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Dear Reader,

 

 

 I write from experience when saying these years of 
university go by insanely fast. A certainty of university is that there 
is a beginning and an end. What happens in between those two 
undeniable positions is so mesmerizing it can be overwhelming. 
And at times, it was.

 Many of us will face this day—something forcing us 
onward. Life is odd, and age tries to keep us in a straight line, but 
we must remember that we hold the power to choose the direction.

 When deciding a theme for our second volume, we saw a 
majority of the submissions topple in with splitting emotions, their 
innocence blended with uncontrollable nightmares and sensations. 
We saw our contributor’s voices leaving people and places behind, 
and going somewhere new, even if they didn’t know where that 
somewhere was. 

 Predicting where you end up can be hard—impossible 
even. Sometimes I feel like I’ve just walked up to a roulette table 
and put my entire student loan on red, which makes going in 
another direction even scarier. But luckily, there are holes in fear, 
just like there are holes in us, and although those holes can lead us 
somewhere better or worse, we can only find out by leaving.

Sincerely yours,

Brad Donaldson

Editorial Director
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“Nothing burns like the cold.”
- George R.R. Martin 





Roy & Sarah

Bethanee Diamond

September 28th, 2002
Edinburgh, Scotland
Episcopal Church 

 “Roy Thomson, do you take Sarah Davis to be your 
lawfully wedded Wife, to live together in marriage?” the 
minister in the white robe reads from his book.
 “Mommy, when is this going to be over?” I grunt.
 “Soon, now get up off the floor. Flower girls don’t 
roll around and get their pretty dresses dirty,” she scolds me.
 “Uncle Roy looks funny in that skirt doesn’t he 
mom?” I whisper as I climb back onto the church bench.
 “Sarah Davis, do you take Roy Thomson…”
 “Elizabeth, it’s called a kilt,” she says as she licks her 
thumb and rubs a smudge off my dress. “It represents Uncle 
Roy’s heritage.”
 “Oh. Do they wear them all the time?”
 “No, they don’t. Now shhh,” Mom says, putting her 
index finger to her lips.
 “…be faithful to only him as long as you both shall 
live?” The minister lifts his head from his book and smiles at 
Aunt Sarah.
 She gazes at Uncle Roy. “I do.”
 “I pronounce this couple Husband and Wife!” The 
minster says lifting his arms.
 “Hey,” dad nudges me. “Now Roy is officially your 
uncle.”
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 Aunt Sarah and New Uncle Roy kiss. Yuck, I think. 
Then everyone starts to stand up and clap. I stay seated for 
a second, but my mom quickly grabs my flower girl bag and 
motions me to stand with Aunt Sarah and Uncle Roy. I scur-
ry over. Uncle Roy peeks down at me and grins.
 “After you,” he says.
 I lift my head and strut down the church aisle with 
my chin up.

July 12th, 2008
Ontario, Canada
My Backyard 

 “You can’t be serious!?” my dad yells.
 “Oh, I’m 100% serious,” Aunt Sarah laughs back. 
“Do you still have the wedding picture in the basement?”
 “Yes we do,” my mom replies, laughing.
 “Come on, I’ll show you.” Aunt Sarah jumps up and 
reaches for the patio door.
 “Wait a second.” Uncle Roy stands up with both 
his hands in a stop gesture. “How come I didn’t know about 
this?” he asks.
 “WHAT!?” Aunt Sarah yells, throwing her arms 
down by her sides. “You didn’t know!?”
 Me and mom stare at Uncle Roy. He shakes his head 
with a smirk. We all stare back at Aunt Sarah.
 “My Lord,” she says. “Come, come. I’ll show you 
all.” She opens the door and waves her hand for us to follow.
 “What are you all up to?” Grandma Rose asks us.
 Grampa Ned and her are playing with their grand-
son, and my cousin, Caiden inside.
 “Nothing you need to concern yourself with Ma,” 
she replies flopping her hands down.
 Grandma Rose gives her a suspicious glare.
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 “Come, come now,” Aunt Sarah whispers, trotting 
down the basement stairs.
 We all gather around Uncle Roy and Aunt Sarah’s 
wedding photo in the gold frame. Aunt Sarah then points to 
her breasts in the photo like a school teacher pointing to the 
math question on the board that no one can solve.
 She then points to her own breasts. “See?” she asks. 
“I was totally wearing jelly implants.”
 Dad uncomfortably peeks at his sister’s breasts and 
then stares back at the photo. Uncle Roy switches back and 
forth a few times. Mom and I just stand there.
 “Humm. I guess you did,” Dad says laughing.
 “I did!” Aunt Sarah exclaims. “They were these huge 
jelly packets I bought a few weeks before the wedding,” she 
tells him, mimicking the shape of the breast enhancers she 
wore that day. “I think I still have them somewhere.”
 “I never noticed,” Uncle Roy says smirking.
 Aunt Sarah punches his shoulder. “Sure you didn’t.” 
She laughs.

August 24th, 2012
Prince Edward Island, Canada
Summer House 

 Everyone around me sips on their drinks, and I 
slouch in my chair sipping a Coke.
 My dad leans over to me. “Just think, in two more 
years you’ll be able to drink.”
 “Yeah, whatever.” I roll my eyes secretly hoping my 
little cousin Emily doesn’t ask me to play with her—she runs 
over anyway.
 “Elizabeth, do you have games on your phone?”
 “I have a card game called solitaire, but I don’t think 
it’s meant for little kids,” I tell her.
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 “I wanna play! I wanna play!” she cries.
 “Okay,” I say doubtfully. “Here you go.”
 Emily snuggles into me and presses cards at random 
on my phone.
 “Sarah, where is Caiden’s baseball glove?” Uncle Roy 
appears in the archway of the living room where we are all 
chatting.
 “I don’t know, whereever you put it last?” She replies.
 “It’s not my glove, Sarah.”
 “Well it’s not mine either and you were playing 
catch with him last.”
 Emily jumps away from me. “Mommy, can I have a 
chocolate piece?” Emily pulls on Aunt Sarah’s shorts.
 “One second,” she hushes Emily as she marches to 
the front door.
 “She shouldn’t be having so much chocolate, Sarah,” 
Uncle Roy calls to her as she opens the wooden screen door.
 “Caiden! Go check your room for your glove.” Sarah 
hollers outside.
 “Mom, I already checked there…” Caiden whines.
 “Now, please,” she interrupts.
 As Caiden runs past her, Aunt Sarah whips out her 
phone and proceeds to swipe the screen.
 “Sarah, do you really need to do that right now?” 
Uncle Roy harshly whispers to Aunt Sarah, but we could all 
hear it.
 “Is it in the lobby there, Sarah?” Grandma Rose asks.
Aunt Sarah doesn’t reply. Neither does Uncle Roy.
 “I want my chocolate!” Emily asks, louder this time. 
 “Yes, yes sweetie,” Grandpa Ned tells her as he gets 
off the couch and hustles to the kitchen to open the drawer 
with the chocolate.
 Caiden comes running down the stairs. “It’s not up 
there,” he tells his parents.
 “Check the foyer there, Caiden,” Grandma Rose 
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points.
 Caiden pushes past his parents. “Found it!” he calls.
 I hear the front door open and close and little feet 
running off the front porch to the backyard.
 “Excellent,” Uncle Roy says sarcastically as he heads 
upstairs.
 Aunt Sarah still stands by the front door swiping her 
phone. I notice Mom and Dad give each other a look.
 “Here ya go, Emily,” Grandpa Ned says handing a 
piece of chocolate to Emily.
 “Thanks Poppy,” she says, plopping the chocolate in 
her mouth while still holding my phone.
 Grandpa Ned goes back to sitting on the couch with 
Grandma Rose. I peek over at Emily, who isn’t winning the 
game of solitaire.

