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Poetry
pineapple
hobson-dimas

someday i won’t wish you were dead
“Ocean. Ocean,
are you listening? The most beautiful part of your body
is where it’s headed. And remember,
loneliness is still time spent
with the world.”
—Ocean Vuong, from “Someday I Will Love Ocean Vuong.”
1.

1

Cristian, don’t be afraid.
Everyone who is trying to kill you is trapped
safely in your mind.
Don’t worry. The pair of hands you need are reaching
through time to be filled by yours.
Be patient. Just call her shoreline
to make sense of how she expands towards
& recedes away. Like how falling asleep
is practice for dying, how dying is practice
for taking in your first breath.
For now, at least the turbulence inside you
burns hot enough for others
to warm their hands over.
Cristian, are you listening?
You could make a savior out of any passing car
just by jumping out in front—
& as for pervasive thought patterns
just call them staircase
& you will know which way to climb.
Don’t worry. Secrets etched into a collarbone
become the wordless prayers dangling around our necks.
Here’s yesterday—a sleepless shadow
you almost forgot was your own.
Cristian. Cristian, get up.
Keep your head raised high
standing tall on a mountain of days
you swore would never end
& maybe you are only so empty
so she won’t feel claustrophobic. Here’s an opening
where the last light of the dying day pours through
from parting red sea lips you press yours against
again & again
to convince yourself of a world
outside your own head. & remember,
when you can barely stomach your own reflection

that the ocean has never closed its arms
to anyone. As the borders between water & skin
begin to disappear, i swear
her waves will start to feel more like ‘hellos’
than ‘goodbyes.’
2.
Star Girl, don’t be afraid.
The fact that we are all slowly dying
is what makes every last one of us beautiful.
Don’t worry. The ghost i am building for you
will be tangible enough to feel
against your skin long after you’ve forgotten
the way my name tastes
dancing behind your teeth.
Be patient. He will teach you it’s okay
to miss someone you are holding in your arms.
Just call him polaroid photograph to understand
how he blooms in the darkness you left him in—
how proud he is to wear the crescent moon
marks your lips leave around his neck
as if he is a planet worth orbiting.
Star Girl, are you listening?
With eyelids so exhausted
they beg to hold each other for the rest of time,
it’s no wonder you’ve learned to see through all of us.
Don’t worry. He will teach you how empty
a goodbye should leave you, how colourful
an embrace can paint the world.
Here’s tomorrow—a perpetual headrush
from the lack of iron in our blood,
the lack of control we have over anything
that matters. Star Girl. Star Girl, get up.
You’ve always burned bright enough
to guide yourself back home. & maybe
if we blindly flail our arms for long enough
someday we will find our own bodies
so tangled that even the hands of time
could never unwind them.
Remember, if the fireflies waltzing behind your irises
have convinced me of anything
it’s that at the end of each undying day
i would have kissed your feet
over & over
& over again
until my mouth was clean
enough to convey without question
how ceaselessly i love you
even if it took the rest of our
exploding dandelion lives.
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Visual
Melanie Costa
2018
Digital Photography
16” x 20”

Heat #4, #2
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Poetry
Mikayla Fawcett

Empathy for close accquaintances, twice removed
My roommates—the spiders—have been avoiding me lately.
Apples rot into withered fists on my bookshelf. Max’s ashes
don’t complain. Nor do the photographs in crowded frames, bottled
insect corpses, candle-puddle-matchstick-nests in broken cups.
I don’t know if I said something, brushed aside cobwebs that were not
cobwebs but were just in want of dusting. The shutters stay shut.
Ink-brush legs dip down like cautious hands will slip
onto slumped shoulders soft as the pause between fingers, palms,
words. Bright and black as ink, eyes in elegant rows cannot blink
but tend to stare. I know—they don’t mean anything by it.
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Visual
Derek Ferchoff
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Digital Photo on
High-Gloss Paper
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Bookworm

Visual
Ryan Broderick
2017
Acrylic on Canvas
24” x 36”

Gold
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Prose
Connor Geisbrecht

The Articles of the Barons
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The horse-drawn carriage stopped outside of Bury St. Edmund, it was far enough from the
town’s torchlight that it could not be seen. A man in a fine fur cloak slipped out of the carriage
and travelled in the shadows under the moonlight. He tripped over stones and scuffed his polished
boots as he stumbled into town. As he came upon a thatch-roofed cottage, he slowed his pace. The
shutters were closed, but a soft glow of firelight could be seen through the cracks. Some residents
of the town were still awake, he would need to proceed with more caution.
Carefully, the cloaked man made his way through the dark town. Torches placed in sconces on the walls of the smithy and the stable attempted to provide light for seeing the dirt-packed
street. Instead, it highlighted the cracked plaster of the buildings. Despite having seen signs of the
living, such as the light from the first house he saw, the man in the cloak did not see a single soul
on the streets as he skulked them.
The cloaked man took a letter out from his cloak and examined it underneath the light
of the stable’s torchlight. It read: “Cross St. Andrew’s path on your way to the Hill of Angels.” He
had come all the way from Baynard’s Castle, and had just crossed St. Andrew’s Street, now he only
needed to get to Angel Hill like Llewelyn, Eustace, and he had agreed to.
“Evenin’, m’lord,” said a man’s voice from inside the dark stable. “Will you be needin’ an
‘orse at this late hour?”
The cloaked man peered into the stable, but could not see the man who had spoken, the
torchlight had ruined his night vision. Upon realising that his face could be seen in the stable’s
torchlight, Robert ran into the night towards Angel Hill. In order to make sure that the stable hand
would not be able to follow him, he wove between buildings and alleys as he ran. Upon reaching Angel hill, Robert stopped in the mouth of an alley to catch his breath and looked at the open square.
Now that he had reached the hill, he was to enter the abbey gate, which was a tower flanked by
a stone wall. While the wall was simply made, the tower’s stonework was beautifully made with a
wrought iron gate at the centre of its base. At the top of the tower was a parapet, though Robert
did not believe that guards were ever stationed up there.
Standing in front of the abbey gate holding a torch, was a man dressed in red robes and
a mitre. Archbishop Langton was not supposed to be outside of the Abbey, that was a bad sign.
Maybe the Archbishop thought that he was late. Perhaps he was. Robert quickly crossed the square
and quietly greeted the Archbishop. Langton seemed startled from his sudden appearance out of
the darkness, but he quickly unlocked the gate and showed Robert inside the Abbey.
Flame waved and flickered from the Archbishop’s torch as the two men walked briskly
through the cobbled square of the Abbey directly towards the Church. In case a monk was up late

