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Dear Readers,

Welcome to the spring edition of the UC Review. It has truly been a 
wild ride getting here. Last summer, I sat in dozens of coffee shops, 
hunched over a worn notebook filled with ideas about what the UC 
Review would like. Pages were filled with poorly drawn sketches, 
scratched-out words, and splashes of green tea. The decision to publish 
two editions of the UC Review ironically stemmed from indecision. 
Torn between two ideas, I flipped a coin, but the coin rolled off the 
table and down a sewer grate. I saw this as a sign to go with both 
ideas. How I had initially envisioned the Review began to change with 
every suggestion, submission, and encouragement we received from 
our community. 

The content in this edition was chosen through a blind selection 
process. I would like to warn readers that some of the works included 
depict uncensored experiences and violent imagery.

In the winter, the UC Review was a house being built. It was becoming 
solid, sturdy, and stable. Now, it is alive; it inhales moments and exhales 
stories, opens its doors to welcome new people, and lets sunlight beam 
through the windows. I hope you enjoyed your stay in our home so far. 
You have added many good memories within our walls. I can’t wait to 
see what else is in store.

Warm regards,

Albert H. Hoang

Letter from the Editor
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Good Morning. Photograph. M.E. Villanueva
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Rip the seams of my flesh and let the honey pour out 
Taste it and know how it feels as it slides down your throat 
Does it sit in the pit of your stomach? 
A light song may overcome you and make you want to fly 
Like a bee dancing flower to flower 
A visitor checking on the petals 
Do you put me in your tea or take me raw? 
Chamomile, Green, Jasmine or Oolong? 
Sip it slow 
Close the jar by sewing me up 
Leave the hive on the third branch from the top where it formed.

Poetry
Honeycomb

Julia Balm
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There’s a choker round my neck and something 
red, light, 
like a second skin. An easy jump 
between a sweater and perfumed air. 

In my pockets are scraps of words you burned 
before you left taking 
my sound with you. They piece together 
like tacky pearls: 

vowel-vowel-consonant- 
a half-chewed mouthful of a comma/ 
other unknown punctuation. 

Sitting on the edge of a mattress with a peach yogurt 
of summer’s frozen harvest, 

wishing I had the confidence of knowing 
there is no set time for warming up to the touch 
or at least learning
how to use a label as a blanket, washable in a detergent 
of personal creation. 

On street corners of today I pray for a colour 
I saw in split-second clarity, piecing memories for visuals. 
Everywhere the finger points 
comes up smudged by a crack. 
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Novelette

Margaryta Golovchenko
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Is it time to read Tolstoy
 or is it too late to worry about appearances?
In this gloveless winter,
watching other people grow through you
 reminds me of the ivy
 on these walls 

standing in many places with variations of health
with bright-eyed campus supercommunists  
chased away by penguin classics, 
 retreated to nicotine solitary
 air-con nights spent in antisincerity 
thinking about life in “the perfect world”

I inhabit the sunset of a millimetre,
nothing left to do but
follow my next bubblegum love
to serene and unknowable meridians 
 —or maybe I’ll find myself at law school 

Poetry
a million embarrassed circle smudges  
on the circle of my macbook pro

Ryan Hume
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A lone heron watches 
as the wind allows 
the trees to touch 
their long lost lovers.
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Heron in a field on a windy day in Switzerland

Kristen Zimmer
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Flowers in her Hair. Water based oil on masonite. Abbey Kachmar
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I fell in love with your screen 
on the other side of the tracks, the most parallel 
my life has been 
since the introduction of we need 
to talk. The words I saw, freckled with splice 
amid the scars, could easily have been 
the ones ERs are short on, my damage 
too mundane to warrant even a bandage.
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Marriage Proposal in the Digital Age

Margaryta Golovchenko

natural selection 3.30. Photograph. Brenda Gomes
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like a grocery list or a love letter 
that slipped from the mind, lover gone out for 
milk and coming back some Wednesday. 
Knowing she likes her cereal with honey 
and a few ripe berries. Doesn’t matter which, so long as they’re 
swollen. 

Few things in this world are known 
for devouring prey so efficiently, no time left to thank 
for the way blood unclogs the teeth.

Poetry
Watching a Woman Read a Fertility Letter

Margaryta Golovchenko
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Influences: Cradle. Mixed media sculpture. Isabel Martins
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 I.

I have spent my years searching.
The rock with no sound of water
The fog hiding the trees of the wood
The abandoned coffee shops, empty bookstores
And silenced nightclubs with no neon welcomes. 
My whole life has been a hunt, wandering
From street to street in dead night
When no dreams would come.
Kneeling on the edge of a creek 
At the hour when the sun had not even started up 
Black night’s long impenetrable wall,
I searched through the atoms of the water
Hoping you become living from my breath
And wanting my anxious spell to take 
Its shape among the elements. 

 II.

Some kind of cynical dance
Some kind of fantastical dream
Some kind of desperate horror, horror.
I chased him through the fall leaves
Through the gigantic snowy mountain passes
Through spring’s cold nights
And summer’s scorching days. 
We began on Manchurian plains
And did not stop until after we reached the Iberian.
Years, years, years I have chased
The man with butterfly wings,
With wooden bow and metal arrow;
The man who danced in my peripherals,
Whose marks on the roadsides
Kept me in pursuit, always in your shadow. 

Poetry
Cupid



20

U
nd

er
gr

ad
ua

te

 III.

Old and growing older
And finally I have found:
There’s a great scar beneath the hip
Where you jabbed me with your arrow
And made me lovesick.
There is the moon on my ring finger 
And a beating jewelled heart in my chest.
Under the drapery of night
I found you equally lost,
Equally out of place amongst the crowd,
Staring with dog eyes at the train tracks. 
We go hand-in-hand out to the Baltic 
And in our dreams we wait breathless
For wedding bells and band music
And for that final release into the stars.

Leyland Rochester
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The escalator squeals in tremors 
like an elephant beneath our feet;
we are chained to the movement
breathless.

Two lidless eyes of white gazing 
in the long and black tunnel awaiting
our presence on the platform, 
our latenight odyssey.

