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 Introduction 
The University of Manitoba campuses are located on original lands of Anishinaabeg, Cree, Oji-Cree, 
Dakota, and Dene peoples, and on the homeland of the Métis Nation. 
  
We respect the Treaties that were made on these territories, we acknowledge the harms and mistakes of 
the past, and we dedicate ourselves to move forward in partnership with Indigenous communities in a 
spirit of reconciliation and collaboration. 

 
We invited a group of 24 educators to explore place through situating ourselves as writers in/with place. 
Our site was King’s Park, close enough to campus to walk for daily time to write, to meet in writing 
groups, and to engage in inquiry. From the successful 50-year history of the National Writing Project, we 
have learned that to be effective teachers of writing, teachers must experience the process themselves. 
Time to write was an important part of the institute, as was time to participate in writing workshops and 
writing conferences with your small groups and with us.	

Like Coleman (2017) in Yardwork, we hoped King’s Park would become a “backyard” for our inquiry into 
place. This was about looking closely and inquiring into the relationships we share with place and place 
shares with us. This was about coming to better understand place through study and writing in many 
forms. This was about creating something new as a process of becoming-with place in some way: 
through a new awareness of the history, animal life, and plant species of the park; of the land, river, and 
waterways; of the economic, political, spiritual and storied dimensions of place; and of issues of special 
interest, accessibility, eco-justice, policy and policing, monuments and memorializing, marshlands and 
lawns, rivers and ponds, birds, turtles, dogs and insects.	

It was about letting an inquiry lead us through our curiosity, observations, conversations, research, and 
being open. It was about listening in new ways: expanding the ways we see and what we pay attention 
to; documenting through pictures, audio, video, notes, drawings; posing questions and coming to learn 
through story, archival research, systematic study, interview, and using new tools.	It was an invitation to 
be wild, organic, experimental, multimodal, and reflective in their writing.  

 

Michelle Honeyford and Jennifer Watt 

July 16, 2018 

University of Manitoba 

Winnipeg, Manitoba 

Coleman, D. (2017). Yardwork: A biography of an urban place. Hamilton, ON: Wolsak & Wynn. 

 
 
 



Listening to a Green Space 
Wayne Davies, Warren Klassen, Dale Tanner and Matthew Stacey 

 

 
 
 



 “Get away from it all,” they say. 

“Find your calm place. 

Where you can be yourself. 

Listen to a green space.” 

Park yourself down, 

Listen to the weeds, 

The echoes of history. 

Said words, done deeds. 

It’s a chance to observe, 

A smile crosses your face. 

Get yourself comfortable, 

Listening to a Green Space. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



Communication 

What is going on?! I am trying to get my point across but it’s not working! I’ve even tried writing 

a letter.  What am I doing wrong? 

There are many types of skills crucial for good communication to occur.  The first I believe is the 

ability to be a good speaker.  Being a good speaker entails a person to articulate their thoughts and 

opinions succinctly, coherently, logically and possess the ability to get your point across without 

rambling.  Being able to project your voice, enunciate, articulate and control your pace and tone also help.   

The second skill for a good communicator to possess is the ability to write.  Again, this requires a 

person to write their thoughts and opinions succinctly, coherently, logically and also have the ability to 

get your point across without rambling.  Legibility may not be an issue in today’s day and age due to 

technological advances.  Writing is essential for drafting letters, pushing change at all levels of 

government and within your place of work.  Furthermore, everything costs money and if one is to be able 

to put their grand ideas into action, a person needs to be able to write a grant in order to turn that dream 

into a reality.   

Speaking and writing are essential for being a good communicator.  But there is one thing that 

makes a person an excellent communicator.  That is the ability to listen.  Listening skills take time to 

develop.  If a person is able to develop their listening skills to a high level, they will gain knowledge and 

insight on topics and areas they never knew existed.  Everyone has a story to tell with unique ideas and 

perspectives.  We have one mouth and two ears for a reason and if we are cognizant of that we will all be 

better off.  If you have the urge to use your mouth for something, try smiling. 

 

Dale Tanner 

 



King’s Park 

Who named this place?  Was a King of England ever told that in the backwater of the 

commonwealth, some city called Winnipeg would name a park after his crown?  They did it without using 

his name.  Was it a George?  Did the park get its name during the froth and fervor of a World War?  A 

peaceful place for a chaotic time. 

 Perhaps it is named after a person who has “King” in his name.  Did William Lyon Mackenzie 

King picnic here?  Perhaps Nat King Cole skipped stones on the pond.  The yoga matted clearing could be 

the setting for a horror by Stephen King.  Or maybe the dog walkers named this park after that heroic 

martyr, the canine at the end of the novel I Am David.  This could be that King’s heaven.   

Nearby the park is a university.  An archivist tells me that King’s Park was named to help save 

the former name of the neighborhood.  Before that it was called Washington Park.  How did an American 

president’s name go through a reverse revolution to a royal title?  It was like a backslide from being a 

republic to a monarchy.  Which king had this neighborhood and street been named after before? 

