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Submissions should be sent exclusively to
themelangebyartsci@outlook.com. Please attach your
submission to the email as a Word Document (ideally
uploaded to OneDrive), 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 or provide suggestions
for accompanying illustrations for our team to take on! 
An editor 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 will not accept incomplete submissions,
and we will not allow you to make substantial changes
to your piece separately from the editing process after
you submit it. 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 and a half
following the contribution deadline, since our
turnaround time for edits will be quick! 

Our vision is for The Melange to be an enjoyable and
thought-provoking 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 allow ArtSci students 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 do not accept or publish
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 are included in the editorial process.
Finally, as “Melange” implies, we accept pieces in a variety
of formats and with a variety of tones; both serious and
light-hearted pieces are welcome. We do not accept
pieces of formal academic writing, though creative writing
done for class may be accepted. 

Vision Statement

Think about The Melange as aiming to be community-
building: when designing your submission, ask yourself:
“Is this contribution supportive of my ArtSci
community?” (though your contribution doesn’t have to
be explicitly 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 or
1000 words as an absolute maximum. We 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,
riddles or crossword puzzles, and any other categories of
submissions you come up with! We can’t wait to enjoy
your work :) 

Some guidelines for creating your content

Submission and editorial process

It’s been a long time since I felt out of place.  But this year, I
find myself experiencing a serious case of new-kid
syndrome. 
Being online as a first year wasn’t easy, and now — in one fell
swoop — I feel like the new kid in the program (everyone
else has so many friends), the new kid on campus (still don’t
have a bus pass because I don’t know where anything is in
the Campus Store and I’m too scared to ask), and the new kid
on the editorial team (a lone second year in a team of fourth
years). There are intimidatingly cool people all around me,
and I’m still not sure where I fit in. 
In a way, the Melange is going through the same thing.  This
publication is the new kid in ArtSci — one that was, like me,
introduced to the program during the pandemic and is now
finding its footing on firmer ground.  We might not have
everything figured out, but we’re getting there. 
I hope that readers suffering from the same anxieties might
have their worries assuaged by knowing that they’re not
alone. Reassuringly, I'm slowly figuring it out: I’m making
friends, I know which buildings my classes are in, and I
mostly remember to send the emails I’m supposed to send.
The Melange, too, is steadily becoming a known presence in
the community. 
In the meantime, I’m going to cushion my adjustment-
period worries with the wonderful content in this issue.  If
any of you are feeling new-kid jitters, old-kid jitters, or any
jitters in general, you might want to do the same.  They say
you shouldn’t run away from your problems, but if you’re
going to do it anyways, I’d say the Melange is the best place
to go.
With hope and hugs,
Navya & the Melange Editorial Team
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Fl
ip 

 

the
Car? 

It’s not easy to forget the barbaric picture of
seven raging men standing on a flipped car. The 
 students standing on the vehicle look
triumphant, as if they have achieved a victory of
sorts and have conquered it all. Baffled by the
snapshot, I was determined to discern the
science behind why 20-something-year-old men
would roll over a car and  feel accomplished as a
result. 

The "deindividuation theory", proposed by Philip
Zimbardo,  provided me with a possible
explanation that  could decipher the event to
some degree. Essentially, the theory states that
contravention of societal norms can be
generated from a sense of anonymity that
individuals get from being associated with a
group. After joining the group, whatever action
an individual decides upon is not merely their
action anymore since the entire group is
partaking in the activity, therefore absolving
them of individual responsibility. In other words,
the students might not have fully grasped the
consequences of destroying private property
because they were  accompanied by other
individuals who were encouraging it. Hence, in
their view, the responsibility of the crime is
spread between everyone and is not just
imposed on them.  

So does this explain the anti-normative actions
we witnessed from students on October 2nd, or
does their disinhibited behaviour have a simpler
explanation? Perhaps the influence of alcohol,
raging hormones and a weak attempt to impress
the opposite sex? 

Another less scientific hypothesis I hold is in regards to the
normalization of violence in men. With a quick skim through
the photos, I realized young men were primarily responsible
for most of the destruction. For centuries, patriarchy has So Why Did They  
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Kimia Tahaei
Level II
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normalized violence for men and has deemed it expected and accepted. The
perpetuation of the representation of men as intrinsically violent contributes to a
culture where men feel entitled enough to engage with violent behavior that
harms others. Although just a theory, I believe that it is highly likely that these
young men committed such violent actions because they [consciously or
subconsciously] assumed there will be no consequences because of how
normalized violence is for them, and the privilege the they have been afforded by
systems of patriarchy. 

It does not matter whether this was a pitiful strive for female attention, male
approval, or a mindless act done under the influence. What we need to
acknowledge is how it stems from a source of blatant entitlement. In short, we
cannot irrefutably state the reason why the young men flipped a car. However, it is
clear  that for whatever underlying reason, they felt comfortable enough to turn
over a vehicle and felt as if they could get away with such a crime. Until these
young men lose this audacious sense of privilege, we can expect many more of
these incidents on and off-campus. 

Rana Guler,
Level II

and nearly wailed in despair. The old man
beside her smiled in commiseration.  
 