The rattle of metal bones 
and blood red seats, newspaper litter,
and his reflected face staring frowning
in the window.

The arch of the valley where the train 
spits out, long faces meeting us
in the fingerprint-stained glass 
of 1AM dives.

Puddles of water pooling upon the streets, 
yellowed cigarette butts sailing across
in fall’s last slow breath, in my reflection
frowning.

Poetry
Saturday Night

Leyland Rochester
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step one: 
don’t think about tomorrow’s midterm. go to bed early but don’t 
forget that sleep is the jilted lover whose trust you have too often 
broken. let the ticking of the clock settle into the narrow hollows of 
your jaw, the spaces between your teeth. close your eyes while your 
brain gorges itself on the sludge you keep feeding it. watch as your 
body deflates.
 
step two: 
eat something. hurl your cereal at the carpet. smash it under your 
heels, grinding the bones into the dirt. lean your forehead against the 
bookcase and stare down at the cereal bits like constellations. pick 
up the pieces with your shaking fingers and sprinkle them into the 
garbage. wish you could go with them. remain hungry. 

step three: 
sit on the edge of your bed. sit on the edge of the rest of your life. 
don’t fall into either, but cling to the tightrope of your vanishing 
optimism and colour-coded dayplanner. it makes you feel better. it 
does. it’s making you better. it is. i promise. don’t worry.U
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how to make it through the night
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step four: 
put your head on the pillow. don’t put it in the closet (wouldn’t 
wanna go back in there) or in the mini fridge (chilly). make sure 
to adjust the angle of your neck in tandem with the decline of your 
grade point average. no wonder you slump so much. 

step five: 
see the sun. see the flaming ball of hydrogen and helium that keeps 
your planet just so. consider its turning body, bringing light back 
to you as the body on the mattress turns. let the light drench your 
shivering neurons, your spaced-out synapses. shield your eyes. see 
the mercy.

step six: 
sleep at last. repeat tomorrow. 

Julia Bartel Poetry
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“I’m fine.” 
I heard myself think 
as I clenched the hot teacup 
bringing it closer to myself 
it was burning my palms 
yet I took a sip 
it didn’t burn my mouth 
nor my tongue 
I heard my mother’s voice 
“God gave you a tongue to speak, use it.” 
I was perfectly capable 
I took a deep breath in 
waiting for the words I put a lid on 
to pour out 
I flinched 
as my ears rang with the sound of your voice 
alienating the last note of my mother’s motivating words in my mind 
“How are you?” 
I looked ahead 
“I’m fine.” U
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Tea with a lost soulmate

Miena Tokhi
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The first time I said someone was home, I was 13 years old
he was soft,
his hand in mine, the gentle brush of his lips on my cheek

Home left graffiti on my Facebook wall in the form of Bruno Mars 
lyrics
home was the house I grew up in
its creaking steps, the swing of the front door
and the sandbox full of surprises.
home was gentle and kind

The second time I said someone was home, I was 15
hormonal,

and drowning
and my idea of romance was watching a Disney movie 
with the basement door closed

There was no time for kind words
there were barely words
just kisses and empty apologies

Home was the dingy apartment you didn’t care enough about to 
make home
sketchy neighborhood and dirty windows
the floors that needed disinfecting because what was that
a house built of sand,
one gust of wind and there was

nothing

The third time I said someone was home, I was 17
walls closing in on me
I needed air,
space
and bay windows

Poetry
Home
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Home kissed the cracks in my foundation,
he kissed too hard and created more
tried to patch them up with anger and resentment

This home taught me a lot
how to kiss and make up
how to fix holes in drywall
how to feel misunderstood
how to feel worthless
how every time I took my clothes off for him I was supposed to feel
worth it
worth him

Home was the perfect townhouse in the city
a brownstone in brooklyn
with perfect lighting and a brand new bathtub
home was conveniently placed directly under a flight path and on top 
of a subway line
home shook every 2 minutes

The last time I said someone was home, I was 19
stronger, sharper and sassier
I was a fortress, my home was in the center, you could reach it, I 
promise
it’s just down the left, second right,
and about 500 walls later

Home told me I looked Harvard and walked Yale
this home reminded me of my childhood home
it was soft and safe
this home had the perfect little reading nook
and that prime selfie lighting in the back corner

Home planted flowers on the balcony and taught them to grow
home created
restored

U
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Home was the short term lease in a tropical destination
the one that makes you question quitting your job
and tells you to go dancing in the rain

Home was temporary

The next time I call someone home
I’ll remember 
home is not a person 
I can build my own foundation and kiss my own cracks 
I will build a library full of books, of journals and of old love letters
of proof that I lived, and survived 

Proof that I loved.

Poetry

Sophie Nielubowicz
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When the canaries ran out, plumes ashen 
and criss-crossed with fingerprints 
my courtship with darkness became known, 
blessed by firebird feathers tossed down the shaft 
on our wedding night. The earth knew me well, 
keeping her lullabies soft and barely above a 
tremble, goodnight kisses still sloppily 
powdering the eyes. She — sedated by the idea 
of a daughter-in-law. I — grateful not to know 
the rough hands clawing into flesh, 
not when I have nearly mastered phosphorescence 
of the blood.
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The Coal Miner’s Daughter

Margaryta Golovchenko
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“childhood, after all, is the first precious coin poverty  
steals from a child”. Photograph. Aaron Ng
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I want to fall
and fold 
into myself,
to swirl 
my spine
into a snail shell,
long since 
abandoned 
by its host,
a spiral left 
to crack with 
earthly discreteness,
only to be spotted 
by the keen eye 
of a clammy-fingered 
child.

I want to curl 
into the glass 
of a marble
and roll 
into a corner 
to dwell amongst
the rusted paperclip, 
the slack elastic,
and the outgrown
shell.
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Poem written during a call centre shift
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I want to coil 
endlessly to my core 
in a swirl of flesh 
and enmeshed 
cartilage,
plummeting further 
into the earth 
of my skin
in search
of water.

Kristen Zimmer

Poetry
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The moment when a pigeon corpse 
is indistinguishable from yesterday’s 
newspaper. Equally forgotten, slight difference 
in the index of Good Riddance. 