 I sit on a boulder and watch wildfowl.  I may not know for whom this park is named after, but it 

is a princely view. 

 The rock I sit on is not alone.  Shotgunned around the park are its brethren.  Each is unique, 

special – the cliched snowflake.  None should be taken for “granite.” 

 Many smaller stones step their way up a forested hill.  A trickle of water stumbles back down 

these stairs.  It puddles on the bottom and is pumped back up again.  On and on, it humbly flows in 

saecula saeculorum.  The man-made movement of water demands Latin, and recalls the ancient 

aqueducts of the age of emperors. 



 Water connects all, but in this park no creak connects the ponds.  Instead the landscape itself 

flows up and down in verdant waves.  The grass blades on each flutter like so many twenty-dollar bills.  

The Queen’s banknotes, fundraised for a King’s Park. 

 On the crest of one hill is a refugee pagoda.  It has been transplanted from another park that no 

longer wanted it.  A migrant pagoda for a nation of migrants.  It finds itself at home here.  It’s crimson 

cuts through the summer green canvas.  When I get closer to it I see that the color is already a bit faded 

from so much flash photography.  It’s the good kind of ageing, like smile lines. 

 Crowned coins can be seen in all that has been bought.  Suntanned picnic tables and benches hide 

out in shady places.  They’re riveted with nickel round bolts.  Beaver coins for timber.  Copper colored 

rust crawls around the firepits.  They’re perhaps purchased and produced from precious pennies.  These 

objects gather in circles to party.  This is no cash-less society. 

 Someone paid for these things.  Taxes for trash cans, hydro poles, and flower pots.  There’s 

bridges for paths and asphalt avenues for the people to walk. 

 On the far side of the pond is a flower garden labyrinth, minus King Minos’ minotaur.  You do 

not need Princess Ariadne’s thread to find your way through, but it is fun to get lost in the beauty of this 

silent, serene scene. 

 There is a garbage here too.  The park has been invaded by wrappers, cardboard, and plastic from 

beyond its natural realm.  A Dairy Queen blizzard blows over the grass.  Leftover Burger King onion 

rings encircle a creeping bell flower.  The weed’s petals are imperial purple against the deep-fried bronze.  

In the forested trails there is evidence of Horton’s coffee cup conquest of Canada.  Each one is branded 

with the symbol of man throwing out his trash. 

 I return to my rock, and take my seat again.  Tadpoles break the pond’s surface, then dive back 

into murky dark depths.  Are my observations about this green space just as shallow?  I only see that 

which light and time have shown me.   How much more must be beneath the surface, like the hibernating 



bees burrowed into the ground. I still don’t know for whom this park is named.  Does it even matter if I 

do?  Either way, the park is no longer a stranger to me.  It is an acquaintance that has not yet become a 

friend.  There is time yet and warm sunlight to allow this relationship to grow though.  

I slide myself off the rock, and lean against it instead.   

I roll my favorite hoodie up, and pillow it behind my head.   

My vision fades,  

and sound gives way, 

as I nap amidst 

the aquifoliaceae.   

 

Warren Klassen 

 

  



Weed Song 

 

She grew inside a small meadow, 

but wanted something more— 

To be a flower in the park, 

that everyone adored. 

 

Chorus: 

A flower in the park adored, 

a flower in the park. 

To be a flower in the park, 

that everyone adored. 

 

Her life ending, she spread her seeds 

upon the blowing breeze; 

hoping for better things to come 

for her young progenies. 

 

(Chorus) 

 

Some seeds fell onto dusty fields, 

others beside the lea, 

but one drifted into a park, 

and bloomed for all to see. 

 

He grew to be a handsome plant, 

did not look out of place. 

Besides him prideful flowers mocked, 

they thought him a disgrace. 

 



(Chorus) 

 

The flowers they all looked the same, 

with regimented style; 

The weed considered fitting in, 

but thought it not worthwhile. 

 

The weed he looked out wistfully, 

and wanted something more. 

To be a weed in the meadow, 

that everyone ignored. 

 

(Chorus) 

 

Matthew Stacey 

  



TRES HERMANOS GOLPE DE PUÑO HACIA EL CIELO 
 

I remember the green of the field against the Blackness of the night 
    Two shiny leather gloves shoved upwards through 5 sacred rings 

Punching holes dripping silver from 
Olympus 

Stood up for the big dance  
their compatriots left behind in a village just 200 steps away 

Weeping tears under the shimmering stars that they were meant to reach  
I forget them once again as a gift from Exeter weighs heavy round my neck snapping me back 

         while 28 letters from Edwards each tug hard on this soul of mine . . . Sally Ann 
cheers 

how many in Pariah? I ask Avery 
not sure, but the H is quiet in Rhodesia these days he mumbles 

          Hoffman paddles by – he might know, I ask him for the time (of my life) He already 
obliged 
    ordaz sits dumbfounded,  
he is as quiet as this icy evening air in the aftermath of this mexican miracle   
bombs will burst silently tonight, like so many students on that March of Silence 

