


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 reader, 
Amidst the whirlwind of midterms, American elections,
and general 2020 chaos, working on the Melange has been
a source of solace for me. It’s hard to believe that less than
three months ago, what would become our editorial team
first gathered on a Zoom call to help Morghen bring this
idea to fruition. I was refreshed but unsurprised by the
intentionality and care with which we pondered each
detail of the publication you are reading today. We dreamt
of a publication that would be a bit of everything, Artsci to
its core. A publication that would push boundaries while
making our readers feel right at home in our program’s
community. Over the years, I have come to feel intense
inspiration as a buzz right beneath my skin, as if I am a
bottle of champagne in the moment between when it is
opened and when the fizz comes shooting out. This was
the energy I felt that night, and the energy I have felt as we
honed our vision into a pitch and set our idea loose into the
Artsci world. This was the energy I felt as we crafted our
preview issue, stitching together genres of writing and
ironing out the kinks that inevitably arise with firsts of any
kind. This was the energy I felt as our team grew, our Zoom
screens filling with more squares, the ideas and
enthusiasm of our artists and journalists making the team
feel so familiar to me despite its novelty. It is the same
buzz I feel as I write this, giddy with the anticipation of our
first full issue. I hope the following pages bring you the
same light that working on them has brought me, and the
rest of our team. 
Cheers! 
Sneha Wadhwani on the behalf of the editorial team
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Since the dawn of time, humans have found
themselves creating emotional and physical
bonds with one another. How fallacious it would
be to say that these bonds are never broken;
that is, the relationships nearest and dearest to
us always stand the painstaking trials of
everyday life. Just as all living things one day
must expire, so too must the futile things that
they themselves create. Human beings are living
things, and the relationships they build are
created by themselves, therefore, they are not
built to last. This relationship -- the one we
created -- has run its course and now is set to
face an inevitable conclusion. In the following
text message, I argue that we should cease to
continue our relationship, on the grounds that it
has become completely unsatisfactory for both
parties (yourself and myself).

It is evident that our various channels of
communication have become insufficient over
the last several weeks. Needless to say, our
texting practices (or lack thereof), have
constituted a cognitive dissonance in which the
binaries between the spoken and unspoken are
blurred. The last time I messaged you with a
thorough outline of my Social and Political
Thought Essay, with the hopes of your approval,
I received no response except merely: “cool
[thumbs up emoji]”. Such lack of verbiage is
inexcusable, therefore, I do not think it
unreasonable to arrête all further communication
at once.

Emily Louro, Level III

Firstly, I would like to assure you, that “it’s not
you, it’s me.” There is overwhelming evidence to
corroborate this. Recall, on the eve of the
Christian holiday called Christmas, on which a
child was born and given gifts, I faked a physical
illness to avoid supping with your extended kin
and the uncomfortable political discussions
which come about as such. This is inexcusable
behaviour, of which you may loathe and
reprimand me as you see fit.

Conversely, I too will benefit from pausing this
relationship, as your attitude often neither affirms
nor supports my endeavours. This is a trait that
has been previously noted by my closest
confidantes who claim emphatically that I can “do
better”. Their observations are a reliable,
objective source, and their comprehensive
reports clearly show that our relationship as it
currently stands is “on some bullshit.”

Finally, I wish you nothing but good fortune
moving forward, in your future romantic
endeavours. If this relationship must expire, as it
was destined to, I do hope it does so in a way
that brings you the least amount of pain and
grief. If at all possible, please return my Mario
Kart Wii steering wheels immediately. There will
be no greater consolation at this time, than a
comforting, yet solemn drive about Moo Moo
Meadows. If I have learned anything from our
time together, it is to cherish these tranquil,
fleeting moments, and to never lose sight of the
nuances of life and love. Adieu.
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There is a pebble in my shoe. That I had not seen

before today. I had not noticed.

I think I have to take my shoe off before I get hurt;

I have to take my shoe off before I begin to bleed

into the grass that I helped water this morning

and over the hose that helped me do it.

Quick, pass me a Band-Aid, before the insects come crawling

with their blood-thirsty scowls and lips lined with greed

Or else they’ll take me and I’ll be gone

before the sun is down.

The following piece is an excerpt from the author's POK media
detox project reflection.

Alphagetti is a Heinz canned product, described officially
as “Alphabet pasta in tomato sauce”. This description is
laughably accurate - it really is just cheap pasta in plain
tomato sauce - and yet, to me, Alphagetti is a top tier
vegetarian meal . . .  so I had it for dinner during my detox.
The irony of the dinner choice did not escape me; in fact, it
motivated me to pick Alphagetti for dinner in the first
place. I decided that, since there was no order to the letters
in the pot, there was no meaning and therefore it was not
media. Had I created my own words using my spoon, then
it would have been media.

As I sat in an empty house, having no clue what time it
was, eating Alphagetti, I came to understand something:
Like time, your Alphagetti won’t last forever. Similarly, like
your available attention, there is only so much room in
your bowl of Alphagetti. There’s enough time and space to
make as many words as you desire, enough to let other
people make some words for you too if you want, but
these days it feels like everyone has their hands in our
Alphagetti. I’ve made space and time for reading
Antigone, but then Google shoves his way in, knocking the
spoon out of Sophocles’ hand, using his own to say “Hey,
did you know COVID can last on surfaces for 28 days? You
should be worried, worry worry worry.”, then Spotify
reaches over my shoulder with his spoon and says “Hey,
here's a new album I know you’ll love, listen to it right
now!”. It took a day of me not making words in my
alphagetti (and not letting anybody else do so either) to
realize how much interference with my Alphagetti I am
allowing, and how that is truly to my detriment.

Ekta Mishra, Level I

Jan Dick, Level I

Bohmee Kim,
Level I 

Anna Waschuk
Level II



Do you often spend
time reflecting on how
to make the world a

better place?

No, you don't!
Go back and
answer the
question
honestly

Do you
read or
watch the
news?

Are you better
at generating
ideas or
communicating
them?

STEM OR
THE

ARTS?

Do you like to

break tasks into

small steps or do

them all at once 

Do you know
what a practice  
of  knowledge is You prefer toYou prefer toYou prefer to

waste yourwaste yourwaste your
time on...time on...time on...

Do you
prefer to

focus on the
little details

or the big
picture

Amarah Hasham-steele,
Level I

word lies in its accessibility. “I’d seen poetry
before but not poetry like this,” he
explained to me. “The big draw for me is
that spoken word is performative which
makes it much more universal.” It always
“elicits some kind of emotional response.”

Another draw for Remiel lies in how
performing spoken word allows him to
“reach out and touch anyone.” He
expressed a deep appreciation for “its
ability to bring people together.” Spoken
word evolved from a means of coping to a
means of relating to other people: “being
able to make people feel is really nice”. He
emphasized that “the people delivering the
workshops...were people like me...they
were people I could have grown up next to.
Being able to see people ‘pop off’ and being
able to relate really spoke to me.”

