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Jess

“[Jess’] perspective on being a girl and woman while having
memories of being a man offers an understanding I’d never thought
of. Really interesting book.” Poolays, LibraryThing

Gender Fraud: a fiction

“A gripping read ….” Katya, Goodreads

Impact

“Edgy, insightful, terrific writing,
propelled by rage against rape. Tittle writes in a fast-paced,
dialogue-driven style that hurtles the reader from one
confrontation to the next. Chock full of painful social
observations ….” Hank Pellissier, Director of Humanist Global
Charity

“ … The idea of pinning down the inflictors
of this terror is quite appealing ….” Alison Lashinsky

It Wasn’t Enough

“Unlike far too many novels, this one will
make you think, make you uncomfortable, and then make you reread it
….” C. Osborne, moonspeaker.ca

“… a powerful and introspective dystopia ….
It is a book I truly recommend for a book club as the discussions
could be endless ….” Mesca Elin, Goodreads

“Tittle’s book hits you hard ….” D. Sohi,
Goodreads

“It Wasn’t Enough punches well above
its weight and straight in the gut ….” Shefali Sequeira,
4w

Exile

“Thought-provoking stuff, as usual from Peg
Tittle.” James M. Fisher, Goodreads

What Happened to Tom

“This powerful book plays with the gender
gap to throw into high relief the infuriating havoc unwanted
pregnancy can wreak on a woman’s life. Once you’ve read What
Happened to Tom, you’ll never forget it.” Elizabeth Greene,
Understories and Moving

“I read this in one sitting, less than two
hours, couldn’t put it down. Fantastic allegorical examination of
the gendered aspects of unwanted pregnancy. A must-read for
everyone, IMO.” Jessica, Goodreads

“Peg Tittle’s What Happened to Tom
takes a four-decades-old thought experiment and develops it into a
philosophical novella of extraordinary depth and imagination ….
Part allegory, part suspense (perhaps horror) novel, part defense
of bodily autonomy rights (especially women’s), Tittle’s book will
give philosophers and the philosophically minded much to discuss.”
Ron Cooper, Hume’s Fork

Just Think about It!

“An excellent collection
of thought-provoking essays and short pieces.
Just Think about It! (2nd edn) covers an amazingly wide range of topics that
really made me think ….” Karen Siddall, Amazon

Sexist Shit that Pisses Me Off

“Woh. This book is freaking awesome and I
demand a sequel.” Anonymous, barnesandnoble.com

“I recommend this book to both women and
men. It will open your eyes to a lot of sexist—and
archaic—behaviors.” Seregon, Goodreads

“Honestly, selling this in today’s climate
is a daunting challenge—older women have grown weary, younger women
don’t seem to care, or at least don’t really identify as feminists,
men—forget that. All in all a sad state of affairs—sorry.”
rejection letter from agent

Shit that Pisses Me Off

“I find Peg Tittle to be a passionate,
stylistically-engaging writer with a sharp eye for the hypocritical
aspects of our society.” George, Amazon

“Peg raises provocative questions: should
people need some kind of license to have children? Should the court
system use professional jurors? Many of her essays address the
imbalance of power between men and women; some tackle business,
sports, war, and the weather. She even explains why you’re not
likely to see Peg Tittle at Canada’s version of an Occupy Wall
Street demonstration. It’s all thought-provoking, and whether or
not you’ll end up agreeing with her conclusions, her essays make
for fascinating reading.” Erin O’Riordan

“This was funny and almost painfully
accurate, pointing out so many things that most of us try NOT to
notice, or wish we didn’t. Well written and amusing, I enjoyed this
book immensely.” Melody Hewson

“ … a pissed off kindred spirit who writes
radioactive prose with a hint of sardonic wit …. Peg sets her
sights on a subject with laser sharp accuracy then hurls words like
missiles in her collection of 25 cogent essays on the foibles and
hypocrisies of life …. Whether you agree or disagree with Peg’s
position on the issues, Shit that Pisses Me Off will stick
to your brain long after you’ve ingested every word—no thought
evacuations here. Her writing is adept and titillating … her razor
sharp words will slice and dice the cerebral jugular. If you enjoy
reading smart, witty essays that challenge the intellect, download
a copy ….” Laura Salkin, thinkspin.com