No aussie fair heard today Neville  
      nor tomorrow either he laments 
I’m afraid you will never meet those southern monks preparing to mourn on a coal Black September 
morning 
No, it’s back to coburg for me with blood on my fists and a price on my head    
      tackling Magpies    
will welcome me to the nest  
    and I will show them the way to 68, well almost 
meanwhile my dancing matilda still begs me  
 to sell (out) those bowed figures standing shoeless on the sacred steps  
Not even for a motor bike I roar into the night! 
          ready, set . . . . Never to hear GO! again for them I whisper 
You will all have to wait 

more than 20 point oh 6 seconds 
 cause that record still stands (for now) and maybe forever 
  . . .  but guaranteed  

my second step stand will live long after mis hermanos have carried me,  
home  

across that line 
         I miss you my Mexico brothers 
        

W. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Beyond the Surface 
_________________ 

  



Beyond the Surface 
 
 
Our pieces all communicate what is beyond first perceptions in a place. The writing invites you 
to think beyond what you see, experience in moment of time and reflect on the forces that shape 
it. These forces are beneath the surface, like a whisper, it calls out if you are willing to listen.  
 
All these pieces are products of writers encountering each other for the first time from different 
places and perspectives and push other to see beyond.  
 
We hope these pieces invite you to think about your own experiences and the forces that shape 
them.  
 

- Christine, Kris, Lisa and Warren 
 
 
 
 
  



The Wave 
 
 
Stare at a pond, what can you see? 
Do you see a symphony of ripples coursing across the surface? 
Visualize each droplet of water and each breath of breeze is new instrument leaving behind its 
own fingerprint on the composition? 
With each droplet and ripple, do the waves rise together into a crescendo? 
Is the pond alive? 
Does one ripple in a pond signal life? 
Or, is a pond a collective? 
Does the pond bring together ripples from many performers and create a dance in the air around 
it? 
Is the water a performance from the earth itself? 
How the earth telling us that any obstacle or struggle is too large for one? 
Are we only just a ripple? 
Do our ripples fade as quickly as they appear? 
Can our hands, eyes, ears and hearts come together and become more than a ripple? 
Will our ripples grow together? 
Is the glass surface holding the pond in slumber only temporary? 
Do our ripples reach out? 
Would they change each other? 
Can a ripple remain unchanged by another? 
Should we only follow one path? 
The pond is a sea of ripples, can ripples become a wave? 
Will a wave change the pond? 
Are we ready to become a wave together? 
 

- Kris Drohomereski 



True Confessions 
 
 

I really want to be a gardener.  I do.  I want to find time to roam around my yard, re-

planting struggling perennials, and fertilizing the rose bush.  I want to float around in my linen 

gardening togs and straw hat (I have the hat), chatting with neighbours as I pull weeds.  I want to 

be her.   

So many weeds.  It’s the weeding that gets to me.  Well, the heat and mosquitoes don’t 

help but mostly it’s the weeds.  Maybe it’s because of all those years in an English classroom, 

teaching Hamlet.  Hamlet declares, “Tis an unweeded garden, that grows to seed, things rank and 

gross in nature, possess it merely,”.  Well, indeed.  No wonder I feel pressure to weed—in 

Hamlet’s case, weeds equate with murdering uncles.  Murdering, gross uncles.  

Secretly, I like the cheerful, buttery dandelions.  And they are so hardy.  No—I must 

resist their sunny demeanor. They are murdering uncles.  I yank them out.  

Secretly, even though I’m forty-nine years old, my mom still comes over to help when 

I’ve let the weeds go too long.   My mother really is a gardener.  The green thumb gene must 

have skipped a generation.   

Secretly, come September with all its teacher madness, when I’m walking the dog under 

the cover of night, I pray, just a little, for an early frost.  Just to take the pressure off. 

No gardener wishes for an early frost…I’m a fake, a horticultural imposter. 

But now, hallelujah!  I’ve been absolved of my sins by Saint Suzanne, Gardener 

Educator!  I have arrived.  I am current.  On-trend, even!  My definitely-not-manicured-garden is 

now a sustainable eco-space.  That’s not “just a weed” appearing between the cracks of our 

slightly crumbling driveway, that’s Matricarai discoidea.  I can make that into tea that will cure 

a sore throat and constipation.  Now there’s a conversation starter.   



Suzanne has shown me the way to accepting my garden with all its’ imperfections.  And 

not just to accept it but to revel in it!  I’ve let my garden guilt go.  I see the weeds as prairie 

perennials that keep our riverbank stable.  Creeping Charlie is now a drought-resistant ground-

cover.   

Suzanne is really the Student Services Teacher of the gardening world.  She helps us to 

see flaws as gifts.  She knows that out of messy, ignored and exasperating comes strength, 

resilience and even beauty.  Suzanne knows that when a plant is in the perfect spot, it will 

flourish.  Sometimes it takes a few tries to find that perfect spot, but when you do, the roots will 

be deep.   Imagine--that child, that student, that job, that relationship--that finally flourishes.  We 

need to remember to hang in there, be patient, and sometimes take a risk to find a different space 

to grow.   

