


Our vision is for The Melange to be a light-hearted and
enjoyable read, to shine light on what constitutes the
Artsci experience (in terms of our formal degrees, but also
in terms of day-to-day goings-on!), and to bring Artsci
students together to appreciate each other’s written and
visual talent. 

We want The Melange to be a positive force within the
Artsci community; as such, we will not be accepting or
publishing submissions that are discriminatory or hateful.
There is room for thoughtful critique or for kind-hearted
teasing in the name of humour or satire, but there is not
room for pieces that insult anyone, are hurtful, or
perpetuate racism, sexism, homophobia, transphobia,
ableism, or religious discrimination. We also want all
information published in The Melange to be factual,
correct, and clear; please note that fact-checking and
resulting edits for non-fictional pieces will be included in
the editorial process.

Submissions should be sent exclusively to
themelangebyartsci@gmail.com. Please attach your
submission to the email as a Word Document or Google
Doc, and indicate in your message what type of submission
it is (e.g. “historical fiction comic strip” or “interview with an
Artsci alumnus”). If yours is a written piece, feel free to
attach any images you would like to accompany it on the
page or provide suggestions for accompanying illustrations
for our team of artists to take on! 

One of our editors will contact you directly within a few
days of the contribution deadline to notify you whether
there is space for your piece in the upcoming issue or
whether we will need to save it for a future issue. If your
piece is accepted, there will be a specific editorial timeline.
We reserve the right to reject submissions if they do not
follow our content guidelines.

Editors will work one-on-one with contributors to edit their
pieces. There will be an initial round of edits, which the
editor will return as feedback to the creator for any
necessary or suggested revisions. A final draft will be sent
from the creator back to the editor, who then will complete
final touch-ups. Please be available to make revisions to
your piece in the week following the contribution deadline,
since our turnaround time for edits will be quick!

Think about The Melange and all of its content as
aiming to be community-building: when designing
your submission, check with yourself: “Is this
contribution supportive of my Artsci community?”
(though your contribution doesn’t have to be about
Artsci!)
If you want to create a piece on a faculty member,
admin, student, or alumni, please get their consent
(and evidence of consent, to show our editors) for the
specific way in which you will be portraying them
before you create or submit your piece.

Note: Merely referring to an individual in passing
(i.e. when they’re not the subject of your piece)
doesn’t require formal consent, but please note
that The Melange’s editors reserve the right to
edit these names out of a piece if their inclusion is
inappropriate.

Please aim to keep submissions under two pages
maximum/1000 words. We will assess submissions on
a case-by-case basis, but generally we are looking for
short pieces.

We accept poetry, short stories, comic strips, recipes,
humour and satire, book reviews, reflections, visual art,
fun riddles or crossword puzzles, and any other categories
of submissions you come up with! Be as creative as you
want! We can’t wait to enjoy your work :)

Dear Melanger,

Is it cool if I call you that? If not, we can just restart…

Dear Melange Reader,

That sounds much better, I think. Anyways, I would firstly
like to thank you, to sincerely thank you, for reading the
text in this little box. Your initial interest in the Editor’s
Note intimates your intention to dig a little deeper into our
magazine. I promise that as you turn—ahem, scroll—to
the next page, you will be beholden to a treasure trove of
letters arranged in logical sequences, chock-full of
meaning and chock-empty of gibberish.
    That being said, qwertyuiopasdfghjklzxcvbnm. Keyboard
strokes can be emotive in and of themselves.
  Anyhow, returning to the matter of your thanking, or
rather, your being thanked, I would just like to reiterate
that without you, there would be no Melange. Why create
a magazine if there is no one there to read it? Thankfully,
there is you, and you are, and for that I thank you, from the
bottom of my heart. We will keep making these as long as
you keep enjoying them.
  Now go explore the December issue! Peruse at your
pleasure. And then afterwards, if there is snow outside, go
play in the snow. Thwack a snowball at your brother’s head
or splay yourself out on the ground and make a snow angel
—just be careful not to get your jeans wet.

Warmly (as opposed to coldly) (what with the chilly
weather being an ample enough supplier of coldness),

Ariella Ruby & the rest of the Editorial Team
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refashioned the British state — slashing
welfare benefits, unions, and public
housing, all while lowering taxes on the
rich and increasing military spending (Hall,
1998). The last name Delacourt can be
broken down into its parts—de la court—
and translated to “of the court”. This is a
reference to being a courtier, an elite of the
French monarchy, only overthrown by
revolution; the naming was intentional,
and should have been a glaring warning
sign to audiences of the underlying
tensions of the film.
     Margaret and Kevin enter the kitchen—
apparently decorated by someone who’s
snorted a line of tinsel—and Kevin, a black
man, lists out the ingredients for hot
chocolate, like cocoa powder and milk, for
the sheltered royal. It would be
reprehensible to miss this key moment: the
director revealing Margaret’s weak
allyship, by forcing black voices to teach
white people. Margaret insists she is
capable of grabbing the sugar behind a bag
of flour on a high shelf, despite being
completely clueless moments earlier,
brushing Kevin off so she can successfully
demonstrate her “progressiveness”. This
act as a white “ally”—one who clearly
hasn’t finished their anti-racist reading list
—douses Kevin in flour, shrouding him in
whiteness, a space in which Margaret is
much more comfortable.
    Another note: Are they not making hot
chocolate? Why is sugar, a white
ingredient, the first thing they grabbed?
Doesn’t cocoa powder already include
sugar? What could even be done with the
sugar first - as opposed to milk which could
be heated or, perhaps, a bowl to hold 

Anyone seeking evidence to the death of
the family comedy will find it in bounds in
The Princess Switch: Switched Again, released
on Netflix earlier this month. Directed by
Mark Rohl, whose previous credits include
the critically-acclaimed Shadowhunters
and Love At First Bark, and written -
unfortunately - by Robin Bernheim and
Megan Metzger, Switched Again wraps
something sinister in its green-and-red
package. The film follows earnest Chicago
baker-turned-princess Stacey (Vanessa
Hudgens) as she navigates married life and
tries to support the sensible Princess
Margaret (Vanessa Hudgens) attempting
to balance duty and love, while the
comically-villainous Lady Fiona (Vanessa
Hudgens) complicates all of the
aforementioned. Surrounding Hudgens is
the other half of the cast, who succeed
exceptionally in pretending that her
accents are passable at all. Critics have
hailed this film as frothy, fun
entertainment, but audiences have missed
a critical analysis of the narrative of
policing it drives.
    Princess Margaret and Kevin Richards,
convinced by Stacey to re-tie their severed
relationship, enter a kitchen to make hot
chocolate. Before the darker shades of this
scene are unveiled, lending thought to the
naming of the characters is merited. It is
interesting to note that Bernheim and
Metzger decided to call the ultimate
sovereign leader of the movie “Margaret
Delacourt”. This obviously turns us to
Margaret Thatcher, whose regime 

ingredients? Our Socratic-style questioning
is rhetoric: it is to demonstrate that things
which are white are inherently assigned
more value within our Eurocentric society.
     It would be lacking of us to not mention
an intersectional point of analysis: the
director’s intentional waste of food. As
white parents around the world (Nota
Bene: “world” here refers to the West) love
to proselytize: “There are children starving
in countries like Africa” (White Liberal
Parent). Consumerism is a problem, folx;
only you have the power to stop it—
individually!
  Kevin throws flour back, radically
throwing this whiteness back at her, a
valiant attempt to show the damage of
colonialism. But this is brought to an
abrupt halt when Count Antionio Rossi,
Chief of Staff (and a good reply to the tweet
“what feels like the police but isn’t”), enters
the scene. The Count and Margaret leave
for a cup of tea, a beverage befitting the
elite, leaving the commoners to their hot
chocolate. Tea is a paradigm of British
culture, right down to the fact that it is a
resource stolen from another country.
Here, Rohl manipulates the colour palette,
pushing forward a discourse which
discloses the subtle politics of the film. It’s
befitting that the Chief is sporting a blue
tie, which symbolises the “Blue Lives
Matter” movement, as the director
highlights all the lives of these law-abiding
(and enforcing) citizens that are being
ruined because they “accidentally” killed
someone on the job. The Count simps over
Margaret: pulling a chair back for her to sit
in, showering her with praises and kissing
her hand. Dressed in red, Margaret is an... 