and saw the two men walking to the church, Robert stayed just outside of the Archbishop’s torchlight. He had to peer at the ground and try not trip on the uneven cobblestones as he walked in
the dark.
They soon reached the church door, it was made of a heavy wood and was carved with
elaborate scrollwork and depictions of the twelve Saints. Opening the door to the church, the
Archbishop allowed Robert to enter first, before hanging the torch in a wall sconce, looking about
the square, and entering himself.
“My lords, Baron Robert Fitzwalter has arrived,” said the Archbishop as he announced
Robert and walked down the carpeted aisle between pews towards the congregation of Barons.
Robert Fitzwalter removed the hood of his cloak to reveal a head full of dark curly hair. He counted
twenty-four barons in the pews, one of whom had fallen asleep. He was indeed the last one there.
“Well, it’s about bloody time. We’ve all been here since midnight!” said a tall man dressed
in dark furs. He wore a dark hat made of velvet on his head. Eustace de Vesci was one of the Barons
that Robert worked more closely with whenever they were both at court. Robert held Eustace in
personal confidence.
“Be calm, Eustace,” said another man. He was short and dressed in silk. Llewelyn ab Iorweth, the Prince of Gwynedd. “The leader of a meeting should arrive after the party, so he himself
does not have to wait. It is a simple play of power,” he said, standing from the finely carved pew.
He was clean-shaven besides his mustache, which he had groomed down at an angle. Llewelyn
was a prominent member of their coterie and made sure he was involved in the inner circle of most
goings on in the English court. He was a valuable man to have on their side.
Ignoring Llewelyn’s words, Robert walked towards the altar of the church, “We all know why
we are here,” he said
The other Barons slowly followed behind him. Archbishop Langton walked to the other side
of the altar, a life-size cross decorated in filigree and carvings towered behind him.
Robert addressed the congregation standing in front of him, “Do we all detest John and
his rule?”
The church echoed with agreement.
“As we have all met secretly in smaller groups before today, I wish to confirm that we are all
willing to withdraw our fealty to John and wage war on him, lest he sign a charter before Christmas.
All who are for this movement, say ‘aye.’”
A resounding “Aye” came from twenty-four mouths.
Archbishop Langton proffered a large black tome of the Holy Bible, decorated in filigree.
“Then by the power invested in me by God Almighty, I, Archbishop Stephen Langton, withdraw your
fealty to King John of England, and enter you into a holy covenant with these, your fellow Barons,
against said King! Before God, you will now swear to wage war against the King lest he sign a charter of your demands before Christmas.”
Robert turned and placed his hand upon it.
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“Do you swear to wage war on King John of England if he does not accept your demands of
a charter by Christmas?”
“I do.”
One after another, each Baron’s eyes burned with the flame of the candelabra placed on
the altar as he placed his hand on the Holy Bible and entered into a covenant with his peers before
God.
***
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Creaking leather saddles announced the band of armed men to the fields around them as
the road of Norton Folgate turned into Bishopsgate. At the head of the band rode Robert, his blazon was Or fess gules between two chevrons of the like, and it stood out brightly across his surcoat.
Underneath which, he wore a cuirass, underneath that a hauberk, and on his legs were greaves
and cuisses of steel. Before turning to address the men following him through the city gate and
into London, Robert adjusted his gauntlets, the velvety horn-like material bristling against his skin.
He regarded the band of men, there was more than the twenty-four barons he met with at Bury St
Edmunds. Now there were also a number of knights in their service who decided to accompany
them because of their shared grievances with the King.
Robert stopped the band of men outside of St Mary Spital, he had noticed that a group of
nuns, young and old, watched them as they approached. Thus, he decided to deliver his speech to
his men in front of the women. There could not be anything more motivational to his men than a
pretty girl cheering him on, celibate or not.
“Here we are men, the city gate!” Bishopsgate interrupted London’s wall with two small
flanking towers, in between which the gate was set. “Put on your bravest faces for all of London to
see. For when we come face to face with King John at the White Tower, we may be looking to war,”
said Robert, atop his charger.
Llewelyn nudged his own charger ahead of the band, closer to Robert, “A number of the
knights have voiced concern about our tactical advantage. They say that it may be best to travel
along Bishopsgate to the White Tower, that way we may keep our surprise if we do in fact face war.”
“I said we may be facing war. I wish to prevent that if possible, Llewelyn. Thank you for
telling me.” Robert addressed the rest of his band and a group of nuns perked up to listen to him
as they helped a wagon full of the sick into St Mary Spital, “We are making a show of force as we
ride through London. So that we may rally those sympathetic to our grievance against the King,
and how we believe that he is wrongfully treating his barons and their tenants! It also shows that
we have honour, that we do not attack in the night without warning. If we are all agreed, then let us
be on our way, and may God be with us!” he decided to add that last part just for the nuns, and it
paid off, as the women, young and old, applauded him. Their cheerful smiles made Robert’s men
sit a little taller as they rode through the city gate.