11:55. 
 Bedraggled, lipstick and mascara
desperately wiped off—this was no place
for a clown, no sir!—left high heel having
magically vanished, Bella pushed through
the turning doors of the music school and
clopped to the registration desk. The girl at
the desk was around twenty-ish, probably a
volunteering student from the school. She
was making no attempt to hide her
desultory demeanor—shoes kicked off,
feet resting on the table, and arms behind
her head while leaning back in the chair.  
 “Ahem,” harrumphed Bella. 
 “Yeah?” exclaimed the surly volunteer. 
 “I have an examination today. The name’s
Bella Roe.” 
 “What instrument?” 
 “Violin.” The volunteer tentatively
removed her feet from the desk and began
tip-tapping at the computer keyboard.  
 “Alright, room 130B. Do you know where
that is?” the volunteer drawled. 
 “Yes. Yes, I do—I’m actually from this
school.” 
 “Uh-huh.” The volunteer stood up and
looked around Bella. She started to
chuckle. 
 “What’s so funny?” snapped Bella. 
 “Sorry, it’s nothing.” 
 Bewildered for the second time today,
Bella stomped up the stairs and into the
corridor leading to room 130B. She sat on
the chair abutting the doorway, waiting for
the examiner to open the door. 

 12:00. 
 “Bella Roe?” inquired the bespectacled
examiner. 
 “Yes, that’s me,” asserted Bella. 
 “Alright, please come in. You may set your
violin on the table next to my desk.” 
 “Got it,” it was at this moment Bella knew
—she messed up. WHERE IS MY VIOLIN?!
Bella frantically scanned up and down the
halls while looking inside her pockets—
even though her violin probably couldn’t fit
in her pockets. “Uhmmm… you see, I
appear to have forgotten my violin…” So
that’s what the girl was laughing about, THAT
LITTLE TWAT. The owlish examiner
chuckled and then turned somber
immediately upon noticing that Bella was
not joking. 
 “You do realize you need a violin to do a
violin exam, right?” asked the examiner as
if she was finished with life. 
 “Yes … that has occurred to me,” muttered
Bella. 

 11:20. 
 HONK, HONK. Bella was frantically
negotiating the cluttered streets of New
York. She could see her train station just a
few hundred meters away. But the cars in
front were moving slowly now—as if on
cue, it would seem all the drivers perfectly
knew when slowing down would most
infuriate Bella. The station is literally right
there. THESE SLOW-MOVING ELDERLY
TORTOISE DRIVERS, hissed Bella as she
ineffectually tried to calm herself. As soon
as she saw the traffic jam part in a section,
she violently turned into it and trundled
toward the parking lot behind the station.
Hair flying from her chignon, lipstick
slightly smeared now, left high heel pretty
much fallen off, Bella sprinted down the
steps to the train station. She nearly
tripped as her heel gratefully detached
itself from her left foot at the last step.
While muttering curses, Bella snatched up
the jettisoned heel and wobbled to the
closing subway doors with smelly heel in
hand.  

 11:45. 
 An old man stared curiously at her from
the seat across. His bleary black eyes were
ringed by crow’s feet. He looks like a wizened
blob of flesh, thought Bella, still rather
snippy from her traffic debacle. Other than
him, the entire train was conveniently
empty at this time. “Now arriving at 92nd
Street,” intoned the announcer overhead.
Much to Bella’s relief, the old man staring
from across reached for his walking stick
and hoisted himself up, preparing to leave.
Thank goodness, thought Bella. When the
train screeched to a stop, the old man
prepared to leave by the door adjacent to
the aisle. However, just as the door opened
and Bella sighed a breath of relief (she
clearly wanted some time alone), the man
pivoted around and claimed the seat right
next to her. DEAR GOD. Bella was sure her
despair was practically seeping from her
leaking mascara. The old man gently
placed a hand on her leg, causing her to
flinch. 
 “I know what it’s like deary… trust me.”
muttered the man gruffly. Bella’s eyebrows
bunched together and lips pursed as her
face contorted to extraordinary
proportions. 
 “Excuse me?” muttered Bella in her
attempt at cordiality.  
 “Losing someone you love… I can only
imagine.” SAY WHAT NOW? Bella wasn’t
sure if her face was betraying it, but she
was so bewildered that she momentarily
forgot that she was nearly late for what
most possibly was the important violin
exam of her life. She glanced at her watch
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Quick! 

Leo Wang, 
Level I

A Flash Fiction
 10:59. 
 Grab the violin. Grab your keys. Groom
yourself. Go! To catch the train nearest to
the examination center, Bella would have
to first plow through the incessant throng
of vehicles on the main avenue. And oh!
The biggest violin exam of her life was at
noon! Hair flying, lipstick haphazardly
applied, left high heel slightly detaching
from the shoe, Bella rushed into her car. On
an ordinary day she would have broken
down in tears if she saw herself in the
mirror—she looked like quite a convincing
clown. But not today. Today, she was a
clown on a mission. Walking haphazardly
around the litter-strewn ground, she
hoisted herself into her car. She turned the
key in the ignition, just hearing the
foreboding whirl of a failing engine.
GODDAMN GOTTA CHANGE THIS GARBAGE
CAR, thought Bella, as calmly as she could.
After an especially vehement turn of the
key, the engine, at last, spurred to life.  

Quick! 

Jayda Hewitt,
Level I 



13

Yellowhead
highway

One afternoon, the boy grabs chocolate
from a gas-station shelf and dislodges a
forgotten hundred dollar bill. Folding both
items into his pocket, he slips back into the
car, all the while keeping an eye on his
lover’s eyes, mouth, and nose, ready to
watch them bloom once he presents his
gifts.