CRDB

Think deeper about the media you
consume, as you may have missed this film
saying ACAB (All Counts Are Bastards).

Follow us on Instagram:
@farthestleftmoviereviews

Sources:
Rohl, Mike, director. The Princess Switched:
Switched Again. Netflix , 2020,
www.netflix.com/watch/Stuart Hall, 

The Hard Road to Renewal: Thatcherism and
the Crisis of the Left (London: Verso, 1988
Murakawa, 

The First Civil Right: How Liberals Built Prison
America (Oxford University Press, 2014)

*I was careful to stipulate that only the
reddest answers would be featured in this
editorial.

My blood Whose now?
The blood of angry men. Thought you
could slip a Les Mis reference right past
me? Nice try.
The blood of my enemies *peace sign
emoji* *duck lips emoji*
Pomegranate juice. I put this here
because pomegranate juice isn’t real, it’s
just a euphemism that good vampires use
when they’re trying to purchase ethically
sourced human blood on the black
market.
The blood vessels in my eyes after I
pull an all-nighter. Girl, go to bed.

(Because apparently ArtScis love blood and
this may be cause for concern but I’m just
gonna roll with it.) 

I received an influx of responses which I was quickly able to split into five categories: Cute/Quirky Red, Hungry Red, 
Bloody Red, Fashion Red, and Overly Philosophical Red. I think this might be the next big thing. I’m not kidding you. Picture it: a
rebooted Spice Girls, except they’re called the Red Girls, and they wear head-to-toe red. It’s genius.

My McMaster Sweater <3 Okay, but is it
red... or maroon?
Shirt that I thrifted for a dollar!! (It is
quite red.) Thanks for the reassurance.
My red sweater. Sounds legit.
My red phone. Statement phone. *dabs*

That’s a slay.

Adeola Egbeyemi & Rachel Mery,
Level III

future evil. This is indicative of postwar
crime policy. It was liberals, in trying to
help minimize the bias of the criminal
justice system through reform, that
legitimized and agradiziced the scale of
brutality of policing (Murakawa 2014).
       So, how is this presentation of margin-
ally PC values resolved? In by far the film’s
most honest revelation: it isn’t. The film
concludes with Queen Margaret of
Montenaro’s coronation, as her dearest
friends—and not the elected rulers of the
nation—sit in the front rows. Hiding all
that’s been discussed in the hot chocolate
scene alone is a feat for The Princess Switch:
Switched Again, but despite its mere 97-
minute runtime, it also concludes with
themes of nepotism. This is something
we’d never subscribe to, which is why our
words are printed on these democratic
pages here.

ostensible stand-in for the Republican
government. And since they wield fiscal
power over the police force, it is telling that
it’s the Count’s pleasure to service her. It’s
really a modern-day romance that warms
the heart.
    The final aspect of this scene that
cements our analysis is Stacey’s
interrupting presence. As the Count and
the Princess share this tender moment of
tyrannical solidarity, Stacey enters and
drops a box of ornaments. The camera
immediately gives a sweeping view of her
clothing: blue jeans and a clear blue blazer.
As stated, it is obvious that Rohl uses colour
to draw political maps, so we see Stacey as
the Democrat, potentially stopping police
pandering to the Republican party. But
Stacey only flubs about, helping Margaet
avoid the Count’s intense advances in the
present, but doing nothing to stop his 

My smoothie bowls Girl what’s in your
smoothie bowl?
The artificial cherry heart-shaped
lollipops ppl gave out for valentine’s
day in like grade two Okay I know
exactly what you’re referencing and these
are the best.
Tomato soup With grilled cheese.
Tomatoes 
Hot salsa. Mild salsa is literally just
chunky tomato sauce—prove me wrong.
Cinnamon gum. Who hurt you?
Red wine. Technically, red wine is purple.
But I’m still here for it.

Cuz we hungry!

The theme of this issue of The Melange appears to be
“red.” I was never explicitly told so, but it felt safe to
assume considering the redness of the December
blender that was sent my way by our loyal layout
editor, Caroline Bredin. I was curious as to what our
readers had to say on this matter, so, I opened the floor
with this brain teaser of a question:

The red of the nose and cheeks on a
winter’s day.
Red brick houses! 
The album Red by Taylor Swift
Clifford the Big Red Dog

Shoutout to these pure kiddos.

The colour red as a wholly subjective
experience that we all pretend to
share. We get it, you study Liberal Arts.
The colour red as an intersubjective
phenomenon. Alexa, what is
Constructionism?

"What is your favourite red thing?”*

Ariella Ruby,
Level III



Words by Navya Sheth, Level I
Art by Anna Waschuk, Level II

A: Their home country
First noted amongst Japanese tourists in the 1980s, “Paris syndrome” is
the name for a severe form of culture shock experienced by travellers
to Paris who find that the city does not live up to the romantic ideal
they had been imagining.  Every year,
about 50 people are hospitalized
for hallucinations, anxiety, and
feelings of persecution.

A: A foley artist
Many sounds, like the rustling of clothes or a
gun being cocked, are not recorded during
the original filming so that the dialogue can
be recorded clearly.  Instead, they are later
created in a studio by foley artists and added
into the movie in post-production.  For
instance, the sounds of opening and closing
doors in Star War  was created by sliding
paper in and out of an envelope. 

A: The chief of MI6
Captain Sir Mansfield Smith-Cumming, the first chief of MI6 (the
British Secret Service), started the tradition due to his quirk of
signing letters with a green C.  Every subsequent chief, regardless of 

their actual name, has been known as “C” and signs documents the
same way.  The chief is the only member of the British Secret

Intelligence Service whose identity is made public!

A: Yes
Although the 
portrait in its current
state famously does
not have eyebrows, it
was discovered in 2007
by Pascal Cotte, a
Parisian engineer who
did a digital scan of the
painting, that the
Mona Lisa was
originally painted with
both eyebrows and
eyelashes (also missing
in the current form). 
 Cotte suggested that
they might have been
lost in restoration
efforts.

A: Mostly, not “ribbit!”
Every species of frog has a different call. 
 Only one species of frog in the world, the
Baja California tree frog, makes a “ribbit”
noise.  The reason we all think frogs go
“ribbit” is because this particular tree frog
happens to live in the Southern California
area.  When Hollywood started making
movies with sound, its vocalisations were
recorded and have been used as a stock
sound in movies ever since.

A: 1904
At the St. Louis Olympics, there were 
only two places on the route where 
athletes could obtain fresh water.
One of the competitors was chased
off the course by wild dogs; another
was hospitalized for esophageal
hemorrhaging caused by dust
inhalation; a third stopped at an
apple orchard where he 
accidentally ate rotten apples
and, suffering from stomach
cramps, took a nap.  The man 
who crossed the finish line first 
was disqualified for having ridden in a car for 11 miles.
The actual winner, Thomas Hicks (an American), had been
drugged with strychnine and began hallucinating in the
last mile. He was eventually carried over the
finish line by his trainers.

Blundstones -- these come in a lovely
array of colours from black, brown, dark
brown, light brown, smoky brown, grey,
and burgundy
Brightly coloured unique jacket (yellow
and red are quite popular) or the most
basic black coat, there is no in between

Words by Isabel Diavolitis, Level III

Hand-knitted scarf, made from painstakingly spun
threads of yarn
Your trademarked artsci socks
Slightly cropped (mom) jeans even though it might not
be seasonally appropriate
Cardigans galore
Turtlenecks galore
At least one Patagonia sweater, preferably unique so
there are no fashion faux pas moments
Paisley coffee in a travel mug (or perhaps the new
contender,,, MIKEL)
A quarantine haircut that you did yourself
spontaneously at 3 AM (did you shave your head? Dye
your hair? Get bangs? All of the above?)
Funky earrings for your various piercings
Everything you’re wearing had better be from value
village or your local thrift store btw
Plus your ever-present mask! May your powerful and
consistent skincare routine continue to defend your
face from the perils of mascne..!!