I will still pull the occasional “murdering uncle” out of my garden—so that my lone 

tomato plant has a fighting chance. But, I think, as this summer cools into fall, when I’m walking 

the dog on a late September evening, I might even be praying for just a little bit more time with 

my garden.  

 
- Christine Stephenson 

  



Pine Cones 
 
Memories flare and flutter 
Like dancing sunbeams through branches 
To the songs of a four-year-old 
Picking wild flowers along the tree line 
 
My father, mother, sister and brother 
All there, in the clearing 
Filling pails with pine cones 
Bouncing like raindrops to the brim 
 
Until one slips from my sister’s grasp 
And rolls to my feet 
Brittle and dry, the pine cone crumbles in my hand 
Dust, from my fingers to the Sunday eternal 
 
My breath does not hold back the clouds 
My gaze fails to still the forest 
Onto the back of a butterfly, they sail away 
Leaving scattered pine cones 
 
The sun used to be more generous with the day 
But now fades quickly into dusk 
Each visit becomes shorter 
   And now,  
 
      I need to leave before the darkness sets in. 
 
 

- Warren Nightingale  
 

  



Parks and Personalities 
 
A park with purpose 
paths, pond, and pagoda 
providing place  
for all in its service 
 
voices come to share 
discourses that are contraire 
 
parks and perspectives 
Indigenous knowledges, 
and reciprocal relations  
are the foundations 
said one park speaker 
 
parks and politics 
funding formulas for  
water features, 
bridges, and unleashed creatures 
said one park speaker 
 
 
parks and pollinators 
green deserts 
for the bees 
we need more flora please 
said one park speaker 
 
parks and plants 
stop, look, and learn 
how do you know this brand  
and not this land? 
said one park speaker 
 
parks and the past 
buildings, maps, and land deeds 
collections of recorded history 
lost voices remain the mystery  
said one park speaker 
 
park and peace 
ruminating minds  
pause to breathe and embrace   
let us ground ourselves in this place 
said one park speaker 



  
voices come to share 
discourses that are contraire 
 

- Lisa McLellan-Bowes 
 



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

Human	Nature	

	

	



Introduction 
 
We are writers and educators. 
 
In this course on writing for social justice and human rights, we spent time in King’s Park writing about 
nature and our connection to place. These pieces reflect that process and writing.  
 
Together as a group we shared our writing with each other and also our hearts. As we worked through our 
different pieces to refine our ideas and our language we discovered aspects of ourselves that helped us 
grow as people and writers.  
 
The pieces that we chose for this publication reflect our theme of “human nature.” The first two pieces are 
responses to the nature environment of the park, while the other two pieces are about what is means to be 
human. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Suppose…Bees 
By Deanna Wiebe 
 
Suppose bees knew they only had six weeks to live from the moment they burst out of their pollen ball.  
Would they gather more pollen or just hang out in more flowers? 
 
Suppose bees compared their size and shape to other bees? 
Would the smaller ones have to forgive their mothers for not laying their eggs on bigger pollen piles? 
 
Suppose bees could choose which pollen specialists they would become. 
Would it be cooler to gather from willow or spirea, purple prairie clover or asters? 
 
Suppose cuckoo bees moved into a bumble bees’ nest and the Bumbles were at home. 
Would they sip nectar together and exchange stories? 
 
Suppose bees found out about green deserts, pesticides and varroa mites. 
Would they huddle in their holes paralyzed with anxiety? 
 
Suppose bees were told that social insects were more aggressive than solitary insects. 
Would the feral bees feel morally superior? 
 
Suppose bees judged each other by the amount of pollen load they could carry. 
Would “nice legs” become a survival characteristic? 
 
Suppose Canadian bees noticed that they had to share wildlife with the foreign honey bees. 
Would they resent the immigrant? 
 
Suppose bees read the media reports that they are going extinct and that human food supply will suffer. 
Would they get busier? 
	
	
	

	



 
 
 

Eyes Closed in a Suburban Park 
By Esther Hazendonk 

 
Chattering, territorial chipmunks arguing. 

A mower droning on…and on…and on. 
Birds chirping, tittering- welcoming, questioning, hello! 

Cars splashing, and the squelching of wet tires on dry pavement. 
Leaves whooshing and rustling- gusting and fading.  

A motor cycle revving – Show-off! 
Water trickling and burbling - calming energy. 
Distant traffic – a dirty brown grey murmur. 

Insects humming, buzzing, scittering.   
Dogs’ claws tipping, tapping on the concrete. 

 
 

                                               
	
	
	



	

Re-versing the Habit 

A Reverse Poem 

By Janessa Roy 

Please note that this (left and right) is the same poem.  On one side, the poem 
carries one meaning, but when the lines are reversed, it has an opposite feeling. The 
first is sad while the second is happy and at peace. 

