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Speakman:

The name of this publication is derived from the last name of 
John Speakman.

In March of 1873—the same year MSVU opened its doors—
the RMS Atlantic crashed into the rugged shores of Terrence 
Bay, Nova Scotia. It is known that during these disastrous 
moments, Speakman, a modest quartermaster, braved the 
frigid waters to tie a rope from the sinking ship to a nearby 
rock. This display of courage helped save several of the ship’s 
passengers, and reminds us of the courage writers need to 
create and share their work.
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Dear Reader,

I had plans to write this letter in early Novemeber, but never 
“found” the time. Like most students would, I procrastinated. 
For weeks ideas blindly swarmed my mind, but nothing 
seemed right when I went to write. A first-person narrative 
about this project’s origin kept trying to write itself—as if I 
had to use this space to tell my story about how I got here. 
But this space isn’t about me. That’s something I would never 
have realized without procrastinating. This extra time allowed 
me to reflect on everyone involved in this process, from 
beginning to end, and realize how grateful I am for it all. 

While you flip through these pages, I hope you appreciate the 
bravery and emotion etched into everything you read. These 
stories, in whichever form they are written, are incredibly real 
and filled with worth; their authors constitute the inaugural 
issue of an entirely new medium within Mount Saint Vincent 
University.

As a writer, to release the bottlenecked thoughts in your head 
into the world can be an unsettling notion. Moving from 
notion to action can be terrifying. It’s an unknown impossible 
to understand until it’s out there. But I know that there will be 
more pages like these, and I thank you all—both readers and 
writers—for that.

Sincerely yours,

Brad Donaldson 

Editorial Director
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“Water does not resist. Water flows. When you plunge your 
hand into it, all you feel is a caress.” 

Margaret Atwood 





Same Song 

Alexia Major

The same song I was opposed to.
The very song grew on me like vines on a fence;
Slowly but surely.
The same song accompanied me while I left you.
The very song sparked my return to you. 
The same song became ours to cherish. 
Ours to sing, to enjoy, to remember. 
The same song. 

3
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The Dance I Remember 

Leah Veinot

Fat, wet tears fell onto my knees. I felt his arm reach 
around me and pull me close into his warm body. 

“Leah,” my brother’s voice said, “why are you crying?” The 
robins and chickadees chirped around us and the sun shone 
on the top of our heads.

I melted into him. I felt so small. “I don’t know,” I an-
swered back, defeated. He pulled me closer. I’d never been 
held like this by him before, yet the feeling was so familiar.

“I get it,” he whispered. 

His large body pulled away and I watched him through 
tears as he picked up a small rock from the shore beside us. 
He turned it in his fingers. 

How long had I been sitting there? Twenty minutes? An 
hour? The afternoon? I stared at the ground embarrassed that 
he had found me like this.

“Remember when we use to try to throw rocks to hit the 
raft out there?” he said, smiling and looking at the raft float-
ing a hundred feet away in the lake ahead of us. We’d spent 
hours together on the beach when we were children.

When I was swimming the other day, I could see count-
less rocks beneath my feet that we had thrown over the years; 
countless rocks that had missed their mark. 

“I remember.”

He stood then, the rock still between his fingers. “I can lift 
two-forty, think I can hit the damn raft now?” He smirked, 
more to himself then to me. I spread my legs out in the sand, 
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my toes stretched. My legs were stiff from being in a tight 
ball. I attempted to wipe the tears from under my eyes.

He leaned back and threw the rock, grunting. I watched it 
sail high up in the sky until I lost sight of it in the sun. After 
a loud thud, I watched the rock roll off the raft and hit the 
water. He fist pumped and danced. Such an awkward dancer, 
I thought. What a goof. “You’ve been practicing,” I said with 
a shrug. 

“Naw, it was all these,” he motioned to his flexed arms 
with a large smile on his face.

“You’re such a dufus.” 

He sat back down beside me, his shoulder touching mine. 

“Not as much as you are.” He nudged me and I rolled my 
eyes. “Come on, let’s see you hit the raft.” I shook my head. 
“Lame as always,” he muttered.

“Fine.” I stood up slowly. I found the nearest rock and 
tossed it just ahead of me. 

“There, happy?” I said, tears flooded me again.

He stood beside me. “Now, actually try. Grunt,” he said 
handing me a rock. “It helps.” 

I took the rock and threw it a little harder than the last 
time. It went about two meters further. 

“I said grunt!” He shouted.

“Dammit, Cameron. I am not grunting!” 

He held out another rock.

“Grunt.” 

I sighed.

I looked at the rock in his hand. I looked at his face. When 
did he grow whiskers and why the hell was he making me do 
this?

I snatched the rock out of his hand, stepped back and 
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yelled as I released it. 

“Ahhhhh!” I screamed as it sailed into the air. I glared at 
him. This was so stupid. 

“Was that good enough for you?” I yelled, breathing hard.

Tick!

I watched him smile, looking after my throw. “You did it!” 

“I did?” We smiled at each other and his fist pumped the 
air again.

“You did it, Sis!” 

I took in a deep breath and then we started dancing.





First Day

Sheila Flynn Leroux

The sun hangs lazily in the September sky
As the once warm wind nips at peak-a-boo flesh.

In an unbridled frenzy, 
blushing leaves scurry across the ground 
Mocking those held captive by looming majestic maples.

