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Strong Is the New Sexy 
 

ISABELLA BOS 
  

ITNESS IS consuming your life,” “

"
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unless I were in a physically and mentally unhealthy state. It was like my 
new hobby, I mean, something you spend so much time with must 
become a part of your daily routine, right? Going days with my stomach 
groaning, and suffering for an hour on the Stair



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

3 

is left to simply there just to be an annoyance. I spent hours a day doing 
cardio, sweating away every ounce of energy I had left in me, just to get 
right back up and push weights in the gym, drive home, and eat the 
minuscule amount of food I was allowed to have just to diet down to the 
unhealthiest and smallest version of myself, I received the most praise I 
have ever had in my entire fitness journey. “You look like my dream 
physique,” “How do I get to look like you,” and “You are my 
inspiration,”
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routine is more than worth it. And yes, I can eat that. I can probably eat 
more than you. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

5 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

7 

and present and alive in all the ways that the modern screenager 
fundamentally can never be.  
 A good friend and I bought concert tickets on a whim last month, 
fleeing our to-do lists and planners in favour of spending Friday night 
screaming our bloody lungs out in the nosebleed seats of Montreal’s 
Centre Bell. Standing in the audience as the lights began to dim, an 
electric current of anticipation jolted through my body. Chin up, eyes 
alight, I glanced excitedly across the darkened sea of audience members 
before us—and froze. Here. There. Everywhere I looked: the backs of 
heads, decked out in the singer’s trademark coquettish bows, illuminated 
by the light of a thousand iPhone cameras. As the singer burst up from 
beneath the stage and the crowd around me roared to life, I couldn’t have 
felt more like crying. All these people who’d paid so much money to be 
there, who’d travelled so far—all of them had chosen to confine their 
experience of the moment to the mere sliver of it that fit into the frame 
of their two-by-four screens. No sight. No sound. Just shaky recordings 
in place of memories, later to be screened for “postability” and uploaded 
to Facebook or Instagram if they met social acceptance muster.  
 I guess the question behind it all is, should we have picked the 
apple? Was it worth it to trade character for convenience, to prioritize 
immediacy and access to infinite knowledge over having first-hand life 
experiences? When we line up outside the Apple Store to buy or upgrade 
our own personal forbidden fruit, are we making a deal with the devil? I 
don’t know. I’m just a guppy, swimming across the Queen’s campus 
pond in a school of other fish who have their headphones in, their scaly 
faces down. My own music blares in my ears, silencing the world around 
me as I walk to class. Silencing my discontent. Silencing my thoughts, 
my passions, everything that makes me who I am beyond a mere glowing 
name on a screen.  
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will suffice. Because we know no better. Our lives have never emitted 
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We Set Our Camp at Dusk 
 

CHARLIE COKE 
  

E SET our camp at dusk.  
 In spite of earlier delays, we had found ourselves a driver. He 

had carried us 
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 In the act of raising our tent I sustained an injury to my hand, and 
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hour of our first drinks, Edward and Altan had cut holes in our blankets 
and wore them like ponchos, imitating some pagan ritual beyond my 
understanding. They raved of well-endowed women, and foreigners, and 
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greeted him like the mercy of god. The four shades of what once were 
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Come One, Come All! 
 

REESE COLLINS 
  

T’S BEST to start drinking early in the day for maximum chaos. I 
might have been the only student in Kingston not drinking for FOCO. 

