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				To Callum, Liam, Jaxon and Lucas

				Spring, full of promise.

				 

				 

				LUCAS K. LAW

				 

				To members of the Law and Foo families (wherever you are)

				Identities—ever-evolving, behold a sense of wonder always

				 

				 To all of us

				Seasons—ever-changing, dreams and journeys yet to be discovered

				 

				In memory of Daniel Frank Yochim, Suzanne Lee West, 

				and our loved ones who had left us

				Memories—ever-treasured, stories never to be forgotten
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				Foreword

				Lucas K. Law

				

				What is a life well lived? 

				That thought stirred in my mind as I watched a slideshow at my brother-in-law’s Celebration of Life. And this question led to another: How should life be lived?

				Then, to another: What kind of stories will you leave behind?  

				Each person—including myself—must write his or her own story, but it struck me that some experiences throughout a person’s life may be recurrent. Ageing, universal emotions, and relationships were three commonalities that crossed my mind.

				Ageing. The changing of seasons. 

				What comes to mind when you see the word ageing? “Old people”? “Ancient,” “feeble,” “useless,” or one of the other negatives? I used to have such associations when I was younger. Now, I connect the word with “all of us.” Ageing is a life’s journey of growing older: a journey that begins in our mothers’ wombs and ends with our last breaths. No reversal, just progression.

				What has shocked and alarmed me in the past few years has been hearing young people’s remark that they are not afraid of death (so they say), but they worry about ageing. They fear the future. There may be numerous reasons for this, but one root cause could be the rapid social change societies all over the world have experienced in the last few decades. Although what worries a 20-something might be different from what worries a 40-something or a 60-something—and we fear or worry differently at different stages in our lives—we can nevertheless empathize across generations. The underlying emotions are universal and known to us instinctively.  

				There is happiness in welcoming a child into this world. There is jubilation in celebrating a milestone. There is grief in facing a sudden loss or saying goodbye to a deceased loved one. In between “arriving” and “leaving,” each season is a series of waves, rising and falling between joy and sorrow, touching the range of human emotions—some named, some not, some indescribable. Though each experience is individual and unique, the stories feel familiar because they are the touchstones in our collective unconscious. We know these emotions—they are fundamental and universal to us from the moment of our birth to the moment of our death. Do we accept and embrace these emotions? Or do we fear and run from them? How do we live a life of purpose?

				Living with purpose is difficult when the complexities of our world go against us—some hurdles are within our control, others not. But, as the slideshow in the Celebration of Life demonstrated, moments of joy, moments of goodness, and moments of festivity are to be found in every season. We must live, and we must dream. 

				How often have we heard “it’s not the destination, it’s the journey that matters”? 

				Not only do the slideshows have many stories to tell, they also impart truths if we care to look for them. One fundamental truth can be expressed as: it is not the quantity of relationships but the quality of those bonds that last over time and space. The quality of our lives—emotionally, physically, mentally, spiritually—is directly linked to the quality of our relationships. No matter our age, we are not alone, and life is a shared journey of moments to discover, explore, and rediscover in every season. We have a lot to learn from each other—the young from the old, the old from the young, and everyone in between. There’s no shame in asking for support—or accepting support. Being independent does not preclude needing each other: to grow, to expand, and to flourish. 

				In Seasons Between Us, Candas Jane Dorsey and twenty-three authors examine the power of self-exploration as we cope with the undiscovered country of our journeys through growing older over the seasons. In their Tales of Identities and Memories, the authors leave us with probing questions: Who are we? What is the meaning of existence? Do we make a difference? And at the end of each short fiction, the author provides a note: What would you tell your younger self? 

				This anthology is dedicated to the memory of Daniel F. Yochim, Suzanne L. West, and all our loved ones who have gone before us. We do not say goodbye, but only farewell until we meet again. Dan and Suzanne taught me not to take time for granted. Who or what is here today may not be here tomorrow. 

				Somewhere in my travels, I saw this phrase: Each morning we are born again. What we do today matters most.

				So, go. Create memories; accept new identities; engage words for social good; listen to music; read a book; be honest and humble; connect with people, places, and things that make your life richer; savour the support and generosity given to you; acknowledge your good fortune; work on healthy ageing. And also, apply the pay-it-forward principle. When it is time for your own farewell, you will then answer your own question: What is a life well lived? 

