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In praise of poetry

         “Words are like bottles.
    Their shapes may remain the same,
       while their contents vary from
         very bitter to very sweet.”

               —Hugh Rawson1

“Poetry,” said playwright William Congreve, “is the eldest sister of all arts, and 
parent to most. It is the oldest language we have.”2 This month, we celebrate this 
eldest sister and her offspring by featuring the work of two EAC-BC editors who 
share a passion for writing poetry: Hugh Macdonald (pages 8–15) and Jennifer 
Getsinger (pages 16–26). Also featured is the work of an EAC-BC editor with a 
passion for teaching: Carol Tulpar (pages 27–31).

Send stories!
We’ve already determined themes and started work on content for fall 2010: 
“Damn you, English Language! Part I and Part II” and the “4th Annual Holiday 
Gift Guide” (for which we’ve already lined up two gift featurettes: “A paper 
shredder for my identity-theft-obsessed aunt” and “Hot Yoga classes for my 
nephew”). If you have story ideas and want to reserve space in one of these 
issues, contact us at westcoasteditor@editors.ca by July 15. For more 
details about story angles, copy deadlines, and word counts, please see 
“Call for Submissions” on page 35. 

Send photos!
We need your help to replenish our Drive-by Editing coffers. 
Here’s the idea: you send us truckloads of photos, and we send  
you a pica ruler or a stack of Post-it Notes. Sort of. There’s a
catch since our budget doesn’t run to purchasing unlimited 
supplies: please read the fine print at the bottom of the
advertisement on page 4.

One final note. Since this is our last issue before summer 
hiatus, we’d like to take this opportunity to wish you an 
enjoyable and relaxing summer! Until September …

1. Semantic Antics: How and Why Words Change Meaning, Sol Steinmetz, 2008
2. The Miracle of Language, Richard Lederer, 1991

PHOTO BY CHERYL HANNAH, APRIL 2010
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Contributors
Jennifer Getsinger (six poems, 

pages 16–26) is a writer, editor, and 
geologist. She loves dark chocolate 
and metamorphic pet rocks, and she 
cherishes the companionship of Kitty 
(a.k.a. “Raccoon-Slasher”) while 
she writes poetry and edits scientifi c 
journals. In May, Jennifer pulled 
together a manuscript of 66 of her 
best poems to enter into the First Book 
competition sponsored by The Writer’s 
Studio at Simon Fraser University.

Hugh Macdonald (six poems, pages 
8–15) is a poet, playwright, and editor. 
His poetry is influenced by the works of 
William Shakespeare, Gerard Manley 
Hopkins, A.E. Housman, T.S. Eliot, and 
Robert Frost. Hugh has always been 
a jack of miscellaneous trades, having 
worked as a technical writer, a methods 
analyst, and a writer of puff pieces 
for a weekly newspaper. He lives in 
Tsawwassen with his wife, Vivian, a cat 
named Shadow, and a kitten named 
Polydactyl. 

Possessing the editing gene, Carol 
Tulpar (“The view from planet ESL,” 
pages 27–31) is frequently distracted 
by linguistic errors that she itches 
to correct. One of the factors that 
makes her job as an ESL instructor so 
rewarding is the strange and diverting 
pictures her students inadvertently 
create in their attempts to express 
themselves. Currently, Carol is reading 
Careless in Red  by Elizabeth George.
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West Coast Editor is 
down to its last few 
Drive-by Editing photos 
and needs your help to 
track down more. 

To encourage EAC-BC members to help 
refill the Drive-by Editing coffers, we’re 
having a photography competition.

Deadline: Please submit your 
photos to westcoasteditor@editors.ca by 
12 noon on August 15, 2010. (JPGs of 
300 dpi and greater preferred.)

Three winners: The three 
EAC-BC members who submit the most 
photos will win their choice of a pica 
ruler or five pads of Post-it Notes. 
(Every editor’s dream prizes!) Winners 
will be announced in the September 
2010 issue.

We’re
 in a
 jam …
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Letters
An ode to the automatic spell-checker
I thought this was cute. I found it in the “Comments” section 
of The Guardian…

Eye halve a spelling chequer
It came with my pea sea
It plainly marques four my revue
Miss steaks eye kin not sea

Eye strike a key and type a word
And weight four it two say
Weather eye am wrong oar Wright
It shows me strait a weigh

As soon as a mist ache is maid
It nose bee fore two long
And eye can put the error rite
It rare lea ever wrong

Eye have run this poem threw it
I am shore your pleased two no
Its letter perfect awl the weigh
My Chequer toed me sew

Kirstie Laird,
Vancouver

Although the major software developers released various 
contextual spell-checkers several years ago in an attempt to 
avoid these sorts of “corrections,” nothing trumps a living, 
breathing editor! 

For fun, we decided to run this ode through our computer’s 
spell-checker. Here’s what it suggested:

Paragraph 1, line 1: <eye halve> (suggestions: <eye has> 
or <eyes have>); Paragraph 3, line 1: <ache> (suggestion: 
<ache,>); Paragraph 3, line 1: <maid> (suggestion: <house 
cleaner>); Paragraph 3, line 3: <And> (suggestion: <In 
addition,> or <Moreover,>); Paragraph 4, line 3: <letter 
perfect> (suggestion: <letter-perfect>).

—West Coast Editor

The Storyteller 
by Mark van Doren

He talked, and as he talked
Wallpaper came alive;
Suddenly ghosts walked,
And four doors were fi ve;

Calenders ran backward,
And maps had mouths;
Ships went tackward
In a great drowse;

Trains climbed trees,
And soon dripped down
Like honey of bees
On the cold brick town.

He had wakened a worm
In the world’s brain,
And nothing stood fi rm
Until day again. 

Source: Opening stanza from 
Bartlett’s Familiar Quotations, 
John Bartlett, 14th ed., 1968; 
stanzas 2–4 from http://forums
.hexus.net/general-discussion
/47155-help-fi nd-poem.html, 
accessed May 17, 2010

“A poem should not mean
But be.”

Source: “Ars Poetica,” Archibald MacLeish, Streets in the Moon, 1926, 
as quoted in The Oxford Dictionary of Modern Quotations, Tony Augarde, 1991

LETTERS & MISCELLANEAWCE
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“How can I tell what I think till I see what I say?”
      Source: Aspects of the Novel, E.M. Forster, 1927, as quoted in The Oxford Dictionary of 
Modern Quotations, Tony Augarde, 1991

QUOTES & CURIOSITIESWCE

Who am I?
Can you guess the identity of this well-known 19th century 
bon vivant and man of letters? Here are nine clues:

I was born in Dublin, October 16, 1854.  §  My father was an 
oculist and ear-surgeon; my mother was a writer and poet.  §  
I moved to London in 1879. There, I became well-known as 
a wit and man-about-town.  §  When Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
play Patience ran in London in 1881, the character Bunthorne 
(the “fleshly poet”) was generally regarded as a caricature of 
me.  §  My fi rst published volume (Poems, 1881) received 
neither critical nor popular acclaim.  §  I married Constance 
Lloyd in 1884. We had two sons.  §  I was not a rich man: I 
had to work. After briefly flirting with the idea of becoming 
an inspector of schools, in 1887 I became the editor of the 
magazine Woman’s World. 

§ I was not a clock-watcher. In his 
Autobiographies, Yeats quoted me as 
saying, “I used to go [to the offi ce] three 
times a week, for an hour a day, but I have 
since struck off one of the days.” §  

The early 1890s were the years of my greatest literary 
successes; many of my most well-known works were 
published (or produced and staged) then, including The 
Picture of Dorian Gray, Lord Arthur Saville’s Crime, A 
House of Pomegranates, Lady Windermere’s Fan, A Woman 
of No Importance, and The Importance of Being Earnest.  

Have you guessed who this is? You’ll fi nd the answer (and 
sourcing information) at the bottom of page 35.

Six sniglets
With apologies to fans of the 
Canadian Oxford Dictionary, 
we’re pleased to present a list 
of six words that will never 
grace its pages (or those of any 
other book published by Oxford 
University Press). They’re 
called sniglets,1 “words that 
don’t exist but should.”2 

Here are the six sniglets and 
their defi nitions.