I had a paper due at midnight, which kept me anxious and in the right 
state of mind. It was ten in the morning, and I stepped onto the festive 
streets with sober hesitation. A banner hung prominently from a student 
house, joking about a celebrity who had suddenly died the week before. 
Stopping in front of the waving white sheet, I took a picture to show my 
friend. I calculated 
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 Alex leaned most of her weight on me. “I think we should slow 
down. I’m not feeling well.”  
 We made it half a block before Alex couldn’t walk on her own, 
stopping to rest on someone’s front steps. My other roommate, 
Francesca, tried to snap her back to consciousness as students stopped 
and stared—not out of concern, but with a hinting suspicion the show 
was just about to start. The spectators gathered around with drinks in 
their hands and malice neatly tucked behind their feigned concern. I 
watched their eyes, glossed over from liquor, take cruel satisfaction as I 
called 911. I felt like I’d been plunged into the fishbowl of entertainment 
where the unfed sharks circled, searching with bared teeth for the 
innocent minnows. How would it be fun if there wasn’t any bloodshed? 
I’d never felt so hopeless calling for help. The paramedics would come—
I knew they would—but in my eyes, humanity couldn’t be rescued. One 
day, these young adults would go on to build bridges, companies, and 
families, yet these years on campus would never teach them compassion.  
 The worse Alex got the more people joined us in front of the house. 
Every few minutes there was a new group. Every few minutes Alex got 
worse.  
 “Is she dead?” a guy stopped to ask.  
 Another group passed by. Francesca positioned Alex on her side as 
she threw up again.  
 “I heard there was a dead girl out front!” one of them said.  
 Alex was still unconscious, still throwing up, still being gawked at 
like a car crash on the shoulder of the road when a group of boys crowded 
around us, pointing, whispering, picking us apart like vultures 
consuming the dead. The joking turned to cruelty as the drunken boys 
laughed like hyenas circling their prey. There, I discovered the 
celebration of school spirit was a convincing mirage. Beneath the 
academia, there is a lurking barbarism, waiting to be set upon the 
undeserving masses. I wanted to brandish my water bottle like a sword, 
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armoured in my cropped merch, and scream, “Are you not entertained?” 
until I lost my voice.  
 In the radius of Queen’
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 “If she wasn’t unconscious, I would have walked her home,” I said. 
“I know it’s not really an emergency.”  
 “It’s always good to call,” she said.  
 It didn’t feel good.  
 Upon arriving, they parked the gurney next to a group of paramedics 
as we waited for a bed.  
 “We’ve already gotten a few calls today,” another paramedic said, 
shaking his head with a smile. “It’s crazy. When I was younger, we’d 
sleep it off on the bathroom floor next to the toilet. There was no 
monitoring or ambulances.”  
 I untucked my shirt and took off my sunglasses, wishing I’d never 
asked for their help. Alex wouldn’t remember the disapproval of the 
people who were supposed to help, but I would never forget the shame.  
 “A bed has opened up for you,” a passing nurse informed us.  
 The male paramedic flashed the woman a smile and asked her about 
her upcoming Hallowe’en plans. He was in no rush as he asked her about 
her costume. Down the hall, one of the many beds cramped into the 
hallway sat empty.  
 The thirty-minute walk home from Kingston General Hospital was 
silent except for the drunk guys blaring rap from their speakers. My 
paper was due in seven hours. I wrote it in bed, in the dark, free of beer 
cans, stumbling drunks, and hospital equipment. Before I fell asleep, I 
scrolled through the few photos I’d taken earlier. I stared at the photo of 
the banner mocking the dead celebrity. My friend had cried when he died. 
I deleted the photo and wondered if it would have been funnier if I were 
drunk, or if cruelty was not something to be cultivated, but uncovered.  
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Serendipity 
 

SADIE DE ARRUDA 
  

HE WORD serendipity has always held a special place in my heart. 
I’
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no longer remember if it was ‘91 or ‘92. Their story starts normally: they 
were both attending a wedding, my mother as a bridesmaid and my father 
as the filmographer. They spend hours dancing and chatting, and by the 
end of the night, they agree to go on a date.  
 Their first date was at the Keg. Two kids sitting in the crowded 
restaurant, laughing and learning about each other. My mother 
remembers that my father wore “a white shirt and shorts, and he brought 
a red rose.” My father remembers “Everyone coming up to her to say hi, 
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 Thankfully my mother returned his call this time. They like to say 
they spent the next year “courting,” as they would spend their weekends 
travel
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search of oxygen. A church is also a nice place to pray, often filled with 
intricate sculptures and art, where you can look up and see the face of 
Jesus. But— 

The ocean is the original temple. While I’m in it, I lay in the soft 
hand of God and pester him with my endless vows and dreams. In the 
years before this trip, I often agitated him with my constant pondering of 
“why?” 

“Why are all these bad things happening to me?” I would ask him. 
“Why must I go through these things?” 

 Even during the darkest nights there would be no answer, and soon 
these questions became sinister sea monsters with too-
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small mercy, so unlike the murky Canadian lakes I was accustomed to. 
Our bodies showed their exhaustion—our limbs like metal anchors, 
desperate to plunge to the bottom. I shoved my face into the water to 
gauge our depth. What alarmed me wasn’t how much farther we had to 
paddle, but what swam near the bottom. There—a giant tunafish and its 
companions swam in perfect formation. Exhaustion ignited my fear, and 
I began kicking around like a madwoman. The largest of the group, 
alerted by my frantic movements, fixed its ugly eye on me. We were 
locked in our gaze, both seemingly unsure of what the other was doing. 
Then, as if coming to a decision, it pursued me at full speed. Its 
companions, slightly smaller and uglier, followed suit. I got Anastasia’s 
attention, and to her credit, she tried valiantly to pull us both towards 
shore, as though sheer effort could make us go faster. The speed of our 
swim burned my lungs as though they were grazed by hot coals. 
 The fear of my toes being nipped off by sharp teeth had me suddenly 
entranced in a dreamscape land of my own creation. 
 Here—the tunafish faces me. 
 Here—we are alone, and he speaks perfect English. 