“Not very long, but a really good read. The
author is intelligent, and points out some great inconsistencies in
common thinking and action …. may have been channeling some George
Carlin in a few areas.” Briana Blair, Goodreads

“ … thought-provoking, and at times,
hilarious. I particularly loved ‘Bambi’s cousin is going to tear
you apart.’ Definitely worth a read!” Nichole, Goodreads

“What she said!!! Pisses me off also! Funny,
enjoyable and so right on!!!! Highly recommended.” Vic,
indigo.ca

Critical Thinking: An Appeal to Reason

“This book is worth its weight in gold.”
Daniel Millsap

“One of the books everyone should read. A
lot of practical examples, clear and detailed sections, and tons of
all kinds of logical fallacies analyzed under microscope that will
give you a completely different way of looking to the everyday
manipulations and will help you to avoid falling into the common
traps. Highly recommended!” Alexander Antukh

“One of the best CT books I’ve read.” G.
Baruch, Goodreads

“This is an excellent critical thinking text
written by a clever and creative critical thinker. Her anthology
What If is excellent too: the short readings are perfect for
engaging philosophical issues in and out of the classroom.” Ernst
Borgnorg

“Peg Tittle’s Critical Thinking is a
welcome addition to a crowded field. Her presentations of the
material are engaging, often presented in a conversational
discussion with the reader or student. The text’s coverage of the
material is wide-ranging. Newspaper items, snippets from The Far
Side, personal anecdotes, emerging social and political
debates, as well as LSAT sample questions are among the many tools
Tittle employs to educate students on the elemental aspects of
logic and critical thinking.” Alexander E. Hooke, Professor of
Philosophy, Stevenson University

What If?… Collected Thought Experiments in
Philosophy

“Of all the collections of philosophical
thought experiments I’ve read, this is by far the best. It is
accessible, uses text from primary sources, and is very well
edited. The final entry in the book— which I won’t spoil for
you—was an instant favorite of mine.” Dominick Cancilla

“This is a really neat little book. It would
be great to use in discussion-based philosophy courses, since the
readings would be nice and short and to the point. This would
probably work much better than the standard anthology of readings
that are, for most students, incomprehensible.” Nathan Nobis,
Morehouse College

Should Parents be Licensed? Debating the
Issues

“This book has some provocative articles and
asks some very uncomfortable questions ….” Jasmine Guha, Amazon

“This book was a great collection of essays
from several viewpoints on the topic and gave me a lot of profound
over-the-(TV-)dinner-(tray-)table conversations with my husband.”
Lauren Cocilova, Goodreads

“You need a licence to drive a car, own a
gun, or fish for trout. You don’t need a licence to raise a child.
But maybe you should … [This book] contains about two dozen essays
by various experts, including psychologists, lawyers and
sociologists ….” Ian Gillespie, London Free Press

“… But the reformers are right. Completely.
Ethically. I agree with Joseph Fletcher, who notes, “It is
depressing … to realize that most people are accidents,” and with
George Schedler, who states, “Society has a duty to ensure that
infants are born free of avoidable defects. … Traditionalists
regard pregnancy and parenting as a natural right that should never
be curtailed. But what’s the result of this laissez-faire attitude?
Catastrophic suffering. Millions of children born disadvantaged,
crippled in childhood, destroyed in adolescence. Procreation cannot
be classified as a self-indulgent privilege—it needs to be viewed
as a life-and-death responsibility ….” Abhimanyu Singh Rajput,
Social Tikka

Ethical Issues in Business: Inquiries,
Cases, and Readings

“Ethical Issues in Business is clear
and user-friendly yet still rigorous throughout. It offers
excellent coverage of basic ethical theory, critical thinking, and
many contemporary issues such as whistleblowing, corporate social
responsibility, and climate change. Tittle’s approach is not to
tell students what to think but rather to get them to think—and to
give them the tools to do so. This is the text I would pick for a
business ethics course.” Kent Peacock, University of Lethbridge