This poem is dedicated to my big brother, John.  

July 29, 1982 – February 7, 2018 

 

 
 
This stuff owns me.                                                                     It has gone away.  
I can no longer say that                                                               Happiness, 
I am human.                                                                                It consumes me. 
I wake up and I think of one thing.                                              I'm affecting others. 
I'm affecting others.                                                                    I wake up and I think of one thing.  
It consumes me.                                                                         I am human. 
Happiness,                                                                                 I can no longer say that 
It has gone away.                                                                      This stuff owns me.  

 

 



Crayons	
By	Kandyce	Jaska	



Growing As Writers 
 

By:  Garrett Sutton, Kimberly Zealand, Brett Priestley, Camille Roth 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Introduction: 
 

We invite you to enjoy reading our submissions for this anthology. 
Over the last two weeks we have come together every day to share our 
process as writers. During our journey, we grew together as we read and 
listened to each other’s drafts of writing. We offered valuable feedback to 
each other as we viewed our writing through different lenses. Our pieces 
revolve around the themes of social justice and place. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Lost Voices 
By: Garrett Sutton 
 
Fighting for attention 
Trying to find the words 
Struggling to find your voice 
 
Imbalance of power 
Talking at length 
The desire to control 
 
You say I need to speak up more 
I say that you need to listen closer 
Slow down 
 
Shy away from conflict 
Bottle everything up 
Dismissed 
Resentful 
 
The power of few over many 
Sometimes only the loudest voice 
Is heard 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Footprints 
By: Kimberly Zealand 
 
Who walked this path before me? 
Whose footprints am I stepping in? 
I close my eyes and my imagination returns to me. 
Returns me to a time when herds gathered by the thousands. 
A time when the Earth’s jewels were used to nourish and heal. 
And a time when life was slow and purposeful. 
Today our Earth only resembles its distant past. 
A selfish society has intruded and its forecast is bleak. 
Let us return to those timeless footprints and let them guide our feet toward change. 
Our Earth is in need of our love. 
Who walked this path before me and who will walk MY path when I no longer roam? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Emma 
By: Camille Roth 
 
A loon sings. 
My fingers graze the wall. 
Knotted, wooden planks. 
Sleep eludes me. 
 
Looking out the window 
tree trunks, gnarled pine. 
Sweating on my bunk 
a slight breeze rustles through the leaves. 
Breathe in.  Breathe out. 
 
I belong. 
Surrounded by family. 
Peaceful sigh. Collective contentment. 
I love it here. 
This is my place. My heart. My home.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Burning away 
By: Brett Priestley 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
  

Rooted In 
Nature 



Introduction 
 
As part of a writing institute at the University of Manitoba during the summer of 2018, we 
found ourselves in a group together to share and support each other in our writing. Meeting 
daily for two weeks, a community was built and connections were made. We laughed, we cried, 
we wrote, and we grew. 
 
The pieces that followed are works that are near and dear to our hearts. They were written in 
different places, inspired by different things, with different personal meanings attached, but 
they all touch upon nature – either the nature of humans and relationships, or our connection 
to the natural world. We see this as our beginning as writers – our roots are only starting to 
take hold. 
 
 
Aaron Russell 
Bronwen Davies 
Leanne Warkentin 
Stephanie Zirino 
 



-Stephanie Zirino 



River 
This is an old river 
She meanders, she doesn’t run 
It is amazing to me how far she has come 
and how far she still has to go. 
She has seen a lot in her time 
some good, some bad. 
Sometimes, in a whisper, she shares her stories 
Are you willing to make the effort to hear what she has to say? 
Do you care enough to listen to the knowledge she has to share 
as she floats on by? 
 
Don’t let her calm demeanor fool you 
She shows great strength on occasion too 
Rising up to destroy cities in one fell swoop 
Or eating away at them slowly 
year after year 
Until one day 
you come to a place you used to know 
and no longer recognize it 
 

-Bronwen Davies 

  



Education Misunderstood 
Her story. I know it is different from mine. One weathered hand holding a cigarette, the 

other pulling a bag behind her. She smiles at me, approaching the bench that is next to mine. 
 “Mind if I sit here and smoke my cigarette? I’d like to be in the shade,” she asks in a 
polite tone, her voice slightly raspy. 
 “Sure, take a seat,” I smile back at her. 
 I’m not fond of the smell, but there is a breeze, and it reminds me of my grandpa. I turn 
my gaze back to my notebook, looking out into the distance, trying to find inspiration for my 
writing. I feel dry of words. 
 “Um, excuse me, sorry to bother you.” It’s her, smoking away, and she smiles at me. 
“You look like you’ve walked this place. Do you know which building is University Centre? Is it 
the big one over there?” she asks as she points at the Administration Building. 
 “No, it’s the one over on the other side of the road.” I point to the building, hoping she 
understands which one I am pointing in this maze of concreate structures. 
 “Oh, the one with the red umbrellas? I’m supposed to meet a friend for lunch. I’m pretty 
sure I’m early though.” 
 “That’s the one. There are all sorts of restaurants in there, so that would make sense.” 
 “Thanks, I’ve never been here before.” 
 “What time are you meeting up with your friend?” I ask. 
 “Oh, 1:30 I think. Somewhere around then.” 
 I look down at my cell phone. 11:10. She is very early. “Oh, you have lots of time,” I 
respond. She smiles at me, not seeming to worry that she has over two hours to waste. 
 She turns her gaze down, looking at the pathway in front of her. I look back at the empty 
page in my notebook, still uninspired. 
 Then, she speaks again. Half to herself, half to me. She sees a little green worm wiggling 
its way across the brick pathway in front of her. 