“Why were you playing in the water?” he asks. 
“I was scared.” 
He looked puzzled. “Why were you scared? I’m just a fish.” 
“Because I thought you would bite me.” 
“I can’t bite something tougher than me,” he replies. “But I can try 

to scare it. I can eat smaller fish, but I can’t eat the bigger beast.” 
We share a hearty laugh, and I am perplexed by my earlier fear of 

him. 
“If you are not debilitated by the things that seem sent to kill you, 

you will live a happy life,” he says. 
 And suddenly, I am back in God’s palm. Suddenly the burning in 
my muscles is fading, the sweat dripping away my vows and questions. 
I emerged from my daze as Anastasia and I reached a standable depth. 
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 And when we finally crawled out of the ocean, on our hands and 
knees, I watched all those prayers I once pleaded dance around my 
shoulders and then leave me. I loosened my grip on “Why?” and it too 
tumbled back into the ocean. Where it used to live in my heart, there 
were now answers tucked in their places. Answers and responses in the 
form of two beautiful friends. 
 One, who walked with me as we leaned our weight on each other’s 
shoulders, braving the hot sand. And the other, who waited for us up the 
shore, enjoying the sun. 
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That Stupid Little Voice 
 

AUTUMN ESSEX-MCINTYRE 
  

 REMEMBER the night before better than the actual day—watching 
video after video on Premiere “how-tos.” After all, it had been a good 

couple years since I’d done a proper run through. I was never an expert. 
I wasn’t as good as Meg. Sure, I knew the basics: how to put in audio, 
adjust volumes, fade in, fade out. But what if they asked how to make a 
key frame? Or about file types. God, I already felt like an idiot. How was 
I supposed to stand in front of this group of 
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 In an effort to feel useful in my gap year—and because my mom had 
been urging me to for the sake of my résumé—I volunteered in a high-
school classroom. I had avoided it for a while, hoping to dodge those 
thoughts entirely (you can’t feel underqualified if you never do anything, 
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revealing a flaw to someone who somehow had none. It was almost 
impressive, the mental gymnastics I had to do to get to that point.
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Made by a Fae 
 

EM FROLICK 
  

ROM MY rainbow shorts with a stick for a belt to the purple hat 
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sleeve and the other around each other’s waist, walking off stage. I spent 
recesses running around and laughing, making parodies of Taylor Swift 
songs, and playing soccer with my whole grade. I would laugh at 
everything so hard that I would snort. A couple times my best friend’s 
mom complained to her that I was too much and my snorting was too 
loud in their house. It hurt, and I realized I wasn’t invincible, though no 
one could say I wasn’t a bubbly kid. 
 But now it’s August 1, 2016, I’m eleven, and throwing up in the 
bathroom. I would become a statistic in the months and years to come: 
“9.4% of children aged 3-17 years (approximately 5.8 million) had 
diagnosed anxiety in 2016-2019” (“Anxiety”). I felt reduced to a number. 
I’d woken up one day to be the subject of the fae and changeling folklore. 
I was swapped out in the night for an anxious and scared version of 
myself, and my childhood was over. I was stuck looking down on her, 
this new me who had a panic attack every day for months with any new 
change. She wouldn’t eat from 8 a.m. to 4 p.m. all week. She could not 
leave my house without my mum or be in a car with anyone who wasn’t 
my mum or dad, and she cut off friends who were close but not close 
enough to the very small bubble of anxiety and despair. I begged my 
mum to homeschool me, and when she said no, I begged her to let me 
die. I knew I was no longer a kid. 
 Freezing cold but sweating, throwing up, going numb, dizzy, crying 
and screaming, I was detached from my surroundings: derealization. In 
our 2011 Honda Odyssey I would have panic attack after panic attack. 
After the nursery school closed, my mum didn’t get another paid job 
because taking care of me for the next six years was more than enough. 
Scared and shaking, my mum and I would arrive at school. 
 “Let’s go.” 
 “No.” 
 “Em, come on!” 
 “No!” 
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 Then she would get out of the car and come around to the passenger 
side. I locked the doors so she couldn’t open it to get me. She had the 
keys and unlocked the doors, but I had my finger ready on the lock 
button. This went on a couple times until she yelled and I got scared. 
She’d peel me off my seat and I would beg and cry. After that it was one 
mental-health professional after another. Felt like a dark celebration each 
time: three guidance counsellors, two different doctors, one psychiatrist, 
one hypnotherapist, one psychologist, one social worker, one therapist, 
and a partridge in a pear tree. My parents were fed up with my behaviour 
and took me to Yorktown walk-in clinic for a mental-health appointment. 
When the first psychologist since I was eight came and told my parents 
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 “What are you in for? Well, I can tell it’s not a self-esteem issue,” 
he said, pointing at my face. 
 I didn’t really mind him. He gave me one of the most common 
antidepressants, sertraline (Zoloft) that helped significantly with anxiety. 
In a couple months I started to feel like myself again. I don’t remember 
exactly when it came back, but my laugh started having a snorty charm 
to it again. It was as if on August 1st when I threw up I had expelled my 
serotonin and I just needed to get some back. I’m still on the highest dose 
of Zoloft, but I’ve been a lot closer to me for a while now.  