Aquadextrous (adjective): Possessing the ability to turn 
the bathtub faucet on and off with your toes.  

Carperpetuation (noun): The act, when vacuuming, of 
running over a string at least a dozen times, reaching over and 
picking it up, examining it, then putting it back down to give 
the vacuum one more chance. 

Furbling (verb): Having to wander through a maze of ropes 
at an airport or bank even when you are the only person in 
line.  

Ignisecond (noun): The overlapping moment of time when 
the hand is locking the car door even as the brain is saying, 
“my keys are in there!”  

Lactomangulation (noun): Manhandling the “open here” 
spout on a milk carton so badly that one has to resort to using 
the “illegal” side.  

Snacktrek (noun): The peculiar habit, when searching for a 
snack, of constantly returning to the refrigerator in hopes that 
something new will have materialized.

Sources: 1. Six sniglets and individual defi nitions from “Sniglets,” 
Rich Hall, http://f2.org/humour/quotes/, accessed May 18, 2010; 
2. Defi nition of “sniglets” from Can I Have a Word with You, 
Howard Richler, 2007
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QUOTES & CURIOSITIESWCE

It turns out that the madwomen of 
classic Victorian fi ction might not 
have been mad after all, just a tad 
disconcerting and inconvenient. In a 
BBC Radio 4 documentary that aired 
in April (Madwomen in the Attic, 
April 20, 2010) a group of medical 
historians, psychiatrists, and literary 
specialists gave their diagnoses of three 
of literature’s maddest and baddest 
female characters. We take a look at 
two of the diagnoses below.

Case study: Mrs. Rochester, née 
Bertha Mason, Jane Eyre
If your husband locked you in the 
attic the moment you set foot in his 
ancestral abode, you too might get 
a bit worked up. And if he forced 
you to live in confi nement with an 
alcoholic and rather unpleasant family 
retainer, you might even relieve your 
stress by periodically stealing out of 

your attic prison and taking midnight 
strolls around the house to scare the 
residents. But could you—and Bertha 
Rochester—really be classifi ed as mad?

Diagnoses: 1 “mad”; 2 “driven mad”;
 3 “mad, depending on what you take 
the defi nition of madness to be. She 
was certainly mad in the sense that 
she was behaving in ways that were 
disturbing to people and to herself. The 
risk is of assuming that some people 
are mad and some people are sane.”

Case study: Emma Bovary, née 
Emma Rouault, Madame Bovary
Okay. So you’ve spent your girlhood 
fantasizing about luxury and romance 
only to wake up one day to realize 
that you’ve gone and married a rather 
dull country doctor named Charles. 
To liven things, you entangle yourself 

Madwomen they were not
in two adulterous, ultimately ruinous, 
affairs. Eventually, it all becomes 
too much to bear: you spend too 
much money at the shops, build up 
an enormous debt buying Parisian 
handbags and bits of lace, then take 
arsenic and die a horrible death. A bit 
over the top? Yes. But can you—and 
Emma Bovary—really be classifi ed as 
mad?

Diagnoses: 1 “bipolar disorder”; 2 “not 
mad at all, just unhappy”; 3 “just very 
frustrated.”

Sources: BBC Radio documentary: 
www.bbc.co.uk/iplayer/episode/b00s0cn3
/Madwomen_in_the_Attic/, accessed 
April 23, 2010; http://newsvote.bbc.co.uk
/mpapps/pagetools/print/news.bbc.co.uk
/2/hi/health/8622367.stm?ad=1, accessed 
April 22, 2010

“Paradoxically, while few people 
seem to be reading or buying poetry, 
there has likely never been a time 
when more people were writing 
poems, especially because in the age 
of print on demand virtually any one 
with a computer and a rudimentary 

According to The Denver Post, “poetry 
has become our fastest-growing 
literary cottage industry” in the past 
two decades, “relying less on legions 
of editors in New York and elsewhere 
to shape literary tastes than on the 
energy and inventiveness of the poets 
themselves. 

“Not that there aren’t protestations 
to the contrary, especially during 
National Poetry Month, which has just 
concluded. 

“But the fact that a major art form has 
been marginalized is undeniable … 

Poetry: alive & kicking

knowledge of PageMaker can become 
his or her own publisher.”

Source: “Poetry keeping flame alive 
despite the dark,” David Milofsky, May 2, 
2010, www.denverpost.com/ci_14986615, 
accessed May 13, 2010

“She felt in italics and thought in capitals.”
—Henry James

Source: The Elephants of Style, Bill Walsh, 2004
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Real life: editor  
Secret life: poetHUGH 

MACDONALD
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FROM GENERATION 
UNTO GENERATION

Old man, young man,
Locked in war:
Past hope of peace,
Evermore.

Kill the man, give
The child his way,
And he’ll destroy us
Come what may.

Kill the child, let
The man rule on;
All the same,
We’re dead and gone.

So it’s been,
From child to man,
Ever since
The race began.

Old man, young man,
Never rest:
In a million years,
How you’ve progressed.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 1964–1979; 20 LINES; 67 
WORDS. “WHILE THIS POEM TOOK ABOUT 15 YEARS 
TO WRITE, I DIDN’T SPEND 15 YEARS SWEATING 
BLOOD. THE ACTUAL PROCESS STARTED WITH THE 
LINES: ‘OLD MAN, YOUNG MAN, NEVER REST.’ I 
COULDN’T THINK OF WHAT TO DO WITH THE LINES, 
SO THEY SAT IN A DRAWER FOR 14 YEARS … ONE 
DAY, I CAME ACROSS THE LINES AND, OVER THE 
NEXT FEW HOURS, WROTE A DRAFT OF THE REST 
OF THE POEM. I FIDDLED WITH IT FOR ABOUT A 
WEEK, AND THEN ABANDONED IT.”
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A STUDY OF HISTORY 
(WITH THANKS TO 
ALFONSE KARR AND 
APOLOGIES TO 
A.J. TOYNBEE)

I have been away this year
In times beyond my ken;
I saw the weal of history
Raised on the backs of men.

There was no way of telling
What was first or last;
It was all the same to me:
Future, now, and past.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 1970; 8 LINES; 45 WORDS. “UNLIKE ‘FROM GENERATION 
UNTO GENERATION,’ WHICH TOOK 15 YEARS TO WRITE, THIS POEM TOOK ME ONLY 
10 MINUTES.”

PHOTO FROM MS CLIPART, 2002
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Behold this place of broken glass:
Here, the smell of wasted food
And urine not yet flushed by rain
Seeps through skin and saturates
The brain. Behold this place of
Broken glass where scab
Encrusted men squat on curbs
Staring at their gutter-planted
Feet. Behold this place of broken
Glass where shards of whiskey jars
And six-pack slivers silver-plate
And bronze the concrete slabs beneath the
Dead-eyed window frames of buildings
Long since written off the balance
Sheet of some firm’s withered
Venture: and bequeathed to those with
Nowhere else to go.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 1979; 17 LINES; 92 WORDS. “THIS POEM GREW FROM MY MEMORY 
OF THE DEVASTATED MEN, WOMEN, AND CHILDREN I HAD ENCOUNTERED IN VANCOUVER, 
TORONTO, LONDON (ENGLAND), AND MANY SMALLER CITIES AND TOWNS. THEY HAVE 
ALWAYS BEEN WITH US, AND THEY HAVE LIVED IN MY MIND SINCE I SAW MY FIRST 
‘DRUNKEN BUM’ OUTSIDE THE OLD GROSVENOR HOTEL ON HOWE STREET. I WAS FIVE OR 
SIX AT THE TIME.”

THIS PLACE OF BROKEN GLASS

PHOTOS BY CHERYL HANNAH, SEPTEMBER 2008  
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ARENA AT EL DJEM

From the air it is a crater
Blasted in the sand.
It smothers Arab houses in its
Shadow, and coats the glory of
Its builders with the sticky
Memory of blood.
Here, the crowd cried out
When men and beasts tore
Flesh from each other’s bones.
Here, the crowd panted
Orgasmically as the sand
Sucked up the blood. Here,
Its tongue ached and
Dried, its lips quivered, hands sweated, and
Its breath and heartbeat almost stopped among
The stones of this most eloquent monument
To the majesty that was.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 1990; 17 LINES; 89 WORDS. “I WAS READING A COFFEE TABLE 
BOOK ABOUT THE MEDITERRANEAN AND CAME ACROSS AN AERIAL PHOTO OF THE ARENA 
AT EL DJEM. THAT PHOTO PROMPTED THIS POEM.”