For Remiel, the thrill in performing comes
from enthralling others: “There's a very
certain feeling when you know you have
the audience captivated”, he told me, you
can tell by the silence in the crowd, their
lingering eyes, the tension in the room. He
told me that “the most human thing you
can do is feel...it feels so good to do that,
knowing I’m making people feel.”
Performance allows him to connect with
others on a deeper level, instantly,
bypassing the need for social pleasantries.
In fact, off stage, Remiel describes himself
as quieter, less social. “I get a lot of my fix
by performing,” he says.

Performing has become a bit more difficult
nowadays. I asked him what kind of writing
he has been doing recently: “With the
absence of in person events, I can’t perform
the way I used to.” As a result, his writing
has become a lot more reflective in nature,
almost cathartic. Remiel tells me that he
finds it quite difficult to make himself the
focus in his writing, preferring expressing
himself through metaphors or characters.
He writes to perform, but now he’s doing a
different kind of writing. “I’m writing for
myself...I didn’t like writing about things
that made me uncomfortable, but I can
write very honestly now.”

I think by the end of the interview, I was
moved by Remiel’s candour. I admired how
he was able to speak so freely about his
struggles and his triumphs. And struck by
how he seems to find ways to connect to
others, whether through poetry, acting or a
simple conversation, he has this uncanny
ability to leave a memorable impression. I
hope to once again see him on stage.

occasionally skipping lectures, a habit he
described as, “the most monkey smooth
brain thing I’ve done, ever.”  He
emphasized, however, that his greatest
regret doesn’t particularly center around
the impact on his grades. Instead, the
missed lectures were a lost opportunity:
“My professors in first year were absolutely
stellar.” He sincerely regrets not being able
to forge deeper connections with them.
Ultimately, the classroom could have been
another means of connection, one that he
didn't  fully take advantage of.

Remiel reflected on how assuming that he
wasn’t as smart as everyone else was a
damaging  thought process. He also
realized that he was not alone in how he
felt. Many other ArtScis have felt the same
way, as if they didn’t belong, as if everyone
was so much smarter than them. Despite
his rocky first year, Remiel described how it
was fundamentally a success for him: “First
Year isn’t about doing super well
academically, but finding your footing.”
And at the end of the day, he did find his
footing. His sense of otherness ultimately
drove him to create a sense of belonging
for himself through his involvement within
the ArtSci Community.

For Remiel, spoken word became another
means of reaching out. Last year he
performed a piece during the Kaffeehaus
that caused quite the stir. “I went into
spoken word as a means of coping,” he told
me quite candidly. The reason? A break up.
He told me how he felt really down about
it, avoiding school. One fateful day, he
chose to go to school. On that day, there
was a spoken word workshop happening. It
intrigued him. He felt like he “could write
something like this.” For many, poetry is a
gauche affair, but the beauty of spoken 

Though he may not appear to be one for
the spotlight, Remiel Alicpala is known for
his bold and brilliant performances.
Whether as a lead of ArtSci’s ill-fated
musical or as a powerful poet at
Kaffeehaus, there is something about him
that is utterly captivating. Yet despite his
acting chops, what I find most striking
about Remiel is his overwhelming warmth.
He exudes a gentle kind of charisma,
utterly authentic with a touch of quiet
confidence. I must confess that I found him
quite intriguing, and in some sense this
profile was merely an attempt to get to
know him better.  I was quite nervous. I
called him. He picked up my call. We
exchanged pleasantries. I realized I forgot
my pen, resulting in a small interruption.
And then we spoke.

The pandemic ended our year quite
abruptly. It was almost surreal; we couldn’t
help but reminisce over some of the year’s
highlights. He described his personal
highlight: ArtSci Musical, specifically, his
last few seconds onstage: “When we were
all finished with the show and we were all
bowing on stage, and we were just soaking
everything in.” A moment of triumph.

Remiel described ArtSci musical as a haven
of sorts. The environment was relaxed,
friendly and accessible. Through ArtSci
Musical, he was able to befriend folks he
may have never talked to in the first place.
It became a means of connection for him.

“I felt super out of place,” he confessed. “I
thought I was bright, but these people
were on a whole different level.” He told
me how he struggled with feeling isolated
from others on an academic level. This
feeling was only compounded by the fact
that he had developed a habit of 

Zara Khan, Level II

@paperpigeons



You want to know the worst part?
When you’ve reached Everest’s
summit, you’re usually alone. I
mean just look at me. I was the
technological marvel of a space-age 
America; a proud triumph over the
Soviet menace. When Kennedy
said ‘we choose to go to the Moon
in this decade’, he was talking
about me. I am the symbol of
progress. Now, I drift aimlessly,
the transmissions from Earth 
ended centuries ago. Just as with
the Prometheus of myth,
humanity has moved on. The
fire I kindled outshines my 
aluminum hull.

We rarely realize just how much we rely on
progress for meaning. You and I, we think
that moving ‘forward’ has some
value greater than the sum of its parts.
In fact, one could even say that we’re
caught up in the cycle of moving
forward. We scale ever-steeper cliffs
with some vague hope that the next
one will make their journey worth it.
We’re chasing highs, spiralling
upwards and outwards to nowhere
in particular. Direction is subjective,
after all.

Perhaps this is a good metaphor for life; progress, that is. If you’ve ever dedicated yourself
— your total, whole, unyielding self— to some aspiration, you know that getting where you
wanted to go is not all it’s chalked up to be. Maybe you’re running a marathon. Maybe you’re
climbing a mountain—perhaps you’ve even won the championship
game. In each case, the magic of finishing just isn’t as intense 
as you imagined it would be. For all of the champagne
and confetti, things have a way of letting you down
Life goes on.

In space, there’s no word quite as deceptive as ‘progress’. After all, if you’ve been dropped
in the middle of a vacuum, the idea of ‘going somewhere’ really doesn’t mean anything. Light
years away from the moon, even the fastest shuttle might as well be absolutely still.

Transmissions from the spaceTransmissions from the spaceTransmissions from the space
probe Prometheus I in the yearprobe Prometheus I in the yearprobe Prometheus I in the year

246424642464

Medha Bhushan, 
Level II

Every month since launch, I’ve been programmed to send back radio transmissions of all 
the data I’ve collected. Having orbited the outer solar system for so long, I’ve become familiar
with the sights and (lack of) sounds. Sometimes I’ll have something interesting to report. An
early comet or an abnormally large meteor. Mostly though, it’s junk.

Occasionally, I’ll scribble a little message like this one, something to tickle the engineers 
back in Houston. Once upon a time, they’d write back. A short ‘affirmative,’ the curt ‘roger,’
maybe some new instructions. Things changed as I passed the asteroid belt. Soon, it was just
garbled noise. And then silence. Lately, these notes feel more like a diary, a record of my
existence. Yet, I continue to send them. It’s an endless and pointless task, but without it, I have
nothing.