Some even call me weird and unique.  
  

WORKS CITED 
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Struck Between Fear and Gratitude 
 

PEYTON HICKS 
  

Y NAÏVE, childlike perspective immediately changed through 
the life-altering moment I was struck by lightning. The air appears 
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that warns me I’ve crossed some invisible line and can never go back. 
The world feels different now, even if the storm is still raging all around 
me. The air feels more authentic and heavier. The sky has changed from 
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events that I had previously disregarded suddenly had immense 
significance. The sound of laughter, the comfort of an embrace, and time, 
which had previously 
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 There’s this phrase coined by 
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 My dad argued on my behalf, and I received a Health Card soon 
after. But it was a stark reminder of how much of my life had nothing to 
do with Canada.  
  
 I still don’t know how the pieces of me slot together.  
 Part of me is forever eleven, sitting below the massive escalators in 
Queen Alia Airport, waiting for my new life to begin. Part of me is 
forever seventeen, arriving in Toronto on an Air Canada flight with the 
taste of a day’s worth of travel and Excel chewing gum in my mouth. 
When asked where I’m from, I blank, with nine addresses and three 
countries rushing through my head. I returned to Canada two years ago, 
but I can never return to the simplicity of Canada being home. 
 Some days I feel Canadian, walking with a Tim’s coffee in the crisp 
fall mornings. Some days, I want to toast Shana Tova or Ramadan 
Kareem and am absolutely certain I belong elsewhere. Most of the time, 
I fall somewhere between, like when Buck Martinez narrates the Jays 
games at 7.07 p.m. EST, and I immediately know it’s 2.07 a.m. in 
Herzliya. 
 Neither “TCK” nor “Canadian” capture my continued identity crisis, 
but I’m learning to be okay with it. I don’t belong to the diplomatic 
sphere anymore. I still belong to the world, though. 
 That’s good enough for me.  
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All’s Fair in Soap and War 
 

WILLIAM HUTTMAN 
  

NTIL ABOUT five days ago, I had never once in my twenty-one 
years of living laid eyes upon a cockroach. This is now my reality, 