PHOTO FROM MS CLIPART, 2002
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WE’LL GO NO MORE A-WHORING 
(INSPIRED BY GEORGE GORDON, 
LORD BYRON)

So, we’ll go no more a-whoring
After gods of men,
Though the soul be still as gasping
For religion’s oxygen.

For time erodes the old beliefs,
And ancient creeds decay,
And modern minds ask questions
That faith can’t put away.

Though the heart be still as yearning
For some fantasy of dream,
Yet we’ll go no more a-whoring
With deities supreme.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 1978; 12 LINES; 61 WORDS. 
“BYRON’S COMING TO TERMS WITH THE EMPTINESS OF 
HEDONISM PROVIDED ME WITH STRUCTURE TO COME TO TERMS 
WITH MY PERPETUAL GAZING INTO THE ABYSS AND NEVER 

SEEING THE SALVATION PROMISED BY THE PRIESTS.” 

PHOTO FROM MS CLIPART, 2002
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A DOGGEREL ODE
TO A PEKINESE

Hail to thee, O canid version
Of pug-faced furry felid Persian!
Hear thy wheeze and slushy snuffle,
Like a piggy seeking truffle;
And for a mastiff it be doubtful
That thou’dst make an honest mouthful.
In truth, my mind doth reel and bog
To think thou art, in fact, a dog.

BY HUGH MACDONALD, 
1991; 8 LINES; 51 
WORDS. “I WAS INSPIRED 
TO WRITE THIS POEM 
WHEN I SAW A LADY 
CARRYING A GYM BAG 
FROM WHICH PEERED 
A FACE — WHICH, AT 
FIRST, I THOUGHT WAS 
A MONKEY.”
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My literary  
influences 
include 
William 
Shakespeare, 
Gerard Manley 
Hopkins, 
A.E. Housman, 
T.S. Eliot, 
and Robert 
Frost.

The first book 
I ever read 
was a child’s 
dictionary; 
the first 
philosopher 
who ever 
made sense 
to me was 
Machiavelli; 
and the only 
economist 
who ever made 
sense to me 
was Malthus.

WCE: Why do you write?
HM: Because I get depressed 
when I don’t.

WCE: Has writing been a 
lifelong passion?
HM: I think it’s been more like a 
lifelong irritation. Something will 
get stuck in my mind, and I have 
to expel it before I cease to be 
annoyed.

WCE: Where does your 
inspiration come from?
HM: I can’t say I’ve ever felt 
inspired: at least not in the sense 
that most people seem to mean it. 

A good example of how 
“inspiration” works for me would 
be from many years ago when I 

was enjoying a plate of cholesterol 
(a.k.a. bacon and eggs) at a local 
greasy spoon. The waitress was 
wearing four-inch heels, and I 
could see that she was feeling 
no small amount of pain as she 
circulated among the tables. 

My thoughts drifted to the Victorian 
era when women, in the name 
of fashion, suffered intense 
abdominal pain and long-term 
damage squeezing themselves 
into a torture device known as the 
corset. From there, my mind drifted 
to Alphonse Karr’s observation 
“The more things change, the 
more they stay the same.” Eight 
lines formed themselves unbidden 
in my head, and I wrote “A Study 
of History (with thanks to Alphonse 
Karr and apologies to A.J. 
Toynbee)” [page 10] on a paper 
napkin over the next five to ten 
minutes. But truly, I have no idea 
how the process works.

WCE: Do you write for yourself 
or for an audience?
HM: Both. (My poetry blog is at 
http://hkmm1945.wordpress.com.)

WCE: What are you currently 
reading?
HM: Charlie Wilson’s War by 
George Crile; Shock Doctrine 
by Naomi Klein; How to Build a 
Dinosaur by Jack Horner; Ibsen 
and Hitler by Steven F. Sage; 
and Flashforward by Robert J. 
Sawyer. Ω

FIVE QUESTIONS
HUGH MACDONALD TALKS TO WEST COAST EDITOR 

ABOUT HIS WRITING PROCESS, FINDING INSPIRATION, AND BOOKS
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INNER LANDSCAPES—
CIRCLE OF STONES

On merry hill the stones ring
 an ancient shrine where Earth and Sky unite:
My heart pounds
 monolithic granite boundary markers
 into sacred ground around us,
While you reach for the stars to tie them
 hanging lightly at our fingertips,
 translucent wind chimes of volcanic glass
 keen and musical obsidian
 arrowheads piercing
    two hearts in place.
When this eclipse is over
 may we meet again inside stone circles,
 where meadowlarks sing dawn at noon.

by Jennifer Getsinger, March 2005; 14 lines; 
74 words. “I was inspired to write this poem 
when I saw the Stonehenge reproduction at Mary 
Hill, Washington, near the Columbia River.”



JENNIFER 
GETSINGER

Real life: editor and geologist
Secret life: poet and novelist

PHOTO BY DARWIN GREEN, AUGUST 2009
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KITSILANO, FAMOUS LONG AGO

(To the tune of Desolation Row by Bob Dylan)

The Queen of the Universe
Rides in a shopping cart,
Pushed along by her mother,
Too tired not to play the part.
The poet cashier at Safeway
Smiles a lame hello— 
Just three day-dreaming women
Down in Kitsilano.

The poet wants to sit down
And write the perfect song
Or go out to the theatre
And take her man along.
The mother’s wishing for the day
When off to school kids go,
So she can become a novelist
Down in Kitsilano.

The skateboarders on Macdonald 
Street
Cross against the light;
They’re lucky not to be dead meat
As vans speed out of sight.
The Witness on the corner
Is feeling mighty low
Ever since his wife died
Down in Kitsilano.

The coffeeshops on Broadway
Are full of unemployed
Artistes and writers of all kinds
And mums with girls and boys.
The browsers up at Banyen Books
Are spending lots of dough
On New Age prophesies of hope
Down in Kitsilano.

The local activists hang out
At Yoka’s coffee bar
They like this neighborhood a lot— 
They can’t afford a car.
They live in renovated suites,
Refusing to let go
Of dreams of owning a whole 
house
Down in Kitsilano.

The yuppies and the families
And students live side by side
With drug dealers at the corner,
Where school kids walk and ride.
The millionaires live on the beach
Where the street people go
To camp out free in nature
Down in Kitsilano.

In the alley behind the library
On Sunday afternoon
A couple makes love against the 
wall— 
They’ll pass out dead drunk soon.
Up the hill by the railway tracks
The Salish tribesmen go
Hunting and gathering, for what?
Down in Kitsilano.

Running through the red lights
In their four-wheel drives,
The rich men are impatient,
Never taking time out for their 
lives.
While sitting on the sidewalk
In meditative pose
The Safeway beggar asks for 
coins,
Down in Kitsilano.

Which ones of these are better off,
The workers or the bums,
The wannabe creatives,
The shop clerks or the mums?
It doesn’t matter who you are,
It’s a place we all can go
To enjoy our chosen lifestyles— 
Down in Kitsilano.

by Jennifer 
Getsinger, 
April 1997; 
revised May 
2010; 72 
lines; 372 
words. “In 2010, I renamed this poem from ‘Down in Kitsilano’ to 

‘Kitsilano, Famous Long Ago’ after part of a line in Bob Dylan’s 
Desolation Row, because the imagery of Kitsilano portrayed in the 
poem had already faded in the decade since I first wrote it. A sense 
of sadness is carried by that phrase, even as I recall Ray Mungo’s 
book Famous Long Ago, which was published in 1970, the year I 
graduated from high school …”
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Stanzas 1–2: The 
Queen of the Universe 
graduated in 2010 from 
Kitsilano Secondary 
School, continuing 
her predestination 
as a diva (standing 
ovation as “The Drowsy 
Chaperone”; leading 
the school to a drama 
festival award for 
starring in “The Room” 
by Harold Pinter; 
winning the Vancouver 
Playhouse’s D.S. 
Howard Scholarship 
Award for drama). 