I feel something being scraped out of me, 
the leftovers of who I was yesterday 
but didn’t put to use. My own fault for negligence, 
for the poor presentation. 

I have become better versed 
in pointing out things that will die. The slight 
curl of the skin, the burst of a craving 
suppressed so long it’s mistaken for new. 

On the subway, visually scrutinizing those 
who appear whole. Even if they aren’t 
they are still the bent corner of a page kind of ripped, 
like the book I passed off for brand new 
when the pages were caked with contagious nothing. 

Nothing breeds a nothing squared, multiplies 
like rabbits released into a field of clover. 
Content through association.
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Point of Reference

Margaryta Golovchenko
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Vortex. Photograph. Danielle Stella
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I need to kill my double, preferably before the week is up. 
Resting in the back of a looted and empty grocery store, I sharpened a 
pencil with my beloved pocket knife and rewrote my list of priorities.

-Find food
-Contact Partha
-Kill my double
-Locate the cracked mirror of spells and dreams
-Burn down the archivist’s house
-New underwear (?)
-Replace shoelaces

Find food always stays at the top, but I shifted around some 
of the others. Not sure about the new underwear. The pairs I have are 
fine, no holes or anything, but I think I’d like to have two spares in-
stead of one. You never know in this desert. And tampons are getting 
harder and harder to find, which is a shame.

Contacting Partha is also always a top priority but the thing 
about that is it’s not like I can just try harder. I’m always trying, and I 
haven’t found a way yet. So killing my double is the current goal for 
the week. I spotted her following me, sixty feet back or more, not two 
days ago when I was coming through the Serpent’s Path, the stretch 
through the canyon. I fired my pistol at her, fully knowing I’d miss. 
She darted behind the rocks. I don’t know why she’s following me, 
but I don’t imagine it’s good. I’ve been sleeping with one eye open 
ever since.

My buddy from last year, Sinclair Rhodes, got killed by his 
double in a bar in Heartfire, the basin town just past the city. Two shots 
in his neck, bam, bam.

I met his double a week or so after. He seemed like a fine 
guy. He gave me some jerky. I gave him some packets of sugar in ex-
change, because I don’t like getting stuff for free. He was much more 
quiet than Sinclair himself.

“You had to kill him?” I had asked when we were sitting out 

Two in the Desert

Penny Evans
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on the veranda of an abandoned farmhouse. He couldn’t give me a 
straight answer. Or maybe just wouldn’t. Either way.

There was a radio in the breakroom in this grocery store but 
the batteries are dead and all the batteries in the store got ransacked 
long ago. Thought about taking it with me and looking for batteries, 
but it’s heavy. If I make it up to the next town, someone there will let 
me use a radio, and I can look out for Partha. Or they’ll have a gen-
erator and I can email him. He’s bound to get to a connection point 
sooner or later.

I looked over the list again and I decided that carrying a third 
pair of underwear might not be worth the weight. I know it seems like 
nothing, but it all adds up. I struck it from the list. We’ll come back 
to that one if we need to, I told myself. But I should definitely replace 
my shoelaces. 

Where new underwear had been I added:

-Seek toilet paper

Much more of a priority, especially with the oncoming scarci-
ty of tampons. For now, though, I was stocked. I laid out the weapons 
at my disposal. The pistol, the rifle, the beloved pocketknife. The pis-
tol is for killing people. The rifle is for killing things. The pocketknife 
is not for killing, although I guess I’d use it if I had no choice. Some-
times I feel like the pocketknife is my only friend. I keep it with me 
always.

I cleaned each weapon, checked them for wear and tear. Then 
I packed up and left. Someone else might set a trap and wait, but I 
prefered to go find my double myself. I didn’t want her slipping in 
while I was asleep and unaware. I’d rather meet her face to face.

Outside I climbed the steps up the side of the canyon. They 
only go halfway, an explosion of some kind blew the upper ones all 
to hell, so the way was spotted with big chunks of rock and broken 
signs that once directed tourists. There, I dropped down and pulled my 
binoculars from my bag. They’re child’s binoculars, decorated with a 
dinosaur motif. I’d rather not say where I found them, except that no 
child was using them when I did. It wasn’t important then, and it isn’t 
important now.

I only had to scan for a few minutes before I spotted her. Close 
enough to see, not even a mile back. Short brown hair and dark eyes. 

Prose
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My face, without the scar over the eyebrow. She had a huge bruise 
spreading across her jaw, yellow and purple, that midpoint before fad-
ing when the injury looks worse.

She was walking forward resolutely, staring straight ahead. I 
suddenly feared that she would spot me, so I got down lower, flatten-
ing myself against the rocks. For maybe thirty minutes, I just watched 
her approaching. She wasn’t walking fast, although her pace couldn’t 
have been called leisurely. It looked hard. It looked like she was forc-
ing herself onward. 

Do I do that? I wondered. I always thought I walked with 
more confidence. I let my mind wander for a few minutes, fantasizing 
about finding a hospital or something. I have this theory that people in 
a hospital would be so sidetracked by the medicine and the bandages 
and the blankets that they would forget about tampons and sanitary 
napkins. Even if they found them, I bet they didn’t take the ones in 
the bathrooms. A veritable gold mine of tampons could be waiting out 
there for me.

Probably other good stuff that people forgot too. I remem-
bered my double, and quickly refocused, but she was gone from my 
binocular sights. I scanned the area again. 

There, pressed against the rock wall on the other side of the 
canyon. She had drawn her rifle. Her focus trained on me. Her rifle. 
She was going to kill me like an animal. I dropped my binoculars and 
moved fast, ducking to the side to grab my bag. Her shot scored the 
rock behind where my head had been. I wasn’t a good enough shot to 
catch a moving target, so neither was she. I snatched my pistol from 
my bag and started down the rock stairs. She chucked her rifle away 
and drew hers. I had four bullets, but her count was a mystery.

I fired once on my way down, just to scare her off. She fired 
back immediately. The shell pinged off the rock stairs. I fired again 
when I got to the bottom. Missed. She moved fast. Was I that fast? Or 
were we both slow? Two bullets left. But now we were face to face, 
her pistol raised to my head and mine to hers.

