and Labrador. 
Pittman’s books include Down by Jim Long’s Stage, West 
Moon, Dancing in Limbo, and An Island in the Sky: Selected Poems of Al Pittman. In 2001, the year of his death, Pittman 
was awarded a Newfoundland and Labrador Book Award for his poetry collection Thirty-for-Sixty. 

“The Sea Breeze Lounge” is from Thirty-for-Sixty. The poem takes its title from the business that was once housed in this 
building. Pittman was a regular here and a fixture in the Bonne Bay area, which he loved. 

Thirty-for-Sixty is published by Breakwater Books. This poem is used with the kind permission of the publisher and the 
Pittman family. 

The Poem 
	
The Sea Breeze Lounge 
It’s a warm overcast Bonne Bay afternoon. 
There’s a slight north-east breeze on the water. 
Inside, Black Hat George is tending bar. 
He, myself, and one other patron are the only 
people here. The younger man has made his way 
to the gambling machine with the aid of some 
awkward machinery designed to keep him 
upright. A truck ran over him in Toronto 
and he’s come home to learn to walk again. 
The pool table stands staunch on its crutches. 
 



	

	

The juke box is silent, all its hurtin’ songs 
sung to silence because pain can be fatal 
and machines and people do break down. 
Of course, I’m here too, about to give up 
and perhaps give out for good. But for now 
I’m one of three survivors who’ve almost 
survived so far. Almost isn’t a good feeling 
but it shall have to do for now. You are 
(my dearest darling, wherever you are) 
surviving like the rest of us. I would like 
to be of some assistance but the hazards 
that have brought me here drag me down 
like a heavy harness, an iron cross. 
There’s not much comfort but plenty 
of solitude in The Sea Breeze this overcast 
afternoon. There’s a determined young man 
learning to walk again. There’s George 
who wears his black hat with wild-west 
authority. He has one leg left and a vigorous 
hop in every step he takes down the seaside 
street at high noon, sunset or any time of day. 
And there’s me, the picture of health 
and wholeness (scared to death to stand up 
lest I fall flat on my face.) 
I think it’s worth it, whatever else our obstinate 
ailments are, that we don’t fall down, that all three 
of us (and you) do our best to walk upright 
and go with hope to wherever we are bound. 
Right now I know we three could use a drink. 
And this round’s on me. But, most of all as far 
from here as you happen to be this round’s 
a toast to you, your agility and your vigorous ascent 
to the top of your dreams. 
 
 
~ from “The Sea Breeze Lounge,” from the collection Thirty-for-Sixty by Al Pittman, published by Breakwater Books. 
Bookmarked at Woody Point, Newfoundland and Labrador, August 2012. 

“The Sea Breeze Lounge” is from Thirty-for-Sixty. The poem takes its title from the business that was once housed in this 
building. Pittman was a regular here and a fixture in the Bonne Bay area, which he loved. Thirty-for-Sixty is published by 
Breakwater Books. This poem is used with the kind permission of the publisher and the Pittman family. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/39+Water+St,+Bonne+Bay,+NL+A0K+1P0,+Canada/@49.4994334,-
57.9393793,14.38z/data=!4m5!3m4!1s0x4b7958ebcfee90f9:0xfa2415a5165aa737!8m2!3d49.5024629!4d-57.9132582 



	

	

 

Bookmark #10 Sailor Girl, by Sheree-Lee Olson 
Port Colborne, Ontario 
Lock 8 Park, Welland Canal 
The Porcupine’s Quill 

About Sheree-Lee Olson and Sailor	Girl 

Sheree-Lee Olson was born in Picton on the shores of Lake 
Ontario and grew up across Canada and in Europe as the 
eldest child in a military family. After earning degrees in 
visual art, philosophy and journalism, she joined The Globe 
and Mail as an editor in 1985. In 2007-08 she was a 
Canadian Journalism Fellow at Massey College, University 
of Toronto. She has contributed fiction and poetry to 
numerous literary magazines, as well as contributing 
personal essays to the Globe. 

Sailor Girl was inspired by Olson’s own experiences working 
on Great Lakes freighters to finance her education. It was 
published in 2008 and is Olson’s first novel. Set in 1981, Sailor Girl follows Kate McLeod, a nineteen year-old art student 
on the run from a violent boyfriend, who packs up her camera and her vodka and goes to work on an aging Great Lakes 
grain boat. Kate eventually settles in to this new world peopled by male sailors and their female cooks, and finds 
consolation the rhythms of water and hard work. Sailor Girl is a love poem to the elemental forces—wind, water, desire 
and love—that drive a young woman’s voyage of self-discovery. 

Sailor Girl is published by The Porcupine’s Quill. This excerpt is used with the kind permission of the author. 

The Passage 
It was a sailors’ phone booth, smelling of tobacco and desperation. She held the receiver away from her face as she 
dialled Hazel’s number. Imagining the ring pealing through Hazel’s little house from the heavy black phone in the hall. 
Thinking she should have just called a cab, because now she would be making Hazel come all the way downstairs, 
worrying. 