“He’s a cute one, isn’t he? Well, maybe it’s a she,” she mumbles in her raspy voice, and 
takes a long drag from her cigarette. I look up at her and smile. She continues. “You know, a 
couple years ago I would have killed a little bug like this. Then I had an experience in a 
bathroom where there was a spider. I was about to kill it, and then it ran away. I had to think to 
myself, ‘This spider is scared of me! It’s running away from me. Why would I kill it when it’s not 
doing any harm to me? We can share this space.’ I don’t kill bugs anymore. Why should I harm 
something that does not intend to harm me?”  

I don’t respond, I just continue to sit there, smiling gently at her. This interaction is 
becoming quite interesting, quite unexpected, and quite deep.  

“I’m not sure if I believe in it,” she continues to ramble, “But if reincarnation is a real 
thing, than I would hope that if I become a bug that people would respect me if I respect 
them.” 



The simplicity in this statement. This woman’s wisdom, her thoughtfulness. She 
understand this harmonious relationship between man and nature. She understands her role in 
this world. 

I breathe in, still smelling the cigarette smoke wafting by me. I want to ask her more 
about herself. More of where her journey started. About where she lives, where she calls 
home. What it is that she believes. However, I am unsure, scared even, to connect too deeply 
to someone I don’t even know. So, we sit a while longer. The page in front of me still. Her still 
observing the worm at her feet, taking slow drags from her cigarette. We sit in the silence of 
nature together, enjoying the shade and the signs and sounds of summer. 

I begin to write. I write of our interaction, of my wonderings about her, and imagine the 
stories she has to tell, the life she has already lived. 

She finishes her cigarette, gathers her belongings. It’s 11:30 at this point. She is still 
extremely early for lunch. She still has some time to wait. As she passes me, she pauses for a 
moment. 

“Best of luck with your studies, dear,” her raspy voice says to me with a smile. “I never 
did this kind of education. I didn’t need it. I’m sure you will do great though. You look as though 
you would.” 

I smile at her, wish her a good lunch with her friend, and grant her a farewell. 
And just like that, she walks away. Not down the groomed brick path, but over the grass, 

in the shade of the trees, pulling her bag behind her. 
The smell of cigarette smoke lingers in the air around me. 
 
Who am I to say that people on this campus are more educated than her? That this is 

the correct or the only way to gain knowledge and understanding of the world around us and 
what it all holds?  

This woman, she gets it. She understands the connections. She doesn’t need ‘this kind of 
education’. She has learned from the land beneath her feed, the soil and the berries. She has 
learned from the tobacco she has held in her hands. She has learned from the generations 
before her and the stories they have told her. She has learned from experiences. 

 
************ 

 
Her story. I know it is different from mine. One young, clean hand holding a pen, the other a 
notebook that is resting on her lap. She smiles at me, and I approach the bench that is next to 
hers. 

 
-Leanne Warkentin 

  



Trees and Love  
We are intertwined like roots of a tree running through our yard.  
When a root gets cut the tree doesn’t die, but it’s never the same again either.  
A branch may get less water for a period of time and the leaves may droop a little,  
but there is no Band-Aid that can fix it.  
No special solution to mend it.  
That branch is now weaker.   
 
However when the sun is shining and the birds are chirping  
you can’t even notice the damage.  
Soon after, the grass will grow around the wound.   
No one will even talk about it anymore  
But the effect is still there. If you look closely you can see it.  
 
The leaves come back the next spring,  
But on that one branch, that gets its water from another root now, its leaves are a little bit 
smaller and weaker this year.  
So much so that you need to make sure the tree is watered really well.   
You need to love it like you’ve never loved it before.   
Tend to it carefully.  
Don’t let another root get cut.  
It definitely won’t survive another cut.   
No amount of love, care or attention could repair it if it got harmed again.  
Not that it’s fragile mind you. But it’s taken enough abuse.  
 
The leaves come back again the next spring.   
This time they are fuller. The roots have adapted and it feels almost like one was never cut.  
It’s had to compromise to keep the branch and leaves alive.  
The leaves are bigger than last year.  
It may even be stronger now than it was before the cut.   
It’s had to figure out how to survive.  
The love, care and attention have paid off.  
 
And so it goes with trees and love.  