“What now?” I said. She opened her mouth as if to speak but 
the sound that came out was not a voice. It sounded like music, like 
water rushing over steel. It made me think of sleeping alone on the 
desert ground with the full moon over me and feeling cold all the way 
to my bones. 
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Prose
“What?” I repeated, bewildered. She spoke again, that same 

otherworld noise, cocking her head to the side and frowning. She low-
ered her pistol halfway. I knocked it from her loose grip. It went skid-
ding over the dirt. We watched it go. Then she tackled me, pressing the 
hand which held my pistol to the ground. She clawed at my face and 
neck, pummeled me with her fists. I pushed against her grip, kneed her 
in the chest, bashed at her head with the pistol.

Her blood speckled my face, dripping freely from where my 
hit had broken skin. I could feel nail marks stinging my cheek. She 
struggled to wrestle the pistol from my grip. It fired once, twice, up 
into the sky. The shells tinkled to the ground beside us. I let go. She 
tossed the pistol away. From behind her she drew her beloved pocket 
knife. I thrashed and squirmed in her grip, but she had me pinned. I 
felt hot steel press to my throat, that thin little blade the most familiar.

She said something again. It still sounded like nothing. What 
a failure I am, I thought. She pressed a little harder. I felt the blade dig 
into the skin, a bubble of blood welling up. 

Kick her again, I thought. Buck her off. Knee her in the side. 
It was like all the motive and motion had left my body. I was powered 
by an engine that had gone dead.

I thought about Sinclair’s double offering me the jerky. What 
did Sinclair ever really do for me? Maybe I wasn’t supposed to kill my 
double. But she hesitated for a second or two, and I reached up and 
grabbed a handful of her hair and I yanked hard. She went tumbling to 
one side. I rolled so now I was on top. I bashed her hand into the rock 
until she dropped the beloved pocket knife.

She cried out. I knew the sound! It was the fountain in the 
backyard at my grandmother’s house. It was the echo I heard in the 
cave in the desert when I called out “hello?” and realized I might be 
the only person alive for miles around. It was the sound I had made 
the night before, crying curled up on the floor of the ransacked grocery 
store.

I couldn’t even pick up the beloved pocket knife. She was 
crying. Was I crying? Was I bleeding? I climbed off of her and slid 
back onto the dirt. She sat up. She was reaching for me. What now? 
Strangle me to death? Her fingers brushed my neck. But they were 
wiping off blood. She was crying. Her hands were shaking. I pressed 
two fingers where her head was bleeding, dabbing the sleeve of my 
jacket onto the wound. She leaned into my touch. I felt something 
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inside me sag and lose its composition, like a sheet of plastic melting. 
I wrapped my arms around her. She clung to the back of my shirt. She 
was crying.

Tonight, I’m sleeping on the rocks up the side of the canyon, 
on top of my thin tarp, which is one of the best things I own. Beside 
me, my double is cleaning her rifle. I lay both of our beloved pocket 
knives side by side. They look almost identical. I can barely tell which 
one is mine. You’d think I’d have a feeling or something. But I don’t. 

I readjust my list of priorities again.
 
-Find food
-Contact Partha
-Kill my double
-Locate the cracked mirror of spells and dreams
-Burn down the archivist’s house
-Seek toilet paper
-Replace shoelaces

Wherever Partha is, I hope he’s doing good. Before the end of 
the week I’m gonna get new shoelaces.
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A Change in Prescription. Digital art. Kristen Zimmer
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When I declare myself as an Aboriginal woman to all of cre-
ation, I am not singular. I represent all of those women who have come 
before me and will continue to come after me. I am Aboriginal. When 
I look at my hands, I see them holding an eagle feather. When I brush 
my hair, I can smell sweetgrass and when I am walking, my feet are 
enveloped in moccasins that my grandmother made. But, I also feel 
the pain of my sisters, aunties, grandmothers. I feel domestic abuse, 
rape, suicide, addiction, the list is endless. 

My day dreams have never been about being a princess or 
winning the lottery. Instead, I dream of a day where my regalia is 
no longer stained with red tears. When I am no longer left balancing 
statistics to see if I will return from walking down the end of my drive-
way at night. When we don’t have to force and manipulate words into 
new meanings to try and represent the pain my people have felt. 

I am my culture. I dance at powwows, I practise ceremonies, I 
speak my language. I am not a myth or a legend. I am not a headdress 
you bought to wear to your music festival. I can not tell you what your 
dreams mean. I do not speak in an eloquent tongue so to tell you your 
future. And I will not stand by as you try to tell me how you are re-
specting my culture and attempt to sell your exploitation to me. Before 
you do so, please explain to me why you feel you have the knowledge 
to tell me what I am allowed to be offended by. 

I’ll leave you with this: being uneducated is simply ignorance; 
but being ignorant and having an opinion, now that’s stupidity. 

I am an Aboriginal woman and I am damn proud.

Anishnaabe Kwe Andoy

Ziigwen Mixemong
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A Change in Prescription II. Digital art. Kristen Zimmer
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The sun was rising beyond the palm trees, visible from the 
balcón of my apartment, their long leaves uniting to create the illusion 
of a larger leaf sprouting from the top. The balcón was surrounded 
by ten different macetas of oregano, each one slightly livelier than its 
neighbor. Some of the clothing was left hanging off the palos next to 
the balcón, still mildly humid from yesterday’s light rain.

I drank my café con leche peacefully, relishing the few min-
utes of peace before my family would be up and running. The hallways 
were quiet with only the faint murmurs of yesterday’s conversations 
hanging in the air. My brother’s room was the only one indicating any 
sign of life; noises of rummaging and ransacking as he organized his 
belongings into a small, leather maleta.

Today was the day he was travelling to Nicaragua, his first 
official trip as an air steward. He seemed to be rethinking his ward-
robe choice as the noises suddenly stopped. Mami’s door hinged open 
slowly as she stepped out draped in her sleeping robe. Her hair was cut 
to a short bob and somehow perfectly styled this early in the morning. 
I returned to the apartment and my arms enveloped her slender body, 
breathing in her scent of violeta mixed with cigarros.