But she let it ring on; she didn’t want to be hanging up just as Hazel got there. When the voice came it was a shock, not 
least because she had ceased to expect it, had begun listening to the ring as an end in itself, its rhythm, its 
relentlessness. 

Just one word, barked out breathless and harsh. ‘Yeah?’ 

‘Hazel?’ 

‘Who’s that?’ 



	

	

‘It’s Kate.’ 

‘Who?’ 

She clutched the greasy receiver tighter, smelling the aftershave from the last caller. ‘Kate, the porter. I’m in the Canal. 
Can I come and see you?’ 

‘Wha’ for?’ 

Realization dawned as she heard the slurring. ‘Hazel, are you okay?’ 

There was a blast of static, then a series of thumps, before the receiver was clattered into the cradle. The dial tone 
blared. 

It was no surprise Hazel was drinking, but alarming all the same. Kate dragged up the tattered directory from where it 
hung chained to the phone. It opened itself onto the taxi listings; the pages creased and tattered, covered with scrawls 
and jottings, fragments of addresses, dollar figures, women’s names. She called Seaway Cabs. 

‘Where will you be?’ the dispatcher asked. 

‘Right here,’ said Kate. ‘At the phone booth.’ 

The dispatcher said they were busy; someone would be there in fifteen minutes. Kate lit a cigarette, watching the 
massed shape of the Huron Queen looming above the holding wall. The deck lights came on, making little cones of 
yellow in the fog that was now rolling in from the lake. The lake effect, the softening of the air when warm meets cold. 
All the cities crowding around the lakes, poisoning the water, ignorant of their debt. She longed for the wind on 
Superior, scouring everything away. 

Calvin would be up there, smoking at the top of the ladder. It was too dark to see him now, but he would be able to see 
her. She thought of what he would see: Kate lighting a cigarette, Kate on the phone, like a doll in a glass case by the 
supermarket exit, waiting for someone to come along and win her. 

He would see someone waiting for something better to come along. He wouldn’t see the homesickness in her, the 
darkness curling up like fog through the gaps at the bottom of the booth. She felt it climb into her belly like the 
opportunist it was. People could get homesick for anything. For a school where no one really knew you, for a bad 
boyfriend, for parents who found you wanting. For a bunk as wide as a yardstick in a cabin smelling of soup. 

 
~ from Sailor Girl by Sheree-Lee Olson, published by The Porcupine’s Quill. Bookmarked in Port Colburne, Ontario on 
October 12th, 2011. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/179+Mellanby+Ave,+Port+Colborne,+ON+L3K+2L6,+Canada/@42.9007488,-
79.2478174,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x89d336d52fdca645:0x8fcb360e24e3cfdc!8m2!3d42.9007488!4d-
79.2472702 



	

	

Bookmark #9 "Giants," by John Terpstra 
Hamilton, Ontario 
Sam Lawrence Park 
From Two or Three Guitars, Gaspereau Press 

 
About John Terpstra and “Giants” 

John Terpstra was born in Ontario two years after his 
parents immigrated to Canada from the Netherlands. 
The family spent eight years in Edmonton before 
returning to Ontario, settling in Hamilton. Terpstra 
graduated with a degree in English Literature from the 
University of Toronto, and began a career in carpentry, 
cabinetmaking and writing poetry and non-fiction. 

Terpstra has won a number of awards for his work, including the Arts Hamilton Book Awards, a CBC Literary Award 
and the Bressani Prize. He has been short-listed for the Charles Taylor Prize for Literary Non-fiction, BC Award for 
Canadian Non-fiction and the Governor General’s Award for Poetry. 

The poem “Giants” first appeared in a book of non-fiction about Hamilton, called Falling Into Place, and was later 
reprinted in the poetry collection, Two or Three Guitars, published in 2006. Whether in non-fiction or in 
poetry, Terpstra’s theme is often place, and the place in question is likely to be Hamilton: its geography, its history and, 
as he says, “the way it gets into your head.” 

The Poem 

Giants 

There used to be giants, 
and they loved it here. They’d sit 
their giant hinds in a row along the top edge 
of the escarpment, and pick at the loose rock 
with their hands or their feet, then throw or skip 
the smoothest stones across the bay, to see who could land one 
on the sandstrip, three miles away; 

or they’d spring themselves off the scarp top 
like you would off a low wall, and go running 
all the way to the end of the sandbar, 
and jump across the water to the other side, 
or jump in, splashing and yelling up the ravines, 
chasing each other’s echoes. 



	

	

 
This was only a few thousand years ago, 
and the giants were still excited about the glaciers, 
which were just leaving; about not having to wear 
their coats all the time, and what 
the ice and water had done, shaping and carving 
this gentle, wild landscape! 
 
They loved it here. 
 
I’m telling you, they absolutely loved 
every living minute here, 
 
and they regretted ever having to leave. 