Down the street a multitude of soprano voices 
taunt mature ears.
The sound of new shoe squeaks echo for miles

The yellow vroom in the near distance titillates the voices—
Sending them, yet another octave higher. 

A calculated slow squeal partially quiets the din 
But it’s the final chuff- chuff- swoosh that swallows the 
remainder. 

The street is barren now. 
Veiled eyes pierce the distance as heavy hearts coax lead feet

Slowly they sludge through the fiery whirling dervish
That skims merrily over abandoned chalk marks 
and forgotten hula hoops.

9





“Bitterness is like cancer. It eats upon the host. 
But anger is like fire. It burns it all clean.”

 Maya Angelou
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Rosalie

Micaela Singer

So close I see it in the far
A single treasure to raise the bar
It passes by my window everyday
But behind these bars I’m confined to stay

It is old and it can be new 
It can be easy or hard to do
I had it once, not long ago
It was with a golden angel though

Her eyes were pools of emerald seas
The angel’s name was Rosalie
A brow so sharp, yet so very kind
Her lips the taste of sweet red wine.

A voice tone that could raise a nation
She called my name, what celebration.
Wealthy she was not and I did not fret,
You see if she were wealthy we’d never have met.

I mended shoes in my past life,
And in walked the blacksmith and his wife
He dropped five pairs in front of me
As he walked out he called for Rosalie.

She came every day to check the shoes
And would wait around for a thing to do.
I taught her good stitching and types of string
She taught me poetry and how to sing.
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The ocean itself could not hold our love
Every bird I saw turned into a dove.
The blacksmith walked in once and saw us there,
He broke both my legs and made me stare

He struck her more than once and crushed her toes,
But she hauled back and broke his nose.
She untied the carriage and yelled for me,
And off we rode towards the sun and the sea.

She nursed me with love and made me strong
With her by my side, nothing went wrong.
We got married in the fall and built a home
It was just us under a love lust dome.

Two years from then she bore two sons
I never once frowned, it was always fun.
The boys grew up, and we got older.
The days seemed long and winter much colder.

The boys got her smarts and left for school
We were drowning in a love-stained pool
We spent our days mending fence and crops
She worked hard and never once stopped.

It was a dry summer and crops were down
But never once did she worry or even frown.
Two summers from that, that money was dropping,
The following summer she started coughing.

It never left her and took all her breath
She just laughed and said she’d outrun death.
But the finish line pulled further away
So I had to leave to find a way.

I saddled the horse, then ran to her side
And her kind emerald eyes brought tears to mine
I kissed her lips and told her goodbye
She said “When you’re back I’ll make apple pie.”

I rode with the speed of an eagle up high
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And dreamed that Rosalie was by my side
I rode to the shop where they made magic
But I reached in my pocket, oh what havoc!

My fingers went through to the other side
No money meant that I would have to hide.

I grabbed a thimble and ducked down
Then weaved through the crowd round and round.
I found my horse and cried joyfully
Then headed back towards the sun and the sea.

But soon on my tracks were five large men
They rode up close and struck my head
I fell to the ground and they seized my coat
They took the potion and kneed my throat

So here I awoke just a fortnight ago
Where rats rule the floor and tunnels below
Here the sun never shines or looks for me,
Miles away from my sweet Rosalie.

They told me that morning that she had died
With no one there to stand by her side
No other news could compare to that ache
My heart was carved out with a metal stake

So this is the day I face the gallows
I close my eyes and think of the shallows.
I have nothing left so I will not flee
And as I die I will call for Rosalie.
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Rage

Becky Aurell

A facsimile of a strike, a jab, playfighting maybe
Still, when the hair of his arm brushed my throat, I gagged

The world slowed down, and a lump of panic 
ose in my throat. 

“I didn’t scare you, did I?”
No, but if only you knew. The things I can’t tell you. 

The things that I keep under wraps. The past that haunts me.
The fact, that you, remind me, so much, of the man who 

abused me.

My anger is at you but it is also amplified 
You represent what is wrong with the world in my eyes, 

so forgive me if I seem a bit harsh 
I know that is a heavy burden to bear and it is not all yours 

And when I get angry at a sexist joke 
or snide comment you may think, 
“Wow, she’s really overreacting!” 

But think about the fact that I’ve already heard it 
a thousand times.

I am young but I am getting older, 
old enough to have a history, to see patterns of behaviour 

And I see that they reflect a sickness in society. 
So ask me again why I’m mad.

Well, these memories have laid tracks on my body. 
I CAN NOT look at this objectively, yet, 

my emotions are seen as a flaw
But what do you expect? 

My skin has been rubbed raw, left thin 
Scrubbed off by words heard one too many times 
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And why, when men’s anger commands respect, 
and shows passion 

Does mine reduce me to labels like 
“Just another angry feminist,” or, “crazy bitch”

Well my question is: How can you not be angry? 
Cause goddammit, you should be 

Not because you have a mother, or daughter or wife
Not because of your connection to any woman 

But because we are fucking human
And that should be enough. 
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The Remembrance of Time 

Megan Bruce

They say time heals all wounds…But what if you can’t remember the 
wounds that time was suppose to heal?

Blake stood in his bedroom wondering what it was that 
he was supposed to be doing. He had come to his room for 
something specific but couldn’t remember exactly what it 
was. He looked at his empty bedside table, hoping to see 
something that would spark some kind of recognition, but 
there was nothing. 