seeing as my departure from the dish pit did not motivate my roommates 
to pick up the slack. You see, my roommates have a terrible allergy to 
cleaning up after themselves, with the most egregious effects of this 
disorder being an ever-extending mountain of dirty, disgusting dishes. 
These dishes, caked in grease and ruinous in stench, build many 
kingdoms across my tiny kitchen. They settle in the first half of the sink, 
then in the second half, before taking the entire counter for themselves. 
It seems now they have enlisted a militia of cockroaches, paid 
handsomely in week-old macaroni, in order to repel any who would seek 
to clean the dirty dishes. 
 Their ploy has worked against my roommates, clearly, but enough 
is enough. Long ago I made a promise to myself that never again would 
I clean dishes that weren’t my own, but my ability to use the kitchen 
facilities in the first place has been threatened by the insects and their 
porcelain overlords. To arms, then. I shall succeed where others have 
failed, where I have succeeded again and again—
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very well could be! Dawn dish soap has received many accolades not 
only for its efficacy in maiming grease, but for rescuing ducks and other 
wildlife from oil spills and other toxic sludges (Shogren). It receives 
many an accolade from me as well, and I imagine it would from my 
roommates too, if not for their “dishorder.” 
 A shadow appears upon the ledge of the kitchen alcove just above 
the sink—the cat, small, lithe, observant. The anointing of the sponge in 
holy Dawn reflects in his feline eyes, absently, patiently. The fool wishes 
to bathe once the mountain is clear, always does. With his fur, I fear the 
cat’s fate would be no different from the waterfowl taken by the 
Deepwater Horizon—and that I’d have one more thing to clean 
afterwards. My demands that they stop looking to jump in fall upon deaf 
ears, as the cat patiently waits for his perfect opportunity. I will not have 
it. The settlement of crust-on-plate is raised high above the sink towards 
the wretch, a shield that would remain until clean. The sink is too full to 
accommodate a quenching bath, and so the heavy rain of the faucet must 
suffice. With the sponge as my blade, I carve a cleaner future out of the 
plate, the scream of charred crumbs echoing across the kitchen as they 
fall chunk by chunk.  
 The newly bone-
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financial expense. I am a stranger in my own home, cursed to betray 
myself over and over again by cleaning up the messes they leave behind 
for me. There is no “Thank you,” there is no “Leave them be! I’ll do 
them later,” there is only the desolation of the sink, and the rot of the 
home. I can feel their gaze even now, watching through the walls as I 
clean, shit-
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Fledgling Student 
 

MADISON KUNZ 
  

HE STAINED-GLASS
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 “I saw your video, and I wanted you instantly. A ballet girl is rare, 
you know.” 
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and Michelle had been there for all of them. Her eyes were all that 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

46 

and competitors as Bishops, but when I joined Project Red, I became the 
player. The board flipped, and I found my own style.  
 “I need to go, Ms Michelle,” I stood ducking into a curtsy, but as I 
turned to leave, her cold fingers encircled my wrist and twirled me into 
a hug. 
 “It’s just Michelle now.” 
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The Frozen Loss of Family Estrangement 
 

JECCA LLOYD 
  

HE LAST time I saw my grandmother, I was nine. I recall the gleam 
of the airport floor, the grey and blue light filtering through the 

windows, her standing by the gate, waving. Her silhouette shrunk smaller 
with every step as we walked away, her face dissolving into the blur of 
strangers. I was getting ready to board my last flight from England, 
leaving behind all I knew, to start my new life in Canada.  
 For the first few years in Canada my grammy’s absence didn’t feel 
permanent. I knew she would call or visit or even send cards. But one 
day I noticed the silence was stretching. One evening, I questioned my 
dad and asked why we hadn’t seen a grammy in such a long time.  

His face tightened. “Grammy did something bad and has to learn 
that actions have consequences,” he said  
 “Is it forgivable? Will we see her again?” I pressed. 
 His expression grew distant and he almost looked sad. 
“Unfortunately, this time it’s not. I don’t want you to contact her unless 
I say it’s okay
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intertwined with my grandmother until she was gone. The Sunday roasts, 
the late-night cups of tea, the quiet evenings watching British TV, these 
were more than just routines. They were a connection to my heritage, a 
bridge between who I was in England and who I am now in Canada. 
Without her, that bridge feels broken. 
 Psychologist Edward Casey calls this shift in memory and emotion 
“emotional recolouring.” Our recollections take on new shades as we 
change. For me, memories of my grandmother have become brighter and 
more vivid over time, like pieces of a puzzle I can’t fully assemble. Her 
absence has made those moments seem larger than life, imbued with both 
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The Silent Friend 
 

CHLOE MACE 
  

 COULDN’T find him.  
 Why couldn’t I find him? He’s not in my bag, not at the studio, and 