Armed men riding chargers down the main dirt thoroughfare of the capital did not go
unnoticed. Crowds of people made way for the parade of men. Robert occasionally announced to
those that stopped where the parade was going and why, in hopes that they would be cheered or
applauded. He believed he would be noticed by any notable figures in his spheres of influence,
what with him being the constable of Baynard’s castle. However, the people only watched, and
Robert did not see any faces he recognised among the crowds.
The streets were bracketed by houses, churches, priories, and spitals that were placed
incongruously together. There was always someone going to or coming from somewhere, because
of this the dirt streets had become mud down the centre. Robert then noticed that the crowds
were not moving out of the way solely for him and his band of merry men, but because few people
wanted to be filthy for wherever it was that they were going. The crowds were beginning to move
out, towards the sides of the street where the dirt was harder, though that too would soon become
mud by the end of the day.
Robert and his men reached the White Tower without incident. He announced one final
time who they were to the tower guards, not leaving out a single baron’s name, but this time omitted why they were there. The fact that they approached the King’s home in armour told the guards
all they needed to know. One of the two guards went quickly inside to inform the King. When the
guard returned, he allowed them to pass through the gate in the fortress wall and escorted them
into the courtyard.
A number of grooms came to take their reigns to stable the chargers. Before Robert allowed his horse to be taken he took a pipe scroll from one of his saddlebags. He then proceeded
with his men up the stone stairs into the fortress.
As they entered the royal court, the guard announced them by reiterating what Robert
had said. They ended up waiting in front of the King, who sat comfortably in his throne, for several
minutes, waiting for the guard to finish. Robert gave his best effort to look at his King for the whole
duration, while the King inspected each man, without showing the slightest apprehension at their
appearance. King John was lean with long slightly reddish hair, and his beard came down in two
points. The crown atop his head was gold fleur-de-lis with jewels embedded in the rim, while red
velvety cloth filled the space of it.
Once the guard finished, King John spoke, “Baron Robert Fitzwalter, why have you come to
my home in armour?” he asked genuinely.
“We have come here to deliver our demands, your majesty,” he said, proffering his pipe
scroll in front of him. The King motioned with his hand, and a guard from beside the throne moved
forward and took the scroll, bringing it up to the King. Unravelling it as he read, the King seemed
content to read the entire document in their presence.
Eustace shifted in his armour for several minutes before speaking out of turn, a new record, “Your majesty, my justice in Eyre sentenced a man to death this last month. The man had
killed a deer in your forest trying to feed his family because his family hadn’t the money for food
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since I had to tax every person and collect every scutage this last month for my vacant bishopric.
Something like that should not have to happen.”
The King did not look up from the scroll. “Well, I suppose you had better hire a bishop in
order that it does not happen again.”
Rattling could be heard from the baron’s armour as he teetered between self-control and
high treason. Self-control won over after a while. After a few more minutes, the King rolled the
scroll up and handed it back to the guard, who returned it to Robert.
“Your articles are rather interesting, I see a rather large number of clauses are concerning
the Royal Forests. You demand that I disafforest all of the Forests made during my reign?”
“Yes, your majesty, the forests that you have put in place are making hunting and gathering for our tenants rather impossible, as Eustace has previously mentioned,” Robert said, his fist
clenching the pipe scroll.
At this moment the nearly invisible man that was the French royal councillor, who had
been standing beside the King like a statue, bent and whispered in the King’s ear. King John’s
expression remained placid, “I do not wish to make a decree on this today. May we have a truce
until Easter?”
Murmuring came from the barons behind Robert. He held up his free hand to quiet them,
“You have until Easter to accept our demands, or else you will have yet another war to fight,” he
said, looking to the royal councillor standing beside the King. The band of men then returned to
their baronies and homes, in order to prepare for a war. A war that Robert, despite being prepared
to, hoped he did not have to fight.
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Visual
Jacob Strohan
2018
Photoshop Print
44” x 44”

Botulinum Toxin
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Poetry
Keana Tighe

Hock a Loogey
When I was younger, I was obsessed with Leonardo DiCaprio
and his hair blowing with the ocean breeze in “Titanic.” He was so
intriguing, a stunner. I wanted to spit like him. You know, when Jack
taught Rose to hock a loogie, against the cold rail. No, not the historic rail where their bodies pressed tight together, while a corny song
played. Not that moment when he saved Rose and created a butterfly
effect that ended his own life. But when their relationship had hit a
point of trust. When the characters began to fall in love.
I began to fall in love once. I took my spitting skills to action
and he left me on his front door step with a bouquet of roses and a
disappointed smile. He said I was gross.
I said, fuck a guy that can’t cherish a classic.
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Visual
Forest Gloaming

Sheila Van Delft
2017
Acrylic, Plastic
Grocery Bags, Plastic Garbage Bags,
Cardboard, and
Encaustic on Canvas
31.5” x 40”
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Poetry
D. Travis Lee

Lethargy
Starry speckles scattered across the ceiling like a stucco
night sky. A paper-thin sheet is my tomb, sealed by the grip of monsters below. Sonorous screeches of songbirds flutter through the mesh
of my window, the webbed divide a meaningless membrane between
out and in. Summer air—the welder’s torch—sears me to the mattress.
The solar furnace burns joints, aches bones, drains power like car
headlights left on overnight. Dot after dot after dot after dot I count,
debating whether I’ll get up now or then, when then comes along—it’s
too hot, much too hot, to think, to move, to be.
Even in winter, where winged calls fall quiet, still I lay. Still I
stare at stucco ceilings, drawing constellations, contemplations, consigned to be constant. Ill-content. Not comfort nor sleep nor heat nor
illicit feats keep me bound to a bed for hours on end. Even in spring,
where cherry angels drop their feathers, and even in fall, where gold
and copper rains from the sky, still I lay. Unmoved. Unmotivated. Undone.
This is a problem, I say. It’s the problem.
The APA calls it a symptom.
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Poetry
Tawahum Justin Bige

maxwell house
bittersweet return
but i take my coffee dark
with a bit of brown sugar
go for a walk
pottery shards
and shattered liquor bottles
carpet bomb the concrete
and i just claw
mark stone and
where i stand

scrape
climb the bedrock

overlook glass lakes
and seas
boundless
miles, cliffs
overgrown with white birch
black spruce
groves of green
jackpine trees
dusty roads, clay
red in the distance
and the sun isn’t setting
i sip maxwell house
this is the north
home

through steel cup
dene territory

am i really home
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Spectrum.
Spectrum: 6 Emerging Artists was this year’s
Bachelor of Fine Arts Graduation Exhibition
featuring the recent works David Broderick,
Cayley Carlson, Shandis Harrison, Angela
Wells, Eva Yang, and Sasha Zaim. The students’ work displayed in the Spruce Atrium
and Gallery ranged greatly in both concept
and aesthetics, showcasing the breadth of
skills honed in the Fine Arts Department. At
the Awards Ceremony Elizabeth Barnes, the
professor of FINA 4300/4400 this semester,
congratulated the artists on their success,
along with several recipients of awards including Shandis and Eva, as well as Amanda Moorcroft, Melanie Costa, and Wei Chen.
pulpMAG would like to congratulate each artist on their exceptional achievement, and wish
them well in their future artistic endeavors.
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Visual
Sheila Van Delft
2012
Acrylic, and
Recycled Paper on
Canvas
24” x 33”
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Paper Trees