 
That night, they stay in the finest motel
(their) money can buy. The teenager at the
front desk tells them about the checkout
policy, the water heater’s finicky switch,
and the ghost that haunts Room 154. The
girl wants every last detail. The boy wants
the keys to the room. And so, the two end
up in the same bed where, one night years
ago, an adulterous husband’s murderous
wife left his sorry second sweetheart in a
pool of blood.

Thinking they’re alone, the lovers burrow
into one another and speak into each
other’s ears about he good things that will 

 

Hina Rani, 
Level IV

Two lovers sped in a Chevy Malibu, young
and invincible, past car crashes,
workplaces, destination signs, and other
things that did not concern them. During
the days, they’d drive directly into the sun,
his translucent ears shining beating-heart
red and her tan so dark you’d think she’d
donned a disguise. Nights they’d spend
entangled in the backseat, head in
collarbone and hair in mouth. The two so
sweetly-stuck together that she’d look up
and ask,

 
“Would you still love me if I were covered in
pink fur and had horns coming out of my
temples?”

 
And her lover would say, “Yes, we’d never
have to fight over sharing a blanket again.”

 
“What if I had an extra arm and no eyelids?”

“Then I’d know you’d never stop looking at
me.”

 

one day happen to them. And perhaps it is
because love makes us blind to all things
horrible that they do not notice the
melancholy presence swirling in their
room. Perhaps it is because love leaves us
defenseless that the girl is left vulnerable
when something woeful and scorned
enters her and takes over her body like
spilled ink over paper.

 
The next morning, the boy wakes up next
to a girl who looks like the one he loves. He
rubs last night’s dreams from his eyes as
she sinks into his chest and for a second
time, tries to steal a love that isn't hers.
From between his arms, an unfamiliar
voice asks,

 
“Do you still love me?”

 

Grainne Mangan, 
Level I

Troubles

This has led to some unintentionally
shocking messages that are either
transcriptions of her yelling at the phone
or random statements like “Greetings fair
lady!” and “I am drunk.” 
     She has also established a very
courteous relationship with Siri (their
conversations always end with a sincere
“thank you very much, Siri”). I tend to be
less helpful with concerns about the TV
(aka the “magic box”), which I have just as
much trouble using as they do, unless the
problem is that the Blu-Ray machine is
“turning all the people blue”—this was my
grandmother’s complaint after using it to
watch Avatar. (I will admit I have
contemplated going along with it and
getting her the Smurfs movie to watch on
it next.)
     I’m sure these anecdotes make them
seem less tech savvy than they would like
to appear; they always nod and smile as I
leave to make sure I know that they know
exactly what they’re doing. The
subsequent panicked calls say otherwise,
but to be fair, my visits wouldn’t be quite
as fun if they figured it all out on their
own.

Alexandra Jennings, 
Level  II

      Our tech assistance sessions never occur
without a few questions about her and my
grandfather’s iPhones. Ever since a minor
incident where she accidentally locked
herself into a building and my grandfather
didn’t notice because he was busy eating a
sandwich, it has been established that they
must be reachable to one another at all
times, and therefore each need a
functioning cell phone. (This has been
going exactly to plan, since my grandfather
keeps his phone off permanently out of fear
that it might start to ring.)
     She has impressively, however, gotten
the hang of texting— although since she
has trouble typing into the phone (the
constant reminders that she can’t use her
nails don’t seem to stick), she uses dictation
to send texts. 
    

 I’ve never considered myself a
technological genius—I’ve had enough
trouble transferring my documents from
Google to Outlook during the data
migration to know that my abilities with
computers are limited, at best. And yet,
whenever I decide to go home for the
weekend, I know I’ll be summoned by my
grandparents to fulfill some tasks related
to their electronics. This is always a bit of
an ego boost; I’ve rarely felt more
competent than when helping them with
their “Gurgle” searches, and usually their
questions are simple enough for me to
handle.
 Since COVID has moved my
grandmother’s monthly book club
meetings to Zoom, my visits usually
involve setting up practice meetings just
to make sure nothing has changed since
the last time she used it, and constantly
reminding her of all the functions on her
email so there is no risk of a repeat of the
mishap where her friends started insulting
each other, accidentally using “reply all”. 
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Technology

Audrey Wu, 
Level III



    QuARMS (Queen’s Accelerated Route to Medical School) is a
one-of-a-kind program which accepts 10 students graduating
high school from across Canada and allows them to apply to the
Queen’s Medical School after only two years of undergraduate
study—without taking the MCAT. QuARMS students take classes
from various programs, get hands-on learning experience from
physicians, and partake in volunteer opportunities within the
community before applying to the medical school. As a white
settler in Canada, I am aware that programs like these have
historically favoured individuals of my privileged positionality –
including WASPs – with white applicants as the ‘default’
students. It’s this historical default that makes the recent shift
within the program’s admission process such a fundamental
one.
   