 

~ from “Giants” from Two or Three Guitars by John Terpstra, published by Gaspereau Press.  
Bookmarked in Hamilton on October 6, 2011. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Sam+Lawrence+Park/@43.2449437,-
79.8662808,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x882c9ba2af58e8ff:0x4c59239f95ef9f25!8m2!3d43.2449437!4d-79.8657336 

 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #8 The Queen of Unforgetting, by Sylvia 
Maultash Warsh 
Midland, Ontario 
Little Lake Park 
Cormorant Books 

 
About Sylvia Maultash Warsh and The Queen of 
Unforgetting 

Sylvia Maultash Warsh was born in Germany to 
Holocaust survivors. She came to Canada as a child and 
settled in Toronto. Warsh attended the University of 
Toronto, where she earned a BA and an MA. Today, 
Warsh is best known as the author of the award-winning 
Dr. Rebecca Temple mystery series, set in 1979 Toronto. 

The Queen of Unforgetting was published in 2010 and is 
Warsh’s fourth book. Set in Midland in the 1980s, this 
historical novel explores the parallel themes of the 17th century tragedy of the Hurons and the Holocaust of the Jews. 
These comparisons are examined through the eyes of Mel, a young doctoral student from the University of Toronto 
who must confront her own history and personal choices while mending ties to her family and building a new, more 
mature, life for herself. Warsh developed a love for the Georgian Bay area as a child, when she spent several summers in 
Midland. While researching this novel, she renewed her connection to Midland, and eventually purchased a cottage 
nearby. When she is not at the cottage, Warsh spends her time in Toronto. 

The Queen of Unforgetting is published by Cormorant Books. This excerpt is used with the kind permission of the 
author. 

The Passage 
 
It’s been a while since I’ve ridden a bike and I’m wobbly, trying to keep from speeding downhill. At least I’ve had the 
foresight to gather my hair into a ponytail. I stay on the sidewalk because there are more cars on William Street than 
pedestrians, though few enough of either. Toronto this ain’t. The sun is warm on my back, the air fresh as it flies past 
my face, a pleasant change from Van’s smoky house. The best part is Midland Bay — on the horizon, a shiny silver line 
right at the bottom of the hill. 
 
The houses on William Street become middle class closer to downtown. More recent paint jobs, daffodils bobbing in 
garden beds. I make a turn automatically — I’m surprised my body remembers — into a street that is uphill and forces 
me to put into service muscles unused to the effort. The distance is longer than I recall and by the time I reach King 
Street my calves and thighs sing with pain. I stop when I see the sign: LITTLE LAKE PARK. The rear entrance. I’ve been 
heading here all along without realizing it. My subconscious remembers there’s a concession booth in the park selling 
the World’s Best Fries. I need some right now. 



	

	

 
I cycle past the huge wooden sign painted in white letters, HURONIA MUSEUM. I’ll be spending some time here, but 
not today. The paved road into the park is all downhill, thank God. It winds in an easy arc around the little lake that 
used to be called Contarea by the Hurons. I pass an empty playground with kiddie swings, a slide, and a roundabout. 
Two mothers with young kids are sitting at a picnic bench, handing out sandwiches. Heart hammering from the long 
ride, I keep pedalling. Past the closed-up miniature golf course, past the oak tree that must be a hundred years old, its 
fat base a mound from which multiple trunks stretch. 
 
When I reach the building with the fries concession, my pounding heart falls. My stomach growls. The hand-lettered 
sign says it’s now only open on weekends before Victoria Day, two weeks away. I’m too winded to start a new search. 
 
Disappointed, I walk the bike across the paved road, heading to one of the picnic benches near the water. A noise, like 
branches breaking, makes me turn my head. A huge figure is descending the steep incline behind the concession 
building, maneuvering between the tall old beeches and pines. The momentum brings the man down heavily, though 
the slope levels out around the building. 
 
Am I dreaming? He’s wearing a black robe, a long chain around his neck with a cross bouncing against his massive chest. 
The cloak isn’t long enough to hide his running shoes. He’s too busy keeping his balance to notice me, but once he’s on 
level ground he looks up. The large handsome face I’ve seen before, when I was thirteen. No, my imagination is playing 
tricks. 
 
He shakes the dust from his cassock and smiles at me. “Hi there. Nothing like making an entrance.” 
I half-smile but I’m wracking my brain for the memory of his face. It can’t really be. For one, he’s too young. He steps 
closer. 
 
I have to look up. Way up. 
 
“Did I startle you? It’s the getup, isn’t it? Hard to get past. Just a costume.” 

 

~ from The Queen of Unforgetting by Sylvia Maultash Warsh, published by Cormorant Books. Bookmarked in Midland, 
Ontario on October 4th, 2011. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Little+Lake+Park+Rd,+Midland,+ON,+Canada/@44.7426356,-
79.888194,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x4d2adb034e7e619b:0xb3476c55c063676a!8m2!3d44.7426356!4d-
79.8876468 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #7 "Song for the Field Behind Mississauga Valley 
Public School," by Jeff Latosik 
Mississauga, Ontario 
Mississauga Valleys Park footpath (east end)  
near Central Parkway East and Bloor Street 
From Tiny, Frantic, Stronger, Insomniac Press 

 
About Jeff Latosik and “Song for the Field Behind 
Mississauga Valley Public School” 

“Song for the Field Behind Mississauga Valley Public 
School” is from Jeff Latosik’s first collection of poetry, Tiny, 
Frantic, Stronger, which was published in 2010 and for 
which he received the Trillium Book Award for Poetry. 
Before the publication of this first book, Latosik had already 
won the P.K. Page Founders’ Award from The Malahat 
Review, placed first in THIS Magazine’s Great Canadian 
Literary Hunt and been a finalist for the RBC Bronwen 
Wallace Award, which honours promising young writers. 