Prose
Madeline
Ewanyshyn

Sore
1989
“We were once birds,” Ma said, “just stick your fingers to your temples and you’ll remember.”
“You’re reading it wrong,” Gavin said. His mother had a faint, curious smile on her face.
He loved it when she did this: their little game. Every night, after Gavin’s little sister Avis
fell asleep, Ma would cuddle up with Gavin and read him whatever he liked. Lately, his favourite
was Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens.
“My sweet, clever boy. You tell me what it says, then.”
Gavin snatched the book into his own hands. “All
children could have such re-re-reco…”
“Recollections.”
“Recollections. If they would press their hands hard to their temples, for having been
birds before they were human, they are natur….naturally a little wild during the first few weeks,
and very itchy at the shoulders, where their wings used to be.”
Gavin dropped the book and ran his fingers along his shoulders.
“Do you think you had wings, once?” Ma whispered. She was teasing him, Gavin knew
that. But she must have been curious too. Why else would she read that book to him every
night? Gavin responded with a coy smile like he always did when she asked him. He couldn’t
answer with a simple “yes” or “no” because the whole business was much too complex for that.
He knew they were just stories. But wasn’t there some truth in every story?
“Tweet tweet,” Ma planted a kiss on his forehead. He wiped it away with his sleeve and
said goodnight. Before he went to sleep, Gavin had a glance around the room, where his Ma
and older sisters were sleeping.
It was three years since Da had left, which made things rather difficult. Gavin and
his family lived in a crowded tenement building in Glasgow. They all slept in one room, so he
and Avis had to share the couch. Gavin was small and slight for his age, and Avis was only six
years old, so they fit well enough. Their feet sometimes brushed against one another in the
night.
They were cosy on the couch, which was nestled in the alcove by the door. Gavin loved
the couch because it reminded him of when Da was still around and they had their own house.
Da used to give Gavin and Avis piggy-back rides and then drop them softly onto the couch.
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Gavin couldn’t remember much else about the house except that they’d had a garden where
they could play.
On the other side of the door, there was a stove, a small fridge, and a cupboard where
they kept their kitchenware. They had pots and pans, but only five spoons. Avis had dropped
one out the window once, trying to catch a spoonful of rain.
There was a little round table where they ate, and a hanging basket that dangled above
it. The vines crept down and Dina, their cat, liked to pull at them and spill dirt onto the table.
Dina was a good cat. She kept the rats away and she put up with Avis, who loved to smother her
with kisses and dress her up in her clothes.
At the other corner, by the window, there was a double mattress on the floor where Ma
and Gavin’s eldest sister Sophie were sleeping. There was also a set of bunk beds. Maggie got
the top bunk all to herself because she was fourteen, but Janet and Heather had to share one.
Gavin and his family had to do a lot of sharing. He didn’t mind so much, except for
sharing the toilet with everyone else on the seventh floor. It wasn’t very clean, and the walk
down the hallway at night always scared Gavin and Avis, so they took the trek together, holding
hands the whole way. Having already visited the toilet, said his prayers, and counted his sheep,
Gavin resigned himself to sleep.
The next morning, Ma was gone. Ma worked a lot, so they didn’t see her very often.
Sophie, who was sixteen, had a job, too. They saw her even less. When they weren’t at school,
Maggie would take the children on some kind of trip, so they wouldn’t be stuck inside all day.
Climbing down all seven floors was something of an adventure. Their building was from
the 19th century and didn’t have any lifts, but Gavin didn’t mind. As usual, he spent the first
few floors racing Heather as fast as he could. Janet said it was stupid to get out of breath like
that.
There was a courtyard outside which connected their building and the one across from
it. Long clotheslines stretched out between each building. The laundry waved in the wind which
was perfect for games of chase or hide and seek. The cement was always wet with rain and
sprinkled with cigarettes and other rubbish, but the children adored it. They loved to play
games of football, or a special favourite of theirs: “What’s the Time, Mr. Wolf?”
Gavin, Avis, and Heather lined up with all the other kids against the wall. Janet didn’t
like to join in. At twelve years old, she was too big for “kid games.” When it was sunny out, she’d
lay down on an old towel with her friends. When it was bleak or raining, like today, they sat and
gossiped over cigarettes.
“What’s the time, Mr. Wolf?” the kids cried out in frenzied unison. Avis giggled and
jumped up and down in anticipation.
“Three o’clock!” shouted Bobby Fraser, who lived downstairs. His hands were clapped
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over his eyes, and he was turned around, so he couldn’t peek. The kids advanced forward,
some further than others. Heather was always the boldest, stepping forward as far as she
dared. She’d win the game if luck was on her side, and if it wasn’t, she’d pinch Bobby until he
conceded.
Avis took three careful steps. She was wearing a checkered pink dress and her green
mack, which was soaking wet. Gavin, who was never very good at following the rules, stretched
his arms out like wings and flew around the courtyard.
What’s the time Mr. Wolf?”
Gavin spun around and around in circles.
“Suppertime!”
There were screams of laughter and fright as Bobby chased after Heather. Heather took
a sharp turn and skidded to a halt, smashing into Gavin and sending him onto the pavement.
He fell on his side with an “oof.”
“Heather!” Maggie approached them. She looked paler than usual, sick maybe. “You’ve
got to be more careful,”
Heather held out her hand for Gavin, her frown both disappointed and apologetic.
Gavin stood up and brushed the dirt off his clothes. He’d scratched his wrist a little, but he was
okay.
“And Gavin,” Maggie continued, “you’ve got to watch where you’re going.”
“Okay Maggie,” Gavin stared up at the roof where a little sparrow was sitting, cleaning
its wings.
“Come on, Ma wants us for supper.”
When Ma became too busy to read to him, Gavin picked up his Peter Pan book on his
own and read it religiously. Each night he poured over the text, flipping back and forth between
the illustrations.
“What are you reading, Gavin?” Avis asked one night while snuggling into her blanket.
“Nothing.”
“Gavin, you’ve got to share,” Ma said. She was sitting at the kitchen table, talking about
something serious with Maggie.
“Alright, I’ll read it to you,” Gavin said, scooting over so Avis could sit beside him. “Remember when Ma read to us about Peter Pan?”
something serious with Maggie.
“Oh yes,” Avis said, clasping her hands like the little Lady she was.
“This is a story about him when he was little, and he lived with the fairies.”
Avis’s eyes lit up, much to Gavin’s satisfaction. He proceeded to read to her. When he
came across words he didn’t know, he reworded the sentence completely so Avis wouldn’t hear
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the hesitation in his voice. Avis had nearly fallen asleep against his arm when he’d finished half
the book. The lights were out, and Ma was asleep.
“Avis...Avis.”
“Hmm?” His little sister yawned and rubbed her eye.
“What do you think?”
“‘bout what, Gavin?”
“Well don’t you think we were all birds once, just like the book says?”
“No... ‘s just pretend,” she mumbled.
“Says who?”
“You know...Bobby’s sister Jenny says that we were all monkeys once.” Avis wrinkled her
nose.
“You’d rather be a bird, wouldn’t you?” Avis nodded her sleepy head.
“It says: ‘The reason birds can fly, and we can’t, is simply that they have perfect faith,
for to have faith is to have wings.’”
“Was’ that mean, Gavin?”
“It means that...we can’t fly because we don’t believe we can. But if we try hard
enough...I think we can. I think we can be birds again. And then we can leave, just like Da did.”
“Where will we go?”
“Very far away. Someplace nice. Birds fly south for the winter, you know.”
“We could go to London, that’s south,” Avis said.
“I was thinking more like Australia. But we could go to London, too. We can go wherever
we want,” Gavin said, gaining confidence. “When we’re birds again, we can be free.”
Gavin let Avis fall asleep, but he gave careful consideration to his theory. He’d seen a
picture of the author at the back of his book. He had a moustache and looked very intelligent.
Gavin reached up under the back of his shirt and felt his shoulders once more. He ran his fingers along the smooth surface. He felt little knobs in the skin: bones where surely wings once
existed.
When Avis awoke, she told Gavin she’d had a dream that she was a bird. Gavin felt his
heart racing. It had to be a sign. They constantly talked about their delicious secret in hushed
voices and giggles. They began to annoy their older siblings, so Gavin decided to let them in on
the mystery.
“That’s stupid, Gavin,” Janet was the first to say. She was grabbing a bottle of beer out
from under her pillow and smuggling it into her purse. Gavin didn’t like the taste, but Janet and
her friends loved it.
“Don’t be rude,” Maggie said. But she was absent-minded and staring out the window.
“It’s just a story, kid,” Heather said with a great degree of sophistication for a ten-year
old.