 
March 14th, 2015
Ontario, Canada
Swiss Chalet 

 My dad shuts off the engine and I open the car door 
and adjust my grey, wool scarf so I don’t get little fuzzies 
in my mouth. We see Grandma Rose, Grandpa Ned, Aunt 
Sarah, Caiden and Emily walking through the parking lot.
 “Hey, Sarah! Rose, Ned!” my dad calls and picks up 
the pace.
 They turn around and Sarah yells, “Oh hey, y’all!”
 Caiden and Emily run up to me. “Elizabeth!” they 
yell and give each of my hips a hug.
 “Hey you two.” I smile at them trying to hide Caid-
en’s present behind my back. “How is French going?”
 “Good!” they both say smiling up at me, knowing 
exactly where the present is.
 “Caiden, voici ton cadeau d’anniversaire.”
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 “Oh,” he inspects the round shape, “Merci.”
 “De rien.” I reply.
 “Let’s wait to open it inside, OK Caiden?” Dad says.
 Caiden nods and we enter the restaurant’s waiting 
room. 
 “Table for nine, please.” Grandma Rose tells the 
host.
 I peer around the waiting room. I don’t see Uncle 
Roy.
 “Right this way,” the host calls and seats us at our 
table near the entrance. “Your server will be right with you.” 
She tells us, handing around the menus.
 Caiden and Emily sit on either side of me. We sit for 
a while. Mom and Dad give each other a glance as the quiet 
tone of the evening sets in. I sit while the adults share small 
talk. I look to my right and see Uncle Roy enter the restau-
rant from the corner of my eye. I turn to give him a light 
smile and he sits between Caiden and Grandpa Ned. Aunt 
Sarah is next to Mom and Grandma Rose.
 “Mom, can I have the cotton candy fizz drink?” 
Caiden asks.
 “No Caiden,” Aunt Sarah says without looking away 
from her phone.
 “Which one do you want Caiden?” Uncle Roy asks 
him.
 “This one.” Caiden points to the menu looking up at 
his dad.
 “I think we can arrange that for the birthday boy.” 
Uncle Roy says.
 “Caiden, why don’t you open your present.” Dad 
points to the present on the table.
 Caiden smiles and tears the wrapping paper to 
reveal a blue and white soccer ball.
 “Wow, thanks!” Caiden says. “It’s just want I want-
ed.”
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 I smile, knowing we had asked Grandma Rose what 
he wanted a few weeks ago. Our server comes around and 
takes everyone’s order. The food comes quickly while Aunt 
Sarah takes pictures of everyone at the table—everyone but 
Uncle Roy. When we are done, the staff come sing Happy 
Birthday to Caiden and give him his ice cream sundae with 
a yellow candle. Everyone watches him get the ice cream all 
over his face.
 “How will the bills be done up today?” our server 
comes up to the table and asks.
 Instantly, Uncle Roy lifts his hand and points to the 
two kids and Sarah. “Us four, please.”
 “It will be us three,” Dad tells the server.
 “And then just you two?” the server points to 
Grandma Rose and Grandpa Ned and trots off to do up the 
bills.
 “Roy, we can get yours,” Grandpa Ned offers Uncle 
Roy.
 “Oh no, I’m fine,” Uncle Roy tells him.
 “No, no. Let us get this one Roy,” Grandma Rose 
tells him.
 Uncle Roy waves his hand. “No, I got it. No problem, 
but thank you.”
 The server comes with the bills and hands around 
the debit and credit machine. I see Caiden and Emily are still 
colouring on their menus.
 “What’s happening?” Sarah asks the table as every-
one pays their bills, looking up from her phone.
 “Oh, nothing you need to concern yourself with, 
Sarah.” Uncle Roy tells her a little harshly.
 “All right.” She doesn’t look at him and goes back to 
the world of her phone.
 Grandpa Ned and Grandma Rose try to catch Aunt 
Sarah’s or Uncle Roy’s glance. Caiden watches while every-
one talks. Emily has her priorities set on colouring. I stare 
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at the soggy circle on my paper placement around my water 
glass. I remember my flower girl bag containing dried rose 
petals in the second drawer of my nightstand.
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Flashlight Tag

Jillian Cull

 Jonathan and I run as fast as we can because we only 
have thirty seconds to hide.  To some people, thirty seconds 
can seem like an eternity, but to us, the mere thirty seconds 
seem to pass by before we can even take a breath. 
 Twenty-eight, twenty-nine, thirty. 
 My seven-year-old twin darts behind a tree and I 
throw myself under a nearby bush. 
 I see the silhouettes of three other boys in the 
moonlight. They are prowling the park, looking under every 
bush, up every tree, and behind every bench. I can see the 
boys’ battery-powered flashlights through the bush. The 
light scans the ground, the trees, the bushes, the benches, the 
picnic tables, and the chairs. They are getting closer now. The 
boys must know I am nearby because I can see the glint of 
victory in their eyes. 
 I hear a banging in the distance. It sounds like con-
struction across the road, but who would be using a hammer 
this late at night? The hammering quickly becomes louder 
and incessant. I look at the boys to see if they are fazed by the 
deafening noises, but they act as if they cannot hear it. I then 
watch as they approach the tree where Jonathan is hiding. 
All at once, the three boys jump behind the tree and shout, 
“Gotcha!” shining the three flashlights on my brother’s chest. 
 The banging now becomes as clear as the pounding 
of my heart. My senses awaken as I look around and see men, 
not boys.  We are not seven, but seventeen. The three men are 
not our friends. Those are not flashlights; they are loud guns, 



with bullets not batteries.  This is not a game, but war. My 
senses lied. I was deceived by fear.
 When the three men leave, I quickly leap from be-
hind my hiding place and sprint to Jonathan’s side. His com-
bat uniform is soaked ruby red. His skin is pale and his body 
is limp. Tears mix with blood as I wrap my arms around my 
brother, holding him as he fades into the darkness.
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The Church 
 

Micaela Singer

I sat down in the pew at our family church, 
It was the first time in a while,
Never before had I felt this way, my thoughts quite like a 
child’s.
Little Sally Green isn’t little anymore,
She out grew her sisters by five,
But her smiling, dimpled, pigtailed face was gone as she 
helped her mother walk by.
The music starts up and we all stand,
But what is this I hear? Ta tum ta tum.
Not the sound of the old Bose organ, but a piano so fresh and 
so clear.
“Lucy Tuckett just passed away,” my mother quietly whispers.
I turn to the ground and shiver,
The air seems a little bit crisper.
As the priest makes his way up to the golden altar,
A sense of happiness fills my heart.
But then I see that this man who is a priest is not father Von-
Dot,
He must have left some time ago, perhaps to help heal his 
father.
But no, as I think to myself once again he is helping his little 
brother,
Who lost both legs and all his hair,
To something he just couldn’t stand to bare.

He starts a homily of plenty,



And that leaves me to glance around the room.
The room that used to be so full of faces,
The room that used to hold no extra spaces, 
For anyone was almost empty. 

I used to play with the other children.
There were about thirty two.
Now as I strain my neck to look,
I only find four in the old, orange tinted pew.

The heads of women, who once possessed beauty,
Were now nothing but silvers and greys.
A lot of them standing alone by themselves,
A lot of their spirits filled with pain.

This is not the church I remember at all,
None of the men stand up straight or tall,
This church will soon die, as I shed a small tear.
For the members are old and now filled with fear,
That the glory of God will not go on,
He is simply forgotten, he is gone.

I stand up from the pew at our family church,
It was the first time in a while,
Never before had I felt this way,
My thoughts quite like a child’s.
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Raven and Eagle: A Fable About Curriculum

