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Foreword




Who is Robin Lamarche? In person, she's shy, demure, and loath to be in the spotlight. In her writing she’s chameleonic and empathetic. She can assume the voice of a troubled teen, a sentimental senior, or an emerging adult. Her tone can be spicy, comedic, or somber. Is she expressing hidden parts of herself within her complex characters? Or are they aspects of people she knows, or completely imagined lives? 

I first met Robin in a cafe in Davis Bay that overlooks the moody Pacific. We both knew author Elizabeth Rains, one of the founding members of the Sunshine Coast Writers and Editors Society (SCWES) and Robin’s instructor at Simon Fraser University’s Editing Program. Robin was eager to join SCWES, and so a significant collaboration and friendship began. One of my favourite things she, or anyone, has ever said to me was, “I’d rather shave my head than disappoint you.”

A bit of background. In 2021, the once-united writers' groups with thriving festivals, workshops, and funding collapsed and turned into silos. Writers struggled to pick up the pieces in online chat groups. I looked at the scattered groups on the Sunshine Coast and created a home base for authors and editors from the parallel writer’s group that had been meeting weekly at coffee shops, pre-pandemic.

What’s a parallel writer’s group? We meet every week to write in each other’s company. Not everyone gets the purpose of our dedicated, drop-in group. Writers have come and quickly gone when they realize we’re not there to workshop each other’s work, although we do first readings outside our meet-up time. Two hours are set aside every week to apply bottoms to chairs and write, encourage, troubleshoot, and bond over coffee and words. Over the eight or so years we’ve been doing this, many books have been published between us, and our friendships are deep and loyal.

This spilled over into a nonprofit group, SCWES, that has grown to over one hundred members in four years, and hosted three festivals and countless community events, providing opportunities for local writers and artists to promote and sell their works. One of our first initiatives was to produce a quarterly literary zine, Not An Island (NAI), on our society's website (scwes.ca), evolving into a free print version in the second year, when Robin became editor.

She has stewarded NAI to a beautiful publication, now available on Amazon, Talewind Books in Sechelt, and at libraries. NAI remains the only literary quarterly published on the Coast. Robin stepped down as editor, but remains on our Board. The publication will have enthusiastic guest editors for the next few issues.

What I’d like to see in the future, aside from a permanent editor, is for NAI to hold a literary contest, and use the funds to give more than just a complimentary copy to the contributors. Also, to establish itself among publications like Prism, Fiddlehead, Prairie Fire, and other well-known Canadian lit mags. It would be a wonderful complement to our Annual Book Awards for BC Authors contest that culminates in an award ceremony during our Art & Words Festival in the summer. Robin has enthusiastically participated in every A&W Festival since the inaugural festival in 2021.  

Robin is quick to own her strengths in editing but has been reticent to call herself a writer with a capital W, calling herself a “small bites” writer. However, she has a strong talent for creating characters and voices, as well as engaging stories. I’m so pleased that she has created a book of her stories gathered from NAI. I hope she’s as proud of her accomplishments and growth as I am.

Glow, Robin, glow. 

Cathalynn Labonté-Smith, Gibsons, 2025
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Sturgeon River, Alberta


Spring 2022





The section of the Sturgeon River that winds through Tina’s property is dark and slow-moving. Nothing like the crashing, white-foamed rivers that chased us as we drove from the west coast through the Rockies to St. Albert. Nothing like the clear rivers rolling by in sunlit shades of blue. It’s a brown, murky ecosystem, teeming with life, dotted with bits of greenery and wood. Insects skim the surface, critters and creatures below release air that bubbles up and breaks the surface. It smells earthy, briny, healthy, alive. It creeps and crawls, wanders through Tina’s acreage and past it under the bridge. 

The kayak I’m in seemed too heavy to float; it took some effort to heave it down the incline behind the house and launch. I’m in motion now, though, an easy pace, flanked by woods and grass and brush on both sides. Tina pulls ahead, more experienced, knowing the shape of the river.

I paddle, dodging mosquitoes, breathing in the beauty, and I can’t tell how deep the water is, and we round the bend and there’s the beaver dam.

It’s built from profound energy. It is a Jackson Pollock painting, layered and manic, a child’s construction full and busy, the creation of a mad genius. It is made of wood, straw, brush, bark, mud. Pieces as long as a tree, fat as a log, small as a branch, short as a stick.

We can’t float over it; we have to portage. Tina expertly steers her kayak parallel to the dam, scoots out, knees bent, one foot in, one foot out, pulls it over and slides back in. I am not so nimble. I have to fully step out of my kayak, and for a glorious moment I am standing on the dam. And it is a marvel, a miracle of engineering, a most perfect structure and amazingly I discover that it is solid as stone. It is an immovable mountain, a brick wall, an iceberg. Not a wobble nor hint of a shift under my weight. I am standing on it; I am atop a miracle. I lean down and with both hands drag the kayak over the uneven surface, and position it sideways, bend my knees and perch on the seat. Using the paddle, I push against the dam but it takes too long for me to get my centre of gravity back into the centre of the kayak and of course I do capsize, slowly, inexorably, into the murky water of the Sturgeon River. I laugh and so does Tina. The water is warm. Then I stand up, knee deep.
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Thanks, John, for finding Cindy in the paper.

All stories were originally published in Sunshine Coast
Writers and Editors Society quarterly journal Not An Island,
except "Technicality" which appeared in Art & Words &
SCWES Anthology 2021-23.
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