He calmly wandered across the room and opened the 
door to his closet where he was met by his own reflection in 
the mirror. His black hair had begun to change to a snowy 
white. The wrinkles on his face made him look wise, as he 
spent several moments staring at the face of a man he could 
hardly remember. He slowly pushed aside the freshly ironed 
shirts that were hanging in the darkness. As he did, he 
looked down to see the face of a frightened child sitting in 
the corner. Her face was red and splotchy, with tears slowy 
running down her cheeks.

“Don’t hurt me, Daddy,” she sobbed quietly, her dark 
green eyes pleading for mercy.

Blake jumped back from the closet in shock, slamming 
the closet door as he did. He didn’t know who the little girl 
was or how she got there. She seemed oddly familiar, as if 
she was a dream, or a distant memory, but he didn’t know 
how he knew her. He crept back towards the closet door, his 
hand shaking as he gradually reached out for the handle. He 
opened the door and looked into the corner but the little girl 
was no longer there. Frantically, he reached for the light and 
began to push aside his clothes, searching for the frightened 
little girl but she was nowhere to be found. 
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He moved further into the closet, as if he might be able to 
find the little girl in the tiny space. The floorboards creaked 
loudly as he attempted to shift his weight, when he caught 
the inside of his foot on a loose nail that was coming out of 
the floor. The pain began to radiate up his leg causing it to 
buckle. He crumpled onto the floor, crying out in pain as his 
leg twisted underneath him. He landed on the floor with a 
loud bang and sat there afraid to move. After several min-
utes, he figured that he should try to get up but was met with 
a sweeping wave of pain that shot from his leg throughout 
his entire body. His breath quickened and he shut his eyes to 
fight back the tears. After all, real men don’t cry, he thought 
bitterly.

Motionless on the floor, he noticed that the creaky floor-
board had come loose and inside the dark, gaping hole was 
a small box. He slowly reached his hand into the hole and 
grasped the small box that was covered in cobwebs and dust. 
The box was made of a dark wood that was faded with age, 
and there were tiny metal clasps on each corner that were 
old and worn. Blake couldn’t remember if it was he who had 
put the box underneath the floorboard or if it was hidden 
long ago and he was just the first to find it. He wiped off the 
remaining dust and could feel a pit forming in his stomach as 
he reached for the tiny lock that held the box shut. He jiggled 
the lock gingerly but it wouldn’t budge.

“You need to find the key,” said a voice from outside the 
closet. When Blake looked up, he was surprised to see the 
little girl standing in the doorway. She was wearing a light 
blue sundress, her curly, dark brown hair neatly falling over 
her shoulders. She was no longer crying, but calmly watching 
his shocked expression. 

“Are you real?” he asked frantically.

A tiny giggle escaped her lips. “Of course I’m real,” replied 
the little girl, shaking her head slightly. As she turned her 
head, Blake could see a dark, purple bruise peaking out from 
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under the collar of her dress. Instantly, he was filled with 
rage at the monster who had laid their hands on the neck 
of the little girl. When she noticed him staring, she quickly 
pulled at her collar, hiding the bruise. 

“It is not polite to stare, you know,” she said, looking at 
the ground, cautiously avoiding eye contact. Instinctively, he 
reached out to comfort her but hissed when he felt the sharp 
pain in his leg. The little girl flinched at the noise and began 
to back away slowly with fear creeping its way back into her 
eyes. 

“I have to help her,” she whispered as she turned towards 
the door. 

“Wait, don’t go,” he cried. But it was too late, she was gone. 
Blake called out to her, hoping that she would return but she 
didn’t. As he struggled to move, he felt decrepitating pains up 
his leg and his world began to spin. He slowly closed his eyes 
and the world went dark.

*   *   * 

The little girl stood there petrified watching her mother lay 
still on the floor, waiting for another blow to hit her. He had 
been drinking that night and there was nobody there to save 
them from his anger. 

 “Please, Daddy. Leave Mommy alone,” cried the little girl 
as she watched her mother lie bleeding on the floor, but her 
father ignored her.

“WHO IS HE?” he screamed before kicking her mother in 
the ribs again. And again. Her mother tried to answer but no 
sound would come out. “I ASKED YOU A QUESTION!” he 
yelled reaching down and grabbing her by the throat. In one 
fluid motion, he lifted her up and held her against the wall, 
her feet dangling below her. She grabbed at his hands, strug-
gling for air, but he wouldn’t let go. 

“You’re killing her,” screamed the little girl as she reached 
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out and grabbed his hands. She felt the sting on her cheek and 
tasted the blood in her mouth as his other fist collided with her 
face and she was thrust onto the ground. She heard the thud 
of her mother hitting the ground and gasping as she fought for 
air, too weak to move. Her father began to move towards her, 
removing his belt as he walked. She heard the loud familiar 
crack before she felt the sting on her legs. 

“This’ll teach you to mind your own damn business,” he 
roared as he swung the belt again, this time connecting with 
her back. She could feel the welts begin to form under her 
shirt and tears began to uncontrollably run down her face. 
He grabbed her by her hair and threw her into the corner. The 
world went dark as she hit the wall and sank onto the floor.