How do you deal with loneliness? When it’s just you trapped in a hull with your thoughts; a no-holds-barred bid 
for sanity. In this, I’ll admit I’m a hypocrite. Sometimes, progress seems the only way to cope with the isolation.
Maybe it’s the boredom; I’ll count out the milestones of my journey like some interstellar tourist. It’s all you can do,
really, after the rush of breaking from Earth’s orbit yields to the dread of a lonely vacuum. It was even fun, at one
point. I’d watch as little marbles of light expanded on the horizon into planets: there goes Saturn! There goes
Jupiter! There I go! Admittedly, by the time I passed Pluto the game had lost its luster. By then, it was just me and
progress, home alone. As it’s always been.

Humans are a paradox of a species. When I was young, I used to watch them with my camera, like ants 
parading back and forth across the planet in neat little lines. The vast majority of humans live their lives in a
perpetual cycle, a ‘rat-race’ I remember some engineers calling it. The average man wakes up, trudges to a job
he despises, then returns home to sleep and care for his biological needs. He repeats the process, over and
over, until he expires, often without complaint. It’s strange, like we’re all orbiting something.

More bizarre are the humans that strive. People like Niel and Buzz, the ones that choose to thrust themselves 
into environments that make their evolutionary faculties scream in protest. Why dive to the bottom of a 1000-bar
trench or invest billions to launch a living being into an airless vacuum? Again and again I heard their mantras on
‘progress,’ on ‘the future,’ on ‘moving forward.’ Having arrived here, I can’t help but wonder if progress was just
another feedback loop. I vaguely remember journaling something about this years ago. Maybe I’ll go foraging
through my hard disk and pull it up. In the end, we aren’t so different, you and I. But, I suppose that’s the quiet
blessing of introspection speaking. One day you’ll get here. I think you’ll understand then.

It’s been a long time since I’ve been home. For all these years it’s been dark, the 
sun just another yellow dot on the horizon. What was once cosmic horror is now
benign apathy. Lately, I feel the bitter-sweet sting of memory. The bustle of the aero-
space labs; the warmth of photons on my solar sails; the crisp signal of a newly
minted antenna. I long for then, but I’m no longer stuck moving up. My internal clock
tells me it’s been a century since my last quip. Hopefully this one finds you well.

It’s easy to be jaded when you’re playing against a house advantage. But, for the absurdity of this 
meaningless trip, it’s comforting to know that I can take pleasure in the little things. It’s the zen of resolving
an endless equation, the quiet accomplishment of pushing yourself a little further; a modern Sisyphus.

People debated long and hard back home about whether I’d see God when I reached the stars. 
Though I’ve looked, I don’t see Him out here. I see asteroids cut uneven like Everest; I see quasars, dripped
in primeval energy; I see nebulas like oases of hazy, lazy delight. But, in all the imperfect beauty, no God.

It’s quiet. I no longer see progress out here, and that’s okay.

Jesaya Tunggal, Level IV
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Caroline Bredin, Level III

Medha Bhushan, Level II

Anonymous , Level XXI

Anna Waschuk, Level III

Anonymous,
Level XVIII

I was peeling an apple
By the windowsill
When she told me to come home
So i went

Through the green trees under a burning sun
Past the river with a salmon smell

Along the busy road without a sidewalk
Through a maze of houses hollow
Pausing in the room without windows A broken balcony door
No AC

Into the cleverly arranged
Rent paid on time
Four walls behind a school
Bus stop with the rain pouring

To the underground
Homesick dungeon
With an anti-child door
Leading to
A school yard
That murmurs kung fu panda
And distant squeals

Into a flowerbed
That leads to bike lanes busier than the roads
Past the bike rack whereShe lost her stuffed frog
Under
The roof with barbie dolls
And 
Attic with the old computer

I went and
Found a bowl of apples
So i peeled them by the windowsill
Peeled them just the way she liked it
When she told me to come home
And i went;

Caroline Bredin, Level III 

Roya Motazedian,  Level II
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 Cover your face, your hands, your eyes
Take cover - that’s the rule
Something you simply cannot disguise
Is the projectile nature of drool

How can I protect myselfI
n a way that I see fit?I
 need a mask to block my mouth
To capture all my spit

Six feet apart we stand and speak
Giving each other space
We watch each other as we leak;
Water spurting from our face

So wear a mask to stop the spread
Moistness is not okay
Beware of the land on which you tread:
There may be spittle that’s gone astray

Emily O'Halloran, Level IIIMedha Bhushan,  Level II

note: this was written pre-election results

I have a confession to make: I have been
carefully avoiding any news related to the
American election.  Following it is like
watching the season finale of a TV show
when you have no idea how cruel the
writers are going to be.  Maybe it’s
cowardly, but I just don’t have it in me to
invest emotionally when I know there’s
nothing I can do about it.  So I have
decided to take up residence under a rock.

If you’re interested, I can take you on this
journey of avoidance with me.  Let me tell
you about an important piece of
American legislative news that is getting
buried under the barrage of election
coverage.  Here’s the scoop: on October
20, the US Justice Department, along with
11 state attorneys general, filed a lawsuit
against Google.  They’re alleging that
Google violated antitrust law by
developing an illegal monopoly over
internet search and search advertising.  To
understand why this lawsuit is important,
we need to take a look at the history of
antitrust law.

The idea of a “trust” emerged for the first
time in 19th century America as a name
for a corporation or group of corporations
that controlled a large part of the
production in a specific industry.  The big
ones at that time were railroads, oil, steel,
and sugar.  Small businesses in these
areas of the economy realized they would
be more powerful if they worked
together, but having a large number of
companies bundled into one entity meant
the corporate structure began to get
messy.  The original function of trust
creation was to simplify the organization
of these conglomerates, so that they
could be managed more efficiently by a
smaller number of people.

The problem with these consolidations of
power is that they created monopolies. 
 For example, all the oil production in the
late 1800s  was done under the umbrella 

of Standard Oil (of which a certain John
D. Rockefeller was 41% owner), and all
the steel was controlled by U.S. Steel. 
 Monopolies meant that the business
owners had no competition.  They could
increase prices and degrade the quality
of products without penalty, as
consumers couldn’t acquire their goods
from anybody else.  In response to
consumer concerns, the U.S. government
introduced two pieces of legislation (the
Sherman Act in 1890 and the Clayton Act
in 1914).  These laws were designed to
promote competition and ushered in the
first era of “trust-busting.”  They gave the
feds permission to step in and break up a
trust (or other company) whenever it got
too big and started to dominate a
market.

Antitrust fell out of fashion in the 1920s,
but came back into vogue after World
War II during what is often called the
“Golden Age” of antitrust.  Then, in the
late 1970s, neoliberalism (thanks, Dr.
Savelli!) and the deregulation of industry
created a general blindness to
monopolies and a loosening of
application of the legislation.  Since the
Reagan era, the US government mostly
ignored mergers and acquisitions that
consolidated power, allowing the idea of
antitrust to fade from the public
consciousness.  When the technology
industry began to take off in the 1990s,
many people had all but forgotten about
antitrust laws.