No Qualms
for quarms

      In 2020, QuARMS restricted their application criteria to
include only Black-identified and Indigenous students. The Dean
of the Queen’s Health Faculty, Dr. Jane Philpot, stated: “Queen’s
recognizes that Indigenous peoples and Black Canadians have
been historically underrepresented in the medical profession,
and that standard medical admissions practices have imposed
barriers to these groups. With this new approach to the QuARMS
pathway, we are hoping to reach individuals who may not have
considered Queen’s or the medical profession otherwise” (1). 
    Making such a prestigious program exclusive to these
historically marginalized groups takes equity a step further than
many institutions, including McMaster. In 2020, the newly
formed Black BHSc Association noted that less that 2% of the
McMaster Bachelor of Health Sciences (BHSc) program’s
population was Black. In an effort to mitigate bias in accepting
students, the Equitable Admissions for Black Applicants (EABA)
stream was formed. Through this stream, students applying to
the BHSc program out of high school can self-identify as Black
and have their application reviewed by a panel of Black faculty,
alumni and students (2). For several years, the Faculty of Health
Sciences has also offered the Facilitated Indigenous Admissions
Program (FIAP), which includes a comparable process for
Indigenous students applying to any Health Science program (3).
Neither of these options have a quota for admissions: the EABA
“does not create an advantage for Black applicants; rather, it is
intended to mitigate some of the disadvantages that Black
applicants may face with respect to systemic factors and the
potential for conscious and unconscious bias” (4).
     So, what now? Both of these initiatives have received positive
feedback from students and faculty, and are significant moves
towards equitable admissions for Black and Indigenous students.
The QuARMS program is an obvious example to follow in terms
of admissions equity. But how equitable are the programs
themselves? At McMaster, HTHSCI 3AH3 (Indigenous Health)
and 3RH3 (Racism and Health) are offered by the BHSc program
and are open to all faculties—however, they’re not mandatory.
Most other programs at McMaster don’t have a process like
EABA, and many of the courses that are based on Indigenous
knowledges or worldviews end up being taught by white male
professors (including a course I’m currently taking). This results in
programs that may be diverse in student population but are still
informed by a colonial structure and lack any actual diversity in
sources of knowledge or learning styles.
     These initiatives by Queen’s and McMaster are a good start.
They’re a really good start. But equity in learning means more
than equity in admissions; it means hiring full-time Black and
Indigenous faculty, compensating them fairly, and recognizing
credentials for teaching outside of a doctorate. If the goal is to
encourage historically underrepresented groups to consider
careers in medicine, these initiatives will help. But the question
remains: how can we do better?

1

Charlotte Johnston,  Level III
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SOURCES 
1. https://meds.queensu.ca/academics/quarms 
2. https://bhsc.mcmaster.ca/equitable-admissions-for-
black-applicants-2/ 
3. https://ishs.mcmaster.ca/admissions/self-identification
4. https://bhsc.mcmaster.ca/equitable-admissions-for-
black-applicants-bhsc-hons-program/

on’t know what I’d do without it. 
     I realize not everyone would be so mind-
blown at the way Jacqueline West and Bob
Morgan, Dune’s costume designers, made
clothes mimicking bugs appear regal, but
everyone has something that makes them
tick, something that makes them feel like
they’ve drunk 5 cups of coffee. This is one
thing I’ve found true about kids in ArtSci:
we may be indecisive, but one way or
another, we are passionate.
     One thing I’ve come face to face with in
first year is that university is hard, no ifs,
ands, or buts about it. This might seem like
a strikingly obvious statement, but before
getting started there was a tiny voice in the
back of my mind saying “come on, it can’t
be that different!”. But it’s different for so
many reasons. Aside from classes, I’ve
never had to navigate so many social
interactions, never had to make sure I’m
eating right every single day. It can get so
overwhelming that it can feel like a
betrayal to do anything that doesn’t fall
into the precise definition of what is
productive. This mindset is pretty common,
especially when you’re just starting out and
getting adjusted to the balancing act you
have to pull to get your work done and still
have friends. But I want to say that doing
that thing, that thing that makes you want
to touch the sky, is definitely a good use of
your time. Even if you can only carve out an
hour in your week, do it, because life has to
be more than what you have to do.
   Also, if it seems like it might be your
thing, watch Dune, I just kind of liked it.
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All the reasons why
doing what You Love

Riley Wilson, 
Level I

    On the ride home from the movie
theatre, after watching Denis Villeneuve’s
Dune, you might have thought I had just
drank 5 cups of coffee. I was shaking, my
eyes were bright, and my lips were bent
into a strange yet exhilarated smile I
couldn’t suppress. A childlike wonder
bubbled within me, so strong that even
days after, when I described the movie to
friends, they laughed and said they’d never
seen me that excited before. It wasn’t just
the awe-inspiring visuals, or the innovative
costumes, or even the magnificent sound
score that had me in such a state, although
they definitely helped. It was what it all
represented. Up until that point in 2021, I
had seen two movies in the theatre, and to
my dismay, I had left feeling like I’d wasted
my time and 25 dollars on a bag of popcorn. 
To me, watching Dune sitting in those
squishy black seats, leaning forward and
shaking my head in disbelief at every

scene, signalled the triumphant return of
the pre-COVID kind of moviegoing that
makes us wonder, geek-out, and forget
about everything. 
     There’s just something about movies
that breathes a light sense of elation into
me. I dread the moment the lights turn on
and there’s nothing left to do but leave.
Unless of course, you want to do what my
dad always makes us do, which is watch the
credits in their entirety. I sound a bit like a
Cineplex ad here. I’ll be the first to admit
that I would be an impassioned addition to
their marketing team, but everything I say
comes from the heart. Life at university is
fast-paced and overwhelming – you go
from being a big fish in a small pond to
being an average fish in a huge one – but
movies have the power to make us feel
powerful. Cinema, and those behind it,
open up worlds that we’ll never visit and
stories that we could never imagine, and I d
    

is worth it



Everything You're
Dying to Know
About ArtSci
Hauses
Hauses: every great YA fantasy has them, whether their categories
include Gryffindor, House Targaryen, or the Poseidon Cabin.
ArtSci Hauses are the newest way for ArtScis to get involved in the
community, but what are they all about? I spoke with Quinn
MacPherson, SASSEx VP Functions, to shed some light on my
questions.  
 