*   *   * 

Blake woke up shaking from the dream about the monster 
who was hurting the little girl. Remembering what the little 
girl said about finding the key, he began to carefully run his 
hands along the wall. After several minutes of searching, 
he finally took the little box and, with one fluid motion, 
smashed it on the ground. The box broke on impact, the 
wood splitting in half to reveal a single, faded photograph. 
When he turned the photograph over, he saw a picture of 
the little girl. She was wearing the same blue sundress and 
her dark, curly brown hair was perfectly resting on her 
shoulders. Beside her stood the small, frail woman with the 
same curly dark hair and deep green eyes that were filled 
with sorrow and pain. Behind her stood a tall, muscular 
man with broad shoulders and jet black hair. He kept his 
hand possessively on the woman’s arm, his fingers wrapped 
tightly around her, claiming her as his own. He had seen the 
man before but he wasn’t sure where until he caught his own 
reflection in the mirror.



“Be humble for you are made of earth. 
Be noble for you are made of stars.”

Jamaican Proverb
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Dark Matter

Sam VanNorden

The quiet breakdown of my thoughts, slow and subtle, 
feels like living in a house with non-functioning ceilings. 
So cracked and worn that pieces of rubble fall on you out of 
nowhere, so much so that you might as well forgo a ceiling 
altogether. I’m constantly thinking. Categorizing. Talking to 
myself in the middle of the night. I do dream, though, and I 
write my dreams down like you’re supposed to. The laws of 
attraction. Once I was warned about pseudoscience while 
learning about the laws of gravity. The laws that are keeping 
my body here. The laws that are wasting my time.

Newtonian Mechanics—up to now our indispensable tool 
in understanding the universe—cannot adequately describe 

conditions in or near black holes.1

You’ve got a lot of things you want from me. I’m supposed 
to be in one place and three others at the same time. We are 
all born as a sack of bones, and blood, and tissue. I wish I 
was born three times, or not at all. That is the only way to 
exceed expectations, my own expectations. I certainly can’t 
exceed yours. You’ve got your hands around my throat and 
you’re trapping the air in my lungs like someone tying off the 
end of a balloon. Ah, but the pressure you’re exerting, and 
that cracked ceiling above me is about to come down with 
such velocity that I might just take the world with me.  

Gravity wins the battle with pressure once and for all, and the 
central core collapses forever.1

1. Eric Chiasson & Steve McMillan, Astronomy: A Beginner’s Guide to the 
Universe. (New York: Pearson, 2013), 361.



Like a toddler in a room full of sharp edges, you could 
say something bad is bound to happen. Maybe it won’t and 
everyone will be shocked. The ceiling above me is so unstable 
that I whispered ‘stop’ and it collapsed. Rubble follows me 
around, even though I barely move. I’m stationary. You took 
your hands off my throat and everything you were composed 
of disintegrated. Now I’ve got ahold of you, and everything 
in this room. The knives and sharp edges smooth out. Like a 
stretch of the imagination, I didn’t have to stretch at all, and 
now everything good and bad is coming my way. I blame the 
pressure, but you can blame yourself. You stood too close and 
there isn’t anywhere for you to run to. I know that feeling. 
It penetrates, permeates, and impregnates you. Everything 
around me is about to collapse. 

Any matter falling into the clutches of a black hole will 
become severely distorted.2

This Earth is the dust of the cosmos. If it collapsed today, 
so what? The implosion would cause tremors that act like a 
vacuum, a backward wind that envelopes everything from 
the words you write, to the words you speak. And after a 
moment, nothing. It’s the nothing that frightens me. I hated 
the pressure, but take it away? It wouldn’t bring any relief, it 
would bring nothing. Not just the absence of something new, 
it would only bring nothing. 

As the core shrinks, the gravitational pull in its vicinity even-
tually becomes so great that nothing—not even light—can 

escape. The resultant object therefore emits no light, no other 
form of radiation, no information whatsoever. Astronomers 

call this bizarre endpoint of stellar evolution, in which the core 
of a very-high-mass star collapses in on itself and vanishes 

forever, a black hole.1  

2. Eric Chiasson & Steve McMillan, Astronomy: A Beginner’s Guide to the 
Universe. (New York: Pearson, 2013), 368.
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I was big enough to have you circle around me. I didn’t 
ask for this. Little pieces of you were ripped away. Fractions. 
Let me know if you ever find enough pieces of yourself that 
make you whole again. 

What lies within the event horizon of a black hole? The answer 
is simple: No one knows.3

3. Eric Chiasson & Steve McMillan, Astronomy: A Beginner’s Guide to the 
Universe. (New York: Pearson, 2013), 370.
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502 

Alexia Major

Entering with great anticipation,
Nothing is uninteresting.
Going makes my soul joyful
Lest I be overcome with sorrow.
Inside there is knowledge abundant 
So that I may become a disciple.
How can anyone not take part?
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How I Function

Kemesha Francis

1

Up and running like an engine that’s how I am functioning.
Moving fast to meet the mark, working hard so that I can 
achieve greatness.
Getting up out of my bed very early its dread but I must con-
tinue if I want to earn my honest bread.
Sometimes I don’t want to get up but I must carry on and try 
to weather the storm.
Life storm hustling and bustling to measure up to the norm.
As I travel along I try hard just to win. To win the race of life 
in achieving what life’s worth,
Cause if I don’t I will lose my self-worth.

2

When I grind all day sometimes it isn’t worth the pay but no 
matter what I cannot stray.
Quitting and failure is not an option because it is my deci-
sion to work hard until I am in the right direction.
Make no mistake I am on a mission, sometimes it’s filled 
with temptation but my mind is bigger than my thoughts and 
my drive is determination.
I won’t back down because one day I will be my own queen 
wearing the greatness of life’s crown.
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Letters from Home

Kevin Smith

I wish, I wish my baby was born,
And sitting on its Papa’s knee.