Now, as the tech industry becomes an
increasingly major player in the global
economy, we’re seeing ever more clearly
the consequences of these failures to
apply antitrust legislation.  The rapid
growth of companies like Amazon,
Google, and Facebook obliterated
competition.  Here’s the thing with tech
companies: the bigger a corporation is,
the more data it can amass, and the more
of the marketplace it can monopolize.
New companies can no longer get a 
 foothold in any of the economic spaces 

which are dominated by existing tech
giants.  This reduces consumer choice in
those industries; meanwhile, these giants
are expanding into new ones.  We’re
rapidly moving towards a new iteration of
the old system of large-scale monopolies.
Once again, inequality is on the rise — but
the 1% are no longer oil or steel giants. 
 They are tech barons.

This is why the case against Google is so
important: it’s paving the way for a new
era of antitrust enforcement.  Although it
is the first company on court dockets,
Google isn’t alone in facing legal scrutiny.
Amazon, Facebook, and Apple are also
under investigation by federal regulators
and lawmakers; Jeff Bezos, Mark
Zuckerberg, and Tim Cook (the respective
CEOs) were present alongside Sundar
Pichai at a hearing conducted by the
House Judiciary antitrust subcommittee
in July.  If the lawsuit against Google
meets with success, we can expect more
action against these companies in
upcoming years.

Now, back to the election for a second. 
 I’m sorry, I know I promised not to do
this, but it’s actually hopeful news. 
 Antitrust is not a partisan issue!  There is
concern about the power of these tech
companies on both sides of the aisle. 
 While the subcommittee in the House of
Representatives that conducted the
original inquiry was led by Democrats, it
is Trump’s Justice department that’s
currently leading the charge.  Antitrust,
and its application to big tech, is perhaps
one of the few topics on which both sides
agree.  This means that regardless of who
will be assuming power in January, there
are big changes ahead for the American
tech industry — and for the way we all
interact with the internet.

Navya Sheth, Level I



Dear Last-Minute-Luke,

I’m not sure. Thankfully, you’ve got a
whole other year to think about it, since
as I sit here responding to your question,
it is already November.

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

Dear change-inspired-metaphor-
enthusiast,

Since your question was so uniquely
worded, I simply couldn’t resist answering
it. I’ve got a new coin for you, not a toonie
or a loonie, but something else entirely.

It sounds to me like you are talking about
romantic love. In that case, maybe you
haven’t been loved before. But you know
what I have to say to that?

So what!

You’re young. You’ve got your whole life
ahead of you. The media saturates us with
the message that all we need for a
“happily ever after” is true love, a
romantic partner. We mythologize the
significance of finding an SO. But that’s all
it is, a myth. Sure, a meaningful
relationship can provide you comfort,
happiness, satisfaction, and security, but
there are plenty of other ways to achieve
those things.

I am entirely, completely, and wholly
convinced that there is at least one person
out there who loves you, as a brother or
sister, as a friend, as a lover, as another
human being. Don’t forget that.

In the meantime, bide your time.
Download Tinder if you want, pin your
Zoom crush to the top of your video
screen, watch Pride and Prejuice for the
28th time. Or don’t. Play catch with your
dog, facetime your friends, and make
yourself one of those ridiculous Tasty
microwave cakes.

You’re awesome.

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

What should I be for Halloween?

Spare any change for a person who 
doesn't believe in love because they've
never been loved before? (not the rusty
'you'll find it someday' loonie or the dull
'but you have been loved, though', give
me the newest coin there is!).

Dear iceberg lover,

My answer—although as a general
member of the ArtSci populace, I lack the
political clout to back such a strong
declaration—is never ❤  .

The idea of consuming an entire head of
cold soggy lettuce at break-neck speed,
under the surveillance of the ominous,
blinking light of my web-cam, does not
appeal to me whatsoever.

Nevertheless, if you find that your desire
to consume leafy greens in a competitive
atmosphere remains overpowering, I
recommend that you head over to your
local grocery store. Purchase two salad
mixes, prepare them, and then
incentivize your housemate to participate
in a lettuce-eating duel with the free
salad as a motivator.

 Yours truly, 

Agony Aunt

When can we have a lettuce eating 
competition sponsored by SASS?

Sorry dude, no travelling allowed. Just 
watch Borat 2.

I wish I lived in Kazakhstan.

Dear dichotomy-Doris,

I strongly caution you against your 
 dichotomous ways. Life is more like a
Venn Diagram than a T-chart.

Cereal might be soup. Soup might be
cereal. Cereal might be a watery salad, or
it might be a milky salad. It might just be
an intersubjective hallucination. Maybe
we’re really just munching on the golden
pellets of capitalism and calling it grain.

I digress, don’t worry about putting things
into boxes. In fact, my first
recommendation would be that you
purchase a spherical bowl from your local
pet-shop and store your cereal in that. Do
away with rectangles, and go global!

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

Is cereal soup? Or just a really watery
salad?

CRDB

Any advice on how to make friends 
online for a socially awkward, anxious,
and isolated first-year? Everyone in first-
year ArtSci seems so nice, but they also
seem to have somehow made close
friends in the program right away. Every
time I’ve tried to reach out it felt
awkward, and the convos never lasted
long! I’m really worried about finding
housing and feeling comfortable in
second-year.

Dear S-A-A-I first-year,

Let me just tell you, I’ve been there—I
think we all have. It is perfectly normal to
feel a bit anxious, a bit out of place.
Perhaps you feel an immense pressure to
establish a group of friends since you are
going to be in this program for the next
four years. I want to stress that even
though you feel this way now, making
friends is never time-sensitive!

It sounds like you’re already making a
great effort by persisting in reaching out
to people. The key is not to give up—I
encourage you to keep reaching out, try to
attend SASS and Communittee events, or
try some ArtSci musical initiatives like the
48 Hours Musical competition.
Friendships take time to foster and
develop—I guarantee that you’ll still be
making new ones as you enter into your
fourth year.

With that in mind, don’t sweat it! Many of
your peers are feeling the same way as
you. The key here is to ride the wave of
the now, and not to worry too much about
the future.

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

Dear Eager-to-Succeed,

Find a hat. Go outside and find a pebble.
Return inside, and sit yourself in front of
your computer. Place the pebble on top of
your head, and then place the hat on top
of the pebble.

Congratulations! You are now a human
embodiment of a capstone. Harness the
solid energy that emanates from the
stone. Feel the velvety smoothness of the
hat tickling your skin. Absorb the aura of
the capstone, and let your fingers fly!
Across the keyboard, through the nebulas
of space and the echoes of time, to write
and write and write.

If that doesn’t work for you, try this:

1. Divide the capstone workload into do-
able chunks. Write one page a day for ten
days, or two pages a day for five days, if
we’re being more realistic.

2. Find good academic sources using the
library’s electronic databases, and extract
information from them. Be sure, however,
to provide your own analysis, without
relying solely on regurgitated facts.

3. Make sure that you tie every paragraph
back to your succinct, arguable, and all-
around-stunning thesis.

4. Take all this advice with a grain of salt,
since I am merely an Agony Aunt recalling
the inquiry-induced struggles of her
youth, and not the person marking your
papers.