“Buenos días.” She kissed my forehead and headed into the 
kitchen, turning on the gas stove for breakfast.

Before my lips could form a response to Mami’s soft words, 
a door banged open and footsteps hammered towards us from the nar-
row hallway.

“Mama! Where is my brush?” My sister’s brash voice echoed 
throughout the small kitchen.

“Why are you yelling so early in the morning?” I snapped at 
her, annoyed with her sudden intrusion.

“It was you, wasn’t it?” She stared at me confrontingly. Her 
hair was the opposite of Mami’s, uncontrollable short curls standing 
in the back of her head. Her café coloured eyes glared into mine and I 
shifted my body weight from one foot to the other, crossing my tanned 
arms in front of my chest.

“Why would I take your cepillo? It’s probably nasty.” I was 

Rafael

Laura Seijas Figueredo
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basically asking for a fight, anticipating the ticking time bomb that 
was my older hermana to go off any second.

“Why are you trying to start shit?!” Just like that, my herma-
na’s anger broke through the dam and our yelling could probably be 
heard by all the vecinos.

The entire time, Mami sighed to herself and went back to 
brewing her café. Amid the quarreling, she kept softly humming to 
the beat of “Cachito Mio” under her breath. Mami had never been a 
particularly gorgeous woman, but her charisma and posture always 
made her stand out from the rest. She was a woman who had fought in 
the war and had seen enough chaos in her life. Mami wasn’t about to 
indulge her just-past-teenagehood daughters in one of their silly feuds.

Rafael, mi hermano, suddenly stepped between Mari and I, 
dressed in his striking uniform with hair slicked to the side with gel.

“Why are you two always fighting?” he teased as he walked 
past us and wrapped his long arms around Mami before giving her a 
big kiss on the cheek.

“Felo, you don’t get it!” Mari, my sister, insisted. “This is 
not her first time taking my cepillo. She even has her own, why take 
mine?” Her ojos flickered from mi hermano’s face and back to mine, 
as if trying to catch us working together (in cahoots).

“I took it this time, but last time it really wasn’t me!” I waved 
my hands around in desperation, which made mi hermano giggle soft-
ly, only to quickly cover it with his mouth when he noticed my sour 
expression.

“Okay, Mari, breathe, relajate,” he laughed, as mi herma-
na sighed, the crinkles by his eyes left their mark long after he had 
stopped smiling. And just like that, with Felo’s warmth, Mari’s anger 
melted.

We each went off to continue our usual morning routine, in-
terjected with short breaks for bickering and besos. As I was sitting 
in front of the table finishing up the last pieces of my tostada con 
mayonesa and my second café con leche, a car honked for mi herma-
no outside, and, dragging  his maleta after him, he yelled out a long 
“Chaoooooooo” before heading out the front door.

I didn’t even look back.
My hermana was getting ready for work and asked me what 

I had planned for my day, since I had to prepare for the upcoming 
examenes.

Prose
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“I’m gonna head to a friend’s house and study,” I mumbled 
through my last mouthful of tostada.

“Okay, have fun then, boba.” Mari took a long gulp of my café 
con leche and bolted out the door, my voice cursing after her.

I cleaned up and got dressed, sporting a simple salla to help 
me deal with Cuba’s suffocating heat. I gave Mami a kiss on the cheek 
and headed for Ici’s casa.

Ici lived about an hour or so away from me by bus, but her 
house was a much more convenient place to study, since there was a 
magnificent librería right next door.

As girls our age did, we spent a good fifteen minutes studying, 
followed by a thirty minute ‘break’ for talking. I can’t even remember 
the kinds of silly things we said to each other, our studies became lost 
between wasteful whispers. All I remember was the blare of the radio 
in the background as it announced the afternoon news.

We had been studying for about two hours when a friend of 
my mom’s showed up at Ici’s doorstep.

“Mija, could you please spare me a drink of water?” The heat 
was oppressive and sweat ran down her forehead, sticking her blusa 
to her sturdy body.

“What are you doing around here?” I asked. She lived around 
here, but this barrio wasn’t a neighbourhood she frequented.

“I was just visiting a friend in the area, and tu mamá told me 
you were around here so I thought I’d stop by.” Her smile was suf-
focating and the smallest shiver ran down my back despite the thick 
humidity.

I asked Ici to please get la Señora a glass of water, since I felt 
uncomfortable going through my friend’s cupboards.

“Where is the washroom?” La Señora was visibly shaking at 
this point.

“El baño? It’s just past that door on the right.” I thought it’d 
be inappropriate to leave her by herself so I led her to the small, closed 
off washroom just to the right of el pasillo.

She didn’t use the washroom though, just glanced at me with 
sad eyes and wiped the sweat from her palms onto her pantalones. She 
opened her mouth many times to start talking, but nothing came out. 
All that lay between us was the unbearable silencio.

At that very moment, I felt something shift.
Before I understood what was happening, I felt myself being 
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Prose
ushered into a crowded guagua, the putrid smell of sweat sweeping 
into all my senses.

“The plane that crashed, where was it going to?” my voice 
quivered slightly as I asked, fear making my hands shake from a sud-
den coldness that overtook my body.

“Brazil, creo. Either Brazil, or Chile, I can’t be sure.” La Seño-
ra responded, avoiding my eyes as she faced the front of la guagua, the 
bus overflowing with people.

A wave of relief hit me and I nearly toppled over my feet, 
thankful for the bar which acted as my only support. The world seem 
to shift again as I realized mi Hermano was safe. Felo was safe. He 
had to be, he was going to Nicaragua, not Brazil.

The rest of the ride melted into waves of anxiety and nausea, 
drowning me in the storm of my thoughts. I dreamed of the second I 
would see Felo, breathing and smiling.  I’d give him a tight abrazo, 
hold my arms around his skinny body and kiss his cheek. Seeing him 
again was the only thought coursing through my veins, pumping his 
warm sonrisa into my blood as the bus zoomed past the old beat up 
cars in La Habana.

The moment my balcón came into sight, I realized my life 
would never be the same. People spilled out from the doors, each with 
melancholy engraved on their faces. 

“What happened to my mama?” I shrieked as I clambered off 
the bus and ran to my house filled with strangers, each with looks cold 
enough to break my will.