Adrian Downey

 In the spring, when life was still young, when Raven 
and Eagle were sharing a branch in the forest, they began to 
speak. Both had recently hatched their eggs and were thinking 
hard on how to raise their young. They decided to seek council 
from the old ones, so their children would grow to be wise, good 
hunters.  
 First, the two decided to visit the Owl, who was knowl-
edgeable on many things, but was very strange in the way he 
behaved.
 “Greetings, wise old Owl. We, Raven and Eagle, have 
come to seek your wisdom on how to raise our young. What 
sage advice can you offer to us?” asked Raven. 
 “You are wise to seek my council, young birds, for I 
have lived many seasons, and raised many young of my own. 
You must teach your young to sleep during the day, and hunt 
at night. This is the secret of the wise old owl. Guard it, for my 
truth is sacred.” 
 This seemed like strange advice as neither Raven nor 
Eagle were what you might call “night owls,” but they decided to 
give it a try.
 When Raven and Eagle returned to their nests it was 
dark and their children were asleep. Immediately, they woke 
their young and kept them awake all night. When morning 
came, both birds found it difficult to sleep. The following night 
when it was time to hunt, they and their children were sluggish 
and too tired to catch anything. 
 Raven and Eagle met on the same branch a few days 
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later. Looking into each other’s tired eyes, they could tell that 
Owl’s advice had not worked. 
 “Long nights are fine for owls,” said Raven.
 “Eagles were not meant to sleep in the day; it is simply 
too bright,” said Eagle.
 The birds decided that, although Owl’s advice had 
failed them, the right thing to do was to go and talk to Owl 
about their problems in hopes that he had a solution.
 When they arrived he refused to hear their complaints.
 “But,” Eagle started before being interrupted by Owl.
 “You birds have already been given my sacred truth. If 
you are unsatisfied you must keep your opinion to yourselves, 
as is our custom. But I offer you this: try harder. If you have not 
succeeded, it is simply because you aren’t trying hard enough. “
 Now both Eagle and Raven had read about the myth 
of meritocracy, and thought that Owl was full of shit. So they 
began to look for a new teacher. 
 After reviewing many potential candidates, the birds 
agreed that it would be best to have a qualified bird as their 
teacher: one who had many years of experience from which to 
draw, and who might be able to establish a set of best practices 
for teaching their young. 
 Albatross had a very impressive resume, and so they 
met with her. 
 Albatross was very wise indeed, and used many big 
words to describe what they needed to do. At the end of the 
conversation Raven understood very well, but Eagle was more 
confused than ever. So Raven decided it would be helpful for 
Eagle to see what Albatross was talking about. 
 Albatross took them to the ocean and showed them 
how she hunted. Eagle excelled at this method. She saw what 
Albatross had done and was able to do it very quickly. Raven was 
not so fortunate. The strong winds from the ocean made it very 
hard for her to dive, and the fish were too big for her small beak.
 Albatross thought hard about this issue, and concluded 
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that Raven simply wasn’t trying hard enough. Perhaps Raven 
wasn’t paying attention, or was too easily distracted by the wind. 
 Raven tried very hard, but after several hours became 
irate.
 “This is stupid! I’m going back to my nest,” she 
screeched and stormed off. 
 Eagle was sad to see her friend go, but couldn’t under-
stand why Raven, who had always been the smarter one of the 
two, couldn’t master fishing. 
 “Oh, you know how those ones are,” said Albatross. 
“Their culture is just so oppositional.”
 Eagle didn’t have much to say to that. 
 Many months passed before Raven and Eagle spoke 
again. When time had passed and Eagle did land on the branch 
again, she did not sense hurt in Raven, but rather a strange 
calmness. 
 “Raven, I fear I must apologize,” said Eagle.
 “Save your words friend, there is no pain between us,” 
replied Raven. 
 Eagle’s relief was visible, but her anxiety was soon 
replaced by curiosity. She began to wonder how Raven had been 
able to raise her young without the guidance of the old ones. As 
if sensing Eagle’s thoughts, Raven responded:
 “We must each look within ourselves for answers.”
 The wind blew and Eagle understood. 



18



Supporting Essay: Social Efficiency, Standard-
ization and Self-Inquiry in Raven and Eagle 

Adrian Downey

 Raven and Eagle is a story designed to illuminate 
several concepts in the field of curriculum studies. This brief 
companion essay will summarize some of the main points in 
an effort to make the meaning more apparent to those with-
out a background in the study of education. 
 As industrialization became prominent in Western 
countries, there was a correlating movement toward public 
education. This was particularly evident in Prussia (Germa-
ny), where the first modern compulsory schooling programs 
were established1. After studying the Prussian system, several 
American educators began to advance an ideology of social 
efficiency in American public schooling. Social efficiency can 
be defined in many ways, but at its core is the idea that an in-
dividual is only valuable to the extent that they are productive 
in society. I always think about social efficiency in terms of an 
assembly line—nothing is wasted, especially not time. This 
ideology of social efficiency still guides our education system 
today and can be seen in everything from the structure of the 
work-week to the curricular focus on maths and sciences. 
 One of the ways social efficiency manifests itself 
most destructively is in attempts at the standardization of 
knowledge through curriculum. The logic put forward by 
advocates of standardization is often that the material covered 
in schools ought to be standardized to give the best chance for 

1. William F. Pinar, What is curriculum theory?, New York: Routledge, 
2012.
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success (which is predominantly defined economically) to the 
greatest number of students. However, by stating that there 
is one particular body of knowledge over which everyone 
should have mastery, curriculum designers effectively estab-
lish a dominant discourse around competence that alienates 
those who cannot gain access to that discourse. Think about 
it this way: students in Montréal, Quebec are held to the same 
educational outcomes as students living in remote Innu com-
munities at the Northern tip of the province. Does that make 
sense? In theory, it does—every student should have access 
to the same knowledge so they have the same opportunities 
upon graduation. This is a common argument for the stan-
dardization of knowledge, but I maintain that while standard-
ization makes sense in a utopian society, it doesn’t make sense 
in our present reality. Every student is different and when we 
expect everyone to learn the same material, we send the mes-
sage that our students are empty and that the most important 
thing for them is to be filled up by our knowledge2.
 If we read standardization through a critical lens, 
we start to see the systemic racism endemic to the school 
system.3 Who determines what knowledge is of value? Who 
writes the curriculum? Who sets the provincial outcomes 
that every student in the province is responsible for meeting? 
Since the beginning of compulsory schooling the answer 
has largely been white upper-class males. The implication of 
this fact has been that any knowledge not deemed useful by 
white upper-class males—and more broadly not useful to the 
reproduction of an exploitative capitalist economic system—
has not earned a spot in the classroom. There is only one per-
spective represented: the Eurocentric (think of the high status 
of the Western cannon of literature). One notable example 
of this is when funding for arts programs is cut in favour of 

2 . Paulo Freire, Pedagogy of the oppressed, New York: Penguin Books, 
1996.
3. Gloria Ladson-Billings & William F. Tate, “Toward a critical race theory 
of education,” Teachers College Record 97, no. 1 (1995): 47-68.
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reading, math or athletics programs. Sometimes referred to as 
the “back to basics” movement, these cuts are unknowingly 
steeped in the ideology of social efficiency and alienate stu-
dents who are disinterested in such an ideology—particular 
those from more community-centered backgrounds. System-
ic racism is much more complicated and can’t be explained 
in one paragraph of a short essay, but the standardization 
of knowledge is certainly one manifestation of the racism 
endemic to our society.4 5

 All this is illustrated in Raven and Eagle. First, the 
two birds look to a learned individual for a particular piece of 
knowledge, but that knowledge doesn’t work out for them—it 
isn’t relevant to their particular lived realities. Think again 
about the Innu students in Northern Québec learning algebra 
while their traditional languages and hunting methods all 
but disappear. What is truly relevant to their lives? Second, 
the birds seek an expert to try and tell them what the “best 
practices” are. The problem with best practices (another idea 
rooted in social efficiency and the assembly line model of 
education) is that in assuming there is a best practice, you 
assume that what works for one will work for everyone. As 
we find out later in the story, this is not the case. Humans are 
diverse and complex and that complexity does not lend itself 
to standardization.
 The final scene calls for a sort curriculum of 
self-inquiry; or, more broadly speaking, that the purpose of 
education ought to be to more deeply understand oneself 
rather than gain the technical capacity to become financially 
successful in a neoliberal society that may not even exist in 
twenty years. It is in this deep inquiry into self that I think 
we find answers as to how to exist as an individual within a 

4 . Gloria Ladson-Billings & William F. Tate, “Toward a critical race theory 
of education,” Teachers College Record 97, no. 1 (1995): 47-68.
5 . Christopher Emdin, For white folks who teach in the hood… and the rest 
of y’all too: Reality pedagogy and urban education, Boston: Beacon Press, 
2016.



standardized society. As we learn about ourselves with depth 
and learn to quiet the voice of our social conditioning, we will 
become more peaceful in our outlook and more benevolent in 
our actions, perhaps making our systems a bit more human in 
the process6.
 