Art by Bohmee Kim, Level I



You’ve had your eye on something for a
while, and in classic Scorpio fashion,
you’re going to get what you want.
Whether it’s your Zoom crush’s number
or the potential thesis supervisor you’ve
been chasing since first year, you’re
making your dreams come true! Just try
not to let the clout get to your head. I
mean, I can practically hear you bragging
from the weird leather couch I’m
currently perched upon (doesn’t every
student house have one of those weird
leather couches?).

Hi. Hello. Greetings! I’m Gill, and I’m an astrology expert. Okay, maybe I’m not an expert.
But I do know that believing in astrology is way more fun than not believing in astrology.
And isn’t that what horoscopes are all about? Having fun? No? Okay. Welp … enjoy!

Try not to let your trademark
stubbornness become your inner
saboteur this exam season. We all know
you’re upset about your grade on that
paper, but hey, everyone’s gotta take L’s
sometimes. Is going to that prof’s office
hours to argue about your mark for the
fifth time REALLY productive? Think
about it. Stay away from Facebook
Messenger and raisins. Buy yourself a
pair of funky shoes.

You really miss putting on your cutest
outfit and strutting down BSB Field from
econ to physics, or being in the center of a
dance circle at Motown. That’s okay! You
can always cut yourself some bangs to
stir the pot over Zoom. And if you already
have bangs, just shave your head. Stay
clear from breweries, beaches, and film
school dropouts. Also, being a shitty
texter is not a quirky personality trait- it’s
annoying. Just something to consider
when drafting your New Year’s
resolutions...

You’ve been thriving lately, which is
strange given the flaming garbage island
that is human existence right now. Try
not to question it, but also maybe avoid
rubbing it in everyone else’s faces. We’re
all doing our best, okay? Your pity isn’t
appreciated here. Instead, show your
empathy through some acts of service
(can you wipe down the kitchen table? It’s
gross).

There’s going to be some drama in your
house this month, and your non-
confrontational attitude will not be an
asset. I know it’s hard for you, you silly
crab, but try your hardest to
communicate your needs without crying.
To quote my wise friend Jess, “You go
girl! You’ve got this!” (I trust Jess’ advice
blindly and you should too).

Whether it’s your Goodfoods
subscription or that lukewarm first date
you went on, this is the month of second
chances for you. Though your
perfectionism usually serves you well,
this month it’s time to make some Big
Moves, and you can’t do that without a
little risk-taking. While you’re at it, can
you take a look at my SPT paper?

Your love life is going to take a huge turn
this month, Libra. While you’ve made a
big fuss about being happy where you
are, we all know you’re bored. But don’t
worry. Shit’s about to get real messy, so
buckle up! Your indecisiveness won’t
serve you well in this new situation, so
rely on your friends’ advice to make those
tough calls. But try your very best not to
embellish this time, ‘mkay?

Happy Sag Season! You’d normally spend
your birthday on Hess with your huge
circle of friends, but in case you haven’t
heard, there’s a global pandemic going
on (but of course you knew that! You’re a
Sagittarius!). Don’t worry, you can have a
massive Zoom call with all of your pals or
get tipsy on champagne with your
quarantine buddies. You’ll also get some
sort of validation from that upper-level
inquiry prof you’re obsessed with, so take
that as a birthday W.

This month is going to be a grind, Aries.
Instead of screaming at your crammed
exam schedule in a fit of rage, channel
some of that *passionate* energy into
some productive projects, like finally
learning to play the drums. The new
Megan Thee Stallion album WILL speak
to you spiritually, and that’s a promise.

Gillian Maltz, Level III

You’ve had a rough semester, but
everything’s coming up roses, babe!
Though you value your alone time in your
sad basement bedroom, a group project
will bring you a lot of joy this month (and
before you ask, yes, it is the BIO 1M03 PBL
project about microbeads!). You refuse to
settle when it comes to finding the
perfect gift to give, so you’ll really feel the
love from your friends and family this
holiday season. Yay consumerism!

Refusing to check your grades doesn’t
make them go away. You do often find
your own emotions overwhelming, but
you’d be surprised at how calmly you’ll
react to that terrible mark on your POK
reflection (yes, I do know that you got a
terrible mark. I’m an all-knowing entity,
haven’t you heard?). It’s a great time to
face your problems head-on, no matter
how shudder-inducing they may seem.
And if you have a moment, pull your
head out of the clouds to give your
friends a FaceTime call. They miss you!

OMG, Capricorn- and I’ll only say this
once- take a damn break! You’re going to
get scurvy if you don’t take a walk around
the block or something. Exam season is
when your workaholic tendencies really
come in clutch, but that does not mean
you have to forgo basic #selfcare. Hey,
maybe take a second off to watch The
Queen’s Gambit. My mom said it’s really
good.

new year new
you (and pay

rent!)
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for the
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Day
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Trembling with tenderness
Lips that would kiss

Form prayers to broken stone

The Hollow Men - T.S. Elliot

Model: Anna Waschuk
Makeup, Direction, Photography: Maya Eriksen

Do not stand and stare

With your tunneled eyes

And your restless heart.

You loved your love for me.

So when I fell,

Falling into the sleep and the flowers

Planted to catch my body

Long before you fell in love,

You could not fall silent.

I grew quiet once again under your words:

Melodies with the power to crack rocks,

To flood the underworld with red

Poppy blooms.

You woke me, poet-

You woke me up.

Your words, once breaking walls and shredding earth,

Now break against my resolute shore.

Your voice, once flexible and deep as a river bend,

Now cracking with grief.

I roused, reluctantly- no one sleeps like the dead.

You looked at me, and you saw everything

You had left behind.

You did not see the nothing

That kept us apart.

You held a torch in one hand

And a bucket of water in the other.

Poet, you brought Rabi’a to shame.

I was flowers blooming, a warm breeze, the feeling

Of being loved.

But I was never me.

So when you turned to go,

The king knew

That you were taking nothing but your own hope

With you.

And when you turned to look,

The dead woman knew

That you were only singing her to sleep.

You turned, poet, and for the first time,

You fell silent.

“It’s you.” The words made no sound.

Yes.

It is me.

This poem is inspired by Margaret Atwood’s trio of poems by the same name. They tell the
Greek tragedy of Orpheus singing his way down to the underworld to retrieve his wife
Eurydice, and how he must walk without turning to look behind at her in order to return to the
living. Atwood’s poems give voice to Eurydice, and I’ve attempted to do the same.

Words by Charlotte Johnson, Level II

Art by Helena Whittaker, Level UofT



How do you feel
about the
holiday season?

Do you have
strong opinions
on most things?

What is your
preferred movie
genre?

Do you prefer
musicals or
plays?

What is your
favourite winter
activity?

Are you an
introvert or an
extrovert

Do you 
like 
snow?

What is your
favourite non
winter season?

Do you prefer
giving or
recieving gifts?

Do you keep up
with fashion
trends?

 Chocolate or
vanilla ice
cream?

Do you prefer
older or newer
music?

Finals season might be long, but at least we get to enjoy three
stress-free weeks after, right? Well, if you consider the
overwhelming pressure to purchase the perfect holiday gifts for
the people in your life to be “stress-free,” then yes! It’s worth
noting that this particular kind of pressure would be much less
stress-inducing, were it not for the fact that we tend to leave this
daunting task until the very last minute. The solution: do your
holiday shopping earlier.

I’m kidding. Who has that kind of time? Who has those planning
skills? If you find yourself in a last-minute holiday gift situation,
there are some classic options that you can always rely on. In this
quiz, you’ll find out which last-minute holiday present represents
your personality. Feel free to make the most of your result if any
high pressure gift situations arise this year! (Alternatively, and
now I'm serious, you could just do your holiday shopping earlier).
Amarah Hasham-Steele, Level I

Roya Motazedian, Level II

Maya Eriksen,
 Level II



This article is just me geeking out about bookstores because other
than forests and mountains and beaches (I live in Vancouver, sorry
for flexing), they’re the places I love the most. In particular, I love
independent bookstores: the used bookstores, themed
bookstores, the ones that can’t be found anywhere else in the
world. This is also a call to action for all of you to support your local
indie bookstores (when restrictions allow it) so that they survive
the pandemic and the perils of online shopping! 