It wasn’t until I got inside and heard Mami’s dismayed wails 
coming from the living that someone told me. I honestly don’t even 
remember who it was, but they explained everything cleanly and  
quickly:

“Tu hermano has passed away.”
The words echoed in my head over and over, almost as if 

being played on a broken record player. All movements around me 
seemed slow, lethargic and foreign. I felt like I wasn’t truly there, but 
rather experiencing someone else’s life falling apart before her eyes.

Mi hermana hugged me, and we didn’t say a single word to 
each other. The same arms that had so often pushed and pulled my hair 
were now providing me with a comfort that to this day I’ll never be 
able to accurately describe.
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“Be strong for Mami. If you break down in front of her, she 
won’t be able to function.” I had never seen Mari look so broken in my 
life, her words sunk into my body like ink into fresh paper.

The crema colored curtains in Mami’s room were drawn 
closed, and the mirror by the door was shattered, millions of little 
pieces scattered on the floor for us to pick up later.

Mami was seating on the edge of the bed, her eyes vacant 
as she faced a man standing before her. It was then that I recognized 
Papi standing by the old, oak dresser, his whole body shaking with an 
emotion I will never understand. His knuckles were bloody, remnants 
of glass from the mirror still sticking out from the wound. Papi was a 
doctor, one of the best in all of Cuba. He and Mami got divorced years 
ago, so mis hermanos and I only ever saw Papi about once a week at 
most. I never took him to be a particularly emotional person, and yet 
in that moment all I could see was his vulnerability.

They registered our presence, and for a minute, no one moved. 
The air was thick with too much, every corner held words left unspo-
ken and thoughts lost to tristeza.

Drop, drop, drop, as tears cascaded down my face, they broke 
through something, a thin veil of pretense, a last attempt at protection.

Then everyone was crying, and I was being enveloped by too 
many hands at once. Too many words were being mixed with sobs and 
my breathing became strained.

My mouth opened but no words came out; nothing I could 
possibly say to Mami would change the cruel reality of the situation. I 
feared whatever words I mustered up would break Mami, would leave 
her alone and stranded with no source of consolation. So instead I gen-
tly stroked her hair while reaching for Papi with my free hand. I could 
feel Mari’s labored breaths behind me as she wrapped her freckled 
arms around my waist.

We stayed like that for a long time, frozen, with nothing but 
each other to prevent the inevitable crash. We knew something was 
broken beyond repair and that trying to fix it would be futile.

It was the futility of the moment that made my grip on mi 
familia so much more desperate, the reminder of our shared solace 
providing me the strength to kiss Mami on the cheek.

Her café ojos looked into mine and inaudibly whispered:
“Gracias, mija.”
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“Be strong for Mami. If you break down in front of her, she 
won’t be able to function.” I had never seen Mari look so broken in my 
life, her words sunk into my body like ink into fresh paper.

The crema colored curtains in Mami’s room were drawn 
closed, and the mirror by the door was shattered, millions of little 
pieces scattered on the floor for us to pick up later.

Mami was seating on the edge of the bed, her eyes vacant 
as she faced a man standing before her. It was then that I recognized 
Papi standing by the old, oak dresser, his whole body shaking with an 
emotion I will never understand. His knuckles were bloody, remnants 
of glass from the mirror still sticking out from the wound. Papi was a 
doctor, one of the best in all of Cuba. He and Mami got divorced years 
ago, so mis hermanos and I only ever saw Papi about once a week at 
most. I never took him to be a particularly emotional person, and yet 
in that moment all I could see was his vulnerability.

They registered our presence, and for a minute, no one moved. 
The air was thick with too much, every corner held words left unspo-
ken and thoughts lost to tristeza.

Drop, drop, drop, as tears cascaded down my face, they broke 
through something, a thin veil of pretense, a last attempt at protection.

Then everyone was crying, and I was being enveloped by too 
many hands at once. Too many words were being mixed with sobs and 
my breathing became strained.

My mouth opened but no words came out; nothing I could 
possibly say to Mami would change the cruel reality of the situation. I 
feared whatever words I mustered up would break Mami, would leave 
her alone and stranded with no source of consolation. So instead I gen-
tly stroked her hair while reaching for Papi with my free hand. I could 
feel Mari’s labored breaths behind me as she wrapped her freckled 
arms around my waist.

We stayed like that for a long time, frozen, with nothing but 
each other to prevent the inevitable crash. We knew something was 
broken beyond repair and that trying to fix it would be futile.

It was the futility of the moment that made my grip on mi 
familia so much more desperate, the reminder of our shared solace 
providing me the strength to kiss Mami on the cheek.

Her café ojos looked into mine and inaudibly whispered:
“Gracias, mija.”
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Transform. Photograph. Danielle Stella
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Transform. Photograph. Danielle Stella
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The high-school class
The thirty-three of us

Never together again- there’s no reunion
There never was an interest in reunion

And some are gone already, fifty-something
We can’t say who is gone; we just don’t know

No class reunion here, no get-together, no –
No record of our whereabouts was kept

No list exists of everybody’s place, or was it placement
No list exists of everybody’s ways and of their means

No list exists –
Our dreams, whatever dreams, may prove irrelevant

What’s left? Where starts our trek to track them down?
So, where are thirty-three of us – at most –

Perhaps there’s twenty-nine or thirty left
Disease will take a few, or lazy living

And who lived past their twenty-ninth,or thirtieth? Not all
Then thirty-nine or forty- what’s your guess

Now fifty-nine or sixty lie ahead
And there are limits: age or speed, there’s limits
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And some of us are surely slowing down
Survival of the fittest fills our days

The glamourous had their chance for glamour, once
Or twice, or more- their lives were ever glamour

And now we ask: reunion? Not a chance
There never was an interest in reunion.

Poetry

Lance Nizami
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I always knew
(heart pierced with ice)
the day would come
when you would go,
but suddenly how numb
aloneness is.

Gone.
No word or wish
can pull you back.
How hard to grasp 
the full truth of finality.

Nothing to do.
Live on.
The unlaid table, 
empty cup,
unopened door:
meaning is measured in spaces,
love an irrelevant word.