“You don’t think I’m making it up, do you, Mags?” Gavin asked his elder sister, trying
hard not to pout. He looked down at Avis for support. She wasn’t doing much better; tears were
welling in her eyes. Maggie turned away from the window, and back at Gavin and Avis. She gave
them a long, conflicted gaze.
“I think that only you can say what’s real to you,” she said, pleasing both Gavin and Avis.
She took their hands and led them out of the apartment for their excursion of the day.
Gavin walked with his siblings to the neighbourhood graveyard. It wasn’t so far away—
maybe five blocks. It was the closest place to find trees and grass. They loved to wander
around, passing by the tombstones and looking for little insect friends in the bushes.
Heather kicked off her shoes and walked around in bare feet. Maggie and Janet sat
down on the park bench, Janet drinking a bottle of beer. Avis ran around, doing what she always
did. She brought an empty mason jar with her from home and gathered all the flowers from the
graves to make her own collection. Gavin sat down against a tree and brought a pad of paper
and a pencil out from his pocket. He began his list.
Avis
It was easy to identify that Avis was just a fledgling, still lined with fluffy down. She was
very naive about the world, Gavin thought. He recalled an afternoon when Avis came running to
Gavin, who was building a tower of cards on the other side of the room.
“What’s wrong, Avis?”
Her breaths were short and sharp between her sobs, and snot was bubbling in her nose.
“S-Sophie said that...that Dina is melting! I don’t want her to melt!”
Gavin frowned and looked to his older sisters for guidance. “The girl’s daft,” Janet said,
“she said she was moulting not melting. She’s getting fur all over the place.”
“It’s alright, honey. Come here,” Sophie held out her arms, and her youngest sister
came into her embrace. Gavin’s tower of cards fell over in the commotion. He looked at the
scene before him and smiled.
“What are you smiling at?” Janet demanded.
“Birds of a feather, flock together,” Gavin said. He’d read that somewhere. He wasn’t
exactly sure what it meant, but he liked it.
Heather
Heather was a little difficult to label at first. Gavin watched her bend down in the grass
at the cemetery and pick up a twig with a roly-poly bug on it. She pinched it in her fingers. “How
much do you lot dare me to eat this?”
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“Dead or alive?” Janet asked. Maggie looked like she might be sick.
Heather loved to get into trouble. She would do anything to shock. On her first day of
fifth grade, she took a pair of scissors into the school bathroom and cut off all her hair. Proudly
sporting her hacked-off haphazard haircut, she took a box of her hair clippings and poured it
onto Jenny Fraser to get back at her for kissing a boy she fancied.
Heather’s favourite pastime was stealing. Nearly every day she wore a red tracksuit. It
was a little too big for her, but the pockets were just the right size for storing whatever caught
her eye.
“She’s a crow!” Gavin realized. She was clever like those blackbirds, and she loved to
collect whatever treasures she found.
“Heather! What have you got there?” Ma asked when Heather came slinking in through
the door one night. The look on her face revealed that she hadn’t expected an audience.
“Nothing, Ma,” she said, holding her hands stiffly behind her back.
Sophie, with a look of determination, snatched the object from her sister. She held it
up for everyone to see. “What’s that?”
“It’s a pack of batteries.”
Sophie smacked her sister on the arm. “You risk getting caught over a pack of batteries?”
Heather shrugged, snatched her prize back and walked over to Gavin and Avis who were
playing on the couch. “I got these for your torch, so you two can read after we go to sleep.”
Gavin thought that Heather was a real hero that day. Ma wasn’t so happy with her. She
said that it was bad to steal because it just took money out of the pockets of other poor people.
Heather, with her nimble fingers, didn’t seem to think it was such a sin.
Janet
Janet was a peacock. Gavin remembered learning about those birds in class. They had
beautiful, flamboyant plumage which they loved to show off. Janet would be thirteen soon and
had just started wearing a bra. She preened and primped, spending a long time in front of the
mirror.
Similar to Heather, Janet also loved to stir up trouble. Her favourite word was cunt.
Whenever she said that word, Ma would box her on the side of her head, and Avis and Gavin
would stick their hands on their ears, pretending they hadn’t heard.
“He’s not coming back,” Sophie said. She was sitting at the table with Maggie and
Janet.
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Janet had her feet up on the table. Gavin was playing in the corner, but he could hear
them fine.
“He might,” said Maggie, tears streaking her face. “He lost his job. He couldn’t afford
to help us anymore. He had to go.”
“That’s shite,” Sophie said, “Ma can’t afford it either, and she’s still here.”
“The miners were on strike. Margaret Thatcher -”
“Margaret fucking Thatcher’s not the reason he’s a cunt,” Janet declared.
Gavin wasn’t entirely sure who this Margaret lady was, but she definitely seemed to
upset everyone around here.
“Janet! Would you please wash your mouth out with soap?” “Aye, would do if there was
any soap in this bloody building.”
Maggie
Everyone said Maggie was lovely: lovely like their Ma. All the girls had blonde hair, but
Maggie had red ringlets. She was pale with rosy cheeks. Bobby Fraser’s Ma said she looked
like a ragdoll. Maggie acted just like Ma too. She was fourteen, but she was very mature. She
made sure the younger ones got to bed and brushed their teeth. She was very kind. But that
year Maggie didn’t act like herself.
“She’s a seasick seagull,” Gavin decided.		
It seemed she was always sick. For a while, she spent most of the time in the toilet, or
with her face buried in the bin. Time went by and she stopped throwing up. But she still cried
a lot, and Ma and Sophie whispered with her when they thought the kids couldn’t hear. They
talked about her “options” and what they were “going to do”. Gavin wondered if it was all connected. This odd behavior...did it mean Maggie would leave them soon? Like Da did?
That day at the cemetery, they all gathered around Maggie on the bench. Janet’s eyes
widened, and she put her hand on Maggie’s stomach.
“Gavin,” she whispered, “put your hand here.” She guided Gavin’s hand to Maggie’s
stomach and replaced her own with it. Gavin felt something: a fluttering. It was the strangest
thing...like a little bird was trapped inside her, trying to escape. Maggie was crying.
Sophie
Sophie was unpredictable. Sometimes she was fun and full of life. Gavin remembered a
night she brought home a CD player. She said a friend of hers was letting her borrow it. They’d
never had anything thing like that. Back at their old house, they’d had a radio, but this was
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different. Sophie taught Gavin how to use it, and she introduced him to a band called The Cure.
There was another one called The Smiths, and one called New Order. Most of all, Gavin liked
Echo and the Bunnymen. The name made him laugh. They listened to the music and danced
around the room. Gavin recruited Avis, Heather, and Janet. Ma, blushing, humored them for a
little while. Even shy Maggie hummed along. It was one of Gavin’s favourite memories.
But it seemed that lately, Sophie resembled a pigeon: a ruffled-up bird in need of some
love. She was always tired. She spent most of her days at work and her nights off somewhere.
Ma didn’t know where she went, and she told Gavin not to worry about it.
Gavin thought Sophie might be getting in fights with other girls because her arms were
covered in little red marks and scratches and scars. He did worry about her. He wished she
wouldn’t spend her nights out getting in fights, or whatever it was that she did. Maybe she
wouldn’t be so tired and...strange all the time if she just stayed home with her family.
Sophie used to cut the children’s hair. She was good at it too. Ma said she might make
a career out of it yet. She kept Avis’s fringe out of her eyes, tamed Maggie’s curls, and fixed up
the mess Heather had made of her hair. But one day something went wrong.
“Gavin, stay still,” Sophie muttered.