The Safeway poet 
changed partners, 
continued with Safeway 
union activities, and 
received an M.A. in 
Theological Studies 
in 2006 from the 
Vancouver School of 
Theology. 

The mum still hasn’t 
published any of her 
novels, but is still 
working on them. 
She continues in her 
role as the diva’s 
chauffeur.

Stanza 4: Banyen 
Books moved from 
Broadway and Trafalgar 
to 4th and Dunbar.

Stanza 8: “The 
Safeway beggar” was a 
man named Lonnie, who 
is now dead; I think 
there was an article 
about him in The 
Vancouver Courier.

Stanza 6: Unfortunately 
nothing has changed for the 
homeless, unless it has gotten 
worse.

Stanza 5: Most 
homeowners can’t even 
swing part of a house 
in Kitsilano (you 
can’t buy a shack for 
less than a million 
dollars) and sold 
out to move to East 
Vancouver. And now 
Yoka’s is leaving 
town: sic transit 
gloria mundi.

Stanza 3: Ken, 
the Jehovah’s Witness 
who used to stand 
on the corner, died 
not long after his 
wife, and now someone 
else is living in the 
caretaker’s house at 
Tatlow Park. Crossing 
the street is still 
dangerous.

Stanza 9: Fewer 
and fewer of the same 
old folks can afford 
Kitsilano, but at 
least the beaches are 
still free.

“… What prompted revisiting this poem was the shock of hearing that 
Yoka’s coffee shop is moving to Victoria. Here are some of the other 
changes since the poem was written in 1997.”
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AUTUMNAL SORROW

Weeps the beech, in august air
permeated by sickly
sweet fragrance of fading phlox,
bouquets in house of the dead,
while bonsai giant redwoods
overhang like archaic
dinosaur skeletons and
peek down through acicular
pine needles, white and lodgepole,
to see unblemished roses

and straw hats meditating
on deep blue Delphinium
spike that pierces the clichéd
heart of the formal garden,
spears a hole in perfection,
rents the cloth of niceties,
and allows the beech to weep

memories of a wilder place
long ago where ancestors
grew great and tall in forests
free of geometric plan,
espaliered fruit on fences,
blasted ashlar, or leisured
humans writing poetry.

Listen! Even now eldritch
raven echoes across Earth’s
eons, where in autumnal
sorrow weeps the beech.

by Jennifer 
Getsinger, 
August 
2005; 28 
lines; 123 
words; the 
form is heptasyllabic. “I wrote this at Van Dusen Gardens in 

Vancouver, during a ‘Pandora Collective’s Poetry in the 
Park’ activity.”
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Inspired by violent volcanic ash 
eruptions of Mt.  St. Helens, this poem 
scolds primordial Mother Nature for 
her lack of care or kindness toward 
her human children — in a poetic form 
reminiscent of the Old English warrior 
epic Beowulf.

MOTHER PRIMEVAL

She-mountain  with rock breath
sulphurous  dragon-lady
fire-saying  friend-slaying
rip-rap  stuck up
she sits  on hoard of heat
molten magma  never nice nor
pretty ones  promised protection

Bitch in a manger  
  Mother to none
the crazy litter  whimpers home-
less, lone, and  scattered, while
smooth-speaking  mud solidifies
to concrete crèche  in crystal crush,
clash of coughing  rocky blast
blow-out wind  of stone fragments
spouting vapour,  ancient, arching
she snarls  snaggle-toothed with
ice-spired seracs,  broken swords
darkened demands  requiring respect,
pyroclastic pumice  plume of ash
reigns over runts  with tight reins—
cratered life-curse,  she causes
greater grief than  Grendel’s grandmother.
Ashes, ashes, we all fall down
Ashes, ashes, we all fall down.

by Jennifer 
Getsinger, 
March 2005; 
25 lines; 
111 words. 

“Notice the 
intentional 
extra space 
(called a 
‘caesura’) 

in the 
middle of 
each line, 
as I’ve 
tried to 

follow the 
metrics of 
Beowulf.”
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THIRD BEACH HAS-BEEN

Downhill from Pauline Johnson’s 
forgotten memorial
the young class meets old teacher
beneath bare beech tree dripping
wet, magic mushrooms at roots.

Same rippled sand, tidal streams,
raindrop impressions, basalt
dykes, glacial erratic trends,
unstable slopes, grey rain clouds,
cold ebb surf, distant isles,
show-off cormorants, scoters,
kingfisher, sea stack baked rocks
now angular blocks breaking
apart, indistinct contact— 

same scene, but tinged with darkness,
dread hidden in dino-like
footprint of seagull on sand,
seventy-million-year-old
cross-beds carved with human names,
while today’s beach sand structures
disappear in swish-swash froth,
wash away in sea-green murk— 
there Siwash Rock stands alone,
sharp edges misunderstood— 
the igneous rock crumbles
but hornfelsed figure resists
ravages of time and tide;
all signs point to “falling rocks”
and the inevitable
collapse looms around the bend.

by Jennifer 
Getsinger, 
November 2006; 
30 lines; 129 
words; the form 
is heptasyllabic 
free verse.

“I wrote this 
just days before 
major storms 
damaged Stanley 
Park forest and 
caused landslides 
near Siwash Rock.”
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Down this steep path, wooden steps
take me to wild western beach
where a quarter century past
I threw my clothes and caution
to the wind and sunbathed nude

found smooth clay stones, river-worn,
one a cordate concretion:
my aching heart stiff as stone

this time, though warm and sunny,
inhibition clothes me in blue
jeans and fleece vest.

Naked toes unearth buried
pleasures, itch to dance and leap— 
soles caressed by rippled sand
oscillatory ridges,
wet micaceous valleys.

Too bright! Stripped shirt veils my head,
protects my eyes, hides long braid.

Shoes and socks come off, bare feet
must feel wet sand grains, crunch
on broken clams, though most rest
in peaceful pairs, angel wings.

Sunshine tempts, warms the cockles
their hard ribs as white as mine,
sunbleached bones in sandy desert.

drop the empty clam for an oyster

Here’s a treasure, lone oyster
closed tight, might it be alive?

I’ve lost the tools for prying open
life trapped between shells
lack the fire that eases
frozen feelings

lack the fire that softens
the heart, the heart’s
resistance—I want you, but

is it a responsible choice?

Could I part my lips and lick
your juices, suck you inside me,
enjoy your flavour without fear
of paralytic shellfish poisoning? 

What would it take to clear the way
for dancing among pearls?

Toss it into a tide pool, 
no pearl for me anyway.

Once I walked these cliff trails easily
between work and playfulness, 
knowing where to go on winding tracks,
when to come, when to leave,
but now the storied paths are hidden
under fallen trees, dragged down
by rain and landslides, overgrown.

drop the oyster for an empty clam

by Jennifer Getsinger, 
February 2007; revised 
April 2007; 52 lines; 281 
words; 2 columns.

WRECK BEACH REVISITED
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WCE: Has writing been a 
lifelong passion?
JG: I began writing when shy 
and unheard; now I write for 
joy. My grandfather wrote for 
newspapers and pulp fiction rags; 
my grandmother recited poetry, 
and taught me flora, fauna, and 
the New York Times crossword 
puzzle.

Reading was more of a lifelong 
passion than writing for a while, 
especially when my penmanship 
was illegible. 

I began printing neatly with a 
Sheaffer cartridge fountain pen 
when I started my journal in 1967, 
and still do, 500 volumes later. 

My diary I started for myself, 
but in Concord, Massachusetts, 
one sees neighbours’ journals 
displayed in the public library 
(Thoreau, Emerson, Alcott, 
Hawthorne). Aware that a journal 
might provide an important 
historical record, like the diary of 
Anne Frank, witnessing the truth 
as I see it has always been a goal.