-Aaron Russell 
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Just like a network of trees in a forest whose root systems feed and nourish each 

other, our meeting as a writing group nourished and fed our writing spirit. Our 

time together to share and reflect helped root our journey in collaboration and 

trust, through the writing process.  

Participating in a community of learners pushed our boundaries and comfort 

levels as we shared a vulnerable side of ourselves. Having our thoughts and 

feelings about self and place validated by our peers improved our writing in a 

number of ways. Receiving feedback contributed to confirm our own word and 

theme choices in our writing. Having our writing group truly listen and 

respond to our reflective pieces acted as a compass to help point us in our next 

direction.  

Our collective pieces all relate to our exploration of learning about the places 

we connect to. 

Rui invites us to explore King’s Park and her new-found sense of place as a 

newcomer to Canada. Finding friendship and solace with other newcomers, 

they began this journey in this new land together. King’s Park provided her 

first connection to Canada. 

Weipeng narrated a story from the perspective of the pagoda connecting his 

homeland of China to King’s Park. His use of personification brought life to the 

Oriental elements of the Park. His piece brought a perspective of being rooted 

here while harboring a sense of belonging to Chinese culture. 

Karla’s published piece brings readers in micro view of King’s Park through the 

eyes of wild life. She explores feelings of being present and noticing details of 

place, as well as the ongoing changes and how we respond accordingly. 



Leslie’s poem connects to place outside of Canada. It is a place she has never 

lived in before, but still feel a deep attachment. It is the land of her ancestors 

and they call her home.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Rui’s Journey Through King’s Park 
Written by Rui Ma 

 
 About three years ago, when I first came to Winnipeg, I lived nearby the 
King’s park with four other Chinese Students. The exciting feeling of coming to 
a new country soon fade away since the sense of unfamiliar scared me and 
haunting my mind. Everything here is different, language, food, building, 
weather, and I can easily get lost since I can’t understand the bus route. How 
could 162 turn to 170 at night? At that time, I always need to stick to my friends 
to get out of the house, which is only 5-minute walk distance to the University of 
Manitoba.  

Somehow, one of my roommates came to know King’s park was not far 
away, and suggested us to take a walk. One afternoon, all of us walked together 
to explore the first park we will meet in Winnipeg. It felt much more comfortable 
for me with the accompany of my friends, and I started to enjoy this little trip. 
We took some group picture at the entrance of the park, with the sign show the 
name of this park. It is still a mystery that why they choose the artificial cactus to 
decorate the sign. We tried many times to use the selfie stick to make sure 
everyone was included in front of the sign. It seems like a serious task for us to 
catch the name of the park to prove we have been here. After the exhausting 
group photo, we walked slowly into the park, and all of our attention was drawn 
by the children on the playfield. There was a group of children were bubble 
shaped customs, and what’s more unbelievable is that they are playing soccer 
while felling down and rolling around in the bubble. “Wow, that is another 
difference I experience here, children play fancy sport!” The voice inside my 
mind made an exclamation. 

There was another surprise waiting for us inside the park. A very Asian-
style pagoda emerged as we walked farther. Its appearance looks like a common 
pagoda that could be found in any city parks in China. She stood quietly beside 
a pond, the striking red color and the familiar structure caught my sight, and 
brought me back to my homeland. This foreign land is not that strange to me, 
this pagoda made me feel more connected to this land.  
 As an international student come to the foreign country, it is not easy for 
me to step out my comfort zone to explore the differences in this foreign city. 
However, the trip to King’s park teaches me that there was an integration of 
cultures in this land, and it is brave to explore something different.  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