6. Hit submit and live happily ever after. 

Yours truly, 

Agony Aunt

How do I do well on the Capstone?

Dear Feeling Choppy,

You’re asking me? I’m flattered. Normally
I prefer not to speak on such matters, but
if you promise to follow my advice blindly,
I’ll divulge it.

Inverted bangs! For those of you who
haven’t heard of this bougie look, it’s
exactly what it sounds like. Instead of
cutting yourself bangs, shave a rectangle
of hair off just above your forehead. Perks
included an uninterrupted field of vision, 

What haircut should I get?

Oh Agony, help me with my
heartbreak! I was seeing a guy in second
year that made my heart flutter. But
things didn't really pan out since he went
away for the WHOLE YEAR on exchange...
I pined over him, waiting for his return in
our final year together. I thought he'd be
back, but things are all online this year. I
think he might be the one that got away...
I guess what I'm asking is if there's still a
way for us to be together?

Dear my-crush-jetted-off-to-Paris,

My heart breaks for you, truly. It must be
devastating to have thought you would
have one last year together, and then to
have seen that ripped away from you.

Still, this doesn’t have to be the end. I
entreat you to reach out to him and let
him know how you feel. The benefit here
is that if it doesn’t go well, you’ll never
have to suffer an awkward run-in. And it’s
always better to face disappointment
than to risk a constant wondering of
“what if?” If he feels the same way, you’ll
make it work.

Seize the day! Don’t relegate your one
great love to a dusty Katie Perry single in
the back of your iTunes closet.

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

a resistance to nuggies, and a weird
tanline.

What are you waiting for? Go do it. And
then send pics or it didn’t happen.

Yours truly,

Agony Aunt

CRDB



04:22 D: Well that’s a good question, and I guess I’d have to come at that from a number of
different directions: in terms of my own research, to be honest with you, it feels a bit, a bit
disabled right now. […] There’s so much going on that’s just, you know, that just weighs, weighs
down on any thinking person right now. It’s hard to keep focused on a project when you realize
that just steps away from the safety of your home, there’s a very unsafe world.

The teaching is another thing entirely, and I guess it’s a bit early to determine, you know, how
that’s gonna go. Because, you know it’s incredibly taxing to do this through this medium. I can tell
you this- I teach on Friday mornings in a three hour block, SPT is always in a three hour block, and
I finish that three hours, and I go right to sleep. I literally take this headset off, and I fall into a
deep, dreamless sleep- which is like, fucked up!

I feel like I have to be even larger than life to make sure that I’m present at the other end in your
respective bedrooms or living rooms or basements or wherever you’re doing this. The saving
grace for me, is that the relationship with the material remains unchanged.

I’m modelling a relationship with a set of ideas- not transmitting ideas, but modelling a
relationship to ideas that I’m inviting my students to listen to, look at, and then experiment with
recreating in their own lives. And that, to do that through this camera, and in this virtual way, I … I
honestly don’t know if this is going to work. I just don’t. I mean, I’m putting my heart and soul into
this, but at the other end, that’s what really worries me, you know, for all sorts of reasons.

0:15    Charlotte: So part of this is just getting to know what
this has been like for you so far, so what has your quarantine
looked like so far? What does a day look like for you?

0:25    David: I guess one of the things that I’m always
struck by is how deeply fortunate I am to be living in a
home, with an office, and a powerful internet connection,
and all the resources that I need to live and to thrive and to
teach. But it is very strange to be sort of just, not
commuting in like I’ve done now for thirty years into Mac..
It’s been an odd experience- the first part of the
quarantine, so the first six or eight weeks, when the term
came to a very odd, abrupt end, and just by accident I had
a project that I had to finish, an essay I had to write about
Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. [...] And for the first six weeks
of the pandemic, I just focused on that, and in a way I felt
like I was able to survive, to come out the other end okay,
because I had this thing I had to do, and it was weird to
have those endless days that kind of just sort of melded
one into the next.

But when I came out at the other end, I can tell you when I
was sort of- you know, because by mid-summer, there’s all
sorts of meetings one has to attend, and there was a lot of
meetings surrounding pedagogy- like, how are we, the
faculty, going to do this in the fall? It was very affirming,
because all of a sudden I was sitting in front of people and
colleagues, and it felt like I was part of the world again;
even if it was through this kind of weird mediation. And
also to have a kind of opportunity to share with others our
concerns, there are certainly concerns I still have, and that
is: how on earth are we going to do this? And first and
foremost, concerns that I think are shared by faculty across
campus right now, and that is the well-being and
intellectual growth of our students.

03:57 C: Yeah, that’s a super good insight. Along that line, I guess, like, because you found almost solace in
your work in that kind of earlier period, how has it changed since then? Like, how has your relationship to
either your own personal pursuits, or for teaching, how has that changed- both since April and since the
semester’s started?

Hamza Bagha,
Level III

Abby Willms,
Level III

45:13:  D: Well, I mean, uh, it’s hard, isn’t it, because I can’t … I know that there are many students that
are struggling, for, as it were, structural reasons, which is to say they don’t have control over their
teaching and learning environments right now. And so, it feels a bit, um, arrogant to offer advice to
students who are struggling under conditions over which really they have no significant agency. So I’m
a little bit hesitant.

If I had some advice, I would say don’t be too hard on yourself. Don’t be cruel with yourself. Be more
forgiving, and look wherever you can for others. You know, we’re teaching and learning in this so-
called “resilience environment,” which is to say that you know this notion that somehow each of us has
to shoulder, in isolation, our own successes or failures. And so that’s, that’s a piece of advice I’d love to
give students is even though we’re doing this on Zoom and the full expectation of being separated
online from the other for health reasons, to forge communities wherever you can, so that you can help
lift each other up. Even though that is diametrically at odds with the logic of neoliberal capital, right?
The idea that we share responsibilities for each other, and that we are all vulnerable and precarious.
And so, all I can say is that I hope that students find ways to break out of their isolation and find ways
to forge communities so that they can share the burden, share their stories of struggle, not feel like in
your basement that you’re the only person who’s finding it difficult, and that you’re not sure that you
can find the resources within yourself to continue. I think the first step is to share that with others. [...]
Be vulnerable to not knowing. To me, that’s a huge piece of advice that I try to convey to students: you
have to risk not knowing, which is to say, immersing yourself in that condition of uncertainty, of not
really knowing what Socrates is saying, or John Locke is doing, and that the experience of that
uncertainty is part of learning - a central part of learning.

It’s the willingness and the ability to immerse yourself in the uncertainties, and to resist the
temptation to want to know right away what the answer is. It’s that condition of uncertainty that’s
really important. The problem is, you’re already living in this deep uncertainty right now, right? We
have no idea where this pandemic is going.