				A portion of this anthology’s net revenue goes to support the Kids Help Phone and Mood Disorders Association. Please support your local charitable organizations and public libraries. Do take care of your own health, and be kind to yourself and others. And remember: We are never too old to dream.


				—Lucas K. Law, Calgary and Qualicum Beach, Canada, 2021
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				Introduction

				Candas Jane Dorsey

				
				Arriving, Pausing, Enjoying, Leaving

				Recently I was in the emergency room of the closest hospital (for reasons that turned out okay, don’t worry!) and when she saw my patient number, the admitting clerk said, “I’ve never seen one so low! Were you born in this hospital?” and the answer was, “Yes. Yes, I was.” I discovered I could go to Records and ask to see my birth record—which is apparently written in pen in a ledger, so old am I becoming. I haven’t done it yet, but it gives me pause (paws?) to think that my paws, for all their roamings away-and-back, are now firmly planted only a few blocks, a mile maybe, from where I drew my first breath. I have been to a lot of places in the world, but I come back here, and I am growing old here, sometimes in the same rooms.

				What is the journey of a life, then? Is it geographical? Certainly, for my forbears, it was. Four generations ago, they were arriving on this landscape, full of ambitions, prejudices and misconceptions about the emptiness of the land. They had a self-image of hardy pioneerism, and their very definition of self came from a line drawn between where they started their lives and the very different landscapes they traversed to end those lives on the Canadian prairie. My mother’s ashes are interred beside theirs, in a little graveyard in middle-Alberta where perspectives on colonialism, settlement and reconciliation are seldom admitted. 

				I am so firmly of this land that I never want to leave it, and yet, I am of settler stock. I have been in a lot of discussions lately about reconciliation, in the wake of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission of Canada (TRC), and I accept that those settlers in my lineage did not possess the place they lived, though they thought they did. And yet, my geography exists: this is my place—and I “own” this house where I sit to write this. The difference, maybe, is the limitation of time: my place-ness, my ability to claim a place is mine, is time-limited to my lifespan. Which makes every moment of that life precious (no matter how, from outside, I may be relegated to margins because of someone else’s prejudices or misconceptions).

				So, is a life a geography all its own? History has more people who stay in one place than have ever travelled: are we to say that a life lived planted in one spot has no unique and particular landscape, no hills and valleys, no belonging-ness? Obviously, unless we are not paying attention, we would never say that physical, outward geography was all of one’s destiny, even if place and origin is some of what makes us who we are. But yet, geography anchors the most potent of the allegories, the metaphors, the similes we use to start describing our lives and purposes. We travel through life, we journey, we explore, we arrive, we depart from the events of our lives as if they were solid and created a geography. We talk of our highs and lows, our hills and valleys, and then, we “travel” atop that geography. 

				Like Everyman in The Pilgrim’s Progress, whose journey was a naked and unsubtle allegory full of descriptively-named regions like the Slough of Despond, we can liken life to a series of destinations where we arrive, stay and leave in a relentless peripeteia. So then our life stories are a travel memoir, and the destinations—wisdom, serenity, peace, happiness—are goals to achieve as we age.

				Equally potent are the comparisons to climate, season, and weather. This very volume’s call for submissions was organized by seasons, with spring defined as the time of beginning, and the journey of our lives described as the passage of time (which it is) through allegories of an inevitable progression of birth, growth, prime of life (whatever that is), senescence, and death— unimpacted by any conscious wishes to linger in any one stage. But are seasons eras, or are they but moods? Is spring instead optimism, summer enjoyment, autumn melancholy, and winter despair? Do we really move through seasons only once, or do we hopscotch through them as robustly and discontinuously as any literary or TV time traveller, exchanging summers of content for winters of discontent, or wistful autumns for hopeful springs, on a daily basis? Or perhaps we think not of seasonal change but of daily passages: dawn of life progressing to sunset and night enveloping us at last—but is night infinite to some of us, and full of life and possibility in stars and galaxies, and do we scribe our stories on that infinity, while day feels limited by the blue bowl of sky that hides or limits our fate? And weather: are we defined by our weather: grey or sunny moods or personalities, sudden storms of passion or anger, icy receptions or warm welcomes, all the weather of daily existence? 

				My job in writing this Introduction is not to answer these questions, but to pose them and leave you in a state of wondering. The writers whose work follows will move you onward into the state of wonder. That is the nature of the fictional contract (and I knew this through and through, as a writer, even before I read Barthes, Foucault and Iser!)