“This text breathes fresh air into the study
of business ethics; Tittle’s breezy, use-friendly style puts the
lie to the impression that a business ethics text has to be
boring.” Paul Viminitz, University of Lethbridge

“A superb introduction to ethics in
business.” Steve Deery, The Philosophers’ Magazine

“Peg Tittle wants to make business students
think about ethics. So she has published an extraordinarily useful
book that teaches people to question and analyze key concepts ….
Take profit, for example …. She also analyzes whistleblowing,
advertising, product safety, employee rights, discrimination,
management and union matters, business and the environment, the
medical business, and ethical investing ….” Ellen Roseman, The
Toronto Star

more at

pegtittle.com

*

Writing as Jass Richards

The ReGender App

“This book is brilliant. …. The scene at the
airport had me laughing out loud. …” Katya, Goodreads

“A book I really recommend to any book club
and to people who are interested in gender differences and gender
discrimination.” Mesca Elin, Psychromatic Redemption

License to Do That

“I’m very much intrigued by the issues
raised in this narrative. I also enjoy the author’s voice, which is
unapologetically combative but also funny and engaging.” A.S.

“I love Froot Loup! You make me laugh out
loud all the time!” Celeste M.

“A thought-provoking premise and a wonderful
cast of characters.” rejection letter from publisher

The Blasphemy Tour

“With plenty of humor and things to think
about throughout, The Blasphemy Tour is a choice pick ….”
Midwest Book Review

“Jass Richards has done it again. As I tell
anyone who wants to listen, Jass is a comedy genius, she writes the
funniest books and always writes the most believable unbelievable
characters and scenes. … I knew this book was a winner when … a K9
unit dog kind of eats their special brownies … and dances Thriller.
… Rev and Dylan are not your ordinary guy and girl protagonists
with sexual tension and a romantic interest, at all. They both defy
gender roles, and they are so smart and opinionated, it’s both
funny and made me think at the same time. … They tour around the
USA, in their lime green bus that says ‘There are no gods. Deal
with it.’ Overall, I highly recommend anything by Jass, especially
this one book, which is full of comedy gold and food for thought.”
May Arend, Brazilian Book Worm

“If I were Siskel and Ebert I would give
this book Two Thumbs Way Up. … Yes, it is blasphemy toward
organized religion but it gives you tons of Bible verses to back up
its premises. And besides, it’s pure entertainment. There’s a
prequel which I recommend you read first. The Road Trip
Dialogues. … I only hope there will be a third book.” L.K.
Killian

The Road Trip Dialogues

“I am impressed by the range from stoned
silliness to philosophical perspicuity, and I love your comic
rhythm.” L. S.

“This is engaging, warm, funny work, and I
enjoyed what I read. …” rejection letter from publisher

“Just thought I’d let you know I’m on the
Fish’n’Chips scene and laughing my ass off.” Ellie Burmeister

“These two need stable jobs. Oh wait, no.
Then we wouldn’t get any more road trips. Fantastic book which
expands the mind in a laid back sort of way. Highly recommended.”
lindainalabama

Dogs Just Wanna Have Fun

“Funny and entertaining! I looked forward to
picking up this book at the end of a long day.” Mary Baluta

“… terrifically funny and ingeniously
acerbic ….” Dr. Patricia Bloom, My Magic Dog

“… laugh-out-loud funny.” M.W.,
Librarything

This Will Not Look Good on My Resume

“Ya made me snort root beer out my nose!”
Moriah Jovan, The Proviso

“Darkly humorous.” Jennifer Colt, The
Hellraiser of the Hollywood Hills

“HYSTERICAL! … There are really no words to
describe how funny this book is. … Really excellent book.” Alison,
Goodreads

“This book is like a roller coaster ride on
a stream of consciousness. … Altogether, a funny, quirky read ….”
Grace Krispy, Motherlode; Book Reviews and Original Photography

“Brett has trouble holding down a job.
Mainly because she’s an outspoken misanthrope who is prone to turn
a dead-end job into a social engineering experiment. Sometimes with
comically disastrous results, sometimes with comically successful
results. (Like pairing up a compulsive shopper with a kleptomaniac
for an outing at the mall.) I don’t agree with everything she says,
but I will defend her right to say it — because she’s
hilarious!