6 . Ashwani Kumar, Curriculum as meditative inquiry, New York: Palgrave 
Macmillan, 2013.
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“God damn them all!
I was told we’d cruise the seas for American gold

We’d fire no gun—shed no tears
Now I’m a broken man on a Halifax pier

The last of Barrett’s Privateers.”
- Stan Rogers
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How to be Heartbroken 

Akua Agyare

 Firstly, it would benefit you to start out hopeful. Re-
ally! I mean that. Or you could swear off all intimate connec-
tions with other humans from the beginning. Completely up 
to you. You know what? Sometimes people like to save that 
for when they’re in between lovers, just to spice it up.
 Most girls will start by latching onto some poor ele-
mentary school boy. He’ll be alone and usually unsuspecting. 
(When I say unsuspecting, I don’t mean that you’ll be con-
spicuous. I mean it more in the way that he’ll be young and 
naïve and, unfortunately, will never see you coming.) After 
claiming this human as your involuntary boyfriend, shower 
him in unnecessary affection until he realizes that you, for 
lack of a better term, have cooties. You will then promptly 
move on to boyfriend number two. He’ll think that you’re 
alright for a while until he comes to the realization that he 
likes playing tag more than he likes girls. This causes a rift in 
your relationship. You change schools and communications 
between you and your flame (obviously) cease.
 Not long after you’re onto the next boy you find 
“particularly dreamy.” This time you’re ready. You’ve got a 
new strategy employed: stare at him until he marries you. 
Be sure to furiously look away whenever he glances in your 
direction. When he tries to play with you at recess, you walk 
away, laughing much too loudly with your “besties.” Even-
tually, you decide that you have mustered up the courage to 
talk to him until he becomes your brother’s best friend. You 
continue to admire him from afar. You stop playing on the 



playground and start congregating there to gossip and just 
walk laps with your friends. You stop dreaming of junior high 
dances and start going to them. Your crush’s new best friend 
(not to be confused for the one from last month) sees you 
under the pulsating spotlights and says it’s nice to meet his 
“boy’s new beau”. You blush furiously as “his boy” asks you 
to dance and try not to crush his toes as he jerks you around 
a mass of sweaty peers. By the second song you can almost 
make eye contact with him and by the third song he’s smiling 
at you. You can no longer make eye contact. Following your 
awkward encounter at the dance, you go on an equally jarring 
first date. You both sit in a darkened movie theater. And don’t 
speak. Afterward, his super cool older sister drives the both 
of you home and on your front step, you anticipate your first 
kiss. It never comes. He kicks the ground, mumbles a “good-
night” in your direction, and walks away. You don’t talk to 
him the next day at school. 
 Kiss and tell, kiss and tell. High school. You will not 
ever tell. But they will. And you’ll always hear about it. Until 
you find someone who doesn’t. They’ll be brooding, and mys-
terious and lovable, and most of all—they’ll kiss you in public 
where everyone can see. They don’t have to whisper—they’re 
just yours. Then, you’ll wonder about where they came from 
and where they’ve been all your life. (Questions taken straight 
out of a bad romantic comedy, only this time you’re sure that 
the joke’s not on you.) You’re happy. Until he gets moody 
and starts to snap instead of speak. You will tell yourself that 
that’s okay. That everyone has bad days once in a while and he 
doesn’t mean it. He will start to pretend that you’re not even 
there. When he does note your existence he’ll only wish you 
to disappear. You’ll be alone and notice yourself smiling less 
and crying more. You’ll barely be able to look at him. And 
you’ll tell him he’s hurting you. He will laugh. He’ll tell you, “I 
don’t have to stop if you never leave.” Until you do. 
You will stop looking at boys, and when they turn into men 
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you will shrink into yourself a little further. You will want 
to cut all ties. So you will head out of a tiny town to find 
yourself. Along the way, you will meet new friends who will 
seem so self-assured in their conquests that you will want to 
start looking for a man. So you will dress up and go to a club 
in your favourite heels. You will have a good time and find 
exactly what you’re looking for. 
 This time there are no sharp words to cut you, in-
stead, talk soothes. The only intonations they let you breathe 
in are affectionate utterances. You trace their tattoos and they 
trace your scars. They make you smile, and laugh and they 
kiss you for the world to see. They show you how to sit in 
cafes and you show them how to have midnight misadven-
tures. You worry that this could be taken away. You love them 
harder. Because doubt doesn’t matter. Right now, you’re hers.
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Message Failure
 

Anonymous

 “I’ve put a lot of thought into us lately—not in a 
positive or negative light, but just trying to rationalize things 
between us.
 I’ve been worried that I was too invested in us with 
my heart and not my head. I’ve been worried that I’ve been 
overthinking things like I usually do and that I’ll run, like I 
have with every guy. The truth is, this time, the more I think 
about us, the less scared I feel.
 I know I’m thinking with my head this time because 
we talk things through and we are honest with one another. 
I’ve said things to you I’ve never told another soul. If I was 
thinking with only my heart we would be very different. We’d 
be filled with lust, quick decisions, snaps in anger, and by now 
I would already be gone.
 This all being said, I do often worry I said too much 
too soon. Perhaps I did, perhaps I wasn’t there yet but even so 
I don’t regret anything I said to you that night.
 Regret is the biggest thing that holds us back because 
it makes us worried and afraid. I’ve never felt less afraid of 
being near someone as I am to you.
 I promised myself that as soon as I felt off about 
something, I would either figure it out quickly or leave the sit-
uation entirely. If I ever felt worthless or depressed as a result 
of someone, I would just walk away.
 Time and again I have felt like a sack of shit either 
entering a relationship or getting out of one. Even some 
friendships make me doubt in the back of my mind.



 There are very few people that I can honestly say that 
I’ve had no doubts about; that I’ve felt respected by; that I’ve 
been able to be open with and be happy around.
 You’re one of those people.
 Maybe it wasn’t love at first sight and maybe I was 
wrong to say what I said too soon, but there was definitely 
something that made us “get” one another and that means so 
much more in the long run.
 I know we aren’t together, and I know that was made 
very, very clear after New Years. But regardless of if we’re to-
gether or not, or just become friends after everything, or who 
knows—even stay together until we’re old and grey... I still 
have a love for you that isn’t lust or longing... it’s just compas-
sion and caring, like I give my best friends and my family.
 I want to say sorry for saying too much before 
we were ready, and sorry I’ve put doubt in your mind, and 
I’m sorry for everything that is holding you back from the 
potential that you deserve to achieve in life—especially your 
potential for happiness. 
 I just really needed to say this since that night. I’ve 
been scared to call, unsure of what to say. I honestly thought 
we were ready. There was so much said between us during 
Christmas break that I really, truly thought we were there, but 
we aren’t and that’s okay.
 Let’s talk this through and figure us out. I’m tired of 
running.
 I miss you.
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The Light From Your Door

Alexia Major

 
I sit here in this fourth row,
simply enamoured by the light—
that comes from your door.
Such knowledge inside.
You are inside.
Your door evokes a sense of comfort,
a sense of familiarity.
And though I never see you,
your door being open is enough.
Your door being open is always enough.
I spent four years in school.
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Your Worn Out Shoes

Alexia Major

I remember the lessons,
I remember some rules.
I don’t know where those four years went.
Maybe in performing plays with you,
or walking up that hill with you.
Maybe they went by studying together, 
or talking about my views on weather.
I do know when I think of those four years,
Out of all my peers—
I think of you.
You and your worn out shoes. 
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The Heart’s a Rubber Tire

Brad Donaldson

 Two weeks ago Jim’s wife left for what she said was 
a woman, but he knows she really moved to Costa Rica 
with her metro sexual, poneytailed yoga instructor named 
Deighan. Jim feels better when he thinks about Deighan 
going to a salon and asking the hairdresser for blonde streaks, 
but that only lasts a few minutes. About three hours after Lain 
left, he bought a gym membership, but still hasn’t used it. 
 They had dated for twenty-seven months before 
the proposal, and were married for barely eighteen. Their 
wedding day was the first and only time Jim has ever worn 
a suit. Even at his university graduation, there was a t-shirt 
under his gown. And when his uncle died, he didn’t go to the 
funeral.
 On Tuesday, Jim shows up to work forty-five min-
utes late and his boss, Carl, has a coffee for him at his desk. 
Carl, like Jim, has a moustache that wouldn’t be impressive 
on a thirteen-year-old boy. They both wear sarcastic graphic 
t-shirts and slippers to work. For most of the day, Jim watches 
yoga videos on YouTube, and even plugs in a few searches on 
how to become a certified instructor.
 He leaves work around four, drives home, and finds 
his dog on the living room floor, without a pulse. He puts two 
pizza pockets in the microwave, wraps old Benny in a sheet, 
and heads out to the backyard of his duplex, shovel in hand. 
 For forty-five minutes, he stares at the hole he has 
dug before he puts Bennie into the earthy brown coffin as 
eerie summer rain falls on his forearms. 