Tiny, Frantic, Stronger is concerned with durability, and asks what aspects of our lives will last, beyond the here and 
now. “Song for the Field Behind Mississauga Valley Public School” explores how memories widen and alter, eventually 
meshing with other recollections to become something new. 

Jeff Latosik was born in Mississauga and grew up in the Bloor and Cawthra area, where he attended Valleys Senior 
Public School. At university, he studied English and received a BA from Wilfred Laurier University and an MA from the 
University of Western Ontario.  

Jeff Latosik lives in Toronto and teaches English and writing at Humber College. 

Tiny, Frantic, Stronger is published by Insomniac Press. This poem is used with the kind permission of the poet. 

	
  



	

	

The Poem 
 
Song for the Field Behind Mississauga Valley Public School 
The field that stretched beyond 
goalposts. The field that redrew 
lines in us. 
Like the field in a glove save. 
A high-five. The field in a radio hit, 
its raised seating. 
Or, the field in waiting. The field in hunger. 
The field in a fifth beer, a wrong turn, 
the field in the little scar 
on your neighbour's forehead. 
The field in every abandoned thing 
we found in that field. In every bent putter. 
Torn jacket. Set of keys. 
The field in forgetting. In debt. 

~ from “Song for the Field Behind Mississauga Valley Public School” from Tiny, Frantic, Stronger by Jeff Latosik, published 
by Insomniac Press. Bookmarked at Mississauga Valley Public School on September 30th, 2011. 

https://www.google.com/maps/search/Mississauga+Valley+School+Mississauga,+Ontario,+Canada/@43.5873627,-
79.6261104,14z/data=!3m1!4b1 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #6 Fugitive Pieces, by Anne Michaels 
Toronto, Ontario 
College and Manning Streets 
McClelland & Stewart 

	
About	Anne	Michaels	and	Fugitive Pieces	

Anne Michaels was born in Toronto in 1958, and that 
city has become a setting and an inspiration for both 
her poetry and her fiction. Fugitive Pieces was published 
in 1996 and was Michaels’s first novel. It generated a 
devoted readership and critical acclaim around the 
world and was published in over 30 languages. It won 
many Canadian and international awards, including the 
Chapters/Books in Canada First Novel Award, the 
Trillium Book Award, the Orange Prize, the Guardian 
Fiction Award and the Lannan Award for Fiction. 

The novel was made into a feature film directed by Jeremy Podeswa, and premiered at the Toronto Film Festival in 
2008. Fugitive Pieces is about the life and relationships of Jakob Beer, a child who survives the murder of his family 
during the Second World War. Jakob is smuggled from Poland to Greece and then moves with his rescuer and adopted 
father, Athos Roussos, to Toronto, where he must discover what it means to belong in more than one place. 

Fugitive Pieces is published by McClelland & Stewart. 

The Slow Now is a downloadable audio walk that takes place 
in Little Italy, and uses Project Bookmark Canada’s physical 
Bookmark for Fugitive Pieces as its launching point. 
 
Produced by Angela Shackel of Lipstick Studios, the audio 
guides you through a narrative, lyrical, and imaginative 
experience of the neighbourhood, stemming from the 
seminal book. The rich history of Little Italy, the rich tapestry 
of the book, and a new original narration by Mark Mann will 
be voiced by local figures and Anne Michaels herself. The 
experience may or may not include some surprises and a 
hidden gem or two. 

Visit the Slow Now Audio Tour  The Slow Now is presented in partnership with Koffler Centre of the Arts. Project 
Bookmark Canada would like to thank the Ontario Trillium Foundation for its support. Read about the creative team 
here. 
  



	

	

The Passage 

One evening I walked up Grace Street, a summer tunnel of long shadows, the breeze from the lake a cool finger slipping 
gently under my damp shirt, the tumult of the market left blocks behind. In the new coolness and new quiet, a thread 
of memory clung to a thought. Suddenly an overheard word fastened on to a melody; a song of my mother’s that was 
always accompanied by the sound of brush bristles pulling through Bella’s hair, my mother’s arm drawing with the 
beat. The words stumbled out of my mouth, a whisper, then louder, until I was mumbling whatever I 
remembered.  “‘What good is the mazurka, my heart is not carefree; what good’s the girl from Vurka, if she does not 
love me….’” “‘Black cherries are gathered, the green are left on the tree….’”  All the way through to the opening verses 
of “Come to Me, Philosopher” and “How Does the Czar Drink His Tea?” 