WCE: Where does your 
inspiration come from?
JG: Inspiration for my journal 
came from Thoreau’s spring, near 
Walden Pond, and from the diaries 
of Anne Frank and Anaïs Nin. Like 
Concord authors, I find inspiration 
in daily life, local places, nature, 

FOUR QUESTIONS
JENNIFER GETSINGER TALKS TO WEST COAST EDITOR 

ABOUT FINDING INSPIRATION AND HER FAVOURITE BOOKS

“My writing 
work includes 
writing 
a monthly 
article for 
Resource 
World 
magazine, 
tutoring 
school 
children 
in writing, 
and looking 
for other 
freelance 
work.”
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and spirit. Inspiration is as easy as 
breathing, and ideas come to me 
daily. More difficult is to dedicate 
time to write while trying to make 
a living.

WCE: What was your favourite 
childhood book?
JG: Ever a voracious reader, I 
read my siblings’ library books, 
such as series by Laura Ingalls 
Wilder, Arthur Ransome, 
E. Nesbit, and others, as well as 
science fiction and fairy tales. 

I received Tolkien’s The Hobbit in 
1962 (at age 9) and admit Tolkien 
is a favourite. The same year an 
anthology of poetry appeared 
in my Easter basket, and I still 
treasure it.

 My grandfather led me to 
appreciate Joseph Conrad, 
Thomas Wolfe, and mystery 
novels; and my parents’ 
bookshelves held other gems 
(Jane Austen). 

I write more like Proust than 
Hemingway, and find haiku 
difficult.

WCE: What are you currently 
reading?
JG: In April 2010, I read In the 
Heart of the Sea: The Tragedy of 
the Whaleship Essex; romances 
by Kay Gregory and Susan 
Wiggs; re-read Heart of Darkness, 
stories by Ray Bradbury and one 
Bobbsey Twins mystery; and 
edited two technical articles on 
Paleozoic fossils. 

Another book I read in April was 
America the Beautiful by Moon 
Unit Zappa, a novel based loosely 
on the life of the daughter of a 
famous artist. Hilarious.

Although my certificate in creative 
writing at SFU’s The Writers 
Studio in 2006 was in poetry, 
I’m not writing much poetry now, 
but romantic novels instead. If I 
ever get around to finishing it, I 
am writing a romantic novel that 
takes place in 1979, starting in 
the setting described in “Inner 
Landscapes—Circle of Stones” 
[page 16]. It’s between a woman 
who is a graduate student in 
astrophysics at Berkeley and a 
man who is a land surveyor in 
Oregon. Ω

FOUR QUESTIONS: JENNIFER GETSINGER

“My editorial 
work mainly 
involves 
geological 
copy editing 
for the 
Canadian 
Journal 
of Earth 
Sciences, 
and other 
copy editing, 
such as for 
the West 
Coast Editor. 
I also teach 
geology at 
Capilano 
University.”
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Real life: editor  
Secret life: ESL teacher and blogger

PHOTO BY BADIE FARAH, JULY 2006

CAROL TULPAR
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Meanwhile, Tommy was “probing for 
his lost cat,” and Marty was “beguiled 
into singing his contract.” Mary, clean 
to a fault, “washed TV every night.” 
Bill was “crazy for fishing,” but had 
never got a “sermon.” If he wanted a 
sermon, why didn’t he go to church? 

The jobs people get! Who knew you 
could be paid for “driving a cub”? 
When I was a Girl Guides leader, that 
was volunteer work. But when one of 
my students “took a cub to the movie,” 

she had to pay. Another person was 
collecting a salary for “delivering 
males.” Is this a new kind of slave 
trade? Perhaps it is related to the fact 
that there are many more “valets” 
stolen on public transit than in private 
cars. I love old movies, and so do 
many of my students. Does Gong with 
the Wind ring a bell? 

Learning to appreciate my native land, 
I was delighted to discover that Canada 
is a “diplomacy.” Could this be why, 

under Canadian law, “It’s illegal for a 
man to marry his widow”? Someone 
else affirmed our national pacifism 
with the claim that “You can’t joy in 
the navy.” 

And here’s a possible explanation for 
today’s crime rates. “Once parliament 
has passed the law, it becomes publicly 
obscure.” On the negative side of the 
equation, Canada is somewhat cool, 
whereas the countries nearer the equator 
are “warm and human all year round.”

THE VIEW 
FROM 
PLANET ESL
BY CAROL TULPAR

I have a lot of respect for the brave souls who attempt to master one of the most lawless languages on earth: 
English. Thanks to my students, I’ve also learned to enjoy some wonderful linguistic variations. 

You think teaching English is humdrum? Eat your words. The lessons I’ve learned from my students span a 
range of subjects from politics to beauty, from jobs to etiquette. 

Let’s begin with those briefly drawn characters that appear in cameo when the teacher asks the class to write 
sentences using their vocabulary words. Reality TV pales in comparison to their antics. Take Elizabeth to 
start with. She mastered French, Spanish, and Latin, but “did only moderately well in Greed.” Probably just 
as well. And Tina’s mom was a “stick mother.” Was she a cartoon? A child beater? Or just very, very thin? 
And Rose’s Dad liked to “watch the newspaper.” Paranoid, probably.

PHOTO FROM MS CLIPART, 2002
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THE VIEW FROM PLANET ESL

In the manners department, it was a 
delight to learn that “monogamies” 
are often used on table linen. To 
complement this peculiar etiquette, 
I gleaned some gastronomical lore. 
This advice is presumably for hungry 
hockey players: “Don’t eat the rink 
with the watermelon.” One whimsical 
cake recipe involved “shuffling 
the flowers and eggs.” And not 
surprisingly, “indecent cookies taste 
bad.”

One pessimist had a hard time with the 
concept of Thanksgiving. He got the 
idea that we eat “crankberry” sauce 
and “turkey suffering” alongside the 
mashed potatoes. He even believed that 
adults are “allowed to whine with their 
dinner.” 

Those who’ve read their Shakespeare 
may know how knaves are used. But 
did you know they can also be pressed 
into service “when there is a flat tire”? 
For that matter, did you know that a 
fragrance is a “sweat smell”? 

By the way, don’t worry about that 
noise from the auditorium. It’s just the 
“school bang.”

Teaching ESL has also expanded my 
scientific knowledge. It seems I was 
wrong about boars. They are not wild 
pigs, but “pieces of wood, which are 
used for building houses.” And seeing-
eye dogs are so smart that the blind are 
“led by the dog with a leash.”

I have also come to see agriculture 
through new eyes. It seems a flock of 
sheep “gazing in the field” were not 
looking where they were going, since 
“one sheep sank in the sea.” Then, 
in a spectacular (if unorthodox) feat, 
the farmer “used the tractor to pull 
the field.” And pastoral peace was 
disturbed once more when one farmer 
got carried away and raised a “mob of 
vegetables.” 

It’s true I wear bifocals and need them 
for sewing, but I confess I found it 
hard to believe my health would be “in 
vain if I kept on smocking.” At least 
I’m in better shape than the unfortunate 
woman who “liked to collect selves 
from the beach.” 

Here’s a useful beauty tip: “prejudice 
causes an inferior complexion.” I 
assume this refers to the perpetrators—
serves them right. 

Pedagogically, I was dismayed by the 
claim that “The teacher is always glad 
to have a class of insentient children.” 
I prefer my own classes to be fully 
conscious. Anyway, it seems that 
teachers’ hearts are in the right place. 
One even “thought for two years” after 
completing her training. That’s true 
dedication.

Having taught essay writing for many 
years, I thought I was well-informed 
on the subject. But here too, there were 
surprises in store. Did you know that 

an essay can be “lethal”? Apparently 
this happens when its parts are 
“well-connected and form a pleasing 
whole.” 

On a multicultural note, “Greeks 
and Arabs fascinate us with their 
souvlakia.” Oh—and a couple of 
cautions for tourists. Stay away from 
“Gross Mountain.” And beware of 
Stanley Park. It “attacks thousands of 
tourists” every year. 

Sometimes, just before I fall asleep, I 
ponder certain questions. Can people 
really get coffee out of thermometers? 
When and where did larvae come out 
of a volcano? Do “immorals” live 
forever (or does it just seem like it to 
the rest of us)? And just who are the 
“udder people”? 