I almost—no,
say never—knew:
letting go is next to death
and twice as slow.
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Carefully excavate
the landscape of memory,
sift through the silt
of time,
retrieve fragments
of the past,
reassemble,
hold in the hand,
a moment unearthed,
relived on a different 
plane of understanding,
a deeper level
of meaning.

Poetry
Archaeologist of the Self: a Recipe

Brian Moore
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Alaskan Rainforest. Photograph. Lance Nizami
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Disease you didn’t know you had can strike you down in three days 
flat

My old acquaintance, husband with a child, became a headstone – 
three days flat
I wonder what the widow thought, when she was asked to let him go, 
Day 3
How now, to look a doctor in the eye and say, Okay, today’s the day 
we say Goodbye
No way to do that, on Day 3 or 2 or 1 for me, no way

I tell my wife: You’ll stay alive for me, and me for you
No prayers will suffice; we’ll exercise, to stay alive –
We’ll keep our bodies fit, and so the fitness of our minds –
What possible excuse exists to fall to secretive disease

Disease you didn’t know you had can strike you down in three days 
flat.

Poetry
News

Lance Nizami
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I am lucky enough to snag a single seat by the window as we 
haven’t yet entered into downtown proper, but I know I’ll soon have 
a streetcar full of people standing over me, making me feel guilty. 
Ugh— I grasp the metal pole to sit down and it is still warm and moist 
from the last clenching hand. That’s the thing about the TTC: even 
when it’s almost empty, the souls of the masses linger. And that’s why 
I hate wearing shorts on streetcars; my clean bare legs are now in con-
tact with absorbent red felt that is no doubt hiding many dirty secrets. 
I try hard not to think of a study my aunt once told me about which 
published the many… substances detected on TTC seats.

The streetcar jerks us forward with the sound of a primitive 
engine and our heads all sway back then forth in unison, like reluctant 
fans at a rock concert. But it moves with frailty and we aren’t going 
anywhere fast. As I look out the window I feel like I’m sitting atop a 
staggering yet dimwitted dinosaur. This mode of transportation seems 
so at odds with the racing city: the millennials zoom past us fearlessly 
on their skeletal bikes. We reach a streetcar stop and just as passengers 
are slouching down the steps our driver blasts the horn, holding it 
there for a few alarming seconds. Another ignorant or distracted driver 
(or both) refuses to wait behind the accordion doors and zooms ahead 
to avoid the eyes from above. People lolling on the stairs look merely 
impatient, unfazed by the narrow miss.  

My body can feel every tap on the brake pedal, from a hesitant 
one to the more urgent. We are navigating across downtown now, and 
there is no chance of gaining real speed or momentum. I try to shift my 
attention from exasperation to the fresh breeze hitting me in the face 
and the sunlight leftover from summer.

Aboard the Rocket

Emma Amaral
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Remember when we were in Copenhagen, and it got dark 
by four-thirty? We walked past the mermaid and through the palace 
courtyard and ended up in a restaurant below street level. All we could 
see were people’s feet as they walked by. Past the window there was 
a small harbour and shops that sold amber. There were words we 
couldn’t pronounce and people we didn’t know. 

In Berlin we were like an old married couple. I would make 
coffee in the early morning and would leave you a cup, you would 
wait up for me when I stayed out late. I would chop vegetables and 
you would make pasta and we’d drink wine with ice cubes in front of 
the TV. On the weekends we’d sit in a café, me writing, you drawing 
at the other end of the table.   

You’d point out roof angles and sidewalk gradations, and I’d 
begin to understand the way you saw things. Then you’d listen to the 
song I was humming and tell me what I was thinking. 

Remember Athens, where we stayed at the base of the Acrop-
olis? We walked around ancient ruins on the tops of hills and at night 
watched reality shows. We ate in a restaurant that played country mu-
sic, and talked about when we’d start our jobs and have to commu-
nicate only by telephone. The days were long even though we were 
enjoying them. It was December, and we were walking amongst olive 
trees.  

And now you’re in Calgary, and I’m back in Toronto, and I 
send you flowers when you’re sad. You call me and I sit alone in my 
little apartment, looking out at the lights of other buildings, and we 
talk about Christmas markets and airplanes and say a few words in 
German. I say that I miss you, but I can’t tell you about it, not really, 
because how can I explain that I remember landing in a city, holding 
just a bag and a subway map, and having you be the only one who 
spoke my language. 

Grace

Menaka Raman-Wilms

Prose
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The City. Acrylic on canvas. Asia Dietrich
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Open and Closed 

At times I am open and at times I am closed. When I am open, I am 
directionless, fluid, pliable, and, above all, honest. Closed, I am guard-
ed, unassailable, distant, and I may lie for reasons unclear even to my-
self. I have never been simultaneously closed and open, which leads 
me to believe that closed and open are opposites on the same spec-
trum: “open” an inversion of “closed,” and vice-versa. When I’m open 
I must feel closed, because I continuously demonstrate my desire to 
explain myself; likewise, when I’m closed I must feel open, because I 
constantly feel as if I’ve said too much. Finding myself in either posi-
tion, I often wish I was in the other: for instance, I desire to be closed 
when I’m too open, or, not recognizing that I’m open, open. Open, I 
wish to be closed or open; closed, open or closed.

A “9” Speaks 

I am extremely formal like an equation balanced hanging on a sheet of 
white paper. According to the theory of the four humours my nature is 
phlegmatic learned from phlegmatic devices and accordingly when I 
drink I become as forceful as a large body of water. 

Tied to a railing today a white dog on a red leash. “I am gravity I am 
a wave that a planet settles into,”, said the dog barking while men and 
women (both in ragged ponytails) came up to it dressed in their yellow 
melancholies. I like the word “dog” better than the dog itself. I keep 
running my hands over things to try and determine where the word 
lives inside. 

Give me a fine serif I can grab my hands around.

Four Ways to Live

André Babyn

Prose



60

Aurelius 

Do not let every orator and rhetorician sway you, but neither should 
you close yourself to every argument. The passive man lets himself be 
dictated to by circumstance and by his associates. The desire to leave 
is a desire to escape the self. The self can be escaped. Likeness is a 
symptom of association. Heterogeneity and homogeneity should be 
avoided: one should not be too like his fellows, nor too distinct. 