I looked around. The houses were dark, the street safely empty. I raised my voice. “‘Foolish one, don’t be so dense, don’t 
you have any common sense? Smoke is taller than a house, a cat is faster than a mouse….’” 

Up Grace, along Henderson, up Manning to Harbord I whimpered; my spirit shape finally in familiar clothes and, with 
abandon, flinging its arms to the stars. 

But the street wasn’t empty as I thought. Startled, I saw that the blackness was perforated with dozens of faces. A forest 
of eyes, of Italian and Portuguese and Greek ears; whole families sitting silently on lawnchairs and front steps. On dark 
verandahs, a huge invisible audience, cooling down from their small, hot houses, the lights off to keep away the bugs. 

There was nothing for it but to raise my foreign song and feel understood. 

 

~ from Fugitive Pieces by Anne Michaels, published by McClelland & Stewart. Bookmarked at College and Manning 
Streets, Toronto on October 28, 2010 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/College+St+%26+Manning+Ave,+Toronto,+ON,+Canada/@43.6554744,-
79.4131526,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x882b34ee4041526d:0xc1bff49c82f58048!8m2!3d43.6554744!4d-
79.4126054 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #5 Garbo Laughs, by Elizabeth Hay 
Ottawa, Ontario 
Bronson Place, West side (near Fulton)  
at Colonel By Drive 
McClelland & Stewart 

	
About Elizabeth Hay and Garbo Laughs 

Elizabeth Hay was born in Owen Sound, Ontario, the 
daughter of a high school principal and a painter, and one 
of four children. When she was fifteen, a year in England 
opened up her world and set her on the path to becoming 
a writer. She attended the University of Toronto, then 
moved out west, and in 1974 went north to Yellowknife in 
the Northwest Territories. For the next ten years she 
worked as a CBC radio broadcaster in Yellowknife, Winnipeg, and Toronto, and eventually freelanced from Mexico. In 
1986 she moved from Mexico to New York City, and in 1992, with her husband and two children, she returned to 
Canada, settling in Ottawa, where she has lived ever since. 

Hay has won many awards for her works of fiction and non-fiction, including The Scotiabank Giller Prize, the Edna 
Staebler Award for Creative Non-fiction, and the Marian Engel Award. Hay’s second novel, Garbo Laughs (published in 
2003) won the Ottawa Book Award and was shortlisted for the Governor General’s Literary Award. Garbo Laughs is the 
story of the intimate connections between neighbours living in Ottawa South around the time of the 1998 ice storm. 

Garbo Laughs is published by McClelland & Stewart. 

The Passage 
 
Seated on a bench near the Laurier Bridge, Lew watched perfect stars, six-pointed and filigreed, land on his black 
corduroy pants. For several minutes he was completely absorbed by the tiny, weightless complexity of one snowflake, 
then another, then another. A dozen pairs of boots were beside the bench, all innocence and trust, and he felt a burst 
of affection for a city where you could leave your boots for several hours and return to find them untouched. It was 
almost Islamic, as if people had gone off to say their prayers in stocking feet, just as it was almost Japanese, the custom 
of shedding your shoes whenever you entered someone else’s home. It was four o’clock. He stuffed his boots into a gym 
bag (he was skating home) and slung it over his shoulder. The ice was rough and uneven, but it would get better; the 
season was only beginning. By the time Lew reached the Bronson Street Bridge, half an hour later, the sun was down 
and light emanated from the surrounding city and from the snow and ice itself. Somebody was searching among the 
boots around the bench to which he was headed. He swerved over and came to a halt. 
                   
It was Dinah, and her boots were gone. 
                  
  



	

	

“I can’t believe it,” she said. “They’ve stolen my boots.” 
                  
“No.” 
                   
“They aren’t here.” And she laughed in uproarious amazement. 
                   
“Sit down,” he said, taking her by the arm. “What do they look like?” 
                  
“Last year they stole my snow shovel off the front porch. I thought that was as low as you could get.” Her voice was its 
usual raucous, sexy self. “Navy Sorels, size six.” 
                
He searched around the bench, holding on to the back with one hand to keep his balance, then farther afield among 
the snowbanks. “I’ll help you get home,” he said, sitting down to unlace his skates. 
                
She looked with gratitude at his reliable face. “You’re a darling. I’ve always said so.” And when he offered her his arm, 
she took it. They made their way across the few yards of trodden snow to the wooden staircase, and up the steps to the 
sidewalk. Cars whizzed by, the wind picked up. Lew felt waves of fatigue roll off Dinah as she leant into him. There was 
another bench next to the iron railing, he helped her over to it and she sank down, and then he knelt at her feet. 
“Enough already,” she said. “I’ll marry you.” 
               
He unlaced her skates, pulled them off, shoved them into his gym bag. Then he got her to stand on the bench and 
climb onto his back. “I’m too heavy,” she said into his ear. She had her arms around his neck as he set off with a lurch, 
adjusting his walk to her weight, which was heavier than he expected. “I’m too heavy,” she said again. He grunted. Soon 
he was sweating. They had to wait for the traffic to thin before crossing Colonel By. And then two more blocks. He had 
his arms around her legs and the gym bag in his locked hands, a lean, wiry, surprisingly strong man who managed to 
carry her 131 pounds on his back like a voyageur, she thought, on a portage between canal and home. 