And me poor girl, were dead and gone,
And the green grass growing o’er my feet.

I ain’t ahead, nor never will be,
Till the sweet apple grows,

On a sour apple tree.
But still I hope, the time will come
When you and I shall be as one.
I wish, I wish my love had died,
And sent his soul to wander free.

Then we might meet where ravens fly,
Let our poor bodies rest in peace.

Thee owl, thee owl is a lonely bird,
It chills my heart with dread and terror.
That someone’s blood, there on his wing.

That someone’s blood, there on his feather.

(Traditional American folk song, author unknown)

Dear Sara,

The air here is stale tasting and as heavy as the walls. The 
walls themselves are painted with countless layers of colour-
less lead paint that camouflage the crumbling concrete block. 
They are cold and unforgiving. Sometimes the fluorescent 
light catches the sleekness of my bars reminding me of the 
moon light reflecting off the ripples of the lake at home. 
Home—how I snicker when I think of such a false statement, 
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stretched over a four-letter syllable. Where should such an 
empty word register within such an empty mind and empty 
place?  I hear a constant dripping somewhere in the distance. 
The sound is like the ticking of a clock, counting down the 
seconds of my life. There is no escape from the clock.

I’ve been reading a lot since I’ve been here. Trying to pass 
the time, I engulf fully into the story and try to lose myself 
in other places and times, anything to forget that I’m in this 
place. A place that is filled to capacity, yet feels as empty as 
the bible. Often I wake in the middle of the night in a cold 
sweat to the pounding of a drum and feel like I’m drowning. 
It takes me a moment to realize where I am, and the drum 
is just the beating of my heart. The only thing that keeps me 
going is thinking of when I am free of this place, when we 
can be together again watching the dancing mosaic of stars 
upon the water.

I remember my first night here, thrown into an alien 
environment of cold concrete and steel.  The loud crash of the 
heavy door as it sealed my fate.  I spent the night sitting on 
my small cot in disbelief of the shit I found myself in. I strug-
gled to breathe the ancient air and broke into a cold sweat as 
the lights fell dark at nine o’clock. The night seemed ceaseless 
as my mind raced endlessly. I was paralyzed as the icy walls 
enclosed on me, watching me.  In the darkness I heard them 
laughing at me as I was now their new pet. I started to weep 
soon after my cell fell dark, and found myself still weeping as 
the florescent lights flickered back to life. Soon after a tray of 
cold toast and rubbery eggs were slid through the slot at the 
bottom of my door.

I figured out one day I spend ninety-six percent of my 
time here in this cell; twelve feet long and eight feet wide. I 
can’t believe it is actually that large, but I have measured it 
numerous times, in numerous ways, to remind myself it is 
not shrinking. It is only my humanity that grows smaller. 
I have forgotten many things since I’ve been here at Penco 
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Penitentiary, which is a blessing I suppose as the things I do 
remember only burn in my mind. The things I used to take 
for granted are the things I miss most. Like the feel of the 
sun upon my skin on those hot summer days; days that I 
would find a shady spot to hide beneath, or stay indoors with 
the cool comfort of man-made arctic air.  If I were given the 
chance again I would never shelter myself from those warm 
rays. The night would be the only thing to save my blistered 
and sun burnt body. Eighteen years since I have bathed 
in natural light. It would no doubt blind me. My sight has 
diminished from never seeing anything at a distance greater 
than a couple yards. I wish I could remember how raindrops 
feel on my face or the smell of liquid in the air. I think of 
those days where I would run for cover from those cascading 
drops from the skies, never thinking I would be pining for 
such a thing now. I could watch puddles gather for hours, the 
tranquil rhythmic sound of countless drops as they fall upon 
our tin roof.  I wish I could run through walls of rain, naked 
as the day I was born. I wish I could do these things with 
you.

I remember hating winter, cursing the snow and the cold. 
To tilt my head back and let the flakes fall upon my tongue, 
would taste like the finest champagne now.  I would give 
anything to hear the sound of crunching snow under my 
feet. To see it cover all that it falls upon and dampen the 
vibration of sound. Some nights my ears would hum from 
the sound of silence that only winter can bring. It would last 
just a moment before being broken by a car in the distance 
or some other earthly disturbance. Those moments were the 
closest I ever came to enlightenment, the clamour of silence 
is rather deafening.

I wish I could see the leaves change color with the com-
ing of the fall. The greens transform into bright reds and 
yellows. There are many colours my eyes no longer get to see 
and I doubt they still could. Behind these bars there is only 



the colour grey, and one season, the season of emptiness.  I 
wish I could see the setting of the sun, and the stars start to 
shine through the twilight. One by one as their light punches 
holes through the dark canvas. I remember spending hours 
with you lying under the great perforated blackness count-
ing shooting stars. Now all I count are the inches in my cell. 
They have become my stars.