				But those who know me will not be surprised to know that I do have some ideas on the progressions of our life. In some ways, every story written anywhere, every “speculative fiction” (which is a bit of a redundancy, I sometimes think!), is making a comment on our ages and stages of life, in one way or another, and in reading them, we draw from them and take with us both the positive and negative propellants of understanding. Having survived childhood (despite some serious illnesses), endured adolescence (despite adolescence!), bounded into adulthood and romped about in its possibilities (the people! the relationships! the creativity! the community! the achievements! the love! the sex!) while also confronting its challenges (with which I will not burden you), and now being in the process (a never-completed process) of coming to terms with the entropic advancement of ageing, I have at once achieved and abandoned perspective. Achieved it by the inevitable progression of days and understanding, but abandoned it because it was a spurious achievement. 

				As a writer, and now also sometimes a visual artist, I have a great deal of experience in choosing what Feigenbaum, the chaos theorist, called the “irreducible amount of detail” that has to be present to make a work of art resemble reality. While doing this I have come to understand that if life were as simple as narrative, we would all be better at it. 

				Here is what I think that I think: we are hard-wired storytellers adrift in a capricious, arbitrary, entropic, and disorderly Universe. 

				I struggled with that word “disorderly”: we know we can find order that makes sense of the universe, or at least parts of it. We can cut the cake in such a way that we see a pattern. But is that pattern really there, or is it a result of our neurological tendency to impose narrative on the vast sea of information that provides input for our senses? I also wonder if “capricious” ascribes too much agency. Perhaps, instead, I should say that our Universe is completely disinterested, and, as we have constructed it, friable. 

				And for another nice word, our narratives as we construct them are fungible, and much of our conflict as humans come from misunderstanding that very point. So we spend our lives defending chimera.

				If this is true, What joy! What freedom! 

				And thus, what a lovely cornucopia of reason and fiction all the ages of our lives can be. So read on, for some versions. 

				
				—Candas Jane Dorsey, Edmonton, 2021,

				 author of Black Wine and ICE and other stories, and, forthcoming from ECW Press, the mystery series The Adventures of Isabel, What’s the Matter with Mary Jane, and He Wasn’t There Again Today
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				Clear Waters

				C.J. Cheung

				
				The deluge had begun two days earlier, the same day Hiroshi’s daughter, Shizue, called. She hadn’t been home for three years, but despite having to drive through the downpour on winding mountainous roads, she was coming for a visit.

				And she said she had a surprise.

				But Hiroshi had much more to do than prepare for her visit. The torrential rain made the river near his home rise nearly twenty-five centimetres beyond its bank, almost washing out the Shinto shrine that sat near the shore. The shrine stood taller than the roadside shrines common in Japan before the Collapse, and its upswept roof provided enough cover to keep the rain off his head and shelter the hologram of his wife who appeared and bowed whenever anyone approached. She was accompanied by two electronic candles and a small copper bowl filled with raw rice and red incense sticks. 

				Hiroshi spent two days erecting a sandbag barrier that snaked along the river’s tree-lined banks, but the water crept up and lapped against the makeshift berm. As Hiroshi dropped another sandbag on the wall, wiping rainwater from his salt-and-pepper hair, a voice came from upriver.

				“I have come to assist.”

				Hiroshi turned and his chest tightened. It was Karl, Tom Anderson’s android farmhand. An early model android, Karl would pass for human, but for the blue stripe on each cheek that crossed the silvery eyes all androids possessed.

				Karl picked up a spade and began filling an empty burlap sack with sand.

				“Thank you,” said Hiroshi, “but I’m almost done.”

				Karl glanced at the makeshift barrier. “There are three more metres of wall to build, which could take you several more hours alone. You need help.”

				Hiroshi sighed. Talking to an android was like talking to a trained dog. They were programmed to obey, not catch the subtleties of human speech. He would have to be direct. Hiroshi reached for the spade, catching the android’s clammy hand instead. Polymer and titanium. Plastic and dead. He shuddered at the touch.

				Karl stopped digging and gazed at him. Was that a shocked look in his silvery eyes?

				“I don’t want you. Go home.”

				Karl released the spade, thanked him, and walked back upstream.

				“Thank Tom for me, please.” Hiroshi watched Karl disappear into the trees, not knowing whether Karl heard him or not. Then he leaned over the berm, dipped his hands in the silty river, and let the fast current cleanse them. Tom was just trying to be a good neighbour. Hiroshi was sure he wouldn’t take offence, but he considered sending him a gift basket for his troubles.