 

~ from Garbo Laughs Elizabeth Hay, published by McClelland & Stewart. Bookmarked at Bronson Place, West side (near 
Fulton) at Colonel By Drive, Ottawa on October 26, 2010. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/1061+Bronson+Pl,+Ottawa,+ON+K1S+4H2,+Canada/@45.3933026,-
75.6955959,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x4cce05dad4629571:0x327cf658c3a80b22!8m2!3d45.3933026!4d-
75.6950487 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #4 "Essentialist," by Ken Babstock 
Toronto, Ontario 
St. George and Bloor Streets, opposite the subway station 
From Airstream Land Yacht, House of Anansi 

About Ken Babstock and “Essentialist” 

“Essentialist” is from Ken Babstock’s third collection of 
poetry, Airstream Land Yacht, which was a finalist for the 
Griffin Prize for Poetry, the Governor General’s Literary 
Award and The Winterset Award, and won the Trillium 
Book Award for Poetry.  

The italicized lines in “Essentialist” are from Ralph Waldo 
Emerson’s essay Nominalist and Realist. Ken Babstock is 
also the author of Mean, winner of the Atlantic Poetry 
Prize and the Milton Acorn People’s Poet Award, and 
Days into Flatspin, winner of a K.M. Hunter Award and 
finalist for The Winterset Award. 

Airstream Land Yacht is published by House of Anansi Press. 

	
The Poem 
	
Sung underground in the civic worm burrowing 
                  west, I was headed to class when a cadet 
                                    in full combat dress got on my train. 

                                    But for a pompom sprucing up the beret, 
                  his age, the fact he was alone, and here, 
this boy could’ve been boarding amphibious 
 
landing craft. I checked for guns, grew pious 
                  of this spinning orb’s hotter spots. He 
                                    was all camo, enactment-of-shrubbery, semblance 

of flora in varying shades, hues, mottlements 
                  of green. A helmet dangled on his back, a hillock 
in spring, sprouting a version of verdant grasses 
 
in plastic. I got past enjoying a civilian’s recoil 
                  from things military, brutal, conformist, and took 



	

	

                                    a peek at what my soldier was so engrossed in— 
 
                                    Thoreau’s Walden—imagine him, rubbing oil 
                  into a Sten gun’s springed bolts, working through 
his chances at a life away from men: berries 
 
plumping in among their thorns, night’s 
                  curtain drawn across the window of the lake… 
                                    We must reconcile the contradictions as we 
 
                                    can, but their discord and their concord 
                  introduce wild absurdities into our thinking 
and speech. No sentence will hold the whole 
 
truth, and the only way in which we can be just 
                  is by giving ourselves the lie; speech is better 
                                    than silence; silence is better than speech;— 
 
                                    All things are in contact; every atom has 
                  a sphere of repulsion;—Things are, and are 
not, at the same time;—and the like. There are other 
 
minds. Surfacing at St. George, I cupped my hands 
              and blew—bodies scattering among museums, 
                                    bank towers, campus rooms, and shops, each 
 
                                    to where they’re thinking of or not, seemed 
                  to prove a law we’re locked into, demonstrable 
with iron filings, magnets and clean tabletop. 
 
I can watch their faces go away. The singing’s not 
                  to record experience, but to build one viable 
                                    armature of feeling sustainable over time. 
 
                                    The stadium’s lit, empty, and hash-marked 
                  for measuring the forward push. On the surface 
of the earth are us, who look in error, and only seem. 

~ from “Essentialist” from Airstream Land Yacht, by Ken Babstock, published by House of Anansi. Bookmarked at St. 
George and Bloor Streets, Toronto on October 21, 2010. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/Enrolment+Services,+172+St+George+St,+Toronto,+ON+M5R+0A3,+Canada/
@43.6680555,-
79.4026741,17z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x882b34bd1ca7f09f:0x37db57b9bd026e20!8m2!3d43.6680555!4d-
79.4004854 



	

	

Bookmark #3 "Mexican Sunsets," by Bronwen Wallace 
Kingston, Ontario 
Princess and Clergy Streets 
From Common Magic, Oberon Press 

About Bronwen Wallace and “Mexican Sunsets” 

Bronwen Wallace was born in 1945 in Kingston, Ontario, 
where she spent most of her life. A dedicated community 
activist and feminist, Wallace began writing seriously in the 
mid-1970s, while working as a secretary, teacher and crisis 
counselor. She published five collections of poetry, 
numerous essays and newspaper columns, the short story 
collection People You’d Trust Your Life To, and also co-
directed two documentary films. Wallace received the Pat 
Lowther Memorial Award, a National Magazine Award, the 
Du Maurier Award for Poetry and was named regional 
winner of the Commonwealth Poetry Prize. Bronwen 
Wallace died in 1989, and the RBC Bronwen Wallace Award 
for Emerging Writers was established in her memory. 