he wasn’t on my bed once I got back home. Where is he! Tears start to 
fall down my face. “Mom, Dad,” I shouted for them. “I can’t find 
Treasure! You have to help me find him!” I exclaimed. Tearing my room 
apart, pillows and bedsheets thrown to the floor in a panicked rush, this 
dull feeling of ache washing over me, filling my entire body. I had lost 
him. Neither myself nor my Mom and Dad could find him. While the 
tears continue to fall, my parents start to help me put my room back 
together.  
 That night I tried to find some comfort in my other stuffed animals 
while my parents helped me get ready for bed, feeling guilty that they 
weren’t giving me as much comfort that I needed in that moment. My 
Mom and Dad stayed by my side, ,
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  I’ve grown older, so the way I saw Treasure changed. I stopped 
holding him as much, stopped telling him secrets into his little triangle 
ears or telling him about my day. He’s become more of a quiet 
companion, a silent observer of my life. His fur isn’t as soft anymore. 
Instead, it has this more worn-out look, and the little patch of white on 
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in my hand, forcing the cool, copper-coloured steel to match my body 
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 Until I saw him.  
 Standing on the other side of the square by the gelateria with the few 
friends he had been travelling with. It was Juan, who I had first met about 
a week and a half ago when he extended his hand to me and asked if I 
wanted to be his partner to learn the bachata in those tacky dance classes 
they offer on cruise ships. And he was here! We had to laugh off the 
number of times we would step on each other’s toes, and when his 
Spanish accent was just a little too thick that I couldn’t understand what 
he was saying. But eventually we got it down. He would push his hand 
into my waist, signalling for me to turn. I would spin back around, and 
my eyes would meet his for what felt like a second just too long, so I 
would look down at my feet. Our conversations continued over drinks in 
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wonder standing behind me, my fate was sealed. How real it felt, but 
what a silly ritual it was. Because magic doesn’t come from what we 
leave in the fountain. But there is most certainly magic in the culture and 
tradition, and in the art and architecture that brings people from around 
the world to one place to share in the joy of throwing away spare change. 
Enjoying simply in the prospect of sharing in the human experience, my 
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Mainly because I don’t think that I was ever taught how to deal with or 
control it properly.  
 So to help me understand why I feel envy and to get a better idea on 
how to control it, I decided to read a couple of life-advice books that 
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able to not feel envy—after all, it’s not something I can stop myself from 
feeling. Instead, I’ll learn to live with it.  

I feel it, and that’s okay.  
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 And so, I became hyperaware of my breath and the way my bones 
fit in the saddle. My limbs were almost limp, a signal to her that I was 
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on the floor of her stall as a Christmas present. In April 2023, I took Ori 
to the indoor arena and let her run. The spring fields couldn’t decide if 
they were muddy or frozen, and she needed to stretch her legs. We ran 
side by side, and she shook her head with happiness. Flushed and full of 
adrenaline from the spring air, I laughed when her legs narrowly missed 
me in an excited buck. A few months later in June, she let me hug her 
face for the first time, even though she had never been a physically 
affectionate horse. We had just found out that one of the other horses had 
a tumour and would not recover. Ori knew that I needed her that day, and 
did everything she could to support me. She always took better care of 
me than I did of her. 
 In our last August together we stood in her field, and I scratched her. 
This was my absolute favourite thing to do with Ori because that’s when 
her personality truly shone through. The grass was hot and dry, and the 
crickets chirped. I scratched her shoulders until she made a face that told 
me I found the right spot. When shoulder scratches were no longer good, 
she used her nose to point to her front leg. I moved to her front leg and 
was rewarded with a scratch on my head in return. In the wild, horses 
will scratch each other’s backs as a sign of affection. This is called 
mutual grooming, which shows trust in the herd (“Mutual”). I almost 
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The Anti-Garbage Club 
 

MAGGIE ROHRAUER 
  

T’S NINE o’
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smell emanating from the mounds of month-to-year old trash stuffed 
beneath their beds. 
 I remember the first time I walked into Annalise’s apartment, I had 
to resist the urge to gag and plug my nose. What felt like a thick layer of 
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women (Jungle Julia, “Butterfly” Arlene, Shanna) from bar to bar, 
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enough. I stared, in silence, at the ocean-like waves Lake Huron tended 
to produce in the early spring and vowed to myself again: I would not 
remain silent. I would put my whole heart and complete effort into 
whoever caught my fancy next.  
 While Mike epitomizes lustful anger, Julia personifies a paradoxical 
purity. She’s a twenty-something, on the hunt for success in the 
business—music, modelling, DJing—whatever endeavour proves her 
worth. In this regard, she’s an ingenue; Julia strives for a place in this 
world without deference to the by-products of her aspirations. Arlene and 
Shana receive the brunt of this outgrowth: “That wasn’t a fight. That was 
Julia acting like a grumpy bitch and me calling her on it and indulging 
her at the same time.” Shana and Arlene are more than aware of Julia’s 
shortcomings. Still, they’re friends, willing to look past her proclivity for 
confrontation. Both realize that behind the “grumpy bitch” persona that 
Julia attempts to costume herself in is another lover frustrated by the 
ambivalence of her apple.  
 “Hey, Saige.” She turned away from the jukebox, a medley of 
confusion and angst upon her face. “I know this probably isn’t the right 
time for this conversation, and I’m not sure exactly how to tell you how 
I feel, and—”  
 “I know” 
 “—I don’t know what you’ll get out of this. Or, frankly, me, either. 
But I need to tell you.”  
 “Okay,” she said, back turned, failing again to insert a crinkled-up 
five-dollar bill into the faulty machine. “What?” 
 “That wasn’t cool. I understand you have feelings, too, and I’m 
trying to understand and accept that, but you don’t do that to a friend. 
You don’t do that to your friend.” 
 “I know, I’m sorry.” 
 “
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Richie Havens’ Woodstock Set 
 