				“Abe-san.”

				Hiroshi flicked the cold water from his hands. On the veranda, Mrs. Galang was beckoning him to come inside.“She’s here.”

				Excitement swelled in his chest like a wave. Shizue was early.

				He glanced back at his handiwork. The river lapped against the flood wall. Rainwater poured off the gables of his small shrine just metres from the barrier. Karl was right. There were still a few more metres left to build. Would the shrine be secure from the onrushing stream on the other side of the sandy wall?

				Hiroshi couldn’t worry about such things at the moment. His daughter was home. He rushed inside, took off his shoes and peeled off the heavy, rain-slicked coat and put on his slippers.

				Mrs. Galang sluffed a heavy cardigan over his shoulders and handed him a towel. “Do you think she will agree?”

				He wiped his hair with the towel. “We’ll see. I’ll let her in.”

				Mrs. Galang nodded and hurried back to the kitchen.

				Hiroshi shuffled down the hall across the dark-stained wood floor, past shelves of porcelain geisha dolls in glass boxes, until he reached the front door of his compound and swung it open.

				In the middle of the compound sat Shizue’s old electric Citycar, its windows fogged up.

				Hiroshi strained to see into the car. What was going on? Why wasn’t she coming out?

				The driver’s side door opened, and a young woman in shorts and a tank top stepped out.  It was Shizue, all right, just standing there, gazing up at the sky, but Hiroshi almost didn’t recognize her. The shoulder-length black hair she had throughout high school was gone, replaced by a pixie cut. But it was the same silly girl, still standing in the rain.

				Shizue twirled about, arms stretched out as if embracing the sky. She let out a whoop and a broad smile crossed her face.

				Hiroshi smiled, remembering all the times she would dance for him as a child, twirling about in a flowery kimono like the little water sprite she was.

				The passenger side door opened. A hooded figure stepped out of the car, unfurled a large red umbrella, and shielded Shizue from the rain. Too late, of course. She was already soaked to the skin.

				She never mentioned she was bringing a friend. Hiroshi cursed himself for not clarifying when she called. Surprises were for parties and gifts, not unexpected guests. At the very least, Mrs. Galang would have to set another setting at the table and prepare another room.

				The stranger was taller and had a larger frame. Boyfriend? Was her friend the reason she came home?

				Shizue sprinted toward the front door, while the stranger opened the trunk of the Citycar.

				“Papa-san,” she said as she slammed into Hiroshi, embracing him and almost knocking him into the entryway. He gave her a halting hug before she pulled back, torrents of rainwater dripping from her short, black hair, reminding him of that scrawny stray cat she’d brought home when she was seven years old.

				Hiroshi wrapped the towel around her and gathered her into the entryway of the house. Shivering under the towel, Shizue slipped out of her wet shoes and into the pair of pink plastic slippers Mrs. Galang kept clean and dust-free, just for her.

				The door closed behind the stranger, who folded up the umbrella and backed into the entryway.

				“Papa-san,” said Shizue, “Please excuse my rudeness.”

				Hiroshi stiffened. He should have expected this day. Three years away from home and she had to have made friends, perhaps other boyfriends as well. Would she ever tell him about them?

				The stranger removed the hood. Blue stripes on his cheeks crossed his silvery eyes.

				Shizue took the stranger’s arm. “Papa-san, this is Jin. He’s my boyfriend.”

				The air in the house became abruptly thin.

				“Surprise,” Shizue said.
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				Hiroshi led Shizue and Jin down the hall, slippers shuffling across the creaking hardwood floor. Jin spoke in whispers, commenting on how old everything seemed, while Shizue told him to be quiet.

				Hiroshi opened the door to a makeshift guest room: a small office with rosewood furniture and a squeaky old cot squeezed between two overstuffed bookshelves.

				Jin sluffed his backpack onto the floor with a thump.

				“I’m sorry this may not be up to more modern standards of accommodation.”

				Shizue glanced at him. “It’s fine, Papa-san.”

				Hiroshi beckoned for her to follow, but Shizue shook her head. He pointed further down the hall. “Your room—”

				“Is here, with Jin.” She glanced at Jin who was already unpacking. “Besides, he likes the floor. Says it’s good for his back.” She gave her boyfriend a wry smile.