First, I wanted to find out about their purpose. Why did Quinn
create the ArtSci Hauses? Well, aside from generating a bit of
healthy competition, Hauses give us another way, besides Sib
Fams, to get to know ArtScis in other years. With Sib Fams, a form
we all fill out is the basis of who we get matched with. Don’t get
me wrong, I love filling out a form with “creepily accurate
meowing” when it asks me for the best way to fill an awkward
silence, but it’s pretty hard to tell who will match well with whom
on paper. Hauses give us additional people to connect with – kind
of like an extended Fam.  

Second, I wondered how 
Quinn divided ArtScis into

 the four groups. Apparent-
ly, it was quite a complex

 process!  In order to enco-
urage new connections between ArtScis, Quinn

 started by separating the members of fourth-year
 ArtSci friend groups into different Hauses. Then,
 she assigned the lower years to Hauses based on
 their Sib Fams. Although Quinn tried to keep Sib

 Fams together as much as possible when creating
 the Hauses, this proved difficult with some of the more 

                          tangled lineages. 
 

Next, I was curious about the timing of Hauses. What
 makes them meaningful in this particular year? Quinn

explained that SASS “needed a way to split people up that wasn’t
just based on year,” since COVID-19 restrictions make gathering in
community-wide groups impractical. With Hauses, we can have
safe group events where ArtScis get to meet community members
in other levels. 
 
So, how long-term are the plans for the Hauses? Are they just
meant for this *special* COVID year, or does SASS plan to make
them a tradition? While they were created in part so that we could
meet during the current COVID restrictions, they’ve been set up so
that next year we could easily continue them with new students,
Quinn explained. That said, if the Hauses don’t work out, there’s
no expectation or obligation for them to become a tradition in
following years. Either way, I’m excited to get to know my
extended Fam, and until the next event, GO HAUS GALILEO! 

Anitra Bowman
Level III
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Shabow Meskino, Eastmain QC
Caroline Bredin 
Level IV

gatherings have made you feel some type
of sparkly way, which is a slay (poetry is one
of my many skills in addition to astrology.
Grad schools, take note). Just make sure not
to go overboard on the glittery eyeshadow,
literally and metaphorically. Actually, just
metaphorically. There’s no such thing as too
much glittery eyeshadow.  

November

Hey babes. Miss me? I know you did! I’m
back again for the 2021/2022 school year,
giving you that little splash of astrological
wisdom you didn’t know you needed. Amid
my very glamorous and overwhelming life
as an Arts & Science student, I took the
time to gaze upon the stars and see what
crazy shit is in store for the Zodiac this
November. Ah, November. The cardboard
tampon of the Gregorian calendar. I hope
these predictions give you some solace
amid the most terrible time of the year.
And if they don’t, then… that sounds like a
you problem. Bye! 

Yours eternally,  

Gill 
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Taurus  
Your stubbornness and refusal to accept a
shitty situation has done you well in your
career during October. Now, feel free to live
your best life! Wow! Hey, when you have a
break from soaking in a bath and cozying
up with your copy of The Republic… could
you maybe shoot me a text? Your friends
want to celebrate with you! You can exit
your cocoon for one night. You’ll live, I
promise. 

Pisces  
Oh, Pisces. You confuse me. Simultaneously
uptight and spontaneous, during midterm
season your behaviour is as unpredictable
as your Lit tutorial attendance. Kidding! But
no, you can’t borrow my notes on Cassandra.
They’re colour coded in a very specific
system that only I can understand. I’m
getting carried away here. Just remember
to show your friends some love. You don’t
need to do much, just walk them home
from HSL when it closes. These are dark
times, mon petit cheri.  

Aquarius 
Hey Aquarius! When you stress out, you
tend to shut down. Which is like, go off, I
guess. A valid coping mechanism. But you
can totally use your words if needed; I’d be
glad to run in front of an HSR bus if you
asked me to. And no, that is not a
hyperbole! Retreating is a coping
mechanism, but not a lifestyle (I will be
charging $5.00 for that little nugget of
wisdom).

Aries
Aries! I am so fucking proud of you. You’ve
only gotten mad at all your friends for no 

Gillian Maltz, 
Level IV

Cancer
The days are getting shorter, the streets are
getting colder, the work load is getting
heavier… it’s a lot for your emotions, and
that’s understandable. Big Feelings are your
specialty and it’s hard to ignore them these
days. So instead, embrace those blues. Hug
your favourite teddy bear, put on Blonde,
read some Alice Munro and just let it alllllll
out. You’ll feel so much better and be able
to give a lot more to those you love. And if
you need to know some good spots to cry on
campus, I can definitely hook you up
(Thode is great in a pinch but the back path
is ideal).  