We just have no idea what the actual long-term effects of COVID are, or whether or not we’re now
going to see waves of these zoonotic organisms, and see pandemic after pandemic. It’s already a
terribly uncertain world, and of course, as always, the generation of which you are a part feels the
burden of that uncertainty disproportionately. Right? It’s always youth that are made - that are forced -
to face the existential uncertainties of the world. They have to carry that most heavily. So, it’s hard for
me to be saying to you that I want you to embrace uncertainty, but I am saying that, unapologetically,
that in the midst of this existential uncertainty, there’s also this intellectual uncertainty, and it’s
important to shelter a place in your lives for that. That’s a super important principle for me as a teacher
and if it were to be boiled down to advice, that’s the advice I would give.

D: That’s very affirming to hear. Thank you. Thank you
for such gracious and intelligent questions. Thank you.

44:48   C: What do you want students to take away from this? Like what would you like us to know, basically?
Do you have any advice, or recommendations?

53:51   C: Yeah. No, that’s super helpful and its … yeah, it's
really important, even when this whole thing has been …
almost an exercise in uncertainty … to be, like you said,
almost, like, intentional about not knowing, and making
sure that, in a period where we kind of have to structure
our own lives and make sure that we make time for
everything, instead of having it all blurred together - which
it can so easily do - yeah, making it an intentional effort to
be uncertain.  

58: 24 C: Yeah, um, that’s all I have to ask for today. If
there’s anything else you’d like to add, feel free. It’s been
just amazing being able to chat with you today and feel
almost like a real office hour or a real interview.

Charlotte Johnson, Level I
& Elle Klassen, Level III

This is an edited transcript. For the full video and transcript
of the interview, please visit: 

Video: https://drive.google.com/file/d/1BwXzaeDiXx-
5KflfBhl503yNzDntc4m-/view?usp=sharing 

Transcript:
https://docs.google.com/document/d/1nkmwcCGz6I_n
mLShVxq0H_0n8HJCBghSMichVkOZOf8/edit?
usp=sharing
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It’s a warm September evening, and you’re
speeding down the highway with your
housemates. HAIM is on the radio. In the
passenger seat, your leg bounces and your
stomach swims with butterflies. When you finally
see the acid-pink neon lights for the drive-in movie
theatre ahead, your heart leaps into your throat.
You can’t stop smiling. Why the anticipation? Oh
yes, you remember. It’s because you’re about to
witness the cinematic masterpiece that is After We
Collided.

The After franchise is a series of films that are
based off of novels based off of Harry Styles
fanfiction, AKA the perfect adaptation chain to
concoct filmic genius. I was actually familiar with
After because, like all the super cool kids, I read the
original fanfiction on Wattpad in middle school.
 After centers around Tessa Young (played by
Josephine Langford in the films), an innocent and
frumpily-dressed freshman who loves Wuthering
Heights and ends up falling for a tattooed bad boy
with loads of childhood trauma, AKA Harry Styles.
When After was published as a novel, legendary
author Anna Todd changed the Harry character’s
name to Hardin Scott, which is arguably the best
name for a male love interest ever written.

The events of After We Collided take place soon after
(ha ha, cue  title sequence) Tess breaks up with
Hardin (Hero Fiennes Tiffin) because he tried to
make her fall in love with him for a bet. This is
widely regarded as the perfect start to a stable,
long-lasting relationship.  After roughly twenty
minutes and a drunken phone call, Tessa and
Hardin stumble back into each other’s
meticulously epilated arms. The rest of the film
follows Tessa and Hardin as they are pushed and
pulled apart by a surprise visit from Hardin’s mom
(who looks roughly seven years older than Tessa),
a cute boyish accountant who works at the
publishing firm where Tessa interns (played by
Dylan Sprouse) and of course, Hardin’s Troubled
Past, which manifests in alcoholism, daddy issues,
nightmares, impulsive tattoos, and violent
outbursts (swoon!). The end of the film involves a
car crash that all the characters forget about five
minutes later and yet another impulsive tattoo as
Tessa and Hardin are reunited once more.

Critics shat all over After We Collided; Roger Ebert
awarded the film half a star and Variety called it
“atrocious”. Mostly citing lack of chemistry
between the two leads and the large hole left by
the complete absence of an overall story, the
cinematic authorities were not fans of the second

Gillian Maltz, Level III

Amanda Dam,  Level I

Grey. Considering that the world is basically on
fire, I’m not exactly screaming for a mirror to be
held up to the nature of human existence at the
moment (not that Broken Hearts Gallery comes
anywhere close to that, see: impossibly large and
chic NYC apartment that houses a gang of quirky
broke millennials). No, I’d rather disappear into
the music video-esque world of Hardin, Tessa and
their endless slough of pointless relationship
drama that could easily be abated by a simple
conversation. Maybe the next time you’re having a
panic attack while reading the news, pour yourself
some red and turn on After We Collided. To quote
the ever articulate (and slightly tipsy) Tessa,
“Fiction’s an escape from reality. It’s the way that,
like, you can live a hundred lives, or even a
thousand". Amen, sister.

instalment in the series. I should note that my
viewing experience of After We Collided was a
double-feature; After We Collided was followed by
a screening of Netflix romcom The Broken Hearts
Gallery. I was anticipating Broken Hearts far more
than After, yet me and my housemates found
ourselves snoozing through the second feature
and chatting excitedly about After We Collided
during the car ride home. Broken Hearts Gallery is
not great-- it’s cliche and forgettable-- but it is an
objectively better film than After We Collided, a
formal mess. So why did we enjoy After We Collided
so much more?

Perhaps there’s a sort of peculiar joy in watching
something that does not claim or even attempt to
have artistic merit or integrity. If you leave all of
your hopes of mimesis at the door, you’re free to
enjoy a plotless PG-14 version of Fifty Shades of 

Amanda Dam, Level I
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A Brief explorationA Brief exploration
Dearest Reader,

Today, I shall be taking you on an exploration (pun
absolutely intended) of one of the greatest female
media giants of our time. While she’s a hero to many
in her fictional world for her problem-solving skills,
she’s also a bilingual, feminist icon who has won 16
Emmys. Yes, as I’m sure you’ve guessed by now, she IS
in fact Dora the Explorer.

Dora was Nickelodeon’s first Latina animated
character, and as you may remember from the show,
she does a lot to normalize being bilingual. In
episodes aired in English-speaking countries, Dora
teaches Spanish; in non-English speaking countries,
she teaches English words. Dora’s first name actually
comes from the Spanish word for “explorer”, which has
the feminine form “exploradora”. An additional little
known fact is that Dora’s last name is Marquez, named
as such because of the acclaimed Latinx writer Gabriel
García Márqez (I really like his short story “A Very Old
Man with Enormous Wings”!)

Dora’s characterization has expanded greatly beyond
her cartoon personality; she is more than  just a Latina
explorer. I mean, consider the absolute statement she
makes wearing that pink/orange/purple clothing
palette every day! Also important to the show is Dora’s
emphasis on family values and kindness to all. The
Marquez family (including Dora’s parents & cousin
Diego) focuses on exploring as a means of attaining
knowledge, researching, and gaining respect for past
cultures. Essentially, I’m saying Dora’s a woke queen.