He was sitting backwards in one of the chairs; Sophie was standing behind him. She
ran a hand through his hair. He was the only one in the family with dark hair. Janet said he
looked just like his Da, and that’s why Ma liked him best. Sophie’s hand shook a little, Gavin
could feel it against his scalp. She pinched a piece of hair near his ear and brought the scissors
upward. He could feel the cool metal, when“Ooow!” Gavin cried and slapped his hand to his ear. He brought it back down to inspect it, it was slick with blood.
“What’ve you done?” Ma asked.
Sophie dropped the scissors to the floor and stood up. “Oh Gavin, honey, I’m so sorry,
I…”
Gavin guessed Sophie’s hand wasn’t so steady that day.
Gavin heard Maggie call them. It was time to leave the cemetery; time to head home.
He joined Avis, slipping his hand into hers like they did when they walked to the toilet
together.
“Would you like to have a look at my list?” Gavin asked his little sister. He read it to her
and awaited her response.
“That’s very good, Gavin,” she declared, “but what kind of bird are you?”
“I don’t know,” Gavin shrugged. It didn’t seem so important to him. Avis’s hand was
sweating, and he felt it slipping from his. He wanted to shake her from his grip.
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“I had another dream that I was flying,” Avis said.
Gavin ignored her.
“How come we’re all birds and you’re not, Gavin?”
“How come you keep asking me questions?” Gavin snapped.
Avis was quiet.
Not long after they’d arrived home, there was a pounding at the door. Gavin jumped off
the couch, where he’d been fiddling with a toy car. He answered the door to find Bobby Fraser
waiting for him.
“What is it?”
“My sister brought home some cakes from work—wanna come eat some?”
“Sure!”
Gavin looked back into the apartment where Avis was sitting at the kitchen table, scribbling with her crayons. Sophie and Ma were at work, and the other sisters were at the grocery
store. Gavin said he would look after his little sister, but she had been weighing him down lately.
Ever since he’d talked to her about his list, she wouldn’t leave his side. Gavin loved her,
but Bobby Fraser didn’t have to drag a baby sister around with him, so why should he? Anyway,
he wouldn’t be gone long, and everyone else would be home before supper.
Gavin dropped his toy car on the floor and walked out the door. He turned the knob all
the way and slowly shut it. It was a trick Janet had taught him for sneaking out of the apartment
without anyone hearing.
Gavin was licking whipped cream off his fingers. His face was sticky from the cherry
filling of the eclair he’d been stuffing his face with. He’d never had anything so magnificent.
“Gavin,” Mrs. Fraser said, approaching the boys. Her lips quivered, and there was a
streak of mascara on her cheek. Mrs. Fraser always wore too much makeup. Janet called her a
“clown lady.”
“Yes, Mrs. Fraser?” Gavin had very good manners. Most of the time.”
“You’re going to stay with us tonight. How does that sound?”
Gavin stared at Bobby’s mother and the strange look on her face, and then Bobby who
was preoccupied with a doughnut. “I think I should ask my Ma first.”
“I’ve already talked to her, she said it was okay.”
“But I haven’t got my PJs.”
“You can borrow a pair of Bobby’s.”
Something about Mrs. Fraser’s voice made Gavin uneasy, but he agreed with a firm
nod. She walked away from them to talk to Bobby’s father. He was sitting in their armchair
with a can of beer. Mrs. Fraser bent down and whispered something into his ear and his mouth
popped open. Gavin thought he looked a little like Pinocchio.
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“Time for bed,” Mrs. Fraser said. She almost whispered.
Gavin slept on a mattress on the floor with Bobby. There wasn’t really enough room
for both of them, and Bobby hogged the blankets. Gavin stared at the ceiling for a long time.
Even after Mr. and Mrs. Fraser and Bobby’s big sister had all gone to sleep, he was still awake.
Usually, the building was bustling with noise, but tonight it was silent.
Gavin folded his hand on his chest like Avis liked to do. He squeezed his eyes shut
tightly, hoping sleep would come for him. When that didn’t work, Gavin brought his fingers to
his temples and pressed harder there. All of a sudden, it seemed very important to him that he
remember his time as a bird. Something in Gavin’s heart told him that now was the moment.
“I remember, I remember,” Gavin said stubbornly. But he did not remember. He opened
his eyes and frowned. He sat up, and Bobby stirred a little in his sleep. Gavin stuffed his arm
into the back of his shirt and felt for his wings. He felt nothing but skin. He wanted to cry. Something was wrong.
He stood up, looked around the dark room, and knew he didn’t belong. He walked
to the door, unlocked it and stepped out into the hallway. A rush of fear trickled down Gavin’s
spine. He didn’t have wings and he didn’t have Avis’s hand in his own. He had never walked
down the hallway by himself at night.
He stepped slowly and cautiously, running his hand along the wall for guidance. He
reached the door for the staircase and pushed it open with all his strength. He didn’t run this
time, although he wanted to. Gavin held on tight to the railing, nearly getting a splinter from
sliding his palm against the grain of the wood. He walked up the two flights of stairs, shivering
though he wasn’t cold.
When he reached the door to his apartment, he paused. Should he knock? Gavin suddenly felt removed from his own family. What if they’d found out, just like he had, that they
weren’t birds after all? Perhaps they’d realized that the skin on their backs was smooth, and
there were never any wings. Avis would be so upset when she learned the truth. She had been
so happy to imagine flying away with Gavin.
Gavin didn’t mean to lie. He felt as though he’d been lied to himself. How was it that
something could seem so real one moment, and then seem so silly?
Gavin turned the doorknob and it opened. The lights were off. Avis wasn’t on the couch.
Ma and Sophie weren’t in the bed. Maggie, Janet, and Heather weren’t in theirs. The window
was open, and Dina was clawing at the sill. Gavin walked over to Dina and awkwardly scooped
her into his arms. She struggled and pounced onto the kitchen table, bathing her limbs in the
moonlight.
On the windowsill, there was a jar – Avis’s jar. It was full of flowers she’d taken from the
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graveyard. Some were fresh and full of vibrant life, others were shriveled and grey. Gavin
left it where it was and sat down at the table to look at Avis’s drawing.
Avis liked to draw abstract scribbles, trees that looked like cotton candy, and little distorted figures that resembled each member of the family. But today she’d only drawn her and
Gavin. She gave herself bright yellow hair and a smile so big it took up half her face. She was
wearing her pink-crayon dress. She and Gavin were holding hands. They both had wings. Avis
had written something in the bottom in her slanted writing. We have faith.
Gavin looked back at the jar of flowers, pushed himself away from the table and walked
back to the window. He shoved the jar aside and took a look out the window. He didn’t know
what he expected to see: perhaps a collection of things they’d lost out the window, like Avis’s
spoon, or one of the cat’s toys. Instead, Gavin saw nothing. He saw the courtyard where he and
his friends played “What’s the Time Mr. Wolf?” He saw ghostly white laundry on the clotheslines, floating in the wind. He leaned out a little further.
The door slammed open and Gavin jumped backwards, falling on his back.
“Gavin!” Ma shrieked, and flew to his side, tugging him into her grasp and holding on
so tight he could only croak a breath. His sisters came rushing in behind her. Their faces were
sombre.
“Where’s Avis?” Gavin asked when he was released.
No one answered. Ma walked to the window and put her hand around the mason jar.
She stared at it for a long time, and slowly Gavin began to understand.
Gavin had lost his faith. Maybe it was because he would be turning nine next month.
Maybe when you got older, you lost your faith and you lost any chance of getting your wings
back. Maybe that was what J.M. Barrie was saying all along. The problem was, Avis had kept her
faith, but she hadn’t any wings.
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Poetry
Mariah Negrillo-Soor