Gemini
I’ve said it once and I’ll say it again: YOU
DESERVE BETTER. You can interpret those
three little words however you want –
maybe it means you should treat yourself to
Fortinos instead of Food Basics, or maybe it
means you should stop settling for people
who do the bare minimum. Idk! Maybe I’m
being crazy. Or maybe I listened to “What
Makes You Beautiful” one too many times
when I was ten. To quote the prophet
Harold Styles, “Being the way that you are is
enough.” Ew. But true.  

leo
Crazy little Leo. You just can’t stay out of
trouble, can you? Your desire for attention
is fun when you hit the dance floor on
Friday night but a lot less enjoyable on
Saturday morning when you’re eating a
giant Paisley cinnamon bun and regretting
everything. In-person school and social

Capricorn
Deep breaths, Capricorn! If you don’t take a
mental health day ASAP, I foresee a
highlighter liquid addiction in your future!
Jk, jk. That joke was problematic… just like
your workaholic tendencies! You will still
get in to law school if you take that mid-day
nap you desperately crave. If you take care
of yourself, success will follow.  

Sagittarius  
You’re starting to think about the future –
summer plans/grad school/the 800000
extra curriculars you will do next semester –
it’s great! Don’t forget to enjoy the present
in all its glory, though. Ah, the miles-long
MUSC Starbucks line, the vomit-inducing
feeling of waking up for an 8:30, the
crustiest cubicle on Mills Sixth Floor. Isn’t
life beautiful?  

Scorpio  
Happy birthday, Scorpio! Like a stinky
cheese, you only get more powerful with
age. TBH you really scare me but I’m sure
you will find a way to make this year your
little bitch. Enjoy your surprise party that
you secretly orchestrated and congrats in
advance for getting into med school!  

Libra  
You have been Going Through It these days
and there doesn’t seem to be any way out.
To top it all off, everyone else in your life
seems to be thirty, flirty, and thriving 24/7.
You don’t need the added burden of self-
hatred on top of the mental health
struggles you’ve been facing. Sometimes
you just have to have a shit time. Nothing to
be ashamed of.  

VIRGO
Your hot girl summer has seamlessly
transitioned to a hot girl fall and will
probably blend nicely into a hot girl winter.
Who would have thought that bullet
journaling is an aphrodisiac? I’m really
loving this balanced lifestyle for you.
Beware of the Leos in your life this month,
though – they aren’t what they seem
(spooky!). 

reason ONCE this semester. Powerful! Keep
embodying the girlboss instead of the
gaslight and you’re on the right track. Doing
all your typical Aries things has made your
hotness increase by a thousand – signing up
for all the extra curriculars, going to all the
parties, listening to the new Megan Thee
Stallion album. Someone has definitely
picked up on the self-assured and confident
vibes you are emanating. You are
unstoppable! 



Let the butter and cardamom sing their joyous tune
Toss with rice until the scent floats out the windows, out the doors
Into the alleyways where your aging knees will no longer let you go

 
Pour the milk and let the slow flame

Form a pale skin on the surface
Watch it swell,

Watch it fall
That delicate film, torn then made whole all over again,

Over and over again
 

Add sugar, rose petals, saffron, chopped almonds
All those adornments, all those sweetnesses

Always for others to enjoy
 

Serve warm, in flat-bottomed steel,
To hands cupped and expectant.

He, who catches the scent of rose on your fingertips and sees you as
woman one last time;

She, who was born by your love, and lives by the fear of dying as you;
They, her litter, who lap the final dregs of your motherhood with catlike

tongues
 

Fill your stomach with nothing but the sight
Of your kheer falling fatly from spoon to bowl;

From bowl to mouth
From open mouths come thank yous

And the scent of butter and cardamom

Nani-ma's 
Kheer

1

Hina Rani,  
Level IV
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On the
Nuances of 

S

But truly? I think I just like the way the words sound together. It
made my simple, empty brain swirl around a bit, happy. So, I
internally chanted it my whole way home, and I didn't think
about anything else. I didn't think about any deadlines, I didn't
think about how the hem on the jeans I just picked up looked a
little weird and how maybe I should have said something, and I
certainly didn't think about how I had left my wallet at the shop. I
only remembered once I got home, went to my room, and looked
down at the earbuds on my bed.

I had a very pleasant walk back, ft. Adele. Go easy on me, baby.Walking
without
Headphones
This is a very short story about nothing in particular. I hope it
either bores you to sleep or somehow brings enlightenment to
your being.

I like to go on walks. I am also very forgetful. When I go on these
walks, I often find myself, five minutes in, realizing I forgot my
earbuds. I still use the ones with a wire because I'm a) broke and
b) not like other girls (I'm much worse). I don't go back for them.
When this happens, I find other things to distract me: things to
stop me from using my walks as fresh-aired echo chambers for
my worried thoughts that I've missed a deadline, or that I’ve
embarrassed myself in front of that guy yet again, or that I need
to break up with my oblivious boyfriend, or that I need to eat the
sushi I brought home before it goes bad (somehow convincing
myself that it's going bad in the hour I chose to walk and now I
need to walk faster). So, I distract myself.

Sometimes I count my steps. This was more common when I lived
on campus. Two-hundred and twenty-three steps to Centro, five-
hundred and thirty-one to BSB. I stopped doing it so much when I
realized it caused me more anxiety to end on a number I didn't
like (i.e., any number that starts with three, any number that ends
with five, etc.) than to think about my daily life.