If you’re looking for more Dora to supplement your
dearly departed childhood, check out the recent live-
action film “Dora and the Lost City of Gold” (2019). It
was made for those of us who watched Dora the
Explorer as a child, so all of the humour is highly
relatable. Haha don’t we all just have to rescue our
parents while solving the mystery of a lost city??
#justgirlythings.

Dora’s independence and willingness for adventure
really struck a chord with me as a child. Did you like
Dora too? *stares blankly waiting for a response*

I encourage anyone else looking to understand their
childhood to please contribute similar pieces for the
next issue. It’s highly therapeutic! And now, I suddenly
have a strong urge to complete a quest with my
anthropomorphic animal sidekick named after their
footwear. :)

—

—

— —

—

Isabel Diavolitsis, Level III

Maia Poon, Level I
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after high school since I was always in the house. I sought any
form of distraction I could find. The television became my
escape. But that didn’t stop him from trying. Our conversations
would last no longer than a commercial. It was partly my fault,
but it doesn’t take him long to return to talking about my future,
school, or money. The commercial would end and he would give
up. I could finally return to my regularly scheduled
programming.

I think he was afraid to be vulnerable. Or never learned to be 
vulnerable. Or maybe I was. I got so used to how our interactions
went, that it felt improper to diverge, to give way. But at least we
started something, a dialogue after a tradition of silence. A
tradition that he started with me long ago. One that I finally
decided to break by meeting him halfway and starting anew.

This is an excerpt from a lit reflection
Andrew Canete, Level III

Every time I tried to talk about something real, my dad seemed
uneasy. He would always shy away from the topic, and make use
of me. Every conversation was about work, or school, or fixing
something around the house. I had no issue in helping out, I just
wished he was more of a father than a manager. Some of our
conversations were easy. I’d simply oblige and we’d move on. I’d
tell him what he wanted to hear just to have him stop
bombarding me with questions. Other conversations were hard.
I’d let curiosity get the best of me, and let my words fly. He would
only reply in a monotonous tone, not really getting into things.
He’d swiftly attack me with chores that needed to get done or
other boring stuff.

“Be nice if you cleaned up the water you leave on the floor.”
“Lawn has to be mowed. It’s getting high.”
“Your mother wants me to fix the railing on the porch. I’m
going to need your help with that.”

I know when my father tries, but frankly it’s too late. For 18
years, he never tried, so why start when I am about to leave? Why
not while I was growing up? I never felt close to him and I don’t
have the intention to start now. It became hard to avoid him

Anna Waschuk, Level II



He opens the fridge and stares in. An invisible waterfall of cold air thunders silently out, pouring in waves over his feet and seeping
gently across the floor, under the oven, out through the door, rivulets running gently down the stairs that step themselves up from
the basement. The frontal door refrigerator is terribly inefficient, thinks his housemate, who knows that if you have one that opens
upwards, like a sarcophagus, the cold stays inside, because cold air sinks - and warm air rises, up through the house and out the open
uppermost window; a window still somehow not enough ventilation to prevent the scent of surreptitious Attic cigarettes from
diffusing themselves throughout the more barbarian quarters of the house and waiting in pockets around corners and in hallways
for him to walk into and sniff, confused and expectant, waiting for the culprit to come around the corner as if borne aloft on a
catafalque of drab brown, preceded by a train of ghostly patriarchs swinging the censers that herald ecstasy and death. The fridge is
packed full of nothing to eat, carefully labelled tupperwares of not caramelized onions so why bother, eggs he would have to cook,
mustard and mayonnaise and sriracha leering out at him as if so many canopic jars behind museum glass, and in the dairy section,
bagged milk like smoke-filled lungs, a gleeful liquid labelled by evolution, for reasons of litigation, as ‘not for human consumption’,
and it awakes now, having gained so much heat, humming and breathing and freon running through its veins, the new prometheus
who, animated by lightning, stole cold, so much more precious than heat, from the Gods and gave it to man, and his housemate
again will wander over and tell him that any heater is one-hundred percent efficient, and not worth having your liver pecked out
over, but to bring down cold he would give his kidneys and stomach both, his liver being already committed wholesale to the
maintenance of merry-making.

If he lived in antiquity, it would be feasible to think or maybe even believe that the world had not changed in a thousand years, and
would not change again for another thousand after he had died and turned to dust. When the ancients speak of the ancients they
may as well be speaking of neighbours, closer to them than his grandparents are to him, and so there is little doubt that Methuselah
saw nine-hundred and sixty-nine and Alulim in Kish reigned for thirty thousand years before the flood swept over, and he can hardly
muster complaints against those testimonies as they did against Ea-Nasir. But now he has lived for twenty years and fears that when
he speaks of age he lies under oath, rather than loam like his ancestors, because it feels like only maybe one or two but also
something like fifty or sixty, and the last hundred days have just been one long one with a nice lunch in the middle when his parents
came to visit last and maybe he can look forward to Christmas dinner at the end of it. He’d normally change the colour of his diary
when it fills itself up but he’s thinking more and more that this time he’ll keep it the same because this year doesn’t really count, like
he’s been robbed of it, and now time is reading all his embarrassing secrets.

He closes the fridge without coming to any sort of decision, which is really to be expected of opening the fridge without having a
particular food in mind, when the act of opening the fridge is more like opening the door to the house or looking out the window,
just checking that the world is still there, but really not expecting it to be doing anything, maybe just wanting to listen to the rain or
see how full the orange juice is or whether anyone’s eaten the last piece of salami you left in there because you didn’t want to finish
it yourself, or see if the cat is there, leaving its pawprints in the butter and black fur all over the crisper drawer. Those idle actions -
like leaning up against the doorway of the living room or looking around as if you’ve lost something, that are never done except  by
people who only ever feel they belong where they’re not, and maybe not even there, in the same way that he checks his phone or
makes an exaggerated face that he hopes gives the impression of searching for someone in the crowd because he doesn’t want to
admit he’s just standing there outside the store or somewhere on campus - when done properly and sincerely, give him the
impression that he’s a ghost who died with business unfinished and so goes about his day in the manner of the living but never
doing anything other than in mime, and in this way he can avoid doing anything at all, lest he finish his business without noticing
and finally be made to rest. But he forgets that the best way to become a believer is to go to church every Sunday and pray and take
the sacrament and not worry about where God is right now, and so he ends up standing on the street, genuinely looking for
someone, only he doesn’t know who, and now in his house he does the same thing and suddenly finds himself foolishly believing
there will actually be food in the fridge.

Occasionally, in a group of friends, or even just when alone, the question will come up of what if one person had done something
different and so not ended up in this time and place, but rather an entirely different one? When discussing ghosts, however, the
question is rather who it was that did do something different, a theoretical eighth or fifth or whatever-you-like-th member of your
particular social circle, who exists but somewhere else, as if in another world, and when he begins to think about them is when they
really begin to haunt him, like actually haunt him, as in he turns the corner into a pocket of cigarette smoke and thinks for a moment
he sees someone he will never know and is now at Dalhousie doing political science and smoking cigarettes but only when she’s
been drinking as she disappears up the stairs, but is nowhere to be found on the second or third floor despite the increasing
intensity of the smoke, which is somehow more like a homeopathic remedy because it’s only when he doesn’t smell it that it catches
him with his guard down and puts ideas into his head, when he’s down in the basement looking at the cans of beans, thinking about
becoming an ascetic and only ever eating chili out of one bowl with one spoon and sitting on tatami mats in an empty room.