Sorry we cannot travel to France, and that you can’t visit me and
the following Vancouver bookstores. But to be more cheesy than
usual for a sentence, here’s to all the worlds you can visit through
some of my best friends, books. Without further ado, I present me
being exorbitantly but genuinely in love with bookstores.

Lucky’s should be in a category by itself. This gem of a small
bookstore has a whole room dedicated to independent author
and artist zines! In case you don’t yet know, zines are basically
blogs in paper format. They are self-published booklets and
pamphlets on everything—I’ve seen poetry, collages, recipes,
political opinions, letters to exes and much more. At Lucky’s, half
of the profits from zines go right to their creators, so you know
you’re supporting the artists. And of course, the comics! I’ll take
this chance to list my favourites: Peanuts, Bone, For Better or For
Worse by Ontarian Lynn Johnston , the Amelia Rules! series,
anything by Tillie Walden or Gene Luen Yang… and are you really
a Scholastic kid if you’ve never read Reina Telgemeier’s Smile or
Kazu Kibuishi’s Amulet series? You can find all of these and more
at Lucky’s (when you come visit me after the pandemic)!

My local independent bookstore! I can’t remember a time when I
didn’t shop here. Book Warehouse represents why we need
independent stores: each store is owned and operated by book
lovers, who give and make shelves of amazing recommendations.
And always such great deals. They have a great loyalty card system
where you buy 9 books and get $5 off the 10th, so you know I’ve
bought many, many books here.

Although this store mostly sells children’s books, they also sell YA
and adult literature, and I truly think that kid’s books are for
everyone. Picture books are as much about the art as they are
about the stories, and I find certain early chapter books are all the
more impressive because of their shorter lengths. And of course,
there are the classics I’ll reread into my elderly years. Kidsbooks
has shelves of Top 10 books by age group, and since this has
become a book AND store recommendation article, here are some
of my Top 10 children’s picture and chapter books: Oliver Jeffers’
The Boy series and A Child of Books; Mo Willems’ Knuffle Bunny and
Pigeon series; the Mysterious Benedict Society, Penderwicks,
Clementine, Year of the Dog, and Judy Moody series; and of course,
Percy Jackson.

My local used bookstore! After BC’s first lockdown, this was the
first store I visited after my haircut. I bought a Virginia Woolf
collection (no moth, but Orlando is an icon even if I can’t finish the
book) and The Book Thief (I know I’ll cry), and another time, I found
Ron Chernow’s biography, Alexander Hamilton, the one that
inspired Lin’s musical! Anyway, as you can tell, this is a quality
used bookstore, and the owner is so kind—he knows where to find
anything you ask him about.

This isn’t your typical university campus store. You walk in, and
the ceiling is around the height of a school gym’s, with natural
light streaming through the windows (a bonus on Vancouver’s
many overcast days). UBC’s bookstore is a blend between a
mainstream and independent bookstore, so you’ll get all the
selection of an Indigo with the unique recommendations and
deals of your neighbourhood bookstore. Because it’s part of the
university, books promoted here have an emphasis on voice and 

perspective (particularly Indigenous,
immigrant and Canadian) rather
than popularity or accessibility.

And what a collection of what you came for. Inside, outside, and in
the vegetarian café next door, you’ll find such a diverse array of
used, collector, and quality books.

I cannot wait to explore all of Hamilton’s, and many of Toronto’s
indie bookstores with some of you. Until that time comes, catch
me searching for them on Google Maps in my free time!

This is the store of my DREAMS. Not only is it right across la Seine
and the freaking Notre-Dame, but it is a place where Djuna
Barnes, Ernest Hemingway, and other literary icons gathered to
be their cool, intelligent selves. And the interior is everything! I
could possibly want! in a store! Beautiful wooden shelves, rich
coloured walls with the owner’s mottos, a wishing well that used
to work (which has had the signs: “Give what you can, take what
you need” and “Feed the starving writers”), AN ADORABLE CAT
WHO WANDERS AROUND AND TAKES NAPS, three typewriters
(named for a Greek god with wings on his feet, the Parisian press
that first published Nabokov’s Lolita, and the editor of The
Maycomb Tribune from Harper Lee’s To Kill A Mockingbird, potted
plants, and did I mention a piano?! That anyone can play as long as
they can actually play (it’s too sacred of a place for readers for
someone to play “Chopsticks” in)! My favourite idiosyncrasy is the
walls of written notes about anything and everything: 

Maia Poon, Level I
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of time learning about Greek philosophy
and literature. “We spent a lot of time
looking up Greek words for knowledge.
And a lot of them were ugly,” bashfully, she
added, “Well not ugly, I guess I shouldn’t be
saying that.” The word “Aletheia” was
different, it was pretty. She mentioned
that, “If we didn’t name the journal that, I
would have named my kid that.”
Unfortunately, it is no longer in the running
for a baby name (for Rhea at least).
   The conversation then went off on
another memorable tangent. Rhea told me
excitedly about a “crazy thing that
happened.” Shortly after Aletheia was
announced, an Onion article was
published, riffing on the concept of an
undergraduate journal. The hypothetical
journal in question, was also titled Aletheia.
It was quite a strange coincidence!
      Undergraduate journals are relatively
uncommon, especially at Mac. I wondered
why Rhea decided to personally bring an
academic undergraduate journal to
ArtScis: “Well, it started with the fact that
ArtScis write a lot. There’s this other journal
at Waterloo and a lot of ArtScis send their
work there. And we just thought it would
be good to have a journal that’s only ArtSci.
It’s not for anyone outside of the program.
It’s basically for people in the program. It’s
very nice to have examples of work from
other years. It helps you decide what upper
year electives you want to take, and it's nice
to have examples of strong work to help
with your own writing. If I had that for my
courses, it would have made my life
easier...Also, ArtScis just have really
interesting research interests. And, to have
a platform to showcase that in accessible
space, rather than reaching out to
unrelated journals. This is supposed to be a
lot more available. It is definitely not
something we hope will be widely read.” In 

I was quite intrigued by the concept of
Aletheia. An ArtSci student journal? What a
lovely idea. I wanted to know more: more
about the journal, and more about the
people behind it. In many ways, Rhea
Murti, co-editor in chief and founder of
Aletheia, was a natural pick for this piece. I
had never had the pleasure of talking to
Rhea before. Going into it, I wondered if an
hour long phone call would be enough to
get a sense of who she was.
     I called her on a Saturday, at noon. I was
met by a pleasant sounding voice, relaxed
and mellow. She put me right at ease. I
decided to ask her my usual “getting to
know an ArtSci” question: “Why did you
apply?” Rhea’s answer was a rare one.
Though she was sure she wanted to pursue
a career in law, she had a deep interest in
mathematics and the natural sciences. “I
didn’t like the idea of just totally dropping
some of the courses I actually enjoyed
studying,” she told me. Interestingly, I
myself had had the same experience. I
wanted to go into the Humanities, but I
simply couldn’t pull myself away from the
sciences.
     After struggling to pronounce Aletheia
correctly (Al-ee-thee-a), I wondered why
her team had chosen to name the journal,
Aletheia, in the first place. “Aletheia” refers
to the idea of ‘truth’, ‘disclosure’ and
‘uncovering’. Rhea told me she felt like it
was a good fit for the journal: “Because in
ArtSci, we’re very much about supporting
our ideas with facts, and investigating
issues very thoroughly, and you know?
Finding truth.” In addition, the editorial
team “Wanted something kind of catchy,
like Abstract or The Agora.” They decided to
go for a Greek theme, as ArtScis spend a lot 