Time passes at a snail’s pace here and gives you every op-
portunity to think. I have come to learn that thinking is what 
drives most here mad; I try to avoid it whenever possible. I fill 
my time by reading about places I will never go and things I 
will never see. This works to a limited success. I write to you 
constantly because you are the only one who understood me, 
you are the only one who will listen. I wish it could have been 
different, but it’s too late now for wishing. The only human 
contact I receive is from the guards as they shackle my an-
kles and escort me to the exercise room. They only berate me 
with insults and occasional beatings. They have no empathy. 
The exercise chamber is like a miniature grain silo that has 
a metal mesh high above my reach on one wall. I can tell the 
outside world is beyond it, but cannot see it for myself. It only 
reminds me that I have forgotten what it is to be human, but 
have learned what it is to be much less.

I have heard that my time in this place is now coming 
to an end and I am elated. For eighteen years I have waited 
for this news to come each day along with my rubbery eggs. 
Eighteen long years without you have been my true sentence. 
I see in my heart you have forgiven me and knowing we will 
be together soon is torturous as minutes slow to years. My 
cell that has become my universe now feels larger and the air 
tastes sweeter. For a moment, I felt panicked at the thought 
of leaving this place. I suppose it has become my cocoon of 
agony and I am weary of what happens next.

This will be the last time I write to you. There are only 
minutes left in my last day here. They will be coming to get 
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me soon and I am more nervous now than when I arrived. 
For eighteen years they stole all that makes me human. But 
they could never take you from me.  I ordered your favour-
ite for my last meal, shepherd’s pie. It was nowhere near as 
good as you used to make, but it was nice to have something 
different for a change. I hear the guards now. They are at my 
door ready to walk me down my last few steps, and I will 
count every inch. Your family has gathered along with the 
other spectators and my needles lay waiting.  Soon we will 
be together again, watching the moonlight reflecting off the 
ripples of the lake at home.
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Dear Uncle

Adrian Downey

Dear Uncle,

I’m sorry I don’t know you better. In all fifty-six of your 
years and all twenty-six of mine we have shared only a few 
memories, none of them the kind that make for very good 
stories. In fact, this morning, when my mom said you had 
been rushed to the hospital because of an undefined weak-
ness, I was more worried about her than I was about you. 
Don’t take that the wrong way—it’s just that my mother’s 
already lost a father and a mother, and losing your loved ones 
never gets any easier. 

As far as the lottery of life, you were dealt a tough hand: 
Down Syndrome, diabetes, Mi’Kmaq, the son of a poor fish-
erman. They said you wouldn’t live past your teenage years, 
and here you are thirty years later capturing our attention, 
making us all thankful to be alive. Thank you for that.

I’m not sure if it was the doctor, a teacher, or one of my 
grandparents who decided you were too slow to learn how to 
talk, but believe me when I say that a generation feels your 
pain. They took our talk; they took all the words for sky, and 
the ones for snow, and turned them into a language of preci-
sion, of standardization. Personally, I like to think that you 
had more pride than the rest of us—that your tongue was too 
strong to pronounce the lies of English and French. Instead 
you held your head high, spoke directly to Creator who, just 
like you, has no need for words. 

I remember hearing you sing: hands clapping, head bob-
bing, loud and proud. Your brothers—my uncles—would 
bring their guitars or accordions and play songs with you, 
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for you—as much as anyone else in the room. Sometimes 
I think that you were the real musician in the house. It was 
your energy that made their voices a little stronger, and their 
fingers a little swifter. I wish we could have gotten you a 
powwow drum—the drum has a life of her own and she, like 
you, exists with one foot in the spirit world and one in our 
physical reality. 

Lastly, I remember the love. Could you feel it? Could you 
somehow know when you were sick the first time and, for 
two weeks, had two or more family members by your bedside 
twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week? When my cous-
ins would sit with you on the floor, sing with you, hold you, 
just bob their heads with you, could you feel that they loved 
you? Did you know that your sister spent nearly everyday of 
her adult life looking after you? There is only one reason for 
that kind of devotion: love. 

I need to believe that you felt the love. Just like I need to 
believe that writing this down now somehow makes up for 
the fact that I never sat on the floor with you, never reached 
out and touched you. I’m sorry I wasn’t more compassionate, 
or more understanding. We’ve all got our burdens; mine is 
not always knowing how to show my love. I hope you feel my 
words—though they be in the language of our oppressors—
they are all I’ve got.

Wela’lin,

Mist No’kmaq,

Adrian



41

Unfolded

Margaret Schwartz

Sizzling, hissing flames, I hear. Igniting light into black skies. 
Cool skies that gently kiss the fire blaze that cooks a salty 
fish,
dinner for my dog. 
His love as permeable and rounded as the ground we stand 
on and as resonant as the call of small birds.
The songs we can’t sing anymore aren’t forgotten.
Neither is the shot engine in the garage or the holes in the 
drapes.

I’ve never heard about you.
Not sure if I want to, do you have an ego that will compli-
ment mine?
And no words to your thoughts at all.
What is this you create with your quash ideas?

Words are like oysters. 
Shelled and pertinent. Salty, dripping
waterlogged with perceptions that are rare
to each eye, each mind.

I pour sea salt into my bath, and I float without ears and 
mouths.
Whole with the moon, whole with each element.
Them inside of me.  
A warm fire glows and smolders from my chest and scolds 
my ribs. 
I lie in water, it becomes my blood. Absorbing all that I am, 
altering my skin into nothing. 
I breathe in a boiling, steamy air. It stifles me into life. Ah!
We are Earth. 



We are the soil we sleep on, the clay that erodes and the trees 
that give purpose to our actions.  