 It feels warm and death is supposed to be cold. 
 His neighbour, a prison security guard, yells at Jim 
from the other side of the fence. 
 “You need any help? I used to landscape,” he says, 
thinking Jim is gardening. Jim politely thanks him for his 
offer and says no.
 Jim walks back inside and lies down on his couch, 
with his dirty slippers still on. At three in the morning, he 
realizes the pizza pockets are still in the microwave. He 
walks into the kitchen, throws the pizza pockets into the 
garbage under the sink, and pulls the wedding ring off his 
finger. He places the ring in the microwave and presses the 
start button. 
 Sounds of a car engine grumble in the driveway a 
few moments later. 
 On the road, and over the sounds of the engine, 
Jim hears her voice.
 “Get off that fucking couch! Move!”
 Driving under the speed limit, Jim heads north-
east. Once on the 102, he takes off his slippers and holds 
the gas pedal down in sock-feet. He thinks about the 
unworn gym shoes in the trunk of the car and that makes 
him think about Deighan, which makes him think about 
her.
 In between screaming sessions, Lain had asked 
him for months to come along with her to yoga classes, on 
walks, or concerts, and then, one day, stopped. 
 “I had too much wine at Beth’s after class last 
night. I hope you didn’t stay up worrying about me. I’ll see 
you tonight,” she said as she walked by Jim who was head-
ing out the door for work one morning in March.
 Thirty minutes into the drive the gaslight comes 
on. There are green signs indicating the airport and Truro 
and Jim drives past them. He sees a white Irving tower 
sticking out above the tree-line in the distance and takes 
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the next exit. The air grows goose bumps on his forearms as 
he fills the car with gas. 
 A little girl with a mushroom cut is trying on sun-
glasses near the door as Jim walks into the gas station. 
 “What do ya say, I look like a movie star or—” 
There’s a pair of bright pink sunglasses covering most of her 
face when she looks up. “I’m sorry. I thought you were my 
dad.”
 Startled, Jim speaks. “Uh, sure. Right out of Holly-
wood.” 
 “Really? One day. One day I’ll be famous. My dad 
says so.”
 “Maybe I’ll see you on TV one day,” Jim says, a smile 
sneaking out of the corner of his mouth.
 The girl’s father is standing at the cash register in a 
camouflage sweater and army green rubber boots.
 “Don’t mind her,” he says, pressing his oil-stained 
fingers into the debit machine’s buttons. The cashier slides a 
lottery ticket over the plastic casing.
 “Want me to sing you a song, Mister?” she asks, 
ignoring her father. 
 “Uh, sure. Why not?” Jim says as he leans an arm on 
a rack of postcards.
 The little girl runs towards the cash register and 
grabs a banana. She’s wearing a smaller version of her father’s 
rubber boots, stained jean shorts, and has a purple scarf 
wrapped around her neck. 
 Her father is scratching a penny over a lottery ticket 
and doesn’t look up. He’s heard this act all night.
 Back near the postcards, she holds the yellow fruit 
up like a microphone and sings the line “I love rock ‘n’ roll, 
put another dime in the jukebox, babyyyyyy” twice. Jim 
awkwardly claps and picks out a post card from the rack, and 
a loonie from his pocket, and hands them to the girl who 
comes up to the waist of his lanky frame. “So you can write 
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to your dad when you get to Hollywood,” he says. She giggles 
and twirls. 
 The young girl’s father tells the teenager behind the 
cash register to toss the ticket in the trash and then tells his 
daughter they need to leave. 
 “Your teachers are gonna put ya in a foster home if 
they find out yer up this late again.”
 She follows her father without any fuss and waves to 
Jim on her way out the door, loonie and postcard still in her 
hand. Jim waves back.
 The kid behind the counter looks stoned, or drunk, 
or both, maybe eighteen. He has this grin on his face like he’s 
actually sleeping, and having this wonderful dream, but his 
eyes are still open. He takes a long drink from a can of Red 
Bull with one hand, digs the other into a bag of ringlos, and 
smiles at Jim. 
 Uncomfortably, Jim looks around the store for 
something to eat and returns to the cash register with a 
damp-looking ham sandwich, a bag of beef jerky, and a bottle 
of Mountain Dew. The two exchange small talk about work-
ing night shifts and about how the cashier is going to make a 
movie one day about all the weird people that come into gas 
stations in the middle of the night. 
 Jim walks back to his car and starts the engine. He 
takes two bites from the sandwich and throws the rest out the 
window.

* * *

 There’s the memory of their last time having sex and 
Jim can feel the zipper of his pants move. It was on the couch 
and they had only taken their pants off, not even their tops. 
Jim was wearing a thin hoodie and Lain was wearing a tank 
top. She cried afterwards because she had left Deighan’s an 
hour earlier. The crying worsened before Lain finally con-
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fessed and told Jim there was someone else; it was a woman, 
not a man, but she had to leave anyway. 
 “I’m sorry. I don’t know. You just don’t seem to be 
there anymore. I don’t know. I need more. I need something.”
 “Maybe the problem is that I’m always there, Lain.”
 She was going to a retreat in Costa Rica and didn’t 
want to come back to the house, with him in it, when she 
returned.
 “Maybe I could go with you.”

* * *

 Jim cringes at the thought of his bare ass on the 
sticky leather couch that night. Standing up felt like pulling 
off a scab. Watching Lain throw her clothes on and rush out 
of the house was like seeing the blood seep out of the re-
opened wound. 
 Still in the parking lot, he wonders if his cousin, 
Louise, still lives in Montreal. She’s a painter and plays guitar 
and hopefully hasn’t gotten too fed up with having to work in 
a café or bar to pay rent. Maybe somehow he could find her. 
Maybe she had a friend he could get along with. Or maybe 
Louise had moved back to Vancouver where she was from 
and he should turn around and go home.
 But instead of Montreal, or Vancouver, Jim drives out 
of the parking lot and turns onto Old Trunk Road. He leaves 
the radio off so he can think about things and then turns the 
radio on to take his mind off things. The further down the 
road Jim drives, the more the roadsides become filled with 
farms and pickup trucks instead of apartment buildings and 
restaurants. Old Trunk Road runs through Dutch Settle-
ment, and eventually becomes Dutch Settlement Road, just 
as the 277 turns into the 224. These roads curve and wind 
over small rivers and green hillsides. The homes that pop up, 
almost at random, are more a novelty than anything, their 
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lawns covered with rusting cars and dilapidated sheds. 
 Jim looks out across the dark landscape, driving 
through its valleys, and his mother’s childhood advice comes 
to mind. 
 “The only thing that’s gonna happen in those woods 
is some awful disease or injury. Suit yourself. Just don’t come 
crying back to me.”
 Jim turns the radio louder so he won’t have to listen 
to the bottom of his old car scrape along the cement when a 
tire sinks into another pothole. He doesn’t check his mirrors 
and drives with half of the car in each lane, where the yellow 
paint is fading. The only reception on the radio is coming 
from a baseball game. The Blue Jays are playing in San Diego. 
The game is in extra innings, the top of the fifteenth, almost 
one Pacific Time, nearing five Atlantic, and the announcer’s 
voice erupts out of the plastic speaker.
 “It’s a shot to deep left centre—this one’s—there she 
goes! IT’S GONE! IT’S GONE!”
 The announcer gurgles out the player’s name as Jim 
whooshes through the blackness. He grips the wheel of his 
car and prays for the engine to keep spinning rubber into 
space behind him, to push him back towards the city.
 Where the 224 meets Chaswood, Jim takes a right 
and starts going south towards the 357. He wonders what 
Lain would say if she were in the passenger seat. Would she 
still be yelling? Would she hold his hand like she used to 
when they drove?  
 The radio slowly dwindles out of reception. There’s 
fuzz and, at random, illegible syllables, before nothing. Jim 
checks the other stations, but they only sound the same: loud 
and buzzing. He turns the volume down, but can’t stand the 
quiet. And then, there’s a pop—a hallow, screeching pop. 
 The sound is wrenching and the car swerves. Jim 
pulls at the wheel of the car to keep it from going off the road, 
stopping inches from the edge of a dark ditch. He pushes the 
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gearshift into park and holds his hands together, breathing 
heavily. 
 There’s no way. There’s no fucking way. Not here.
 Jim thinks about turning the engine off, but knows 
it’s the only sound between his mind and complete silence. 
The fingers of his right hand shake as they move towards the 
ignition—complete stillness. He can hear his heart beat. 
 There’s a burst. Screaming, Jim punches the wheel 
with both hands over and over again until a knuckle begins to 
bleed and tears build behind his closed eyes. 
 Jim opens the door and steps out onto the cracked 
pavement. Back left. The rim is resting on the road. What’s re-
maining of the treaded rubber hangs loosely around the top, 
but Jim can hardly see it in the pitch black. He returns to the 
driver’s seat and leans his head on the wheel, jaw clenched, 
nervous sweat on the back of his neck, before he hears the 
voice again.
 Get off that fucking couch! Move!
 Jim takes his cellphone out of his pocket.
 Okay, Youtube: How to change a car tire. No service?
 There’s a cracking sound of plastic against pavement. 
 The flashlight component. I’m an idiot! Wait, the 
camping trip. There’s a headlamp somewhere.
 Why hadn’t he gone? 
 X-Files marathon. 
 Seventeen hours straight. 
 Move!
 Okay, under seats, middle console, the glove com-
partment. There—it’s still in the packaging. 
 Jim pushes the two small batteries into the back of 
the plastic lamp and pulls the strap around his head. 
 Now what? 
 He plays with the nuts on the tire. They don’t budge. 
 Tools, tools. What am I going to use for tools? 
 Knowing there’s nothing in the back seat, he opens 
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the hood of the car after a few moments of tinkering around 
the plastic logo, but doesn’t see anything handy. He kicks the 
front bumper in frustration. Jim limps to the trunk and opens 
it, ripping around the interior with his hands, searching. 
The felt bottom of the trunk scrunches against one side, and 
Jim tears at it, feeling metal underneath. With the felt tossed 
aside, a spare tire, scissor jack, and wrench are revealed and 
shine under the bright light from the headlamp. 
 Jim places the diamond shaped piece of metal to the 
side and takes a grip around the torque wrench. At first, he 
twists the nut counter clock-wise, then clock-wise, and back 
again, but there’s no budge. He picks up a fist-sized rock from 
the side of the road and starts banging on the wrench. There’s 
give. He does it three more times on the others and tries to 
pull the tire off, but it’s no use with the full weight of the car 
still over it. The wrench slams onto the road and skips toward 
pieces of Jim’s broken phone. 
 After another look-over, the trunk is still empty and 
Jim takes a seat on the spare tire. Crossing his arms on his 
knees, Jim rests his head on his forearms before hearing it. A 
sound drifts from the trees behind the car. It sounds like foot-
steps. Jim stands and takes the headlamp off, holding it out in 
front of him like a flashlight, and scans the trees, looking for 
eyeballs or fur. His hands are shaking again. He looks at what 
he has for tools.
 The wrench? No. The diamond-looking thing? Grab 
it. What is it? A crank? It moves—X-Files, season one, episode 
five. The guy was changing a tire, the car was propped up. A 
jack, it’s a jack!
 Fearfully, Jim shoves the jack under the tire and 
starts twisting when a short, quiet growl floats by his ears. 
 Get the fuck off the couch! 
 It has to be high enough. 
 Jim pulls at the tire again and it slides off. The spare 
tire is small and skinny and thrown onto the axle roughly. His 
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hands, one covered with dried blood, both shaky, are moving 
faster and in ways Jim doesn’t recognize. 
 Was that two growls? 
 Move!
 In under a minute, the tire is secured and he’s low-
ering the jack before throwing it, along with the wrench, into 
the back seat. The ripped tire is kicked into the ditch, and Jim 
sprints into the car. He turns the engine on and slams the gas 
pedal to the floor. 
 Around the corner is a stretch of straight road. With 
the car centered, Jim starts punching the steering wheel again. 
The crusted blood on his knuckles is re-opened and fresh 
blood runs down his fingers. He is smiling and as the road 
unfolds before him, Jim starts to yell, yelling nothing, yelling 
absolutely nothing.
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“...wanting change is step one, but step two is taking it.”
- Isaac Marion 
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How Jack White Got me to Dye My Hair Red