CRDB

many ways, Aletheia is intended to be an
academic space that is uniquely ArtSci: A
angle of fascinating papers, tied together
with a love of learning. “Also, one main
thing is it's for interested students,” Since
ArtSci is known by word of mouth… “It’s
really hard to show what ArtSci is to people
who don’t know. If this can be something
that’s shared through high schools and
people get to see it, then I feel like it will
attract a wider audience to the program.”
(Sidenote: in her spare time, Rhea often
encourages interested students to apply to
ArtSci. In fact, after our interview she had a
meeting with a prospective student. She
also firmly believes that ArtSci is superior
to McMaster’s most well-known program,
that shall not be named.)
        I asked Rhea how Aletheia came to be in
the first place. It was a case of great minds
thinking alike: “It was really fun. Anand is
my co-editor (also my boyfriend), it was
kind of fun to think about it, brainstorm it,
kind of have all the details. And the way it
worked was that we had this idea that we
thought through and proposed to Dr.
Wilson and then at the same time, these
two second years, Zahra and Oishee also
had a similar idea that they proposed. So
she [Dr. Wilson] kinda brought us together
and was like, ‘Go do this.’ So that’s how our
editorial board came together.” They
developed the theme for the journal
together, and Oishee designed their logo.
After establishing the basics, they hired
their staff team: “We had a lot of interest
from a lot of different years. That was really
cool...I think we got a very good group.” She
described their editing process, as a process
of refinement. Their editors dive deep into
the papers, helping students better
articulate their arguments and relate their
papers to the theme of the journal.
   Our conversation later turned more 

 But now, against the backdrop of a pandemic, the irresponsible
and selfish part of my brain would murmur: you know, if you’re
gonna get COVID from going on this date anyway, you might as well
give ‘em a damn kiss. By that point in the date, the responsible part
of my brain usually doesn’t feel like arguing, so it just bitch slaps
the selfish part and grabs the wheel as the potential kiss
approaches. After a rather abrupt lane change to get back on the
highway, rationality is back in control: no kissing for Anitra. But if I
were in this situation now, there would inevitably be those few
moments right before the rational part marched to the rescue
when I’d wonder whether the selfish side would actually win this
time. I suppose that would be an appropriate feeling right now.
We’re all scared, and our lives are a series of calculated risks. I’d
wager I’m not the only one wondering whether I’ll miscalculate or
forget and screw things up for all of us.

Being a somewhat sheltered nineteen year old, I can’t claim to
have a whole lot of life experience so far, but one slice of advice I
can give is this: if you were bad at online dating before the
pandemic, and you’re thinking of getting back into dating apps
now, maybe use this time to learn something new instead. As for
me, I guess I could always try Tinder again...
Anrita Bowman, Level II

Of course, that’s all rather exacerbated now, given the pandemic.
Before the pandemic, at least I was going on dates. Now it’s just
promises over Messenger that we both know we’re never going to
keep.

Even if I did go on a socially-distanced date with masks, there
would always be this fear that I’d still get COVID, and then I’d
think I’ve got to make this date really count if I’m getting COVID
for it. So, I’d try to make sure the conversation stayed interesting
and the food and drinks kept coming. But as the night wore on, I’d
start fretting that my date would lean in for a kiss. Now, normally
this is an awkward enough dilemma: for many people, the
question ‘should I kiss my date?’ is complicated by various factors.
"Oh crap, I ordered the onion burger with extra onions! What if leaning
in for a kiss makes my date think I’m “that kind of girl?” What if there’s
nothing wrong with being “that kind of girl?” and so on. 

Medha Bhushan, Level II

Sitting on my purple carpet, snacking on pieces of the cheapest
real cheese I could find at Fortinos, I think about the scale of my
incompetence. I wonder how it’s possible for me to be so bad at
something. When we’re kids, our parents tell us that we can be
anything we want, but that’s not true. I would know, because if I
spent a lifetime improving my online dating skills, I’d still be
dreadful at it. You see, some days, the optimistic part of my brain
tricks me into thinking that if I just gave dating apps a little more
time and effort, I could have potential. Most days, though, my
realist side is firmly in control. It can ward off excessive amounts
of optimism with a sufficiently devastating “oh honey” whenever
my optimism suggests thinking positively.

for academics, clubs, self care, recruiting
potential ArtScis, and me. Despite how
effortless it all seemed, she told me, “I have
pushed myself to be balanced. And that is
something that is hard to do. And generally
we struggle with that our whole lives
andthat’s been something I’ve really found
in university. I think ArtSci is all about
balance...It’s about finding a wholesome,
holistic experience. I think I’m happy about
finding balance. At times it all feels
overwhelming, but I have been pretty
stable (Stable sounds like a concerning
thing to say). But I’ve been happy.”
         By the end of the interview, I was struck
by a sense of sadness: I may never get to
meet Rhea in person. Perhaps our paths
will cross again, and if they do, I can’t wait
to hear about all the interesting things
she’s been up to.

personal. Out of curiosity, I asked Rhea
about her first year in ArtSci. “Looking back,
how did I live like that? You know? I would
just stay up late and you know do things
more last minute… I feel like I’m 10 years
older than when I was in first year.” Despite
her rocky routine, Rhea expressed great
satisfaction with her first year experience.
“I loved it. In high school I was really
missing having people like me or people
interested in the same things as me. I really
found that in first year which was really
lucky.” Later, she elaborated on her high
school experience: “Like we’d have the land
acknowledgement play and a group of
students started a petition to get it banned
because they said it was like a ‘waste of
their learning time.’ Ridiculous things like
that.”
     I came to learn that Rhea has a deep
interest in Indigenous rights issues. In
many ways, her interest in the topic was Zara Khan, Level II

shaped by her mother, who has been
working in the field for the last 10 years. For
Rhea, Indigenous rights issues were talked
about openly at the dinner table, and it
frustrates her that they are “generally
issues that are not really paid attention to.
So that has helped me know that it's the
field I want to be in.” Specifically, Rhea
hopes to go into law to help bring about
systemic changes to address these issues. “I
like reading and the legal process,” she told
me. When she was younger she really
wanted to be a criminal lawyer: “I think
that there are ways that you can make a
difference in a very meaningful way by
helping change the law.” In fact, her senior
thesis is about the over-incarceration of
Indigenous offenders in Canada. 
   Throughout the short hour I spent
conversing with Rhea, I found myself
growing to admire her. I was struck by how
put together she seemed. She made time 



My dearest procrastination,

Over the years, my love for you has taken the shape of a
begrudging fondness. I was warned about you, how you were one
of those players that turned all the good girls bad, but true to the
cliche, I couldn’t resist. My temptation got the best of me, and I
loved watching the calendar flip by your side, only feeling slightly
on edge as we watched endless cat videos and my deadlines
inched closer. You gave me such a rush when you held me,
pushing me beyond my physical and mental limits to hit the
“submit” button with seconds to spare, the thrill of the adrenaline
leaving me barely able to catch my breath. I knew I shouldn’t want
it, told myself I would leave you every time I got grades back on
Avenue. Each time, I told myself I would never cry over you again, I
would make to-do lists and fill out my calendar in the hopes of
starting just a little earlier this time around, but you had me spun
so tightly around your fingers. I was your puppet; you’d come back

 with that cheeky smile and the promise of more enjoyable ways
to spend my time than work and I’d fall for you all over again. We
developed a destructive but comfortable pattern this way. I want
to tell myself I’m going to leave you for good someday, but let’s be
real, I’m too infatuated. To be honest though, it’s not you, it’s the
capitalist economy and its impact on western education systems
which has resulted in the frameworks of deadlines and associating
self-worth with productivity, and therefore led to increased
student stress. If nothing else, I suppose I’ll tell myself I stay with
you because it’s my way of rebelling against societal expectations
of constant productivity.

Regretfully yours,

Sneha

Sneha Wadwani, Level III

I wrote this sonnet during a writing activity in the poetry week of
ARTSSCI 4CD3: Research & Creative Writing.

Across the app-sphere and the planet,

Between swipes from left to right

I found the softness of your smile

And you quickly turned on my light

The curve of your body fits into mine

Filtered through 10-seconds snaps

Our moans crisscross the satellites

Two souls colliding on apps.

So when we shutdown

Close the border, shutter the bars

Our dates don’t need to stop

My beloved is not that far

Although I wish for the softness of your skin,

This virtual love will carry me through time we’re in.

Daniella Mikanovsky Level IV

Daniella Mikanovsky,  Level IV

Amanda Dam, 
Level I

You get here as the candle and I are
the only living things in the house.
I’ve been mesmerized by its flame
all night, but when you walk
through the door, my attention
shifts permanently, superseded by
your greater life force. Breathing
starts to feel like a gift when I’m
around you, because I want it more
than ever but it’s way more
difficult. I take your hands and
smile, held up by the peaceful force
of my love for you. I smile and let a
little laughter escape as I bring my
face close to yours. My body presses
against yours with as much force as
it can muster with no resistance
behind me. My hand on your neck
guides your head to rest on my
shoulder as mine rests on yours.