Climbing vines I grip to,
life opens up like the sky after rain.
Universal flowers bloom inside me.
I am an iris, stem cut, and laid in a glass bowl of water.
A table centre piece in your grandmother’s bungalow.
Kept dry and warm by the draft 
that kisses the windowpane and flirts through the room
to me.

I am a small bud tucked and clinging like a vine to the side of 
the house.
Holding dear to cedar shingles that crack and rust in clock 
time.
No mind I have as a flower.
No pain, just a soft, un-judging brush from the wind.
No loss, no suffering just the movement of 
the sun on my left and the moon on my right. 
That lifts me up and puts me to sleep again.
It is not I who opens my petals, but the world. 
Like a breed of orchid, there are so many of us.
The same universe distilled and born inside. 
It is still there when we die!
The trees were right all along. 
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“I am breathing in the same air that was 
exhaled by many before me. The air that bore them life. 

And so how can I ever say that 
I am alone?”
C. JoyBell C.
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Alice

Julie White

Alice wakes up every morning to the sound of the same 
alarm on her iPhone that has woken her up for the last two 
years. Before that, it was the sound of the alarm clock that 
sat on the other side of the bed. He would turn it off, get up 
and shower, and then get Alice out of bed with the smell of a 
steaming cup of coffee he placed on her bedside table. He did 
this ever since they started dating, years ago. He learned fast 
that the best way to wake Alice up was with the smell of cof-
fee. But so much more than just her alarm clock has changed 
in Alice’s life over the past two years. Her job, her city, her 
furniture, her clothes, to name a few.

*   *   * 
Alice was at her friend’s work Christmas party one Satur-

day night and was a few glasses of wine deep when she was 
introduced to the most charming and handsome man she 
had ever met. Her friend introduced them and Mr. Wonder-
ful offered to buy Alice a drink. She accepted knowing that 
another glass of wine was probably a bad idea.

The two of them moved towards the bar and shared sto-
ries until they heard the bartender make last call. Alice went 
home that night and fell asleep still in her dress. The next 
morning, once she had changed, washed her face, and sat 
down with her coffee, she was able to dissect their conversa-
tion. Well, the parts she remembered. She knew she had the 
tendency to talk too much sometimes, share maybe too much 
too soon, although he didn’t seem to be off put by it. How-
ever, that might have been the wine fogging her memory. 
He didn’t, after all, ask her for her phone number at the end 
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of the night. So, after an entire day of being hungover and 
overthinking the previous night, Alice resigned herself to the 
thought that she had an amazing night with Mr. Wonderful 
and that she wouldn’t ever see him again.

That Monday at work was just like any other day for Alice. 
Still feeling the exhaustion from her weekend, she didn’t 
get much done. She sat in her chair staring at the computer 
screen, willing herself to be productive. In a text message 
from her friend, midafternoon, Alice learned that Mr. Won-
derful had tracked her friend down at work and asked her for 
Alice’s phone number.

*   *   * 
Alice finds the beginnings of relationships are wonderful 

and terrifying. The urge to want to be yourself and hide your 
strangest quirks at the same time can be overwhelming. 
It’s intimidating how two people can only just meet and so 
quickly become the only person the other wants to talk to 
every second of the day. The infatuation stage of a relation-
ship can be the best part. Walking around with constant 
butterflies in your stomach and anticipating the next time 
you’ll see that special person. But Alice hated this part, the 
beginnings. If it was up to her every relationship would skip 
right past this part and go directly to the comfortable stage, 
where you know everything about each other and are totally 
yourself.

She hated the beginnings because she was never good 
at them. She can be awkward and shy and has a hard time 
knowing boundaries with someone still so new to her. She 
doesn’t care about the obligatory three-day-rule. She’ll mes-
sage someone three minutes after a date just because she still 
wants to chat. She knows some people might be scared away 
by this. Mr. Wonderful understood. He knew that every time 
he dropped her off from a date she would message him al-
most immediately after with some part to a story she forgot.
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*   *   * 
It wasn’t a special evening. It was just the two of them 

sitting at her apartment trying to decide what to order for 
dinner. He was unloading the mugs out of her dishwasher, 
and she was leaning against the wall on the other side of the 
kitchen. As she listed the restaurant menus in her hand, she 
noticed the way he put her mugs away, in the order she her-
self would have put them. Then he took the last mug and sat 
it under her coffee maker so it would be ready for her coffee 
in the morning.

“Okay, let’s order pizza from that place on the corner. It’s 
by far the best,” he said.

“I love you.”

*   *   * 

Within six months the two were living together. They 
moved into his apartment and spent the next few years living 
in blissful happiness. Alice didn’t mind that her job wasn’t 
what she really wanted to be doing. The happiness of their 
relationship shined over everything in those years. Mr. Won-
derful, on the other hand, was doing exactly what he went to 
university to do. He made good money and loved his job. 

Three years after they met, almost to the day, Alice’s long 
distance friend sent her a link to a job offer in a city across 
the country. It was exactly the job she wanted, but it was in 
the wrong place. 

Alice and Mr. Wonderful had their fights, like all couples 
do. Some were bigger than others, but none that they couldn’t 
work through. The fight they had on Christmas Eve two 
years ago was one they found out they couldn’t fix. 

“I can’t believe you would pick a job over me.”

“I’m not choosing anything over you. This isn’t about you, 
this is about me and my career, can’t you see that?”