THOMAS SECHIARI 
  

F I could travel back in time, I would return to the “
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only voices that could not be silenced. There was a different need here. 
It was not only about the music, but it was also about showing up for the 
messages you believe in. The people who attended symbolized the 
backing of counterculture through the messages of music. With a set list 
of the ‘60s top artists and a crow more revolutionary than any of the 
modern day, it was destined to be a magic moment.  
 Thousands drove in from far out, and many picked up their share of 
hitchhikers along the way. The highways leading into small Bethel, New 
York were gridlocked with traffic all heading to the same place. Masses 
left their stalled vehicles in stopped traffic and made the final leg of the 
journey on foot. Once they arrived, they were greeted with a multitude 
of surprises. Some good, some concerning. The ticket booths were 
nowhere to be found, meaning a free concert, but scarcity was true about 
everything else other than the number of people there and the good music 
to come. There were few bathrooms, food and water were not easy to 
come by, and about ten times more people than expected to be there. The 
crowd was filled with these idealistic hippies who wanted to extend the 
summer of peace and love, idealistic in the way that they tolerated the 
harsh and uncomfortable conditions of the festival. Due to the lack of 
organization and the unexpected turnout, facilities were scarce and food 
the same (Hollingsworth), but the audience maintained a sense of 
harmonious peace (“Woodstock”).  
 Another surprise was that they were not greeted by the shiny black 
hair and intoxicating appearance of Joan Baez. Instead, sitting on the 
stage in a rust-coloured dashiki, sweat beading off his forehead, was 
Richie Havens. He was forced on stage early as the first performer of the 
festival. The organizers urged him as the four acts scheduled before him 
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 Richie and his band began to play through his prophetic and soulful 
songs while the disorganized organizers scrambled to finish building the 
stage around him (Walter). It was when he finished his original set list 
that he was told he would have to keep on performing until the next act 
could be flown over the traffic and into the festival via helicopter. Richie 
played every song he knew and gave a little piece of his soul in each 
song. However, only a few hours into the three-day festival, the field was 
already turning int
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agreement in April, which extended their governance rights, shifting 
ownership and jurisdiction from the Crown to the Haida Nation (“Haida 
Nation”).  
 She raises her voice and turns to the front of the bus. “Lisa! Do you 
think Haida Gwaii will get a seat in Parliament?” 
 Two days later we’re on an expedition to Moresby Island. I’m 
outfitted in a massive trench coat, sunglasses, a toque underneath a wide-
brimmed hat with a drawstring tightly secured around my chin, a scarf, 
and gloves. Although I’ve been strutting and posing on various items to 
fully show off my look, Nana has been complaining to Lisa for the past 
twenty minutes. 
 “
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 As we approach the island, our boat comes to a slow stop. Our 
captain buzzes on the radio. He must ask for permission before we can 
enter the Watchmen site, a system that uniquely protects Haida villages, 
meaning every site is overseen by a Haida person and everyone who 
wishes to visit must ask permission (“Haida Gwaii”). 
 “Hello, Watchman. Calling in and asking for landing.” 
 I hope that the fog will clear up before our ride back; maybe I’ll get 
to see the mountains, and maybe Nana will start to smile. 
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Peace, Happiness, and Company 
 