In the morning I wake up, throw my 
books in my “krapsack” and head to 
work, eager to find out what I’m about 
to learn next. 

In closing, I can only hope that the 
many wonderful students I have taught 
over the years will eventually grapple 
English to the ground. May they get 
better jobs than driving cubs and 
delivering males, and watch their bank 
accounts grow as the money rows in. Ω 

“I can only hope that the many wonderful students 
I have taught over the years will eventually grapple 

English to the ground.”
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WCE: What are you currently 
reading?
CT: I usually have two or three 
books on the go, for different 
situations and times of day—
currently, I’m reading the following:

Non-fiction: In Other Words, a 
Language Lover’s Guide to the 
Most Intriguing Words Around 
the World by C.J. Moore, with a 
foreword by Simon Winchester 
(Fitzhenry and Whiteside, 2004) 
and Bird by Bird by Anne Lamott, 
(Anchor Doubleday, 1994).

Fiction: Careless in Red by 
Elizabeth George (HarperCollins, 
2008).

WCE: What was your favourite 
childhood book?
CT: Well, that is definitely a trick 
question … but if I had to just pick 
one that comes to mind, I would 
say Kidnapped by Robert Louis 
Stevenson, which my mother read 
to us. 

I still remember my mother’s gas-
powered washing machine singing 
“Colin Roy, Colin Roy” (one of the 
characters from the book) while 
my brother and I laid plans for 
how we would build “Cluny’s cage” 
(one of the hideouts where the 
character Alan Breck took refuge). 
We did build it too, of logs, like a 
cabin. We had a stile-like affair to 
climb over and inside as there was 
no door. Whoever came in had to 
give the password. 

The Complete Works of Sherlock 
Holmes was a big fave too. My 
older sister read that one to my 
brother and me and would stop at 
the climax and ask us what was 
about to happen. Our favourite 
place to read was near a Jack 
pine that had fallen during a 
windstorm and lay on the ground 
with the soil still attached to the 
roots. We used to call that reading 
nook “the wall of destruction.”

WCE: Which is more stressful: 
teaching ESL or working as an 
editor, and how would you sum 
up your teaching experiences? 

FOUR QUESTIONS
CAROL TULPAR TALKS TO WEST COAST EDITOR 

ABOUT TEACHING ESL, EDITING, AND HER FAVOURITE BOOKS

“I’m a 
proud member 
of EAC’s 
Revision 
Committee, 
the copy 
editing 
section.”
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FOUR QUESTIONS: CAROL TULPAR

CT: I am one of those fortunate 
people—most of the work I have 
done has been fun and not very 
stressful. Yes, teaching ESL in 
high school was a bit stressful, 
but only because the semestered 
school would take the kids out 
of ESL and put them in regular 
classes way too soon. 

Teaching adults has taught me so 
much about different cultures and 
personalities. Of course, since I 
teach academic levels, and the 
stakes are very high for busy and 
stressed-out immigrants, I have 
often suffered along with them as 
their advocate.

Teaching writing has been a 
most enriching experience too. 
In editing student writing, I have 
learned to ask clear questions 
about the intent behind the garbled 
English. I have found that using 
“or” questions—“Do you mean ‘a’ 
or ‘b’?”—is an almost foolproof 
way to help my apprentice writers 
of English pinpoint and clarify the 
messages they want to convey. 

At the same time that I teach my 
students to express themselves 
clearly and elegantly in the 
academic essay form, I get to 
indulge in my love of language. 
This happens when I feel the 

satisfaction of having conveyed 
to someone an elegant way of 
expressing exactly what she 
wanted to say.

WCE: What do you like most 
about being an editor?
CT: I may have been born with 
the editing gene. Like Lynne 
Truss, I am constantly distracted 
by small language errors that I itch 
to correct. 

There are times when I love the 
idea of being alone with a text to 
edit, but then there is the business 
of getting started. Once I start, I’m 
in the zone and can edit (or write) 
happily for hours. 

Right now, I love editing my 
blog, “Essay-eh.” After initial 
publication, I look at it and see 
what needs to be changed. Then I 
fix it. My blog is located at 
http://essay-eh.blogspot.com. Ω



32   WEST COAST EDITOR  JUNE 2010

etcetera

UPCOMING EVENTS
LITERARY FESTIVAL: 3rd ANNUAL 
WRITE ON BOWEN FESTIVAL OF 
READERS AND WRITERS
July 2–4, 2010

It’s no secret that many EAC-BC editors 
enjoy secret—and not so secret!—lives as 
writers. 

If this sounds like you, then you might want 
to head to Bowen Island this summer to attend 
the 3rd Annual Write On Bowen Festival of 
Readers and Writers, July 2–4, 2010. 

Opening night festivities will feature 
Canadian writer Ivan E. Coyote (author of 
Close to Spider Man, One Man’s Trash, 
Loose End, The Slow Fix, and Bow Grip, 
named a Stonewall Honor Book by the 
American Library Association). 

You can sign up for individual workshops 
(such as “Making Your Blog More Popular,” 
“Building Better Stories: Secrets to 
Sensational Articles,” and “The Challenge 
of Writing Fantasy for the Adult and YA 
Market”) or sign up for the entire weekend of 
workshops, panel presentations, and keynote 
sessions.

Cost: You can purchase a 1-day or 3-day 
festival package or tickets to individual 
workshops and events. 

Where: Artisan Square 
Bowen Island

Information: www.biac.ca/writersfestival

Registration: www.biac.ca/writersfestival
/register.php

LITERARY FESTIVAL: 28th ANNUAL 
SUNSHINE COAST FESTIVAL OF 
THE WRITTEN ARTS
August 12–15, 2010

Here’s another excuse to travel this summer: 
this time, to Sechelt, to attend the 28th Annual 
Sunshine Coast Festival of the Written Arts, 
August 12–15, 2010. 

The Sunshine Coast Festival is Canada’s 
longest running summer gathering of 
Canadian writers and readers. This year, 
festival organizers promise to feature 
“established literary stars and existing new 
voices” and to offer “opportunities for writers 
and readers to mingle amidst Rockwood’s 
heritage gardens.” 

Sounds like it could be worth a ferry ride.

Presenters will include Nino Ricci (author 
of The Origin of Species, winner of the 
Governor General’s Award for Fiction and 
the Canadian Authors Association Award for 
Fiction), Annabel Lyon (author of The Golden 
Mean, winner of the Rogers Writers’ Trust 
Fiction Prize), and Jack Whyte (author of the 
Templar Trilogy: Order in Chaos, Knights of 
the Black and White, and Standard of Honor). 
Tony Parsons, Ian Brown, and Senator Larry 
Campbell will also be speaking.

Cost: You can purchase a four-day pass or 
tickets to individual workshops and events.

Where: Rockwood Centre 
Sechelt

Information: www.writersfestival.ca

Registration: Tickets can be purchased by 
phone at 1-800-565-9631 or in person at the 
festival office on Sechelt.

AUTHOR TALK: ALEXANDER 
MCCALL SMITH
August 16, 2010

Are you a fan of Alexander McCall Smith, 
author of The No. 1 Ladies’ Detective Agency 
and countless other books? Do you live in or 
near Vancouver? Then mark August 16, 2010 
on your calendar, and pick up your phone to 
reserve a seat: Mr. McCall Smith will be in 
town to talk about his new book Corduroy 
Mansions: A Novel (due for release in July 
2010).

Time: 7:30 pm

Cost: $21 (plus service charges)

Where: St. Andrew’s-Wesley United Church
1022 Nelson Street (at Burrard)
Vancouver

Tickets: Tickets can be purchased online at 
www.vancouvertix.com or by phone at 
604-629-8849.

TEST PREP: EAC CERTIFICATION
August 23–September 3, 2010

Instructor: Peter Midgley

Planning to take EAC’s proofreading and 
copy editing certification tests this November? 
Want to round off your summer with a two-
week stay in Vernon? Then you might want 

 Photo from amazon.ca
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to enrol in this new course that has been 
designed by past chair of EAC’s Publications 
Committee Peter Midgley. 