“Mexican Sunsets” is from the collection Common Magic, published in 1985. Like much of Wallace’s writing, the poem 
uses a recognizable Kingston backdrop to make empathetic connections between neighbours, strangers and all 
humanity. 

Common Magic is published by Oberon Press. 

The Poem 

Mexican Sunsets 
 
Somewhere in Mexico, a volcano erupts 
spewing dust that drifts northward 
disturbing the atmosphere of Southern Ontario 
so that all this autumn, small, grey 
English-speaking towns are startled 
by inordinate sunsets: shameless 
fuchsias, brazen corals flaunt 
their outlandish origins in a country 
where anything can happen. 
 
Nothing’s the same any more. 
Here in Kingston, even limestone forgets itself 



	

	

and the staid Protestant church towers 
succumb to gothic fantasies, windows ablaze 
with dragons’ fire and the pink screams 
of captured damsels; while the bare, old 
branches of trees are elegant filigrees, 
burnt black and delicate 
by so much colour. 

It’s November, but no-one believes it. 
Winter’s a crass rumour like the threat 
of a layoff or a government’s economic policy. 
And the people inhabiting the lavender streets 
have the stature of fabled creatures 
from that land we all believe in, somewhere 
between imagination and nostalgia. 
 
You could call it 
a state of grace, although 
it’s only for a season, like the love 
we risk for each other 
on the first fine day in March, 
or during the perfect anarchy 
of a heavy snowfall 
when everyone’s late for work 
and doesn’t give a damn. 
 
A kind of conspiracy 
we let ourselves get caught in, 
half-bewildered, half-encouraged 
by the sky’s extravagance, this 
fragile crust of earth 
pulsing beneath us. 

 
~ from “Mexican Sunsets” from Common Magic by Bronwen Wallace, published by Oberon Press. Bookmarked at the 
corner of Clergy and Princess Streets, Kingston on September 23, 2010. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/110+Clergy+St+E,+Kingston,+ON+K7L+3J4,+Canada/@44.2322294,-
76.4897989,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x4cd2ab00f4d81b0d:0x5b91d29c79995fd5!8m2!3d44.2322294!4d-
76.4892517 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #2 Rogues' Wedding, by Terry Griggs 
Owen Sound 
Waterfront Trail 
Random House of Canada, Ltd. 

 
 
About Terry Griggs and Rogues'	Wedding 

Terry Griggs was born in 1951 on Manitoulin Island and grew up 
in a tourist camp her parents owned and operated outside Little 
Current.  

Lake Huron is a recurring setting for her novels and short stories 
for adults and children.  

Griggs’s work has been nominated for the Governor General‘s 
Award and in 2002 she won the Marian Engel Award. 

Rogues’ Wedding is the story of Griff Smoulders, a Victorian-era 
bridegroom who runs away on his wedding night, touching off a 
series of accidental adventures. Meanwhile, his bride Avice refuses 
to be scorned and sets out to track Griff down. Rogues’ 
Wedding was published in 2002 and was nominated for the 
Rogers Writers’ Trust Fiction Prize. 

Rogues’ Wedding is published by Random House of Canada. 

 
The Passage 

Why Fenwick had chosen the dock for their assignation was a mystery that would come clear, Grif supposed, when he 
found him. If he found him. Grif was late, and the place was packed. He didn’t think there could be a busier spot in all of 
Owen Sound, with one steamer arriving and another preparing to depart. The harbour was dotted with tugs, sailboats, 
fishing boats. The dockside was even busier, and traffic on the land just as thick. Wagons jammed the road as 
passengers spilled out of them to join the milling throng on the dock. Children streaked through the crowd, dogs, a 
chicken on the loose; a young man barged through carrying a skeletal white-haired woman in his arms who was dressed 
in purple satin from toe to bonnet as though rigged out in her own coffin lining. 

  



	

	

It was a carnival of apprehension and excitement. Hoots, shouts, shrieks, braying both animal and human. Deckhands 
were loading cargo onto one of the boats: mailbags, crates of flour and sugar for the northern settlements and the 
lumber camps, horses and cattle, all sensible beasts, and sensibly terrified. He was aware of the fear in people’s voices, 
too, although it was less straightforwardly expressed, diverted into chatter or a strained, shrill laughter almost painful to 
hear. True, these steamers did have a bad habit of catching on fire, and you wouldn’t want to be dwelling on that if you 
were a passenger or had a loved one on board. In his search for Fenwick, the man’s inscrutable features hidden 
somewhere in this crowd, he glanced into many faces more readable, several taut with worry, even premature sorrow. 
There were families gathered here who were about to be broken open by a great distance, a wound of space inflicted 
that would never be healed. So much talk about the sanctity of home and family, yet the truth was, people couldn’t 
stay put, couldn’t wait to leave. Free land out west, gold in the Yukon, factory jobs in the city. Material betterment 
might be the excuse, but restlessness was the drover. 