“My favorite part was when she taught a high
school girls’ sex ed class that 70% of boys will lie to get sex,
80% won’t use a condom, yet 90% are pro-life. She was reprimanded,
of course. I think she should have gotten a medal.

“You will likely be offended at one point or
another, but if you are secure enough to laugh at your own sacred
cows instead of just everyone else’s, this is a must read.”
weikelm, Librarything

“Wonderful read, funny, sarcastic. Loved
it!” Charlie, Smashwords

“I just loved this book. It was a quick
read, and left me in stitches. … ” Robin McCoy-Ramirez

“First, let me just say I was glad I was not
drinking anything while reading this. I refrained from that. My
husband said he never heard me laugh so much from reading a book.
At one point, I was literally in tears. Jass Richards is brilliant
with the snappy comebacks and the unending fountain of information
she can spout forth. … The quick wit, the sharp tongue, the acid
words and sarcasm that literally oozes from her pores … beautiful.”
M. Snow, My Chaotic Ramblings

A Philosopher, a Psychologist, and an
Extraterrestrial Walk into a Chocolate Bar

“Jass Richards is back with another great
book that entertains and informs as she mixes feminism, critical
thinking, and current social issues with humour … The wedding
intervention was hilarious. ….” James M. Fisher, The Miramichi
Reader

“I found myself caught between wanting to
sit and read [A Philosopher, a Psychologist, and an
Extraterrestrial Walk into a Chocolate Bar] all in one go and
wanting to spread it out. I haven’t laughed that hard and gotten to
spend time with such unflinchingly tough ideas at the same time. …
[And] the brilliance of the Alices! … I can now pull out your book
every time somebody tries to claim that novels can’t have
meaningful footnotes and references. [Thanks too] for pointing me
to the brilliant essay series ‘Dudes are Doomed.’ I am eagerly
watching for The ReGender App ….” C. Osborne

TurboJetslams: Proof #29 of the
Non-Existence of God

“Extraordinarily well written with wit,
wisdom, and laugh-out-loud ironic recognition, TurboJetslams:
Proof #29 of the Non-Existence of God is a highly entertaining
and a riveting read that will linger on in the mind and memory long
after the little book itself has been finished and set back upon
the shelf (or shoved into the hands of friends with an insistence
that they drop everything else and read it!). Highly recommended
for community library collections, it should be noted for personal
reading lists.” Midwest Book Review

“We all very much enjoyed it—it’s funny and
angry and heartfelt and told truly … ” McSweeney’s

“If you’re looking for a reading snack that
has zero saccharine but is loaded with just the right combination
of snark, sarcasm, and humor, you’ve found it.” Ricki Wilson,
Amazon

“What Richards has done is brilliant. At
first, I began getting irritated as I read about a familiar
character, or a familiar scenario from our time living on the lake.
Then, as the main character amps up her game, I see the thrill in
the planning and the retribution she undertakes for pay back.”

mymuskoka.blog
spot.ca/2016/07/book-review-turbojetslams.html

Substitute Teacher from Hell

“I enjoyed reading “Supply Teacher from
Hell” immensely and found myself bursting out laughing many, many
times. It is extremely well-written, clever, and very intelligent
in its observations.” Iris Turcott, dramaturge

more at

jassrichards.com

*

Writing as chris wind

This is what happens

“An interesting mix of a memoir and a
philosophical work, together with some amazing poetry. … This is
what happens won’t only be the book of the
year for me, but it ranks high, top 5 on the best books ever
read.” Mesca Elin, mescalime.wordpress.com

“This is what happens relates how
women are hamstrung by patriarchy … the sexism both insidious and
glaring that profoundly shaped Kris’s life from its beginnings … An
incisive reflection on how social forces constrain women’s lives. …
Great for fans of Sylvia Plath, Doris Lessing’s The Golden Notebook.”
Booklife