This two-week course will offer “a hands-
on introduction to editing and all aspects 
of EAC’s certification program: structural 
editing, stylistic editing, copy editing, 
proofreading, and an introduction to the 
fundamentals of the publishing process.” 
Peter will work through the applicable EAC 
test modules as well as draw on real-life 
examples and experiences. 
 
Peter Midgley is the Senior Editor 
(Acquisitions) at the University of Alberta 
Press. In his role as chair of EAC’s 
Publications Committee, he was responsible 
for overseeing revisions to the current copy 
editing and proofreading study modules. 
 
Time: 8:30 am–12:30 pm (Monday–Friday)

Cost: $2,800 (includes a one-year EAC 
membership and EAC exam fees; doesn’t 
include textbooks and applicable taxes)

Where: Okanagan College Continuing Studies
North Okanagan Vernon Campus
7000 College Way
Vernon

Information: www.okanagan.bc.ca/csnorth 
(click on “Spring/Summer 2010 Brochure”)

Registration: www.okanagan.bc.ca/csreg 
(course code: COA 161, CRN: 95004)

EVENT REVIEW
EAC-BC SPEAKER SESSION: 
ACADEMIC EDITING AND 
PUBLISHING
May 19, 2010

Guest speaker: Jean Wilson
Reviewer: Joanne Jablkowski

We had the pleasure of welcoming Jean 
Wilson to speak at our May meeting. Having 
over 40 years of experience in academic 
publishing, Jean engaged us with stories of 
her career at two of Canada’s largest scholarly 
publishers: the University of Toronto Press 
and the UBC Press.

In grade 12, Jean realized she should rethink 
her intentions of becoming a nurse. 

She studied languages at the University of 
Alberta, and then went on to the University 
of Saskatchewan to complete her M.A. in 
English. 

During her studies at the University of 
Saskatchewan, she spent a great deal of her 
time in the Murray Library, researching 
how she could apply her studies and how to 
develop her career. 

Since she was drawn both to librarianship 
and to the world of publishing, she started 
her search by writing to all the publishers 
across Canada to gauge their interest in 
hiring her. When she received a reply from 
the University of Toronto—and an eventual 
offer to join the press as a junior editor in 
training—she happily accepted the role 
and the career path that she would come to 
cherish. 

It was 1968, and Canadian universities and 
publishers were experiencing a growth spurt. 
The University of Toronto had (and still has) 
the biggest academic press in the country. 
Jean’s first two years were something of an 
apprenticeship, where she received the benefit 
of learning from senior editors in various 
subject matters. It was a fantastic introduction 
to the inner workings of a scholarly press 
and a great position from which to access the 
people who made it run.

After eight years at the University of Toronto 
Press, Jean moved to BC, looking for a 
change. She settled on Galiano Island and 
worked as a freelance editor, returned to 
Toronto between 1980 and 1984, and finally 
returned to BC, this time to Vancouver, 
where she joined UBC Press as managing 
editor. Over the years, she progressed from 
managing editor, to senior editor, to senior 
acquisitions editor—she even spent a year 
as acting director—and played a crucial role 
in how UBC Press developed. UBC Press 
grew to be the third largest academic press in 
Canada, and in 2008, Jean felt the time was 
right for her to retire.

Along with sharing her experiences with us, 
Jean talked about what makes an academic 
press different from any other: 

• Books are chosen on the basis of peer 
review, not necessarily on an author’s 
ability to write.

• Subject matter is highly specialized.

• Print runs are smaller.
• Many of the books originate from theses.
• An academic press tends to put out more 

collections than other publishers.

Within this setting, Jean spent her career 
transforming written material and retraining 
authors to write for a book format. 

Jean has now happily returned to freelancing 
in a wide variety of subject matters.

NOW YOU KNOW
THE VANCOUVER BOOK SCENE 
HAS BEEN DIMINISHED
It’s no secret that Vancouver’s book scene 
has been diminished by the loss of so 
many independent bookstores. Here’s an 
illustrative—and rather embarrassing—case 
in point. In April, the executive director of 
the Association of Book Publishers of BC, 
Margaret Reynolds, was “chatting with an 
old friend on Pender Street” when “an elegant 
woman approached us with apologies for 
interrupting. In a French accent she asked 
where she could find ‘Dootie Books.’”

Margaret told her that Duthie Books had been 
closed since February. 

“Where then,” the Frenchwoman asked, “can 
I find a bookstore?” 

“Well,” Margaret said, “there’s Chapters …” 

“No, no,” the Frenchwoman replied, “they 
won’t have the books I need …”

Margaret was stumped about where to 
direct the woman. So she launched into an 
explanation about how many independent 
bookstores in Vancouver had closed in 
the past several years and about how “the 
bookselling ecology has completely changed 
in Canada, and well how is it in France?” 

Not nearly as bleak, apparently. The French 
lady proudly replied: “we have strong 
independent bookstores in France,” remarking 
that, in her opinion, Vancouver has been 
much diminished by this loss.

Source: “Executive Director’s Report,” 
Margaret Reynolds, ABPBC E/Fax Totums, 
April 23, 2010, Volume 18, Number 15
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KEDS STUCK SNEAKERS IN MOUTH
“When Keds kicked off a retro advertising 
campaign in March as ‘the original sneaker,’ 
the venerable brand tripped over its own 
laces. Claiming that ‘Keds are the first shoes 
to be called sneakers,’ the company’s Web 
site [sic] provided a seemingly authoritative 
origin story: ‘The term, coined in 1917 by 
Henry Nelson McKinney, an agent for the 
advertising firm N.W. Ayer & Son, refers to 
their soft, noiseless rubber soles, which allow 
the wearer to “sneak” up on unsuspecting 
friends or family.’”

Not so fast, Keds.

“Reporting on the marketing campagin for 
The New York Times, Andrew Adam Newman 
decided to check out the historical record. 
With the help of the lexicographer Grant 
Barrett, Newman determined that sneakers 
had been sneaking around since at least 
1887 … Presented with the 
evidence, Keds toned down its 
marketing copy: ‘Keds created 
an American classic,’ went the 
diluted version.”

Not so fast, New York Times. 

West Coast Editor staffers have 
tracked down the term to 1755, 
where it appears—although 
granted, not in the “shoe 
sense”—in Samuel Johnson’s 
famous dictionary. Here’s the 
entry: “snéaker n.s. A large 
vessel of drink.” Here’s an 
example of “snéaker” in action, 
taken from an 18th-century 
edition of the Spectator: 
“I have just left the right 
worshipful and his myrmidons 
about a sneaker of five gallons.”

Sneakers and large vessels of 
drink. Sounds like fodder for the next Keds 
advertising campaign!

Source: “On Language: Corporate 
Etymologies,” Ben Zimmer, 
www.nytimes.com/2010/05/02/magazine
/02FOB-onlanguage-t.html?ref=magazine, 
accessed April 30, 2010 

Source: Samuel Johnson’s Dictionary: 
Selections from the 1755 Work that Defined 
the English Language, ed. Jack Lynch, 2002

OLD WIVES’ TALES DESERVE 
RESPECT
Old wives’ tales deserve respect. So 
argues Germaine Greer in “Grandmother’s 
footsteps,” a 4900-word essay recently posted 
on The Guardian website. Old wives’ tales 
may be fantastic, rambling, and rustic, but 
they deserve respect.

Ms. Greer’s premise is simple: old wives’ 
tales are “as old as the human race, and 
women have always [told them]. Even the 
most refined aristocrat of antiquity would 
have been told nursery stories by his first 
attendants, who were illiterate slaves and 
peasants. When it came to building a fanciful 
narrative of his own, he would recycle the 
same elements, changing them fundamentally 
in the process. The idiom of the original 
tale had to be standardized, and the events 
reinterpreted, to make the kind of sense that 
educated people would recognize, even to the 

point of ironic subversion of the fantastical 
elements in the story. Illiterate women went 
on providing the staple of the repertoire at the 
same time as educated people were turning 
their own variants of the tales into literature. As 
long as neither the women nor the children they 
told their tales to could read, the two kinds of 
tale-telling could flourish side by side.”