For a time Grif was wedged between two stout fellows, one sniggering to himself, the other quietly weeping—both 
solid as bookends. Being stuck, he took the opportunity to gaze up at one of the steamers, the Northern Belle. She was a 
beauty, too, with her burnished brass and fancy mouldings, decorative as a birthday cake. And he thought, why not line 
up for his share, his serving of the journey? Fenwick had insisted he was a free man…insofar as that is possible, he had 
added. Philosophy aside, this boat could further that freedom, stretch the bounds of what was possible. It was what he 
wanted, wasn’t it: to stoke the fire in his breast that his impulsive departure had ignited? He had to go forward, on and 
on, and dare not look back where he knew she was standing, staring after him, granite-eyed and unforgiving. He did not 
believe that she was to be found in Europe enjoying a tour of forgetfulness. She was at his back, always at his back, 
waiting, like death itself. 

 

~ from Rogues' Wedding by Terry Griggs, published by Random House of Canada. Bookmarked at Owen Sound’s 
Waterfront Trail on September 2, 2010. 

https://www.google.com/maps/search/waterfront+trail+Owen+sound,+ontario,+Canada/@44.570989,-
80.944525,19z/data=!3m1!4b1 

	  



	

	

Bookmark #1 In the Skin of a Lion, by Michael Ondaatje 
Toronto, Ontario 
Bloor Street Viaduct 
McClelland & Stewart 

 
 
About Michael Ondaatje and In	the	Skin	of	a	Lion 

Michael Ondaatje was born in Sri Lanka in 1943 and moved to 
Canada in 1962.  

His fiction and poetry have received Canada’s most prestigious 
literary awards, including The Giller Prize and multiple 
Governor General’s Awards. In 1992, Ondaatje received the 
Booker Prize for The English Patient. 

In the Skin of a Lion is set in Toronto in the 1920s and 30s, and imagines a place shared by the immigrants who build it, 
the powerful men who plan, execute and dream of its possibilities and the outsiders who stamp their own impression 
on the landscapes and landmarks.  

Using recognizable locales across Toronto, including the Bloor Street Viaduct and the R.C. Harris Water Treatment 
Plant, In the Skin of a Lion blends real and invented histories to create a mythical and mysterious portrait of Toronto as 
it might have been. 

In the Skin of a Lion is published by McClelland & Stewart. 

 
 
Discover the Bookmark and the story behind it online with a special 
exhibit featuring readings and interviews with Michael Ondaatje, and an 
audio walk inspired by the poem. The exhibit is produced by Angela 
Shackel of Accounts and Records and was made possible with the 
generous contribution of the Good Foundation Inc.  
	
  



	

	

The Passage 

Then there was no longer any fear on the bridge. The worst, the incredible had happened. A nun had fallen off the 
Prince Edward Viaduct before it was even finished. The men covered in wood shavings or granite dust held the women 
against them. And Commissioner Harris at the far end stared along the mad pathway. This was his first child and it had 
already become a murderer. 

The man in mid-air under the central arch saw the shape fall towards him, in that second knowing his rope would not 
hold them both. He reached to catch the figure while his other hand grabbed the metal pipe edge above him to lessen 
the sudden jerk on the rope. The new weight ripped the arm that held the pipe out of its socket and he screamed, so 
whoever might have heard him up there would have thought the scream was from the falling figure. The halter 
thulked, jerking his chest up to his throat. The right arm was all agony now — but his hand’s timing had been 
immaculate, the grace of the habit, and he found himself a moment later holding the figure against him dearly. 

He saw it was a black-garbed bird, a girl’s white face. He saw this in the light that sprayed down inconstantly from a 
flare fifteen yards above them. They hung in the halter, pivoting over the valley, his broken arm loose on one side of 
him, holding the woman with the other. Her body was in shock, her huge eyes staring into the face of Nicholas 
Temelcoff. 

Scream, please, Lady, he whispered, the pain terrible. He asked her to hold him by the shoulders, to take the weight off 
his one good arm. A sway in the wind. She could not speak though her eyes glared at him bright, just staring at 
him. Scream, please. But she could not. 

During the night, the long chutes through which wet concrete slid were unused and hung loose so the open spouts 
wavered a few feet from the valley floor. The tops of these were about ten feet from him now. He knew this without 
seeing them, even though they fell outside the scope of light. If they attempted to slide the chute their weight would 
make it vertical and dangerous. They would have to go further — to reach the lower-deck level of the bridge where 
there were structures built for possible water mains. 

We have to swing.  She had her hands around his shoulders now, the wind assaulting them. The two strangers were in 
each other’s arms, beginning to swing wilder, once more, past the lip of the chute which had tempted them, till they 
were almost at the lower level of the rafters.  He had his one good arm free. Saving her now would be her responsibility. 

 

~ from In the Skin of a Lion by Michael Ondaatje, published by McClelland & Stewart. Bookmarked at the Bloor Viaduct, 
April 23, 2009. 

https://www.google.com/maps/place/4+Cambridge+Ave,+Toronto,+ON+M4K+3Y5,+Canada/@43.6761491,-
79.3612153,19z/data=!3m1!4b1!4m5!3m4!1s0x89d4cca087f17925:0xe651170c8e9a820c!8m2!3d43.6761491!4d-
79.3606681 

--end— 
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