Sara Lawlor

 When defining the sound of rock ‘n’ roll the biggest 
issue is trying to name all the qualifiers. In my opinion Jack 
White has dabbled and gone beyond the ideals of rock ‘n’ roll 
over the past decade plus. Over the past five weeks we’ve been 
talking a lot about the roots and evolution of rock ‘n’ roll mu-
sic and its major definitive moments, movements, and sound. 
This genre of music is loud and doesn’t belong to the button 
ups of the world. Rock is a very specific sound, embedded in 
electric guitar, but furthermore it’s a mode of life that emerges 
with a common expression of rebellion and edginess. 
 Jack White has been famous and his popularity has 
been current since the early 2000s but he had been working 
at breaking into the rock world for a decade prior to the first 
success with The White Stripes. “In the late Nineties, John 
Anthony Gillis was just another upholsterer moonlighting in 
a bunch of small-time Detroit garage bands.1” He wasn’t born 
to a rich family nor was he discovered by a major label to be 
polished and presented to the consumer market. There is an 
authenticity to his story, though he himself has embellished 
his tales with no reprieve. Jack White has created a persona 
that embodies rock but furthermore, he creates music that 
is definitive to the sound of rock. “He is most famous as the 
singer for the White Stripes, the red-and-white-clad Detroit 
duo that played a stripped-down, punked-up take on Delt

1.“Jack White Biography,” Rolling Stone, accessed August 7, 2016. http://

www.rollingstone.com/music/artists/jack-white/biography. 
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ablues; their gold and platinum records adorned the walls.2” 
Rock music comes from an amalgamation of country and 
blues but with more of an electric sound. Jack White is the 
embodiment of this musical movement and shows the roots 
of rock in every song he writes. 
 Rock has come a long way from the days of Mem-
phis stars like Elvis Presley. The lingering motion of what 
rock is over the span of its five-decade musical dominance is 
that rock is not just music but an attitude and a look as well. 
“It’s easy to overlook amid the stylistic trappings, but White is 
a virtuoso—possibly the greatest guitarist of his generation. 
His best songs, like “Seven Nation Army,” are firmly rooted in 
the American folk vernacular, yet catchy and durable enough 
to be chanted in sports arenas worldwide.3” Jack White has 
been able to become one of the most revered guitarists in 
America but he has also been able to adopt an esthetic that 
is firmly his own and widely identifiable. Even his record 
labels office employs a similar esthetic code. “Roaming the 
hallways were several young employees, all color-coordinat-
ed, like comic-book henchmen. The boys wore black ties and 
yellow shirts; the girls wore black tights and yellow Anna Sui 
dresses. (There were also a statistically improbable number of 
redheads.)4” Jack White has brought multiple genres of rock 
under one roof and given it a mod meets country esthetic to 
match his own persona. 
 Jack White has an ability to bring musical experienc-
es to an audience that may have otherwise never been open to 
such a mish mash of sounds, “and a terrific musical aesthetic, 
reaching back through the punk and garage music that in-

2. Josh Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, 
Savviest Rock Star of Our Time,” New York Times, April 5, 2012. http://
www.nytimes.com/2012/04/08/magazine/jack-white-is-the-savviest-
rock-star-of-our-time.html?_r=0 
3 Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savviest 
Rock Star of Our Time.”
4. Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savviest 
Rock Star of Our Time.”
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formed their squall and thump to the rawest, loudest roots of 
the blues tradition.5” Arguably, White was a musical prodigy 
having been able to hear and recreate music in a manner that 
is reminiscent of old country and blues but with a very mod-
ern perspective. “At 11, White taught himself to drum on a kit 
he found in the attic; later he taught himself guitar and piano 
so he could accompany himself on recordings.6” A definitive 
part of the evolution of rock guitar is the riff element in songs 
but aside from this the electric blues sound truly dominated 
rock for the greater part of three decades leading into the 
millennium. “Jack’s ferocious, riffy original songs sat comfort-
ably next to covers of Bob Dylan, Robert Johnson, Son House 
and Blind Willie McTell.7” His music speaks for itself but his 
ability to reinterpret classics from the 1940s to the 1970s and 
make these songs feel current is a step above any other singu-
lar rock act of today.
 The White Stripes came about after Jack married 
Meg White. “Sometime in 1996, he married bartender Meg 
White, took her last name, and started playing music with 
her: Jack singing and playing guitar, Meg on bare-bones 
drums.8” Jack saw this as an opportunity to create his mu-
sic in the avenue of a duo and create some eccentric back 
story for the band. As we know, it was a huge success a few 
years later with the single “Fell in Love With a Girl.” After a 
decade of marriage to Meg and many issues the duo sepa-
rated and added to the controversy around Jack’s life. “Jack 
appeared without Meg in the movie Cold Mountainand on 
its soundtrack, and with actress Renée Zellweger in gossip 
columns; he also made some headlines for a tussle with an-
other Detroit garage-rock guy, Jason Stollsteimer of the Von 