But what role were these tales meant to play 
in the lives of their young listeners? Were
they simply cautionary tales? Or were they 

(as stated in The Oxford English Dictionary) 
“foolish stories” told by “garrulous old 
women”? Or were they—are they—
something more? 

More, argues Greer; much more. 

“Women teach babies and children to speak, 
which is the same as teaching them to think. 
An integral part of this activity is waking up 
their imagination, to see the numinousness 
[sic] of the real world, giving them, to adapt 
Wordsworth’s phrase, glimpses that would 
make them less forlorn. Wordsworth gives 
examples of two fables from antiquity, 
Proteus rising from the sea, and Triton 
blowing his wreathed horn. The old wife who 
lives by the sea is more apt to tell the tale of 
the silkie, or the miraculous catch of the fish 
with a ring in its mouth, or the little mermaid. 
The old woman who lives in the woods will 
tell a tale of bears and pixies.”

Old wives’ tales are didactic, 
but do not—unlike cautionary 
tales, which come from a 
different mindset—moralize. 
After all, writes Greer, “if the 
child’s imagination is to work, 
the story must not be explained 
away, nor should the child 
intuit what the grown-up’s 
reason for telling such a tale 
might be.”

To witness an old wives’ tale in 
action, think no further than the 
tale of Little Red Riding Hood. 
Greer explains: “Little Red 
Riding Hood is an outgrowth 
of the motif of the woman 
coupled with a carnivorous 
beast, which is what we would 
expect of a culture in which 
women married young and 
husbands were more likely 

than wives to survive. Every child attending 
a parish church would have witnessed the 
burial of women who had died in childbirth, 
some with their newborns in their arms, others 
with babies not yet born. The fact that nobody 
discussed such matters with children would 
have made the events all the more frightening. 
Evidence of the terror of virgins marrying men 
who had buried several wives can be found 
only rarely, and then in devotional literature. 
The only other place it could be expressed was 
in encoded form in fantastic fables.”

Cute and controversial. These innocent looking Keds allow the wearer to 
“‘sneak’ up on unsuspecting friends or family.” But they weren’t the first 
shoes to be called “sneakers.”  Photo by Cheryl Hannah, May 2010.
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Answer to page 6 quiz
“Who am I?”

Answer: Oscar Wilde

Source: Peter Faulkner, author of the 
introductory notes to The Picture of 
Dorian Gray, Oscar Wilde, 1993

But “the old wife” writes Greer, “did not need 
to point [sic] her moral; if she wished her 
hearers to judge the events she was describing 
in her story and come to specific conclusions, 
she had only to stress different elements in it. 
If she wanted children to think that the wolf 
got to her grandmother because Little Red 
Riding Hood was indiscreet, she had only to 
tell the story that way. If, on the other hand, 
she wanted to make them aware of wolves 
as a constant danger, she told the story in a 
different way again.”

To read the complete essay, go to 
www.guardian.co.uk/books/2010/may/15
/germaine-greer-old-wives-tales.

Source: “Grandmother’s footsteps,” Germaine 
Greer, May 15, 2010, www.guardian.co.uk
/books/2010/may/15/germaine-greer-old
-wives-tales, accessed May 24, 2010

TEN BOOKS ASPIRING WRITERS 
SHOULD AVOID
In his article “The 10 Most Harmful Novels 
for Aspiring Writers,” The Tyee contributing 
editor Crawford Kilian warns that “some 
novels can be more hazard than inspiration” 
for young writers wishing to become 
novelists. Writes Kilian: “They are often well-
written, but their effects have generally been 
disastrous: they inspired younger writers to 
imitate them, they created awful new genres 
that debased readers’ tastes, or they promoted 
literary or social values that we could very 
much do without.”

Kilian goes on to present his list of 20th-
century novels “that have done more harm 
than good to apprentice writers.” Yes, his list 
is—as he admits—entirely subjective, but it 
is an entertaining read regardless, as is his 
list of “good but dangerous” books which 
“have a powerful effect on us, but only gross 
incompetents would be dumb enough to try to 
imitate.”

Here’s his list. Go to www.thetyee.ca to read 
Kilian’s reasons for choosing these particular 
books. 

• Atlas Shrugged by Ayn Rand
• The Catcher in the Rye by J.D. Salinger
• For Whom the Bell Tolls by Ernest 

Hemingway
• The Lord of the Rings by J.R.R. Tolkien 
• The Big Sleep by Raymond Chandler

• Love Story by Erich Segal 
• USA by John Dos Passos
• On the Road by Jack Kerouac
• Blood Meridian by Cormac McCarthy

Source: “The 10 Most Harmful Novels for 
Aspiring Writers,” Crawford Kilian, May 14, 
2010, http://thetyee.ca/Books/2010/05/14
/TenHarmfulNovels/, accessed May 24, 2010 

(N.B. Your eyes aren’t deceiving you. There 
really are only nine books in the list, even 
though the article leads us to believe there 
should be ten!)

WRITING CONTEST
12th ANNUAL WRITERS FESTIVAL 
POETRY & SHORT STORY CONTEST
Calling all poets and short story writers! The 
Vancouver International Writers Festival 
is holding its 12th annual poetry and short 
story contest, and you are invited to submit 
your “finest prose and poetry.” Entries are 
being accepted for unpublished work in the 
following categories:

• Poetry (any style): 500 word limit 
• Creative Short Fiction: 1,500 word limit

Prizes will be awarded (first prize: $500; 
second prize: $350) to the top two entries in 
both categories. First place winners in each 
category will be published in subTERRAIN 
magazine, and all winners will be published 
on the Vancouver International Writers 
Festival website, www.writersfest.bc.ca. 

Entry fee: $15 for each story or poem 
submitted

Deadline: October 24, 2010

Rules and regulations: www.writersfest
.bc.ca/get-involved/writingcontest

MEETING MINUTES
EAC-BC EXECUTIVE MEETING
May 19, 2010

Minutes of the EAC-BC’s May 2010 
executive meeting are available to read at 
www.editors.ca/node/904. 

Scroll down to “Past Presentations: audio 
transcripts are back.”

NEW EAC-BC MEMBERS
A WARM WELCOME TO ALL
Stewart Burnett, West Vancouver
Beth Crowther, North Vancouver
Hailey Dale, Victoria
Barry Dwernychuk, North Vancouver
Shannon Griffin-Merth, Toronto
Sharon Hanna, Summerland
Marc Miquel Helsen, Richmond
Irene Kavanagh, Vancouver
Karin Keefe, Vancouver
Tresy Kilbourne, Nelson
Reed Kirkpatrick, Victoria
Kate Kovaleva, Burnaby
Sarah Parker, Port Moody
Amanda Peters, North Vancouver
Kate Scallion, Vancouver
Victoria Stratton, Delta
Allison Sullivan, Kingston
Denise Wittkofski, Nanaimo
 

CALL FOR SUBMISSIONS
West Coast Editor is accepting submissions 
for the following three issues. Please contact 
Cheryl Hannah at westcoasteditor@editors.ca 
to discuss your ideas.

September 2010: “Damn you, English 
Language! Part I”
Copy deadline: July 28, 2010
Word count: 550–1000
Themes: English is being destroyed by all 
things Internet and smart phone related; 
complexities of the English language

October 2010: “Damn you, English 
Language! Part II”
Copy deadline: September 1, 2010
Word Count: 550–1000
Themes: same as those for September issue

Winter 2010: “4th Annual Holiday 
Gift Guide”
Copy deadline: October 3, 2010
Word Count: 400–800
Theme: gift ideas, written as “gift featurettes”
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EAC’s national conference will be held in Vancouver next year. The 
conference is EAC’s biggest event of the year, and the Conference Committee 
has been formed to plan the event. Committee members are responsible for 
choosing a theme, marketing, booking venues, catering, coordinating presenters, 
and finding sponsors.

Volunteers needed 
Conference coordinators: 7
Conference on-site volunteers: 40

BC branch executives: 5

Interested? 
Conference committee: contact 
Theresa Best at theresabest@gmail.com

BC branch executives: contact 
Karen Reppin at bcchair@editors.ca