He drinks coffee in the early morning, before anyone else is up, and leans out the window into the world and feels its cold like he’s
leaning into the fridge trying to get the milk out from behind all the other things that have for some reason taken up residence on 

the close edge of the dairy shelf, swinging their legs over the edge, like only those who are truly enjoying
life or else otherwise in the absolute dark can bring themselves to do, but someone opens the door just

to look in and the light will come on inside him and he’ll look up and think that maybe he should get off this ledge, so he flops
backwards onto the roof like a disoriented scuba diver, nitrogen in his veins, a crash test dummy with too many joints in him,
clinging to the underside of the world that only holds him out over the nothing so that he can see anything at all, out through the
window propped open by a foot and half of hockey stick, which he worries just a little bit about, thinking that if it slipped out and
the dropped the window onto his spine he’d probably not die but at the very least would drop the mug that isn’t his and is pottery
and looks handmade, like that garlic pot he painstakingly glued back together one night, superglue fumes pressing on the inside of
his head, but no matter how perfectly he slots the pieces together and holds them while they settle down they’ll still have holes
between them, letting in the light, which is really what he wants, because in the absence of gold for kintsugi sunlight will always do.

There are days when it feels like it’s around nine-thirty all day, and when he looks at the clock and it tells him it’s twelve-forty or
maybe even three or five he feels a bit cheated because he did get up at eight-thirty like he has been every day for about a week now,
unused to his body being used to getting up, feeling like he should be making coffee even as dinner is approaching, and he thinks
maybe he should be making dinner instead, or else it’ll only be ready when it really is nine-thirty, which somehow still feels wrong,
even though that’s when it’s usually ready. But it’s hard to read the day when it’s still early, and he can’t ever seem to predict when
suddenly nothing will have happened and he’ll have run out of time to not do anything while the living room is still empty or the
stairs still have to be walked up quietly and the house has the same tranquility the forest always does, even though the house is
actually quieter than the forest sometimes, and stiller, but the forest will always be nicer, ghosts of sunlight wandering down
through the cracks in the fire-red-and-yellow canopy, and the scent of leaves in his nose, and the cold air drifting down the sides of
the shallow valley,  and he thinks that someone out there is staring out of an open front door, letting all the cold out of the world,
searching for someone they don’t yet know is him.

Maya Eriksen, Level II

Tristian Meager,
 Level II



Today I tried wearing a reusable pad (cotton? organic? hemp?¿)
for the first time. My immediate concern was that it felt less
secure than a “regular” disposable pad, in that there was no sticky
adhesive keeping it attached to my underwear (just a dinky
metallic clasp). After a few hours of use, I also learned that the
reusable pad makes my blood look much more alarming to me
when I glance down at it in the bathroom. Blood staining soft
fabric feels more transgressive than blood soaking into a
synthetic, medical-grade pseudo-diaper, to-be-disposed-of. I
wonder if you know what I mean? It’s interesting, because
diapers on adults generally seem to represent disability and
indignity. I am the girl with a family history of bed-wetting, who
wore pull-ups to bed until she was old enough to feel tearfully
embarrassed of it - shouldn’t my cotton pads feel like a relief
from the embarrassment of the diaper? So it must be the
bleeding itself that is embarrassing to me, in these moments.
When it stains cotton (or a blend of natural materials, *40%
hemp*, whatever), my blood seems like a mess that needs to be 

remarked and actively
cleaned up.Look at
that, she stained her

reusable pad again,
a mean voice seem

to tell me from over my
shoulder as I sit on the

toilet (it’s my boyfriend’s, in
my nightmares - though he’s

very kind and respectful of my
period in reality). Hey, there’s a

nasty reddish stain on there,  you’re going to have to scrub that out.

I washed the blood out of this first reusable pad in the shower
this afternoon. I had to use my toes to compress the soggy fabric
at first, to get the blood beginning to flow (ha ha) – but once I
began the stream, it trickled down the length of the bathtub on
its own. The stream was a gentle shade of orange, warm and
diluted. It gave me something interesting and slightly gross to
watch as I soaped up my hair. If I unfocused my eyes, it looked
like there was simply a stripe of rust on the bathtub floor. Maybe
if I keep getting my period and straining out my soiled pads in the
shower, the bathtub will get a permanent stripe of “rust,” I thought
with mild horror. And my male housemates will never suspect what
caused it . . . mwahaha!

After I rinsed my hair and turned off the water, I stepped on the
waterlogged pad one final time. Its stream had been thinning
imperceptibly throughout the shower; now my sole squeezed out
a final red gasp. I thought about re-washing my foot, but decided
that menstruators throughout history have surely flat-footed
their wet pads without a second thought. Take that!

The pad was still obviously stained, but it had been drained of its
colour. The stains looked old. This currently worries me, seeing as
I haven’t yet put any of these pads through the washing machine
(the second stage of their cleaning process, according to the
WikiHow article I have been consulting) - will the stains come
out? Or will these reusable pads always look this way - streaked
with permanent brown after only one use? Maybe I ought to keep
buying new ones, to always look down at fresh blood stains on
fresh cotton when I use the bathroom.
Morghen Jael, Level III

November Update from SASS (courtesy of Arooba Muhammad,
Level III, SASS Communications Director)

Hey ArtScis! Is it really November already? I can't believe we
have all been in Zoom University for this long now! We all miss
you so much! We want to thank everyone for partaking in our
SASS events so far; we've really been feeling the ArtSci spirit
even while apart. Thank you for taking part in the
Communittee’s Scavenger Hunt, the virtual LRW study session,
and the Sib Games nights! It has been great to connect with you
all through these events. And good news – SASS has more in
store for you! Upcoming in the next few weeks we will be having
our 48-hour Musical Competition (Nov 13-14th), SRA meeting
(Nov 15th), for which details can be found on our Facebook
page, and the much anticipated Fall Kaffeehaus (Nov 26th).
Sending you ArtSci spirit and hugs as you near the end of the
semester and approach exam season.

CRDB

Want to see your name credited in this beautiful
magazine next time? As cited in our “An Artsci’s
Calendar” section, the deadline for open submissions
from the Arts & Science student body for our next
issue (the December Issue!) will be Wednesday
November 25 at 11:59PM. You will be notified about
whether your submission meets our content
guidelines) and whether it has been accepted for
publication in the December Issue within a few days
of the November 25th 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
please 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
team to refine your piece for publication; plan to set
aside some time for this in the week following
November 25

!If you have an idea for a potential submission but
want to bounce it off of an editor before you get 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 will up with your creations!