5. “Jack White Biography,” Rolling Stone, accessed August 7, 2016. http://
www.rollingstone.com/music/artists/jack-white/biography. 
6. Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savviest 
Rock Star of Our Time.”
7. “Jack White Biography.”
8. “Jack White Biography.”
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Bondies.9” This was the end of The White Stripes but not the 
end of Jack White. White had already started a new project 
called The Raconteurs and later started a band with Alison 
Mosshart of The Kills called The Dead Weather. “From the 
White Stripes to the Dead Weather to his albums with Lynn 
and Elson, most of White’s success has come working with 
women.10” White’s career wasn’t slowing down but in fact he 
was broadening his ability to create by having his own label 
and studio.
 Of course finances are a very important issue in rock 
music and Jack White was wise enough to maintain his finan-
cial situation in stardom. “Unusually for a musician, White 
has maintained control of his own masters, granting him 
extraordinary artistic freedom as well as truckloads of money. 
“It’s good to finally have them in a nice sealed environment,” 
White said. I asked where they’d been before, and he laughed. 
“In a closet in my house. Ready to be set on fire.’11” Jack White 
owns this studio in Nashville, where he currently resides. 
“White’s mansion is on seven hilly acres in southwestern Da-
vidson County, just down the road from Hank Williams’s old 
house.12” This may be part of how he’s able to pay homage to 
the legends of American music in the decades before him so 
easily. White has been true to his blues aesthetic with a crude 
edge that makes the music appealing and easy to listen to. 
 Everything Jack White has created about himself has 
a sole purpose in furthering his aesthetic and his ability to 
continue creating new sounds with an outstanding inter-
pretation of legendary musicians. “Howlin’ Wolf was on the 
stereo. He wore black sunglasses and a tight black T-shirt, 
and he drove fast, steering with one hand while ashing an Al 

9. “Jack White Biography.”
10. Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savvi-
est Rock Star of Our Time.”
11. Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savvi-
est Rock Star of Our Time.”
12. Eels, “Jack Outside the Box: Jack White Is the Coolest, Weirdest, Savvi-
est Rock Star of Our Time.”
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Capone cigarillo with the other.” Jack White’s catalogue is vast 
and covers many genres of music from the blues and country 
era to the days of metal. He has had a huge influence on the 
current sound of rock music and has been named the best 
guitarist of our generation by many of his peers and people in 
the music industry. In all his projects, White puts the music 
first. Whether it be writing, producing or creating new instru-
ments, Jack White is a rock ‘n’ roll visionary and that’s why he 
embodies what rock was.
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Seed

Margaret Schwartz

I lie in a mustard seed field.
As fertile as the wheat; as barren and naked as the dirt that 
stifles me. 

I am the soft, disabled soil that stirs under a welcome rain. 
My roots gently awaken with the tender stomp of cattle. 
I see dangling udders. 
My origin not known to me here, 
I am simply air sometimes. 
A little girl plants a daisy behind a cow’s velvet ear. 
Our skin molecules must be the same as the ones that make 
up flowers. 

I am the clouds that shade the pasture, 
that cool the granules of earth where I sleep. 
The earth that bleeds oxygen into yellow field stalks. 
These are my lungs. 
I send puffs of rich, full grain into the air. 
They impregnate the wind with their love and dried fodder. 
I am the wind that carries them like baby birds, 
a yielding breath of pollen that frees from damp, pink lungs
and lunges into the night like the dead stars.

Children’s voices are heard here. 
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MY Mount

Kemesha Francis

 A splendid beauty with a shimmering, dazzling glee 
of light, she brightens the darkest of night.
 A beacon that shines her light of knowledge in the 
human thoughts. A magnificent masterpiece of creativity 
that moulds and makes humanity. 
 She has welcoming arms that gather people together 
from near and far. Her impeccable knowledge of other peo-
ple’s culture and need is outstanding. 
 Strategically positioned on a path that passersby 
cannot refuse to pay a visit to. Some visits take up to four 
years while others stay for two.
 Beyond her walls is a wealth of knowledge, her 
guards are equipped with the weapons of academics, ready 
to take on the challenge of those who crossed its path. These 
guards will apply curricula, heuristic, well-rounded medi-
cine to those who have been educationally injured and seek 
assistance.
 Her divine purpose is driven by her outlandish style 
of knowledge that stretches across the globe. Her standards 
are high and her pedagogical skills are impeccable. She takes 
pride in sending extraordinary men and women into society 
to make a difference in the economy.
 I must applaud her for her strength, courage, brav-
ery, and creativity, for taking on the challenge to shape the 
minds of humanity. 
 My Mount is a mother of education that feeds and 
nurtures us until we reach our destination.
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Atychiphobia

D.G.L. Nightengale

 I get off the bus around 9:00am. on my first day, even 
though class doesn’t start until for over an hour. I’ve always 
felt it’s better to be early than late. The sun is beaming on 
my face as soon as I step outside. Adjusting to the brightness 
of my new surroundings, my shoes scuff the sidewalk as I 
walk along the curb. I take a second to stop and look around 
at my new urban surroundings—a new chapter of my life, I 
half-heartedly think to myself. With one hand holding my 
book bag, I use the other to shield my eyes from the sun to 
see the harbour view across the street. Taking a deep breath, I 
turn around and cross the road. 
 The traffic’s heavy and irritating, along with the 
crowd of my soon-to-be peers joining me on the cross walk. I 
instantly become cautious and troubled by being around new 
people. Thoughts like I bet they won’t like me, and I’m com-
pletely alone, make me resent the community that begins to 
surround me.
 I pass a sign that reads “Congratulations Class of 
2015!” This was the shortest, yet longest walk from the bus. 
What a weird time of year to be going to school, I think, as I 
shuffle up a short hill.
 Before entering the front doors of what I would soon 
call my second home, I decide to veer off to the side steps of 
the entryway to have a smoke. Smoking, a stupid twenty-first 
century vice is sometimes embarrassing to me, but I wanted 
to take a break from my anxiety. I find a path that leads to a 
secluded space underneath a building’s overhang, purposely 
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hiding from anyone’s sight—not to be devious, just because I 
appreciate privacy when I’m feeling overwhelmed.
 I fish out my pack of smokes from my jean jacket 
and light up the first cigarette I’ve had since the last time I 
said it would be my last. Cigarettes are my social safety net—
if you have a problem, go have a smoke. Stressed? Smoke. 
Happy? Smoke. Anxious? Smoke. Sometimes I’ll have one 
when I have nothing to do, but today’s nicotine craving is due 
to something else entirely: feeling out of place and complete-
ly groundless in my current quest. I reflect on the reasons 
that motivated me to get off at the bus stop with the harbour 
view. 

* * *

 I moved to the “big city” of Halifax in 2013. I 
worked for years at several different jobs, but I started to find 
the repetitiveness of life becoming trivial, boring and kind of 
meaningless. Different jobs, new experiences, major bene-
fits—these are the ideals we are sold in our linear education 
system. Good education equals good job, good money. This 
and more has taught me that life doesn’t always turn out 
the way we are told—the way you thought things would. I 
certainly never thought I would end up where I was at twen-
ty-three. Life wasn’t bad, but life wasn’t much else. Winning 
an “Employee of the Month” award was my only public 
recognition and I had no right to complain. 
 This one time I was waiting on, and cleaning up af-
ter, customers at a job that was probably the easiest, yet worst 
one I could have. I won’t say where or who, but I will say it 
was the next closest thing to a modern-day panopticon. The 
company I worked for didn’t care about my well-being—they 
would only do what was best for company dollars. Cutting 
shifts, careless management and rude, undermining custom-
ers. It was the worst, but best job I ever had.
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 After one particular hard day, while cleaning out 
one of our food processors, I began staring at the large 
sticker of an eye that was on the machine. In small print 
under the image, text read “Big Brother’s Watching.” I stared 
long and hard at this Orwellian symbol, fixed on the eye as 
if I was starring into the face of one my ass-hole managers I 
had to put up with. After a few moments, I looked away, and 
stared at the surveillance camera on my left and gave it the 
finger. Quickly realizing that my supervisor might see me, 
I continued to clean, with the Orwellian eye burning holes 
into my skull that was filled with thoughts and over-analy-
sis about the Big Brother message. I remember thinking to 
myself, “Why the fuck do they think they can control us like 
its 1984—are they going to pay me to say 2+2=5?!” Humor 
and criticism go hand in hand when I’m really upset about 
something. 
 This way of thinking led me to a drastic decision 
one day while running errands. The thoughts of going back 
to work under the eye frustrated me so much that I sponta-
neously beckoned my partner driving to take the next exit off 
the 101. Without explanation, I got him to drive down to the 
harbour front highway so I could finally get the opportunity 
I’ve been dreaming of in the back of my mind. 