Thus Saith Eve

“Short, but definitely entertaining … and
serious between the lines.” Lee Harmon, A Dubious Disciple Book
Review

“ … a truly wonderful source of feminist
fiction. In addition to being an extremely enjoyable and
thought-provoking read, the monologues can also be used for
audition and performance pieces.” Katie M. Deaver, feminismandreligion.com

Snow White Gets Her Say

“Why isn’t anyone doing this on stage? …
What a great night of theater that would be!” szferris,
Librarything

“I loved the sassy voices in these stories,
and the humor, even when making hard points.” PJ O’Brien,
Smashwords

Deare Sister

“You are clearly a writer of considerable
talent, and your special ability to give expression to so many
different characters, each in a uniquely appropriate style, makes
your work fascinating and attractive. … The pieces are often funny,
sometimes sensitive, always creative. But they contain an enormous
load of anger, and that is where I have problems. … I know at least
one feminist who would read your manuscript with delight
(unfortunately she is not a publisher), who would roar with
laughter in her sharing of your anger. …” rejection letter from
Black Moss Press

Particivision and other stories

“… your writing is very accomplished. …
Particivision and other stories is authentic, well-written,
and certainly publishable ….” rejection letter from Turnstone
Press

“… engaging and clever ….” rejection letter
from Lester & Orpen Dennys, Publishers

“As the title indicates, this collection of
stories is about getting into the thick of things, taking sides,
taking action, and speaking out loud and clear, however unpopular
your opinion may be. … refreshingly out of the ordinary.” Joan
McGrath, Canadian Book Review Annual

dreaming of kaleidoscopes

“… a top pick of poetry and is very much
worth considering. …” Midwest Book Review

Soliloquies: the lady doth indeed
protest

“… not only dynamic, imaginative verse
writing, but extremely intelligent and intuitive insight. … I know
many actresses who would love to get their hands on this material!”
Joanne Zipay, Judith Shakespeare Company, NYC

“‘Ophelia’ is something of an oddity … I
found it curiously attractive.” Dinosaur

UnMythed

“… A welcome relief from the usual male
emphasis in this area. There is anger and truth here, not to
mention courage.” Eric Folsom, Next Exit

“… With considerable skill and much care,
chris wind has extrapolated truths from mythical scenarios and
reordered them in modern terms. … Wind handles these myths with and
intellect. Her voice suggests that the relationship between the
consciousness of the myth-makers and modern consciousness is closer
than we would think.” Linda Manning, Quarry

“Personally, I would not publish this stuff.
This is not to say it isn’t publishable—it’s almost flawless
stylistically, perfect form and content, etc., etc. It’s perverse:
satirical, biting, caustic, funny. Also cruel, beyond bitter,
single-minded with a terminally limited point of view, and this
individual may have read Edith Hamilton’s Mythology but she/he
certainly doesn’t perceive the essential meanings of these myths.
Or maybe does and deliberately twists the meaning to suit the poem.
Likewise, in the etymological sense. Editorial revisions suggested?
None, it’s perfect. Market potential/readership targets:
Everyone—this is actually marketable—you could sell fill
Harbourfront reading this probably. General comments: You could
actually make money on this stuff.” anonymous reader report for a
press that rejected the ms

Paintings and Sculptures

“You know that feeling—when you read the
first page and you know you’re going to like the book? That
happened when I read the first poem. … I loved ‘Mona’ and I could
picture the scene; it might have happened that way, we’ll never
know ….” Mesca Elin, barnesandnoble.com

Satellites Out of Orbit

“Satellites Out of Orbit is an
excellent and much recommended pick for unique fiction
collections.” Michael Dunford, Midwest Book Review

“… I also love the idea of telling the story
from the woman’s perspective, especially when the woman is only
mentioned in passing in the official story, or not mentioned at
all. …” Shana, Tales of Minor Interest

“Our editorial board loved it. Our readers
said it was the most feminist thing they’ve read in a long time.”
rejection letter from publisher