SONALI SOMAIA 
 

 USED to find it impossible to have a moment of peace, where my 
mind found its solitude and my soul felt connected to my body. It 

wasn’t until I moved in with Nina, a woman like no other, that I learned 
what it meant to have a sense of self. Nina and I have been living with 
one another for three years, and she has witnessed me at my lowest points 
and celebrated with me during my times of pride. She is the kind of 
woman who asks questions during a story so you kno
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practically everything I think, and trust me, with BPD there’s a lot of 
ground to cover.  
 “This is just something I have to keep doing,” I told her, hoping she 
wouldn’t continue to push, letting me just have this. I was recently out 
of the hospital due to a psychotic break triggered by sexual assault, so to 
say I was looking for control would be an understatement. I could not 
afford to take time off work, so I didn’t. I did not have the time to address 
things beyond surface level, so I didn’t. So when others, including Nina, 
asked me why I felt so detached from my body, and why this terrible act 
of self-hate “helps,” I would usually ask them back, “How many more 
times do you want me to get better just to break again?” 
 For a moment we sat there in silence, and I truly did not expect her 
to say anything. I thought I was broken beyond repair. I was waiting for 
her to say something along the lines of, You did not deserve that, or, I am 
so sorry that happened. Instead, she packed me a bong, handed me a 
lighter, and said, “You are not broken. You know that, right?” I smoked 
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would be again. It is a privilege to coexist with someone like Nina. I am 
proud of who I have become, and I owe so much of this pride to her.  
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The N-Word Pass 
 

ALEXIA TROOST 
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 “Lex, it’s just a word.”  
 I didn’t understand why this wasn’t as big a deal to him as it was to 
me. Especially if he was the person I thought this word hurt. 
 There has been so much discourse over the use of the n-word for 
white people. Whether it examines teachers reading To Kill a 
Mockingbird in class, or a group of sorority girls rapping to a Kanye West 
song (Flynn). It honestly baffles me that this is a conversation we are still 
having. I have witnessed people ask my best friend for the pass and 
watched the daring excitement fill people’s faces when he tells them to 
“just say it if they want to so badly.” Unfortunately, this is not an isolated 
occurrence but a trend among Black students, particularly in 
predominantly white schools (Ngui et al.).  
 The word means something different on a Black person’s tongue 
than on a white person’s. The Black community has reclaimed the word 
as their own, and younger generations especially use it as a substitute for 
“bro’” (Cabrera et al.). As a white person, who am I to have an opinion 
on how Black people choose to use that word? But when white people 
use it, it carries significant weight, regardless of the circumstances in 
which it is uttered. White people invented the n-word to strip Black 
people of their humanity (Kendi et al.). It is a word that countless Black 
people heard as they died violently. It is impossible to separate that 
weight from the word.   
 “But how can it not bother you?” I asked my best friend. 
 “I don’t know … there are worse things.”  
 He and I didn’t talk about race much, especially back then. My best 
friend was Black, but it wasn’t something I spent much time 
contemplating. Growing up, his Blackness meant he could introduce me 
to new music and (attempt) to teach me how to dance to it. His Blackness 
was never something I feared until early in high school. We were in a 
school band together and often stayed in the music room practising new 
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to the bus stop a couple intersections away from the school. That way, he 
didn’t have to walk alone in the dark and cold. One day, after saying 
goodnight to us, he stepped out of the car and walked to the bus shelter 
with his hood up. My mom and I were stopped at the light, so I watched 
as he situated himself inside. I also watched the middle-aged white 
woman in the shelter size him up cautiously, clutch her purse, and move 
as far away from him as possible.  
 That woman did not see my best friend, one of my favourite people 
on the planet. She did not see the fourteen-year-old who had taught 
himself to play seven instruments. She did not see the guy who laughed 
with his whole body and was always trying to bring others in on the joke. 
She did not see the soft giant who gave the most comforting hugs when 
someone was cold or sad or “
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Guitar 
 

LARA WALSH 
  

E SCURRIED 
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 “It’s beautiful,” I replied, reaching out to brush my fingertips along 
the strings.  
 What we heard was a severely out-of-tune set of notes, but we didn’t 
mind as we excitedly ran upstairs to show our grandparents our 
discovery. We learned that it was our dad’s guitar he saved up for in high 
school, and seeing that it was sitting in the basement, our grandparents 
insisted that we take it home to try out, which is exactly what we did.  
 Some of my earliest memories involve music, as it has always been 
a huge part of my life. I grew up surrounded by it, whether it was classic 
Beach Boys or Dave Matthews Band hits from my dad, or Ricky Martin 
from my mom, which she claimed was her “club music” (usually 
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 Playing guitar was more than just a hobby to me, but rather a piece 
of myself that was evolving every time I performed. I learned so much 
about myself through music, and this guitar felt like a representation of 
the upcoming stage of my life. Just like the very first one my brother and 
I discovered in our grandparents’ basement seven years before, I couldn’t 
wait to see what this one had in store for me. 
  

W
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