Lately, I've been into little phrases. Like mantras, but they have no
meaning. Just four, maybe five words. They come to me when I
let my brain go a bit, and then I find myself chanting them in my
head, like a little ritual just for me. And even if they have no
meaning, that’s fine with me. Today, I was walking home from
the tailor on Main St. and one of these chants began: "vindictive
identity claims hope". Now, with enough literary analysis and the
knowledge that we're all overachievers who want to find
meaning in every single thing we do, I'm sure you could break this
apart and decide that I am indeed speaking about my desire for a
feminist identity in the face of our globalized capitalistic society
within the framework of neoliberal patriarchal blah blah bullshit,
whatever.
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Jadyn Westenberg, 
Level I



Morghen Jael: How are you doing? What is your life like these
days?

Jessica Gut: Things have changed a lot, I guess, in the last year. I've
been doing really well. I moved to Vancouver about six months
ago. I've been working here, living with some friends, all past
ArtScis – some things in life don’t change that much! Even my
house looks exactly like my student house in undergrad, so people
have walked in – like other ArtScis will come by – and they're like,
nothing has changed since you were 18 years old. It's been really
good! I just actually quit a job today, so that’s kind of new. I was
originally working at a women’s shelter downtown. And that was
very hard, I learned a lot. I got very frustrated because there's a
real lack of resources in the city. So now I'm working for a tenant
union, which should also be interesting. I think it's less of a
frontline support role and more of a political role, which is much
more interesting to me and feels a little bit less frustrating.
Bureaucratic red tape exists in both realms but at least you're
fighting the bureaucratic red tape, not just having to abide by it.
So yeah! It’s a good city – it's not that cold out, thank God. I now
own rain pants. That's a big change.

MJ: I've never heard of rain pants.

JG: Same, until I got here. I was like, “How do people survive in this
city?” And it’s that they own rain pants. They also own things like
rain hats for their helmets when they bike places. So people look
ridiculous, but I understand why, because you otherwise just are
constantly swimming.

MJ: That’s so funny.

Elle Klassen: Those jobs sound really interesting and not like a
typical post-ArtSci job opportunity that Dr. Wilson would include
in her weekly email. You know what I mean? How did you find
them?

JG: I feel like I've been kind of struggling with my deviance from
the ArtSci norm, in some ways. But learning to own it too, just
because I think a lot of the professionalization paths, I find, end up
being the people who are applying red tape or working within red
tape and not trying to change the way that current systems are
working. I definitely have zero practical skills and so that was part
of the reason I didn't go to like, you know, law school, med school,  

usual ArtSci paths. Research, I also think, I became a little bit
disillusioned with. But I was trying to follow some of my interests
and one of them is housing policies and the housing crisis right
now. I've been a tenant for a long time, and you realize it's very
unstable. And that's one of the first things that, you know, people
require for anything else to work out – just a stable place to live.
And in this city – you show up in Vancouver and you're like “Wow.”
Housing is at the top of everyone's mind, because it is stupidly
expensive. There's not enough affordable housing.

In terms of the jobs, I was just applying for the first one for
something to pay my bills, mostly. The second one was more
intentional in the sense that I knew the organization existed. I just
kind of shot them an email and it kind of worked out!

EK: That's great. Thanks for sharing about that.

JG: I'm not really here to give advice, but it feels like there are
certain things that are valued in ArtSci and certain things that
aren't, and if you're doing things that don't feel as valued, or that
don’t have conferences that you show up to wearing fancy
clothing, you know, it's probably not necessarily a bad thing. If
that makes sense. Maybe I'll take that part out of the transcript.

MJ: I wonder if you could briefly describe your experience in
ArtSci, specifically if what you were interested in during your
undergrad has led you to where you are now.

JG: Mm hmm. It's interesting to think back to what stood out most
to me in classes. It subliminally kind of led me to where I [am]
even though none of it was intentional. The things that stood out
most to me, like even things from first year inquiry or SPT, the
conversations that we were having in those classes were kind of
the baseline underlying questions. When you start with “what is
justice?” as a kind of introductory question, then it gets into
slightly more specific routes of what is housing justice? What is
education justice? What does this look like from the perspective of
the government employee? What does this look like from the
perspective of the tenant? Those are two very different questions.

In a lot of ways, our education is kind of a fast track to a particular
elite perspective on issues and we're often encouraged to take a
critical stance. Being able to take a critical stance on your own
position and the perspective you have is also, I think, really key. A
lot of the work I'm doing now is trying to get away from this sort of
abstracted view of the researcher, or the abstracted view of the
student, and trying to situate myself a little bit more within what
I'm trying to learn about.

MJ: I’m wondering if you could tell us a bit about gap year.
Specifically in the context of you having stayed a little bit
connected to ArtSci - I remember you being a TA for Literature
while you were on your gap year.

JG: I feel like at this point I can't call it a gap year anymore,
because for the foreseeable future I’m not a student. I definitely
want to go back to school at some point - there's very few things I
like more than being in school - but I’m definitely just not ready to
for many reasons at this point.

So, in terms of last year, like my first year out of school, yeah I was
working as a Lit TA, I had a couple of jobs. I loved that kind of 

Alumnus
interview: 
jess gut
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EK: The idea of going back to things that you've have started really
resonates with me. Do you have any advice for anyone who's
envisioning taking a gap year?

JG: Giving advice is really hard! Because I feel like I'm not an
authority. I’m just, like, floundering and playing with things all the
time, and maybe that's the advice, give yourself the room to play
with things. Because you're like “I’m showing up at this random
poetry event, because that sounds fun.” But then you meet
someone there and then, you know, they loop you in something,
and, next thing you know, you're suddenly neck deep in helping
edit some poetry newspaper or something. Like you just never
know, right?