As I the Shards Examine / Not Such Stuff

“Not Such Stuff challenges us to rethink some of our responses to
Shakespeare’s plays and opens up new ways of experiencing them. …”
Jeff, secondat.blogspot.com

“This world premiere collection of monologs
derive from eight female Shakespearian characters speaking from
their hearts, describing aspects of their lives with a modern
feminist sensibility. Deconstructing the traditional
interpretations of some of the most fiercely fascinating female
characters of all time, the playwright is able to “have at it” and
the characters finally have their say. And oh, what tales they have
to weave. …” Debbie Jackson, dctheatrescene.com

Let Me Entertain You

“I found ‘Let Me Entertain You’ very
powerful and visually theatrical.” Ines Buchli

“I will never forget ‘Let Me Entertain You.’
It was brilliant.” Kate Hurman


ProVocative

“Timely, thought-provoking, dark, and
funny!” Kevin Holm-Hudson, WEFT

“… a great job making a point while being
entertaining and interesting. … Overall this is a fine work, and
worth listening to.” Kevin Slick, gajoob

The Art of
Juxtaposition

“A cross between poetry, performance art,
and gripping, theatrical sound collages. … One of the most powerful
pieces on the tape is ‘Let Me Entertain You.’ I sat stunned while
listening to this composition.” Myke Dyer, Nerve

“We found [this to be] unique, brilliant,
and definitely not ‘Canadian’. … We were more than impressed with
the material. The Art of Juxtaposition is filling one of the
emptier spaces in the music world with creative and intelligent
music-art.” rejection letter from a record company

“Controversial feminist content. You will
not be unmoved.” Bret Hart, Option

“I’ve just had a disturbing experience: I
listened to The Art of Juxtaposition. Now wait a minute;
Canadian musicians are not supposed to be politically aware or
delve into questions regarding sexual relationships, religion,
and/or sex, racism, rape. They are supposed to write nice songs
that people can tap their feet to and mindlessly inebriate
themselves to. You expect me to play this on my show?” Travis B.,
CITR

“Wind mixes biting commentary, poignant
insight and dark humor while unflinchingly tackling themes such as
rape, marriage (as slavery), christianity, censorship,
homosexuality, the state of native Americans, and other themes,
leaving no doubt about her own strong convictions upon each of
these subjects. Her technique is often one in which two or more
sides to each theme are juxtaposed against one another (hence, the
tape’s title). This is much like her Christmas Album with a
voice just as direct and pointed. Highly recommended.” Bryan Baker
gajoob

“Thanks for The Art of Juxtaposition
… it really is quite a gem! Last Xmas season, after we aired ‘Ave
Maria’ a listener stopped driving his car and phoned us from a pay
phone to inquire and express delight.” John Aho, CJAM

“Liked The Art of Juxtaposition a
lot, especially the feminist critiques of the bible. I had calls
from listeners both times I played ‘Ave Maria.’” Bill Hsu, WEFT

“Every time I play The Art of
Juxtaposition (several times by this point), someone calls to
ask about it/you.” Mars Bell, WCSB

“The work is stimulating, well-constructed,
and politically apt with regard to sexual politics. (I was
particularly impressed by ‘I am Eve.’)” Andreas Brecht Ua’Siaghail,
CKCU

“We have found The Art of
Juxtaposition to be quite imaginative and effective. When I
first played it, I did not have time to listen to it before I had
to be on air. When I aired it, I was transfixed by the power of it.
When I had to go on mike afterward, I found I could hardly speak!
To say the least, I found your work quite a refreshing change from
all the fluff of commercial musicians who whine about lost love
etc. Your work is intuitive, sensitive, and significant!” Erika
Schengili, CFRC

“Interesting stuff here! Actually this has
very little music, but it has sound bits and spoken work.
Self-declared ‘collage pieces of social commentary’. …very
thought-provoking and inspiring.” No Sanctuary

more at

chriswind.net

and

chriswind.com
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​ Damages

This was a mistake, she was thinking, as she
approached the house. She should never have agreed to come ‘home’
for New Year’s. She’d refused her mother’s invitation twice before
in the thirty-five years since she left; she should have refused
this time. But, as her mother had pointed out, they were getting
on. Pushing eighty, both of them.