* * * 

 My cigarette burns my finger-tips. It’s 9:50am. and 
I’ve spent nearly twenty minutes hiding from the thing I 
want most. I brush off the ash from my burnt fingers, and 
look at my appearance in a reflecting window and think, 
“you got this.”
 I walk down the concrete steps to pursue my own 
path.
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“Let’s boldly go where no man has gone before.”
- Star Trek
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Parking Lot

Rosamund S. Watson

 “I didn’t know how capable I was of loving some-
one,” she whispered, breathless and aching. I reached out to 
touch her, but my hand fell back to my side, unable to help. 
She would just shrug me off anyway. “I didn’t even know I 
could love someone this much until I knew you.”
 “You’re not in love with me,” I attempted to correct 
her, but her eyes were wild and passionate, and I quickly 
realized what I was saying was a lie. 
 She was in love with me, in that moment. Her heart 
shrunk and ached and broke under the pressure of that love, 
and this was where we were because of that. Standing in a 
parking lot in February, fingers aching from the cold, back-
packs heavy on our shoulders.
 “You can’t even begin to understand what I feel for 
you,” she said, her words hitting me hard, like a gust of cold 
air. “You can’t even comprehend the amount of time I spend 
in the run of a day thinking of you, or how even when I’m 
sleeping my mind is still on the subject of you. You can’t 
understand the amount of pressure I feel in my chest from 
nerves when you sit too closely, or the way my head spins at 
the smell of you. It’s like I’m drunk. I get weak in the knees. 
I can’t stand. You wouldn’t understand that I constantly feel 
like a cloudy sky, that it fills me up until I’m at a breaking 
point, that the world is so dark and empty and has no light. 
But when you touch me, I become starlight.” 
 Her pretty eyes were brimming with tears. She was 
thinking that I couldn’t understand exactly what it was she 
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was saying. In a sense, I did understand it. I understood the 
feeling of being hopelessly in love with someone and that 
they make you feel like the world might not be crumbling 
around you. I understood the temptation of reaching across 
the gearshift and kissing the person next to you until their 
head spins. I understood the way someone looks over their 
shoulder to see if the person they want to see is going to be 
there. I understood the tightness in your chest when their 
name comes up on your phone.
 I understood it, but I didn’t feel the same way. Not 
for her, not then. The possibility that maybe I could, in the 
right time and place. But on a Thursday night in February, 
my cheeks flushed and sore from the winter air, she didn’t 
make my heart stop. Maybe it would make sense if she did. 
Maybe it would make sense. Maybe it would be easy. But 
there were too many things about her that terrified me, and 
part of it was that she was too much like her and part of it 
was that maybe I could fall in love with her, and maybe I 
could break her heart more than I already have.
 “I know, but I just don’t feel the same way,” I said.
 She flinched, almost as if she were in pain. As if I 
had reached my hand into her chest to rip her heart out.
 “I know that. You’ve told me that, a million times 
over, but I can’t shake whatever this is,” she muttered. “I 
can’t seem to get rid of you.”
 “But you should,” I said. “Whatever you feel for 
me isn’t going to end well, it isn’t going to make anything 
happen.”
 “I know!” she snapped, suddenly bursting into 
flames in the cool night air. The soft girl I knew—too opti-
mistic, too much of a perfectionist, too much for so many 
people—she crackled and disappeared in an instant and 
was replaced by a storm in human skin. 
 When the storm left, she stood shaking in her 
boots. She looked like a child, so vulnerable and broken. 



Terrified. I could break her in a single moment. I could ruin 
her so much that she might not be capable of standing on her 
own two feet ever again.
 Just the thought of doing that to her, was enough to 
break me.
 Her eyes were overflowing now, her heart under too 
much pressure.
 “I know that nothing good comes out of this. I know 
that there’s nothing there on your end, but I can’t sit here in 
silence and not fight for what I so desperately want. What I al-
most feel like I need at this point. I’ve never needed a person. 
I’ve wanted them, craved them, but I’ve never needed some-
one this much,” she said. “And then there was you.”
 “No,” I whispered, backing up and shaking my head. 
“Not me. Not when it comes to you. Not when I could break 
you with a few words.” 
 She went to move closer and I held up a hand, back-
ing away a bit more. “No, not this.”
 I didn’t give her a chance to fight back as I walked 
away. I didn’t hear what she was saying as I left her standing 
there in the dark.
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Jonathan Stonewall

Kevin Smith

Join me in this life of lies
Out of reach of angel’s eyes.
Now and then to then and now
Abashed alone I disallow.
Touch me with your hand of just,
Hold me close as I am dust
Anchor my soul to yours alone,
Never again must We atone…
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November’s Hero 

Kevin Smith

tomorrow laughs in mustard gas
 today you are a hero
yesterday grows stilling rows
 conditioned for the difference
fashioned feel—designer, unreal
 no poppy seed can heal you
born of ash, our hell laughs
 yellowed weeps of Heroes…
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The Venue

Sam VanNorden

 We walked down together, squeezing through 
the crowded space; the venue was heated, and that part of 
you—between the upper and lower half—was pressed into 
my backside. Past the bar, a sign was illuminated behind the 
stage, the band name in fluorescent green flame, Your Lady’s 
Piece.
 “Let’s not stay here long.” Hot breath lingered in my 
ears, and I didn’t care if we stayed, if we just waited for the 
final act so I could hear my song. I took the night off for this, 
but you hadn’t. We walked tandem, yet you were leading me 
with each step, leaning on me, your heavy arms wrapped 
around my shoulders and my neck. No one here would think 
that I wasn’t yours.
 We talked to no one; you ordered a drink and 
checked out the ass wearing tight jeans. I wouldn’t complain; 
any dispute had to wait until I heard that song. The free peo-
ple were dancing in front of the stage, and we weren’t given 
a bracelet here, just a stamp in black ink that would take a 
few washes to get rid of. You only let go of my hand to sip the 
whiskey and flick the lighter from inside of your pocket, to 
play with your change, the keys to my place. 
 The first band was about to finish. I noted how deep 
the vocals were coming out of that small body on stage. I en-
joyed their sound until the last chord was played, but I would 
really like to hear the next band play my song. 
 You were three whiskeys in. 
 I thought I might buy a beer, but when I asked for 
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the change that was in your pocket with the lighter I stole, 
you pretended not to hear, and you went for a smoke and left 
me by the bar.
 The bright lights on the stage changed. It was being 
set up for the next band. People were leaving the floor, or-
dering drinks, heading for the bathroom; long haired ladies 
stumbling with their other halves, laughing, playing with 
each other’s fingers. I wondered what was taking you. 
 Dark hair smiled my way, laid a hand on my back-
side, I turned away. I was by the bar, and you were coming 
back from outside, for more drinks, but instead you said, 
“I’m ready to go.” You grabbed my wrist and your sweaty 
hand slipped off when I pulled back. You turned around and 
mouthed, “Fuck you.” You walked quickly away from me, 
hands in pockets, large strides.
 Six foot two. No one would have guessed I was with 
you.
 I followed you to the ally where you lit a joint. I 
asked for a hit and you gave me one. I said sorry, half-heart-
edly, and sat on the dirty ally concrete. You complained: “Get 
up, I can see up your skirt.” The joint in your mouth burned 
quickly. Loose roll. You offered me none of it and I pulled 
myself up. This time you gave me your front hand, and held 
out the keys to my car. I walked back and you got in, shot-
gun. 
 And for a second, from outside the venue, I heard 
my song.
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Local

Jesse Richardson

I trust these torn streets beneath me to make no promises. 
This time
I take to wearing my seatbelt, letting my head into the re-
verse hangman’s
noose; I keep swinging, 
swinging. 

Outside the gallows of Cape Breton, tension and guilt are 
embroidered 
on the morning rays;
they shake and quiver
like slept-in bed sheets 
washed with LSD.

The dream-like feeling of falling has stitched itself into my 
gut again.
My body thirsts for self-destruction now that the miles have 
sunk into my skin 
and died there. 

Surviving this place was always the drug of all drugs.
 
Here we all want to be like the people we remember— 
the ones who’ve etched out their marks 
on these roads.
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About Speakman Press

 
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.

 