Zodiac Sign Pt. 2: Pisces Sun, Libra Moon
Summer is a blister on all five fingers and here is what I’ve learned from picking the skin too soon:
There is such a thing as sonic pressure. It’s the satellite trash closing in, mistaken for shooting
stars, beneath blue screens and steamy bathroom mirrors, that screaming pressure in your chest
when you look at the person you shouldn’t love.
Over the phone, you tell me a child died inside of you, that your medication suffocated the cells
taped to the wall of your womb.
Chained to the walls of my room, stick figures of a mother stitched to her bed, a father in handcuffs, and a daughter in limbo are more than just shadows.
You’re not trying to die, so at least keep it clean.
Our father thinks you have a “condition” and I don’t know what he means by that. He says you get
it from our mother. I wonder if the scars on my arms and legs are also from our mother.
When the moon reaches its first-quarter phase, half of me is missing. Half of me walks into high
tide, while the other half tries to explain why this happens, to family members who are more like
strangers you walk past in a dream.
Magnum is both an ice-cream filled, chocolate-covered, caramel-layered popsicle and a condom
brand.
I’ve got the spirit, but lose the feeling, let it out somehow — when you lose the feeling, dance like
you’re running on a drum, embrace the alcohol singe, the salt on your lips, the blade in your hand.
Condoms are 99% effective. Pulling-out is about half of that. Either way, it’s easier to tell a lie
than it is to raise a child.
The average lifespan of a female is about ten years longer than a male’s. Usually, spouses die
after one another due to grief. You said you wanted to grow old with him, but now you are just
dead weight occupying the same space.
Plan B saves you more than once but Plan A disintegrates as a result.
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Poetry
Mariah Negrillo-Soor