They’d ambushed her. When she’d come out of
the forest with Tassi, at the end of one of their ten-mile walks,
she saw the car, pulled over to the side of the dirt road. Assuming
the occupants were lost and in need of directions—so many people
thought the road went all the way around the lake—she
approached.

But they didn’t ask for directions. They
just looked at her. Oddly. Didn’t say anything.

“Do I know you?” she finally asked.

As soon as the woman spoke— She’d recognize
that voice anywhere. Even after what, twenty years? It was
critical, it was disapproving, it was—

How had they found her? They must’ve stopped
at the post office and inquired.

So much for the privacy of an R.R.#
address.

Her kneejerk reaction had been to be polite.
She invited them down to her cabin for tea. That was her first
mistake.

Too late, she realized that their presence
contaminated her refuge, her sanctuary.

She didn’t have a living room per se, nor a
kitchen or dining room. Nothing was anonymous, nothing was for
guests, so they’d had to sit on her couch, the couch that
fit her and Tassi like an old track shoe, and they’d looked out at
her view, the view of the lake and forest that had made her
buy the cabin even before she’d seen the inside. She did most of
her best work sitting on that couch looking out at that view. (The
rest she did while walking in the forest.)

It had been her dream-come-true, the cabin.
She’d wanted a place on a lake in a forest ever since she was a
kid, spending summers at the family cottage, paddling in the green
canoe or just sitting on the dock, reading, thinking, composing
…

And if her parents had held on to that
family cottage for her, instead of selling it before she even had
her teaching degree—

Didn’t they realize how much she loved it?
No. When she walked them through her cabin—it had seemed the thing
to do, but was another mistake—she pointed to the photograph she’d
thumbtacked to one of her bookshelves, of the winding road that had
led to that beautiful paradise— They hadn’t recognized it.

“It wasn’t winterized,” her father had said
when she’d found out they’d sold the cottage and had expressed her
disappointment. Her anger.

Right. As if that was the reason they
hadn’t even considered selling it to her.

Of course in retrospect, she wouldn’t’ve
have wanted to buy it anyway. Living there would have been a
constant reminder of family. Still. The point.

That visit, the ambush, had provided the
last straw. The tipping point. The trigger. The idea.

Because they had been, still, so oblivious,
so willfully deluded. Forget apology, they hadn’t even reached
acknowledgement. People shouldn’t be allowed to be that clueless
for that long. To be that blind to the consequences of their
actions. Or lack thereof. Call it negligence. At the very least,
reckless endangerment.

Of course they had suffered. Their youngest
daughter had walked out of their lives at twenty-one. Surely that
cut to the bone. To have your own child reject you so … completely.
To wonder every day ‘Was she okay?’ Well, to wonder for the first
twenty years. At any time in the last fifteen, they could have just
googled her. And discovered she was alive and well.

But, apparently, they’d never wondered,
certainly never asked, ‘What did we do wrong?’

At sixteen, she’d entered one of her
compositions in a city-wide competition and placed second. She made
the mistake of telling them. Her mother had asked how much money
she’d won. Like some gold-digger measuring value only by dollars.
Her father had asked where the sponsoring organization was. Like
some Neanderthal needing location data to establish territorial
boundaries. Neither one of them asked to hear the piece. It
shouldn’t have surprised her. It wasn’t the first time they failed
to … care.

She’d decided then and there never to share
her joy with them again. To present to them the glistening
iridescent bubble of her achievement only to have it popped. Like a
pimple. A cyst. An abscess.

And yet, when they’d ended the short tour of
her cabin in her music studio, she found herself, forty years
later, at fifty-five for godsake, proudly handing them a copy of
her latest CD. She’d been such an idiot! Why did she still need
their approval, their praise? Damn it!

“What’s this supposed to be?” her father had
sneered at the cover, a sort of holographic musical score it had
taken her two days to create using various visual art and photo
editing programs. He didn’t even bother turning the CD over to read
the list of pieces. Several nocturnes. A duet for sax and loons.
Another for sax and wolves.