Now we’re in the centre of the
living room, and it’s ours together.
This place is for our lives. The right
music is playing. It makes our nine
o’clock evening feel like an eleven
o’clock one, and feels like that until
it’s true, and when it once again
isn’t. I can’t really dance, but I can
the way I want to with you. I just
want to be close to you and move
against you and love you with my
movement, and I can do that. I
want to rest my forehead against
yours during the chorus and spin
each other during the bridge. I
touch you slowly, because though I
want to do so quickly, only a
lingering touch can properly confer
my love for you.

My nose is cold, and when I tell you
this, you just put the whole thing in
your mouth. Your eyes are happy in
a way that once did not come easily
to you. They are alive and they
seem to accuse me of being the
ridiculous one, even as my nose is
still wet from your breath. I finally
can’t help but kiss you, and as I’m
doing it I know I was right to wait as
long as possible to kiss, because
now I don’t want to stop, and I
never will, and when I finally do it’ll
be so that I can tell you how much I
love this.

Elle Klassen, Level III

Amanda Dam, 
Level I



E: So, speaking of being a TA [laughs], what was that experience
like for you? [...] Did you enjoy it?

I had the privilege of chatting with Arts & Science Alumnus Paige
Mawson (class of 2019), my POK T.A. from two years ago. On our Zoom
call wearing her ArtSci pullover, Paige told me about her current
Master’s program, her time teaching first years, and her experience
facing the daunting process that is choosing a pathway post-ArtSci.

E: That’s awesome. I really like that you said “empathy” is a really
big part of our program, I think that’s absolutely true. That’s
something I’ve been thinking about a lot recently as well, like
being able to think critically is great, but being able to take it that
step further and be empathetic to others and how huge that is.

P: Yeah, so my new program is Museum Studies at U of T, so I want
to hopefully be a part of education and interpretive planning in a
museum setting; so, hopefully being able to design exhibits, to
make them really accessible to diverse audiences. And in that way,
I think ArtSci has prepared me really well. In terms of the diversity
in the way that I can think, if that makes sense? In terms of, I can
be, what I would call a really empathetic thinker-- I can attune
myself to different ways of thinking and different points of view,
and different arguments [...] Which is really helpful in a museum
setting in particular, because a lot of the museological theory is
moving towards more of a diversity of opinions approach, a multi-
vocal, polyvocal approach, as opposed to a very strictly didactic
approach to the museum [...]

E: So first, I just wanted you to speak about what you’ve been up
to with your new [Master’s] program [...] Has ArtSci played a role
in getting you there? If so, how did that play out?

P: Yeah! And sometimes I find, it can even be a bit to my
detriment, because I find myself being very convinced by a lot of
arguments, if that makes sense, because, [I think], “I can see
where you’re coming from,” and I can think through it in the way
that you’ve thought it through, and I can see how you’ve arrived at

P: I try! [laughs]

E: So when you were a POK TA, I was in your tutorial-- such a
lovely experience, like one of my favourite classes ever.

E: In our discussions, you were in fourth year at the time, you
were always very open about how it’s difficult to pinpoint what
you see yourself doing [after ArtSci], even in fourth year [...] So, at
what point did you find yourself comfortable making a decision
about what to do post-ArtSci, and what advice would you have for
any ArtScis who are facing those similar anxieties and
uncertainties?

P: Well, first of all, that anxiety and uncertainty doesn’t go away
just because you’ve chosen something, and that’s ok. It’s not ideal,
but even within my [Master’s] program, we still have
conversations about, you know, those feelings of imposter
syndrome, or the anxieties about this career path and the choices
that we’ve made. [...] Speaking from my personal experience,
when I knew that this was a good decision for me was literally
when I had to sit down and write the application. Because, you
know, it can take a really long time to craft these very careful
letters, and gather these references, and all of it that goes into the
grad school applications [...] But I didn’t feel like I had to search for
a reason. It just came to me. So, honestly, it wasn’t until that
moment that I knew it was the right decision. I was doubting it, all
the way up until then. My advice is to, you know, take everything
as it comes [...] It will happen. So, just take heart, essentially, is my
advice.

where you’re able to assess where they’re coming from, and even
if you can see it from their point of view, still making that
judgement call for yourself. Like, it’s a bit of a delicate dance, you
know? [...]

that conclusion. So that’s how
that criticality is very important, 

E: [...] a lot of the time, the things that we find are stressful, or in
the moment are really anxiety inducing, I don’t know if you find
this as well, but I look back on them and they’re kind of funny, like
the situations we put ourselves in [...] So I was just wondering if
you had a story from your undergrad, or a little anecdote, that you
look back on and , you know, you chuckle a little bit. This is putting
you on the spot… [laughs]
P: Goodness! Oh, now I have to think back like five years… I feel
like there are a lot [laughs]! In first year Inquiry, our first semester
was taught by a professor from the philosophy department. She
handed us our first assignment back, and sat us all down, and she
spent the entire lecture telling us about stress, and about how we
were the most stressed out group of human beings that she had
ever seen in her entire life! [...] She was like “I have never gotten so
many emails in my life, about a single [assignment]”. It wasn’t
even worth that much of our grade! [...] So just the transition  from
first year when we were all so stressed out, and the teacher
literally felt the need to lecture us for a full hour about how the
way we were managing stress was not okay, to fourth year, where
it was like “Well, I’m going to get them done. I don’t know how I’m
going to do it, but they’re all going to get turned in. It’ll be fine.”
Right, so just kind of that sheer difference of the way that we dealt
with it is a little funny. Makes me laugh. And you know, being a TA
for first years and watching you guys have all these questions and
going through the same process was kind of funny. Being on the
other side of it all of a sudden.
E: For sure. I can’t tell you how many hours I spent on the Media
Detox, and for what?

P: [laughs] I did the same thing, everybody does! I know, for a two
page assignment, right?

E: It’s funny how we grow out of that, in a sense. That stress will
always be there, but it definitely is funny to look back on that and
see how we took things so seriously. But it paid off, anyways.

P: Yeah! I just think ArtSci tends to attract a lot of similar
personalities, in terms of, that desire to really do well, and desire
to excel [...] But you know, when you get 60 of that personality in a
room, you start hyping each other up. Like, I really, for ArtSci
exams in particular, I would not come until like a minute before. I
could not be standing outside that exam hall with all the other
ArtScis who were talking about their plans, or what they studied
[...] I can’t! So, in that sense, I think the close-knit nature of the
ArtSci community can sometimes be a detriment, in some ways.
You know, in the way that we get each other going [laughs].

P: I feel like- speaking about imposter syndrome- who am I to
speak about wisdom? [laughs] So, that feeling never goes away. I
mean, it does go by really fast. Just enjoy it. I know COVID is a
bummer, but in whatever ways you can get together as a
community, try and do it. And, you know, ArtSci is really unique, in
terms of, it has a built in support system. You can always go talk to
your friends who are in similar courses and are going through
similar experiences, or even your professors. I mean, they’re super
chill, honestly! Take the opportunity to talk to your professors.
They really enjoy it, they genuinely want to hear from you. So
definitely a good opportunity to do that and build those
relationships, because it is super important down the line, and can
really make a difference in your whole experience. That would be
my parting advice, I think. Try to make that effort, because it really
pays off.

E: Well that’s all I have, do you have any last words? Last
wisdoms?

P: I loved it! It was great. I loved getting to know the first years [...]
For Sophia, Sara, and I, it was a bit of a different experience,
because we had never taken the course before. It was a completely
new course from the POK we took. Not a single reading was the
same, the only assignment that was the same was the Media
Detox. So we were sitting in that class on Thursday, taking notes
for a lecture content that we had never heard before, and then we
were expected to turn it around, and present it to you again on
Friday, having only just heard it for the first time the day before [...]
But, in that sense I got a lot out of it, because I was doing so much
work. And the tutorials themselves, my biggest fear was asking a
question, and there being dead silence. I hate the silence in a
classroom, which is why online learning is also killing me! So I
tended to over-prepare, and make sure I had so many questions.
But it generally didn’t happen a lot! You guys always had great
things to say, and you were really respectful of one another [...] So
yeah, it was a great experience, overall, it would've been nice to
have taken the course before and revisit an old course, but it was
an awesome experience. It was like I was getting paid to take a cool
new course!