YVR to YWG: Slightly Delayed
Today the turbulence was forecasted. Bad, but still, the aircraft landed. Sunlight
glinted off its silver wings, raindrops raced in horizontal lanes, the plane too fast
for gravity to drag them down. The seatbelt signs turned on. Ding. Off. Ding. On.
Lights up like a small growth. Appointments every month, monitors, watching,
benign. There’s nothing wrong, except it’s bad. A node in her lung. Growing.
Benign. First time visiting in six years. Might be the last. In December she turns
75 and it’s supposed to be a surprise. Nothing fancy, maybe a hall. Nothing
to worry about. It’s benign. She loves purple, ube, tongits, all six of her mixed
grandchildren. First time in six years. Bukas. Open the light. Open her chest.
Gently. My Lola is turning 75 in December. Might be the last.
High pressure system chasing a low. Cumulus clouds like towers in the sky, piles
of bones surrounded by thunderbirds. Watching. Malignant. X-rays mark the
spot where a surgeon will cut into her lungs. No reason to panic. Please remain
seated while the seat belt sign is on. No smoking in the cabin. No fucking in the
lavatory. The plane is about to fall 10,000 feet to the meandering river below,
oxbow scars where it once flowed, water finding water and taking the easiest
path home.
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Carolina Guiragossain
Carolina Guiragossain is a third year visual art student at the Autonomous University of the State of Hidalgo,
Mexico. She is part of a Fine Arts exchange programme at Kwantlen Polytechnic University. Her current field
studies include painting and sculpting specializations. Her main study subject is the human body, the exploration
of diverse techniques and styles to apply deformations, in order to constantly change her own perception and
approach towards it.
Celesta De Roo
Celesta De Roo is a third year BFA student at Kwantlen Polytechnic University. Her work typically consists of drawings, paintings, and mix mediums where she explores different materials in how they behave and visually translate
in her work. Currently, she is focusing on observations and studies of structures in nature, society, and herself.
Connor Giesbrecht
Connor Giesbrecht is a third year Creative Writing Major at Kwantlen Polytechnic University. He enjoys reading
fantasy fiction and has been inspired to pursue a career in writing it. He is starting to believe that fantasy is little
more than historical fiction with fantastical elements added in. When he is not at school full time he is spending
time with his wife and his one-year old son, Courtney and Milo, either running errands, playing video and tabletop
games, or watching movies at home.
Derek Ferchoff
Derek is a third year business student at KPU pursuing a degree in Entrepreneurial Leadership, with plans to become a small-business owner in the field of residential renovations and landscaping. He has been taking photos
for the past year and a half; enjoying the creativity and adventure that it holds.
D. Travis Lee
A third-year Creative Writing major, D. Travis Lee is a fiction writer who thought, “maybe the professor who said I
was a poet was right”. To this day, he still has no idea what they were talking about. His poems here are confessionals that he hopes might give insight into minds who feel the world a little (or a lot) different than most.
Jacob Strohan
Jacob Strohan is a 3rd year Arts student Majoring in Visual Arts at KPU, his favoured areas of work include stills
and motion picture in both film and digital format, and works in Photoshop. Jacobs’s inspiration for his studies
stem from his passion for the outdoors, and from his own critical perspective on internal and societal changes
that he observes.
Keana Tighe
I am in my third year of pursuing a double major in English and Creative Writing. I enjoy writing poetry and writing
flash fiction, above all.
Madeline Ewanyshyn
Madeline Ewanyshyn is a Creative Writing major in her final year at KPU. Her short story “Jo and Emilia” was
published in Capilano University’s literary magazine “The Liar” in 2016. When she’s not writing, she works at
Coquitlam Public Library.
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Mariah Negrillo-Soor
Mariah Negrillo-Soor is a True Pisces. She is a third-year Creative Writing major who also dabbles in philosophy,
pondering epistemological and ethical issues, and still cannot figure out what she will do with all of this information. Her poetry works to deconstruct linear thought, to connect with nature, and hopefully, to connect with other
sensitive souls.
Melanie Costa
My name is Melanie Costa, and I am a third year Fine Arts student at KPU. My preferred medium is photography,
but I’m currently working with digital and print media to find an interesting mixture of all three.
Mikayla Fawcett
Mikayla Fawcett is still here, doing something with psychology and creative writing. Despite this, they are a writer,
artist, and half of a comic-making partnership with Gabriel Craven. Lives on a floodplain full of spiders and quiet
moments in places that look empty at first glance. Prone to haunting.
pineapple hobson-dimas
Rough and bumpy on the outside, almost too sweet underneath. Writer of sad music and sadder poetry. Shower
singer. Car seat crier. Sleepy Gonzales forever. How you been?
Reggie Graham
Reggie is somewhere between his second and third year of studying as a Visual Arts student. His work is mainly in
the realm of comic book art, but when he’s feeling more contemporary he’ll opt for exploring his abstract ideas
with mixed media. Lately, he’s been working with digitally modifying and filtering traditional paint/ink textures in
his pieces. His themes involve the desire to realize that it’s okay to embrace the gnawing feelings of being overwhelmed, or to just embrace what you’re feeling in general sometimes.
Ryan Broderick
Ryan Broderick is a fourth year student at Kwantlen Polytechnic University studying for the Bachelor of Fine Arts
in Visual Arts. He enjoys exploring new ideas, working with different subjects and exploring new techniques. His
original artworks are both aesthetically appealing and memorizing, as they capture viewers’ attention with their
uniqueness and emotive quality. As an artist he allows interesting moments in his life come through in all his work,
his paintings to send a message and trigger emotion in the viewer. He tells a story without having to talk or write.
Sheila Van Delft
Sheila is in her fourth year in the Bachelor of Fine Arts, Visual Arts. As “the artist” Sheila experiences the natural
world as she endeavors to generate an overwhelming longing in the viewer to encounter it for themselves and
perhaps feel a primitive bodily response to landscape. Her large scale landscapes draw the viewer in to discover
the texture of the unexpected materials that make up the places of nostalgia and nature. Sheila uses acrylic paint,
encaustic, recycled materials, and found objects to reveal the created, tactile, natural world that we all come from
and will all go back to.
Tawahum Justin Bige
Tawahum Justin Bige budding Lutselk’e Dene poet, resides on unceded Musqueam, Tsleil-Waututh and Squamish
territory colonially-known-as Vancouver. Published by Red Rising Magazine, Oratorealis and Pulp Magazine, Tawahum’s poetry stokes the sacred fire of Indigenous resistance and decolonization on Turtle Island. He’s performed
at Talking Stick, Verses and The Drum-is-Calling festivals. Tawahum is in his 3rd year of studies towards his BA in
Creative Writing at Kwantlen Polytechnic University in BC.
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