It hurt.

And disappointed. She’d thought he couldn’t
hurt her anymore. She’d thought she was past that.

And he had no idea. That he—

He handed it to her mother, who merely
glanced at it then gave it back.

“No, I meant—” She changed her mind
mid-sentence. They didn’t deserve the gift.

She should’ve asked them to leave. Kicked
them out right then and there.

As they had—

Well, no, they hadn’t exactly kick her out.
But when she’d wanted to move out in her fourth year, her mother
had said ‘If you leave now, you don’t come back.’

She’d been stunned. She’d always been such a
good girl, quiet, obedient, doing her homework without being asked,
practising the piano without being asked, never needing a curfew
because she never went out because she had no friends … It wasn’t
until university— Well no, their relationship had started crumbling
before that. At fifteen, actually, when she started thinking for
herself. That was when she started asking questions, raising
objections … But even so, she had continued to do what they’d asked
of her … For another six years. Then, enough was—

She could understand that her mother was
hurt by her decision to move out. She didn’t have a job in Edmonton
to go to, like her brother. She wasn’t getting married, like her
sister. Both were legitimate reasons to leave the nest. She— She
just wanted to leave. To live on her own. Was that so bad? So
unforgiveable? Apparently. For an unmarried daughter. God, you’d
think it had been the ’20s. Not the ’70s.

Once the tour was over, she’d led them to
her couch. It was the only option. Seemed, at the time, the only
option. She herself settled onto the floor with Tassi. (Another
mistake. Teenagers did that, not adults.) They told her about her
brother’s successful business. Her sister’s husband’s recent
promotion. Their kids. Their kids’ kids.

She didn’t even pretend to be
interested.

Didn’t matter.

Not once did they ask her about her
achievements.

And not once did they ask why she’d left.
Why she had, essentially, divorced them. She’d explained it all in
the letter she’d written, but it seemed they hadn’t read it. Hadn’t
understood it.

No, most likely, hadn’t taken it
seriously.

But now? How could they not take it
seriously? She hadn’t contacted them, not once, in thirty-five
years. She’d shown no desire whatsoever to be part of the family.
Wasn’t that why they’d tracked her down one more time before they
died? To ask why?

Apparently not.

She had realized, all those years ago, that
her parents weren’t going to change. And she herself certainly
wasn’t going to change. Wasn’t going to turn back into the good
little girl she once was. So their continued relationship would
have been either a façade or a constant stream of criticism and
rejection.

She’d always told herself that she respected
them too much to pretend; that’s why she left.

But in not speaking the truth, all these
years, hadn’t she been lying? Perhaps.

Still, what would have been the point?

And yet, with her silence, she’d been, to
use current jargon, an enabler. She was partly to blame for their
cluelessness. About so many things …

When they’d finally stood up to leave, her
mother asked for a hug. If you have to ask— But, she … acquiesced.
That is to say, she let herself be hugged. She did not hug back.
And yet her mother’s eyes filled with tears of joy.

And then she’d asked her to come home for
New Year’s. Yes, ‘home’. Where did they think they’d been for the
last hour?

Of course, she was going to say ‘No’ again.
Maybe scream it. But then she changed her mind.

Because.

*

She slowed as she approached the house, then
drove past it. This was a big mistake.

No. She owed them an explanation. Should
they be interested.

And even if they weren’t.

Perhaps especially if they weren’t.

She circled the block, then came back.

The house seemed smaller than she
remembered. Less imposing. Less a given.

She parked on the street. Around the corner,
actually, on Lucan Street. The corner had seemed further away, back
when she’d walked past Lucan to Moore to the candy store. And she
doesn’t remember ever just walking along Lucan, to see whatever
there was to see. It just wasn’t done.

There was a sidewalk now on their side of
the street. As she walked toward the driveway, she remembered her
brother’s white-with-black-stripes Triumph Spitfire parked at the
end, tucked as close as possible to the retainer wall. Later it
would be a mustard yellow MGB. And then the Norton with the
metallic blue gas tank. When she wanted to buy a little
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