This is an edited version of a longer interview. You can access the
full transcripted interview at: 

https://docs.google.com/document/d/1jzYrlHtdbJYHsQOjlWs1Hy
VtPw2xqactZbLsjxmc-yU/edit 

Words by Emily Louro, Level III

Art by Abby Willms, Level III



After three pulls, two tugs, and a yank, all it took to unwrench the doors of LR Wilson Hall was a half-hearted push. I spared a glance
over my shoulder to ascertain whether there had been any witnesses to my incompetence—there had not. So, I dashed right through
those doors, with a spring in my step. I did not yet know—on that cloudless, blue day—that the spring had a constant, k. Not that I ever
knew how to use the spring constant. Not to imply—to the archives of this ‘zine—that I didn’t. I was wearing heeled boots with
ornamental laces and functional zippers. I did not yet realize that these boots were an obnoxious metaphor. I was eighteen. There
were wings on my back. I had not yet been taught to avoid the passive voice.

Some days—eight-hundred—after the morning aforedescribed, I went outside
for a cigarette break. It was a figurative cigarette break, à la Watery 
Augustus, since I don’t smoke, but I like stepping outside to breathe in 
the sharp, poky air that sticks pins in my nostrils and spikes in my lungs. 
I like it when the cloud cover has been sliced by animal claws and the
sky peeks through in moody tatters. I like concurrency: when the
air tumbles throat-down in sharp puffs and the sky’s been sliced
through by a beast. I like it best when I feel at one with the shade
of the sky and the shape of the clouds and the speed of the wind.
Did you know that they’ve invented a new form of literary criticism
all about those feelings? It’s called ecocriticism. I could go gaga
for it, even though I’ve barely skimmed the text-book chapter and
sometimes I don’t know how to read.

Anyways, I was outside, standing on the curb. It was chilly out.
It would be dark in about thirty minutes, even though I had
only been awake for six hours. My wings were feeling droopy.
There was still a tag attached to them, the awful kind of
cloth tag that itches and prods at your back for years and decades
until eventually you snap and cut it off with the kitchen scissors
even though that means you lose the washing instructions
forever. I had never bothered to cut the tag
off these wings. Just then, the itch pulsed.
Off with these wings. They were heavy
and dirty. The white had yellowed like
a tooth dipped in coffee. Drip coffee. In
the Winter and the Fall, when the light
went away and even the brown dirt lost
its colour, the wings dragged on the sidewalk,
amassing gravel and salt specks that dotted their
surface. My shoulders were sore. Away with these wings.

I flounced down the sidewalk in my white platform boots, shoulders back,
hair untucked, growing taller. I was greeted by a moldy Chesterfield—had
reached the dumping ground. Yanked the wings off my back with an
undisciplined force and launched them into the muddy reeds. Popped
my arms back into their sockets. Shuffled home in my sneakers,
platforms melted by the rain. Hoped I’d feel lighter soon. Meant to
google “phantom weight” once inside. Instead I scrolled through
my feed and fell asleep. Woke up and I was back at LR Wilson Hall,
but that’s a cheap trick. So instead, I fell back asleep and then woke
up again and travelled through a meta-portal that was shaped like a
door. Opened the door and I was back at LR Wilson Hall. Did away
with the fragments. I reclaimed the sentence subject. My wings were
gone, though I felt the ghost of an itch. The heels of my mock-lace
zip-ups were eroded. I took a step, but I couldn’t feel the spring,
only friction. Friction is a force that opposes motion. I made to pull
the doors open, but they did not budge an inch.

Ariella Ruby, Level III

Medha Bhushan, 
Level II

Write letters to the gift-receiver over time and bind them t
Make a comfort kit! This can include:

Favourite treats (personally I would love chocolate and/or
homemade snacks/desserts like trail mix, granola, cookies
etc. but that’s just me… )
Small items to complement their hobbies like craft
supplies, baking ingredients (noticing a theme? oops) or
golf balls (haha I don’t actually have any friends who like to
golf but if you do that’s so cool).
A playlist of songs that make you think of them (this could
be an amazing gift in itself!) 

Share your favourite book!
If it doesn’t feel too much like ArtSci homework, get out a
pencil and a highlighter and annotate a copy of your
favourite book.
Highlight the phrases that are most interesting to you and
write your own interpretations of the text in the margins
You can even design a bookmark to go with it, if you’re
feeling creative!

Create a bucket list of experiences!
Let your gift be the promise of future fun activities to bring
you two closer together.
Brainstorm movies to see together, the best hiking and
biking trails, restaurants you’ve always wanted to try… The
joy that comes from this gift will last well past the holiday
season.
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Maia, these are great. I finally feel like I can stop ordering from
Amazon without running out of gift ideas. And these are so much
more personal too -- I was just going to buy some scented candles
for my friends this Christmas. Somehow, I feel like they would
enjoy the gifts on this list a lot more.

Yeah Amarah, I’ve got to be honest, that free 6 months of Amazon
Prime for students really got me… I just couldn’t say no to slightly
cheaper PoK books. Because PoK taught us that punishment can
bring us to justice, I downloaded the Reface App which resulted in
some horrendous creations:

Hey Amarah, have you ever realized that Jeff Bezos looks like
Megamind?

I honestly think that both of their brains are too large for them not
to be evil. In case you didn’t already know how harmful Amazon is:
Amazon is regularly accused of unfair work conditions in its
warehouses, and does not have a Corporate Social Responsibility
Report (hi first years, see Global Challenges Nov. 9, 11:
'Development' & Justice). Its first ever Sustainability Report was
released in the year of 2019… with absolutely no excuse for
disregarding the importance of publicizing climate change action
prior to that.

Maia, those images are an @poptartsci meme right there! That
definitely makes me hesitant to order from Amazon. Of course,
online shopping in general is also significantly powered by fossil
fuels, and it leads to excessive packaging waste. Although Etsy
claims to be carbon neutral by offsetting 100% of its carbon
emissions from deliveries through investment in various clean
energy and conservation projects and Amazon has pledged 100%
renewable energy by 2025, perhaps we should strive further and
choose not to release any amount of carbon emissions through
our holiday shopping!

That’s right! What can we, as undergrad quarantined teens, do to
✨ change this societal structure✨ of online consumerism? When
it comes to shopping, I think it really does come down to our
individual actions.

It’s definitely easier to act like our choices about the environment
don’t matter, leaving us free to enjoy drinks from plastic cups,
trendy fast fashion items, and free shipping from our favourite
online shops. But we all took global challenges in first year… We
know how important individuals can be in improving the world.

So we’ve come up with a few homemade gifts you can create and
customize to make for a sustainable holiday! And every future
birthday! Here are some sweet and spicy creative, genuine, and
global-challenges-conscious gifts to give to everyone you care
about:

Write letters to the gift-receiver over time and bind them
together like a book! 

This can be once a week or month or whenever you feel like
it; it’s nice to see your letters change overtime (or not) and
see what you think of telling them in writing.
Tell them about your days, little things that make you think
of them, new facts you learn, places you go…
Add a cute cover! Can be as simple as a photo of you and
them, use stickers/rubber stamps, colour a colouring page,
or if you’re artistically inclined, go all out!
You can bind the paper with some thread and a needle, look
for coloured staples at your local Staples, or use a
holepuncher and tie some bows!

1.

a.

b.
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Best of luck with your sweet and spicy creative gift-making! Go
forth and plagiarize our ideas (it’s only Santa watching, not a
librarian) to challenge yourself and others to take down the
societal consumerist standard this season! <3

But anyway, my 6 months expires in December, and I’m
committed to an eco-friendly holiday!