“All I see is you making the choice to leave me and the life 



we’ve built together to move across the country. That sure as 
hell feels like you choosing a job over me, Alice.”

“You love your job, that’s easy for anyone to see. You’re so 
passionate about it. Don’t you want that for me? Don’t you 
want me to love what I do?”

“Don’t you want to be with me? We love each other, we 
live together, we’ve talked about starting a family. Now this 
job comes around and suddenly all that doesn’t matter any-
more?”

“That’s not fair. I love you with everything I have and 
you make me so happy but that doesn’t have anything to do 
with this job offer. I’m not happy at work. That unhappiness 
is creeping into the rest of my life. I see everyone around 
me loving what they do, and I don’t, and it makes me feel so 
empty.”

“I don’t know what you want me to say Alice. I’m not 
moving across the country. If you love me like you say you 
do then you wouldn’t ask me to leave my job. You just said 
yourself you know that I love my job.”

“I understand that you don’t want to leave your job and 
move. I get it. But I need you to understand that I do need 
to leave my job here and I do need to move. You came into 
my life and changed everything for me. I didn’t know that 
any person could feel the way I feel about you. Babe, I’ve got 
to do this for me. I have to pursue this. If I stay I will end up 
resenting you and I don’t want that for us.”

Alice moved across the country a month later and started 
her new job. She thrived there, she fit in, she loved the work 
she was doing and she felt accomplished for the first time 
since graduating university. Mr. Wonderful would not accept 
her calls or respond to any of her messages, which made 
Alice struggle to believe she had done the right thing. As 
wonderful as he was, would someone who truly loved her 
fault her for following her dream? Alice understood the hurt 
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he must have been feeling, but she knew she did her best to 
try and make him understand that this decision wasn’t about 
him. It wasn’t about their relationship or about hurting him. 
It was about following her heart in a way that had nothing to 
do with love.

*   *   * 
So now, two years after she left Mr. Wonderful and moved 

across the country to pursue her dream, Alice woke up to the 
sound of the alarm clock on her phone. She was exited for 
this day. Tonight she had a first date with someone she met at 
a coffee shop on the weekend. He is charming and handsome 
and his name is Will. For the first time she wasn’t dreading 
the beginning part of a relationship, she was nervous but 
excited for it. Mr. Wonderful had taught her that. He may be 
a part of her past and part of what seemed to be another life, 
but he had changed her in ways Alice was still figuring out.
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Time is so Cliché

Anne-Marie McKitrick

It’s go time for this task
but I need some more time;
should I write a research essay?
Should I make it all rhyme?

Time is such a short word,
but with so many meanings.
I don’t know if I should rush it.
I don’t have time for these feelings.

Time passes by slowly, 
and yet here I stay.
I will write this all down
before my thoughts go away.

I’ll take my sweet time,
but I don’t have all day.
Should I write a short story?
Or stick with cliché? 

Time is money, my friends—
It’s like a currency. 
All the time in the world,
but time runs out, don’t you see?

You can spend it
You can make it
You can have it
You can take it



You can lose it
You can gain it
You can check it
You can change it

What do you do with your time?
It’s all up to you.
You can waste your time running, 
or wait a minute or two.

You can race against time
to get it all done,
but too much time on the hands
is a dilemma for some.

You see I sit on the bus
beside my best friend.
The bus stops at a red light,
then starts moving again.

So much traffic to pass
and it’s a quarter past nine;
I’ll be late for class.
I really messed up this time.

But my best friend is early:
her class starts at ten.
Unlike her, I worry
Time is all perception.

I feel frozen in time,
but better late than never
Time can go by so fast
or it can last forever.

But you can’t have it back.
Hasn’t time taught you that?
You can wait till it’s over,
or just go right off the bat.
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And only time will tell,
but time stands still.
Will time ever pass?
It feels like it never will.

If somebody likes you
they’ll give you the time of day
Can I ask for the time?
But of course, yes you may!

It’s all in due time. 
In time and in space.
Let’s get together sometime,
tell me what time and place?

Time after time,
and time and time again.
I lose track of time
and forget where and when.

I am ahead of my time.
Where did all the time go?
But she’s behind the times,
for her time moves so slow.

Once upon a time, 
just in the nick,
You need something to heal you?
Well time does that trick!

We only have so much time,
and time starts to run.
Don’t you know that time flies,
when you’re having some fun?

I wish I could slow down the clock,
to get this paper done in time.
I should have planned ahead,
and made a timeline.
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I could’ve done this weeks ago,
but indeed, I didn’t.
I had to procrastinate,
and wait ‘til the last minute.

Just a second, wait a minute,
I think the time has come.
Where did all the time go?
I am finally done.

I finished just in time.
I can end this poem.
Now I’ve got time to kill,
and I can go home.



55

Sanctuary

Sheila Flynn Leroux

Eyes flicker slowly and I wake.
Sashaying trees 
Gently sweep aside the 
Grey veil of sleep

Ebb the night.
Sun and birds bid me well as 
I enter my own delicious— 
Breathing space.

How important 
This ritual is to me!

Oh Gentle Day!
The silence of wakening 
Cocoons me
in Mother’s gentle caress.

Whispering winds, woodland woodpeckers
And Dory barking— 
my bedsheets sandpaper together— 
All in perfect orchestration and sun salutation

Downstairs

Faint hum of the radio—
Family puttering in deliberate silence.
No intrusive alarms.
No traffic jams or blaring horns—

All is calm
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