So it's just like you're giving yourself time to play and dabble and
follow what you're interested in and what you care about. It usually
seems to - not that it works out, but at least it will lead to
interesting places.

I'm very anti-careerist, by the way, but like I said, I'm quite
privileged to be quite anti-careerist. Or perhaps anti-careerist isn’t
the right word, but we live in a culture that only values particular
kinds of labour, but not things like taking care of your elderly
neighbour, or making art – unless it’s commodifiable, of course.
But, while I would advocate for, like, developing your own value
system for how to make a living and spend your time, that's
obviously again in balance with how - how much stress there is, in
terms of living in a very precarious climate.

MJ: Good point. I wonder if you think you'll stay in Vancouver for a
while, or … what do you think is next for you?

JG: After moving here, I've come to realize that there's a kind of
depth that comes out of being able to invest time in something. I
hate the word “invest,” it feels like some monetary thing. I don't
know that either of you have read anything by Zygmunt Bauman,
but a lot of what he talks about is the way we've moved away from
any depth of connection towards, like, these specific network
connections, where everything is fleeting and you're constantly
going in and out of workplaces or relationships, whatever it is. And
I think there's something liberating about being able to go to
different places and try different things and meet different people.
But perhaps there's something to be said about a depth of
connection or a depth of engagement. I think that's a long way of
saying that I think I'll probably stay here for a while, because it
feels like the things that I’ve found are things I want to build. So
yeah, I miss Hamilton a lot, and I'm sure I'll be back at some point,
but I think I'll stay here for a while, yeah.

transition, because it can be really abrupt to go from being a
student in a really cohesive community to just being like one
lonely atom floating around trying to find your way. So it was
really nice to have one foot in one foot out.

But definitely it's a huge transition; suddenly all the options open
up and it's really freeing but also really terrifying. I'm not gonna
lie, it was a very bumpy couple of years to try and find my footing.
It was lovely to stay connected to the Artsci community though,
and especially being able to learn from students every week. And,
let me think, what was my experience of being in gap year?
Definitely good to being able to follow up on things; I just felt like
I spent a lot of time like, “Oh, I came across this one thing in this
one course but I never got to, you know, follow up on it, or I read
the first chapter of this book, but then like never had time,”
because you just never have time in your undergrad. And so I
actually had the time to go back. It was nice to be able to expand
what I learned and follow it at my own pace and not be just
sprinting through life all the time.
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Want something of your own to be included in our magazine? We encourage you to contribute to our Non-
Denominational New-Year's-and-General-Holiday Winter Break Extravaganza Issue (AKA the December Issue!).
Though the issue’s theme will be the holidays and year-end reflection (think recap lists, New Year’s resolutions),
submissions of any topic will be enthusiastically accepted. Note that we aim to publish this issue on December 31; if
you submit Christmas-related content, please be aware that it will be published after Christmas. 
The deadline for general submissions from the ArtSci student body will be Friday, December 10 at 11:59PM. You will
be notified about whether your submission meets our content guidelines (see the Melange Manifesto on page i) and
whether it has been accepted for publication in the December Issue within a few days of the December 10 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. Feel free to submit visual pieces too! Please email your submissions to
themelangebyartsci@outlook.com and attach them to the email with editing access enabled for all McMaster email
addresses with the link. 
Finally, if you submit your work to The Melange, please note that you will be expected to engage in a collaborative
editorial process with a member of our team to refine your piece for publication; plan to set aside some time for this
process in the week or so following December 10. Editing and refining usually occurs asynchronously and on your
(online) Word Doc.  
If you have an idea for a possible submission but want to run it by an editor before working on it, feel free to contact
anyone on the editorial team directly (Morghen J, Navya S, Emily L, Ariella R, Sneha W, Elle K, Amanda D, Maya Z), or
simply send an email to themelangebyartsci@outlook.com. We can’t wait to see our inbox fill up with your creations! 
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no Nuance
November
It’s the most wonderful time of the year!
No, I am not talking about the month-long
pre-holiday festivities (although, see
below). It is “No Nuance November,” that
is, the only 30 days of the year when ArtScis
can share hot takes without nuance (and
without the grade penalties that normally
come with a lack of nuance). In honour of
this special occasion, please enjoy some
spicy, nuance-free, gluten-free opinions
from your classmates! 

Friend groups would produce
more stable children than
nuclear families. 
- Emily O., Level IV 

Drinking milk with a meal is an
abomination. 

Hemingway is overrated. 

There is no reason we should
be celebrating Christmas six
weeks in advance. Cut the
capitalist crap and let us
breathe! 

People should keep their
masks on while doing
homework in the Student
Centre. 

All SUVs are luxury SUVs. /
There should be zero cities
(the way we define them) west
of the Rocky Mountains. /
Baldness is a virtue. 
-Sam DePaul, Level II 

Nobody knows what Kant
meant when he said that stuff.
/ I’ve said it once, and I’ll say
it again: Oatmeal raisin
cookies go hard. 
- Sophie M., Level IV 

Our level of moral outrage
over (consensual) incest is
not justified. 

Injustice is irreducible to
inhumanity. 
- David L. Clark  

James Sikkema will always be
the best argumentation/
Writing prof. 

Socks are bad. 
- Navya Sheth, Level II  

You only need to change your
pants once a week. 

Paisley needs to stop putting
garlic mayo on everything.
- tess MacDonald, Level II 

Emily Louro, 
Level IV

I hate the melange