A Letter From The Pagoda in King’s Park 
Written by Weipeng Wang 

Hi, dear friends in Summer Writing Institute, 
 I’m a pagoda sitting near the pond at King’s park. We have met on you on the 
first day. I had a chance to listen to you talking about writing experiences, respecting 
nature from indigenous wisdom. Oh, and those bees! 
 When people define the park, they say it like this. “This is an English landscape 
style park with an oriental ambiance” (Macdonald, 1995). I guess I bear the main 
responsibility to show that tinge of an oriental element. Before I have a Chinese style 
friend, she is an arch bridge. You meet her on your way to me. Though we never met, 
dandelions have helped us correspond with each other. She often lamented about her 
back pain. Human friends changed the wood structure to a white steel frame. In the 
recent letter, she expressed her happiness about being back to life and insecurity about 
losing cultural identity.  
 My life was given by a group of Chinese businessmen based in Winnipeg. They 
named me ��. �means pavilion. � can stand for China, flowers or blossom. I like this 
name because it not only tells my origin but also contains the best wishes for King’s park, 
wishing all the lives here can flourish in harmony. Pagoda is often related to Buddhism, 
it was a place to store sacred classics. In many cases, people see me as a different colour 
in the painting. I wonder if they ever think about why my roof curves and resembles 
bamboo joints. It is because Buddhism believes that curved lines can ward off the evil 
spirit which only moves in a straight line. As for the red pillars, they represent the 
royalty of the imperial power. When people come to me from all directions in sizzling 
or downpour summer afternoons, I narrate my story, a story from the East. Some pay 
attention, some look around. I don't mind.  The only fly in the ointment is that my guests 
don’t have a resting place for them to subside their busy thoughts when they enter my 
body. Those short encounters usually can’t leave a deep trace in their memory. Should 
a circular bench be equipped, people could linger longer and see the park differently. By 
simply lean on the bench, they can have a short meditation or just listen the surrounding 
sound: rain drops, leaves fall, bees buzz. 
 Talking about my bee friends, I admire them because they are free to move. I 
want to fly as well. Isn't wonderful to have a power nap on the white clutch clover or 
have a race with butterflies? Though I cannot move, my friends drop by frequently. My 
weeds friends once read me a poem he wrote: water flows, wind blows, people pass and 
I miss... I can sense his heart from the blush on his face. My friend pond is always a good 
listener, he has a generous heart and always ready for a big hug. The best moment is 
when waterfowl led their babies leisurely floating in his arms in a warm sunset or a 
drizzly morning.   
 I am always fantasizing about what my pagoda friends in China: how are they 
doing there? I try to collect bits and pieces about them from tourists' remarks about me, 
and sometimes we have a reunion in my dream. Maybe I won't have a chance to visit, 
but I want them to know that I I rejoice at living in this peaceful and diverse park. In the 
morning, I listen to birds chirping and flowers stretching, bees working. At night, I talk 
to the water, appreciate the moon. Spring presents me with a view of colours. Summer 
hugs with a bright greenness. Autumn dresses me in wheat-colour leaves. Winter gentles 
tuck me in the warm white quilt.  Honestly, being a member of this green and fresh 
community, I am proud of my presence as a symbol of Chinese culture and will continue 
to serve anyone I have the luck to meet here. 
 Please visit me often. 
 
Yours, 
Pagoda in the park 



Guess who I am? 
Written by Karla Costa 

 
Guess who I am? I am always in a hurry. I have to feed myself, to exercise, to 

choose the best place to live in. I don’t have time for blah-blah-blah. I love to 

look for the best spot, to hide from predators, to go up, and up. I just don’t have 

time for blah-blah-blah. I usually live for five to ten years in the nature. My life 

is fast, my thinking is fast, my heart is fast. I don’t have time for mimimi1. If I 

want to stay, I stay. I don’t stay long. I don’t have much time. Much before this 

fast world, my life has been teaching me how to survive, how to be faster, how 

to act faster. Due to human interactions, diseases, and predators, I might not 

live for more than eighteen months. Definitely, I don’t have time for blah-blah-

blah. I run, run, run. I climb, I go up, I go down. If you want to learn with me, 

here is my lesson: Do what you have to do, now. Don’t overthink. If things are 

not the way you wish them to be, move, run, go up, go down, don’t wait. Life is 

fast. Life doesn’t have time for mimimi. Look around, choose a tree, climb it, 

look down, see what you need, go and get it, work with it, move. I don’t have 

time for blah-blah-blah. I don’t have time to elaborate. I don’t complicate, I 

simplify. My time is now. My decisions are fast, straight to the point. If I want 

to go, I go. If I want to stay, I stay. I just don’t have time for mimimi. I am 

practical, down-to-earth, active. When I get tired, I sleep. And then, I don’t have 

time for blah-blah-blah. I only have time for life, and life is now. Nice to meet 

you, my name is I don’t have time for blah-blah-blah - mimimi- Squirrel! 

 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                        
1 Mimimi: an expression that is used to describe or imitate someone that is constantly 
complaining about life. It is used in informal communication. Language: Brazilian 
Portuguese 



Mo talamh 
(My Land) 

Written by Leslie Dickson 
 

I love this land I live on, but 
my land is not Turtle Island. 

my attachment to land cannot be found here. 
The history, the stories, the memories 

belong to someone else. 
 

Albion, Caledonia, Lerne 
Britain, Scotland, Ireland 

these are the lands of my people. 
My stories are there. 
My history is there 

Tar abháile 
 

Ruddy checks, blue eyes 
I long to live among my clans. 

Mossy glens, deep valleys, rolling hills 
I ache to roam the ground 

where my grandmothers once lived. 
Tar abháile 

 
Spidery veins on cheeks, a bulbous nose, a cheery smile 

I saw my grandfather in the faces around me. 
My ancestors embraced me  

as I walked the land 
My wanderer said wander no more 

Tar abháile 
 

Like the dandelion, my roots there are deep. 
They solidified my place of belonging. 

I heard my Celtic spirit in the wind, felt it in the trees, tasted it in the air  
The Mother Goddess called to me to “come home”. 

Tar abháile 
 

Albion, Caleonia, Lerne 
Britain, Scotland, Ireland 

These are the lands of my people 
In a soft brogue, my ancestors whisper for me to “Tar abháile” 

“Come home” 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The End 

 



 


