
Prose Fiction | Romans et Nouvelles

The books submitted in this 
category look and feel both serious 
and substantial. It is clear that the 
publishers in general have invested 
more time, more attention to detail 
and more money in producing these 
books than in some of the other 
categories. Overall, the typography is 
higher in quality than in the non-flc- 
tion, children's books, or in the poetry 
books. What is remarkable, however, is 
how frequently we find here a well-set 
book that is needlessly ruined by mar­
gins that are too small, by the absence 
of ligatures in the type that requires 
them, or by the designer's or typogra­
pher’s failure to code the small caps 
correctly, and by other acts of wanton 
carelessness.

Les ouvrages inscrits dans cette 
catégorie nous ont semblé à la fois 
sérieux et importants. Il est manifeste 
que les éditeurs, en général, y ont 
consacré davantage de temps, de soin 
et d'argent qu'aux livres de certaines 
autres catégories. Dans l’ensemble, la 
typographie est de meilleure qualité 
que pour les études et essais, les 
livres pour enfants et les ouvrages 
de poésie. Ce que nous avons trouvé 
remarquable, toutefois, c’est comme 
il est fréquent de voir ici un livre bien 
composé que l’on a bêtement gâté par 
des marges trop étroites, par l'absence 
de ligatures dans des caractères qui en 
comportent, par un codage incorrect 
des petites capitales ou par d’autres 
marques de négligence que nous 
n'arrivons pas à expliquer.
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face until my mother tried to sweep past him. When lie 
turned, trying to keep up with her in this strange dance, 
he looked as if he was. in the depths of hell! I realized, then, 
that this was an encounter between longtime, mortal 
enemies. Everything dial Morgan had tried to tell me so 
far was true then, and whatever lie had to:tell, trie yet was 
going to be excruciating.

As far away as 1 was, I distinctly beard Morgan speak 
to my mother in our own village dialect. He said omi­
nously, “You chink just because you have money to buy 
people, you don't have to face your crimes!"

My father glared at him with snarled lips, his fists 
clenched. Then my mother blurred something, but bit­
ter tears choked Iter words back. “Not ours,. " she said,

Morgan seemed to want to hold her back, despair and 
rage crawling all over him like a mass of worms. But he 
turned sharply on his heels and walked away.

I curled myself into a tight ball and pulled the thin 
white bed sheet over my head. My mind spun out instant 
replays over and over again. Like swooning on a merry-go- 
round gone out of control. Without my realizing, tears had 
already splattered the hard plastic slab they called a pillow.

î Ht }

TRIANGLES

On a warm evening in late March 1925, Fong Mei hur­
ried down the street on her way home. She didn't usually 
walk home alone in the dark, but today had been such an 
exhausting day at her father-in-law's new store that she 
decided not to wait for a ride. The balmy spring weather 
and the evening walk revived her. and she thought that 
she should walk home more often now that the days were 
getting longer and she herself was getting stronger. Actu­
ally, there was another more compelling reason as to why 
she had to get home early. Before running up the front 
porch, she glanced around the side of the house. There 
was still a light in the back upstairs bedroom. Tonight, 
she thought, Iter husband Choy Fuk would not get away 
without her seeing him off personally. Both in-laws were 
still at the Disappearing Moori as they were most nights, 
so she and her husband would be .done together.
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Turn ammdt Come back! Come hut' We stood with others on 
our side of the gates, watching. Someoneput a thick sweater 
over me. 1 think we waited a Jong while. First Brother said. 
“Let's go.' But Esther said. "No. not yet not until Liang wants 
to'leave."

The Empress whistle gave, a loud, long, last cry, sent 
seabirds scaring into manic flight: the giant engines roared, 
churned up colliding waves the dock shook- The ship began 
to pull away. I think 1 saw Wong Suk on the distant deck of 
rhe ship. Thea, as in 11 dream, 1 was standing beside Wong 
Suk. felt his cloak folding around me under rhe late aftet- 
noon sky. We were travelling together, as ms had promised 
each other in so many of my games. 1 wondered how he fielt, 
unbending bis neck against the stinging homeward wind.

Wtal wealth should a bandit-inina give his princess?Wong 
Suk once had asked me. as 1 turned and turned and his cloak 
enfolded me. with its dark, imperial wings. And I answered 
greedily, too quickly, ray childish fingers grasping imaginary 
gold coins, slipping over pearls large enough to choke a 
dragon, gripping rabies the colour of fire... evrrytWng.., for 
1 did not, then, in rhe days of our royal friendship, under­
stand how bones must come to rest where they most belong.

Dear Wong Suk. I neper mfoegtt you.
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