				An icy coldness ran down Hiroshi’s spine. Boyfriend. He opened his mouth to insist that her place was her old room, that Mrs. Galang had prepared it for her, but he stayed silent. No need to start an argument before she’d even settled in.

				Hiroshi nodded, turned, and shuffled back down the hall toward the kitchen. 

				Shizue and Jin chuckled in the office. 

				Three years. Had it been so long? Who had just walked into his home? She resembled his daughter in all but the hair. What other surprises lay in hiding behind that three-year wall of time?

				He found Mrs. Galang in the kitchen stirring a pot of soup stock, adding dollops of miso paste.

				“How is she?” she asked.

				“Shizue is Shizue. We have a guest. His name is Jin.”

				Mrs. Galant perked up. “A boyfriend? I’ll set another place at the table.”

				“Don’t bother. Just plug him in.”

				Before she could respond, Hiroshi stepped onto the veranda, shutting the door on intrusion. He sat on a padded wicker chair and leaned back, never taking his eyes off the rainstorm, the flood wall, and the river roaring just beyond it.

				His wife loved watching the river flow by and seeing skipping rocks over the surface of a slow-moving stream. As a child, he’d amassed a small collection of skipping rocks, the smoothest and flattest ones he could find, and displayed them on a small table by his bed and kept them into adulthood. His wife saw them and chided him, saying the rocks weren’t meant to be kept. Their purpose was to be thrown. But Hiroshi knew, that once thrown, they were gone.

				“That’s where you’re wrong,” she said. “The stone sinks to the bottom, the ripples on the surface disappear, yes. But the stone is still there. You can’t see the stone but water flows around it, affecting the stream’s path.”

				Hiroshi sat on the veranda for a long time. 
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				Mrs. Galang called Hiroshi. Dinner was ready, and his guests were already at the table.

				He slid the door to the dining room adorned with a half dozen geisha dolls. An electric frying pan, half-filled with bubbling soup stock, sat in the middle of a low, cloth-covered table. Shizue and Jin knelt beside it on soft cushions, gazing longingly at the pan as Mrs. Galang filled it with fish cake, prawns, tofu, and cabbage; the fragrant scent of soup stock and miso wafted toward Hiroshi like a wave lapping onshore.

				“I haven’t had Nabe in . . .”

				“Three years,” Hiroshi said. “At least.”

				Jin nodded as Shizue explained the dish.

				“I didn’t know androids could eat,” said Mrs. Galang as she filled four bowls with heaping mounds of white rice.

				“Yes,” said Jin. “We are self-lubricating.”

				Shizue snickered as Mrs. Galang gave him a puzzled look.

				“He means,” said Shizue. “He can eat.”

				“Isn’t that what I said?”

				Mrs. Galang began handing each of them a bowl of rice.

				When Mrs. Galang handed Shizue her bowl, she waved it away. “Thanks, Liza, but I only want half.”

				“Half? But you always—”

				“Perhaps,” said Hiroshi, “Shizue is forgetting her manners after being away for so long.”

				Shizue turned her gaze to Hiroshi. “I don’t mean any disrespect. I eat brown rice now. It’s better for you and more sustainable.”

				“Oh? Some things change.”

				“And some things stay the same.” Shizue beckoned to Mrs. Galang, and accepted the offered bowl.

				Jin examined his surroundings, his eyes wide. “The dolls are beautiful. Where did you get them?”

				“Japan,” said Shizue. “Imported, right?”

				“Yes,” Hiroshi said. “Saved from the Collapse. Very valuable.”

				Jin raised his eyebrows and nodded. “Does the river flood every year?” he asked. “There are a lot of sandbags.”

				“Yeah, the stream seems pretty high this year,” said Shizue, scooping rice from her bowl onto a small plate. “And the rains, much harder.”

				Hiroshi shook his head. Didn’t she think he would notice? “No worse than usual,” he said. “It’s like this every year. It will hold.” He gestured to the small pile of rice on Shizue’s plate and shook his head. “Mottainai.” What a waste.

				Shizue’s eyes narrowed, and she let out a heavy sigh. “Fine.” She picked up the plate and slid the rice into the bowl with her chopsticks. A few grains tumbled onto the table. 

				Hiroshi clapped his hands. “Itadakimasu.”

				Shizue and Mrs. Galang echoed him, but Jin looked confused.

				“It’s a Japanese custom,” said Hiroshi. “You say it
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