Amarah Hasham-Steele & Maia Poon, 
Level I



Though not the most intricate or
~gourmet~ Thai food I’ve ever had, this
restaurant is a great bang for your buck.
The entrees are huge and roughly $12 each.
I like the “House Special Pad Thai” and the
“Curry Pad Thai” (just choose “vegetable
and tofu” from the dropdown menu)! I
recommend ordering extra peanut sauce
and mixing it in.😊

Cheap, filling, and customizable! They
don’t open until 11:30am, so you're forced
to sleep off your hangover as you wait to
order. My go-to vegetarian pick, the simple
“Bean Burrito,” is the cheapest burrito
option at $7.68 for a small or $9.16 for a
large. Don’t forget to choose “burrito
sauce” as one of your toppings… it’s
mysterious and very tasty. I recommend
paying an extra $1.16 for their guacamole,
too.

(**not to be confused with Queens Pizza &
Wings**): West Hamilton kids know that
this is the classic Aberdeen-neighbourhood
pizza spot! They’ve got a pretty decent list
of toppings, and plenty of deals (e.g. “two
large pizzas with two toppings” for $21,
which is great considering a single large
pizza costs $17!). I like putting feta cheese,
sun dried tomatoes, and/or roasted red
peppers on mine. They’re quick with
delivery directly through their website too,
so cut out the middleman if you feel like it
and visit queenspizzahamilton.com.

This one is a staple of the James North
restaurant strip! It’s very ~fancy looking~
on the inside but you can make it more
casual by ordering takeout! They have
great deals and recommendations built
into their “Combination" meals (some
meals are specifically “for one,” others, “for
two”); Combination C (“for one”) is
completely vegetarian. If you’re picking out
individual dishes, I recommend the
mushroom bhaji (cooked with onions and
green pepper too), the saag paneer
(spinach and cheese!), and the samosas
(stuffed with potatoes and peas). Don’t
forget to order rice and naan bread on the
side! 

I am currently employed here, but trust
that I am unbiased when I say that
ordering a box of fudge is never a bad idea
(1 lb of assorted fudge costs $19... but 1 lb is
substantial). If you call the store before you
place the order on the app, you can ask
which flavours of fudge they currently have
and then specify the two you want in your
order’s “Special Instructions” box. (Insider
tip: if they have “white chocolate caramel
praline pecan” fudge in stock, you should
try it.)

Their delivery fee is steep, but they serve
the best fruity (i.e. non-milky) bubble tea I
have ever had. Try the “Real Lemon Honey”
black or green tea with lychee jelly as your
topping. You can adjust the “sweet level”
too! Last year when I was out with the flu I
ordered the “Real Lemon Honey” bubble
tea two nights in a row. (Disclaimer: I have
only ever tried this while in a feverish haze,
so take my recommendation with a grain
of salt).
Note: all stores except Chocolat on James
are accessible through Skip The Dishes too!

Morghen Jael, Level III

Tuesdays are student discounts days at Food Basics, and so, on
Tuesdays, Food Basics is invariably overrun with students. On the
Tuesday in question, Adda and I were at the checkout counter
with our groceries. We had all our fruits, vegetables, and milk --
what we considered a very satisfying and colourful spread (Adda
subscribes to the “eat the rainbow” philosophy). Just as we were
about to pay, two guys pulled up behind us. And placed on the
counter (with great gusto, mind you) a package of oreos, a family-
pack of cheese string, a box of twinkies, and a carton of chocolate
milk.

Then the first guy (hereafter referred to as Good Hair Guy) turned
to the other guy (hereafter referred to as Mac Swag Guy) and told
him, with some degree of panic, that he had a girl coming over.
Mac Swag Guy’s eyes widened in understanding. Then both guys
turned and took a moment to contemplate the food in front of
them.

Mac Swag Guy nodded as though he was going to take charge of
the situation. “Tomato sauce”, he said. “I saw some tomato sauce
for sale, you can get that”. Good Hair Guy nodded enthusiastically.
He then took off, and returned a couple moments later, holding a
bottle of tomato sauce above his head in triumph. “Got it.”

Now, by the time Adda and I left the store we were gasping with
suppressed laughter. We were feeling pretty pleased with
ourselves, satisfied in our superior food-shopping skills. These
guys, we laughed, are just not on our level…

Well, as the old adage goes. Pride comes before a fall. The
following week we learned our lesson.

Good Hair Guy. They were wiser than us. Had we only bought
Twinkies, chocolate milk, and tomato sauce, we would not have
been in this situation. We could have saved ourselves so. much.
suffering.

And so, as we painfully made our way home, screaming at each
other like the peppy ladies in workout classes (Looking good
Ladiessss!! We are not here to do this -- we are here to crush this!!)
to keep ourselves going, I reflected on my hubris. On the wisdom
of second-year frat boys. And on what it truly means to practice
knowledge.

Perhaps I will submit this as my reflection next week.
Sanjana Shah, Level I

Adda Epstein-Shapiro, 
Level I

It was a brisk Tuesday afternoon. We had just packed all of our
vegetables into our Grandma Cart and were walking home.
Suddenly, as we stepped off the sidewalk into the street to cross,
one of the wheels fell off. We spent a couple moments appealing
to the gods of engineering to please allow us to put that wheel back
on, but as it turns out, they do not care about Artscis. And so, we
came to the conclusion that we only had one choice. We would
have to carry the cart home.

I don’t know if you’re aware, but in case you’re not: you know
what’s fucking heavy? 200 pounds of vegetables, that’s what. And
as we trudged back, hands freezing, arms cramping, spirits
flagging, you know what I kept thinking of? Mac Swag Guy and 



(Level III), Editor: “Daft Punk is Playing at
My House” by LCD Soundsystem

(Level III), Editor: “Sleeping Lessons” by The
Shins

(Level III), Editor: “Pink Pony Club” by
Chappell Roan, or “Elephant Skeleton” by
Maris. There is no in between.

(Level I), Journalist: “Almost there” from
The Princess and the Frog

(Level I), Artist: “Pretender” by AJR
(Level III), Editor: “ew” by joji

(Level III), Editor: “Changes” by David
Bowie

(Level III), Editor: “Autumn Town Leaves” by
Iron & Wine

(Level III), Editor: “Pink Pony Club” by
Chappell Roan, or “Elephant Skeleton” by
Maris. There is no in between.

(Level III), Art/Layout Editor: “When the
Morning Comes” by Hall & Oates

(Level II), Journalist: “Take a Chance on Me”
by ABBA

(Level I), Journalist: “Perfect Places” &
“Homemade Dynamite” by Lorde, because
of these lyrics: “I hate the headlines and the
weather,” “Flying with nowhere to be,” and
“chrome.”

(Level III), Journalist: “Psycho Killer” by
Talking Heads

(Level I), Journalist: “Stay Young” by Maisie
Peters

(Level II), Journalist: “Social Cues” by Cage
the Elephant (because I have forgotten how to
interact like a regular human being)

(Level III), Artist: “At Home” by Jon Bryant

(Level II), Artist: "Every Colour" by Luca
Fogale

(Level I), Artist: “comethru” by Jeremy
Zucker

(Level II), Artist: "avf" by Stromae

(Level II), Artist: "Cheer up London" by
Slaves

Want your work to be included in our magazine next
time? As noted in our “An Artsci’s Calendar,” the
deadline for general submissions from the Arts &
Science student body for our January issue will be
Wednesday December 23 at 11:59PM. You will be
notified about whether your submission meets our
content guidelines (see the Melange Manifesto) and
whether it has been accepted for publication in the
January Issue within a few days of the December
23rd deadline. Please keep in mind that we are
looking for short written pieces: a maximum page
count of two pages and a maximum word count of 1000
words. Please email your submissions to
themelangebyartsci@gmail.com, and attach them to
the email with editing access enabled for any and all
editors with the Google Doc link. Note that The
Melange’s email account is a non-McMaster domain
account, so you may need to take an extra step in
your sharing settings to grant us access to your
submission.

Finally, please note that if you submit your work to
The Melange, you will be expected to engage in a
collaborative editorial process with a member of our
editorial team to refine your piece for publication;
plan to set aside some time for this in the weeks
following December 23.

If you have an idea for a possible submission but
want to run it by an editor before getting to work on
it, feel free to contact anyone on the editorial team
directly, or simply send an email to
themelangebyartsci@gmail.com. We cannot wait to
see our inbox fill up with your creations!