Anna, I left you at the station.

The Museum 

Now I’m working in a museum in the middle of the country. Do I 
know enough now to write, “Today he worked at the museum, a quiet 
museum that was often empty”? Or, now that I am working at a mu-
seum, will it become too difficult to refer to museums, will museums 
come to occupy a place of special importance and personal signifi-
cance, as well as becoming banal and unimpressive, as all things do, 
when they become routine? Will I no longer be able to write about 
museums, at least quiet museums, until many years have passed and 
my life has changed and the time I worked at a museum has passed 
into fiction or a kind of fiction?
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The Boulders, Olmsted Point. Photograph. Lance Nizami



62

Two lights blinked on and off in Millicent’s room. One was 
green. The other was blue. She watched them communicate in their 
strange language for long, silent minutes. They were out of synch, but 
eventually they lit up at the exact same moment. They united only to 
go their separate ways until they happened to come back together like 
pointless soulmates. She hated the two lights. They made her feel that 
she was being watched in the darkness, scrutinized by two impartial 
witnesses in the darkness of her own room. Whatever she did, wher-
ever she went, the lights would stay there, blinking on and off and on 
and off and on and off again until some electrical disturbance or hu-
man hand put an end to the whole thing. She had never noticed them 
before. And in her gin-soaked fog, she couldn’t make them stop.

The body beside Millicent murmured, then shifted. Its skin 
was warm and smooth. It brushed against her thigh. This other body 
smelled like cedar and honey and sweat. Its voice, murmuring, was 
deep and soft and homey, like the sound of a drawer rumbling shut in 
a beloved parent’s kitchen. But all at once the comfort of the sound 
was lost on Millicent. She couldn’t put a face to the body. She squinted 
down where the face should be, her head propped on one arm as her 
body stretched out next to the other body. The blinking lights were too 
dim to reveal detail; they only cast shadows on the wall. She could 
pretend the stranger’s shadow belonged to the right person, that she 
wasn’t trespassing in her own room. But the stranger was more than 
shadow. They were the smell of the cedar and the honey and the sweat, 
and the sound of the breathing, regular and deep. Contented. Real. 

Millicent gave up the attempt to identify, accepting the fact 
of another nameless paramour, ephemeral and distant. She laid her 
head back down on her pillow and wondered why she could never be 
happy with herself. Clara wouldn’t be happy with her either if she ever 
found out. Millicent resolved never to let Clara find out, not this time. 
She had promised these wanderings were behind her, psychoanalyzed 
away. She was hurting people with her infidelity, Clara had said, and 
they both agreed she should give this up. It was selfish to want more 
when you already had so much. Millicent understood this. She had 

Before the Morning After

Savanna Scott Leslie
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always understood this. And she really had intended to stop, had even 
thought she would succeed this time. But here she was again. The 
lights blinked on, undaunted, green then blue, and she thought of the 
chalkboards in warehouses on T.V. It has been 0 days since our last 
accident. 

“You are a complete fuck-up,” she whispered for the benefit 
of the two blinking lights. They didn’t answer, but a metallic rumble 
reverberated outside, as if a dumpster had fallen over in some cor-
ner of the neighbourhood. Millicent closed her eyes. She tried to stop 
thinking about whomever was sharing her bed. They would still be 
there in the morning, wrought in glorious high definition as daylight 
intruded. It was best to delay any awkward encounters. Instead she 
pictured the dumpster keeled over in the snow. She saw its contents 
spewing out on the sidewalk in a hideous inversion of privacy. Then 
came a heaviness, and then came sleep. She would sort things out in 
the morning. She would start over in the morning.

Prose
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The Bob Marley song is blasting from the speakers, “ Don’t 
worry about a thing, cuz every little thing gonna be a alright,” he sings. 
The sun is getting low in the western sky. 

Our captain, Harry – or “The Caveman” as he calls himself 
– is at the tiller of the ancient catamaran.  He is standing, his yellow 
t-shirt stark against his dark skin. His assistant, Robert, is below. The 
sails are full and we are heading back to shore after a day of snorkeling 
off Caye Caulker in Belize. The breeze is gentle but strong enough to 
fill the sails. 

We are all drinking rum punch. There are 16 of us on this 
boat, everyone in their twenties except my husband Eric, 83, and me, 
73. They are all young, beautiful, with teeth so brilliant I can’t look 
away and smiles so open and genuine I wonder, “Do you know how 
beautiful you are?” 

Their bodies glisten in the sun: tan, perfect bodies – the young 
women, comfortable in their scanty bikinis, the men in boxers. Not 
one of them is wearing a hat. Eric and I, of course, are wearing hats, 
and my bathing suit is, you guessed it, a one-piece number. Most of 
them have tattoos somewhere on their bodies. Eric and I don’t. Their 
sunglasses are Ray-Bans. Mine are solar shields that fit over my glass-
es and make me look, as my son pointed out, like a human fly.

The young ones lounge on the deck, holding the plastic cups 
of rum punch, scooping ceviche with corn chips, laughing, talking, 
their faces relaxed. The day of snorkeling is behind them. They mouth 
the words of the song. “Every little thing gonna be alright.”

The American, his blond, curly hair tied in a topknot by his 
girlfriend, talks politics with The Caveman. The Australians, six of 
them, tell me they’ve been travelling for a few months, deciding on 
the spur of the moment to come here after their stay in Guatemala. I 
can hardly understand them - their accents are so strong - but I lis-
ten intently. They’ll go home soon, back to school, back to work. I 
wonder how much their parents worry about these vagabonds, and 
think about my younger self. Was I this brave and adventurous?  
 

Every Little Thing

Ruth Miller
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Was I this beautiful? The Chilean girls, black eyes flashing, try out 
their English and flirt with the Australian guys. 

What do they think of us, the two old Canadians? And what 
was I thinking when I signed us up for this all day sail and snorkel? We 
hadn’t been snorkeling in more than 10 years. 

But, it would be like riding a bike, I reasoned – you don’t 
forget. I didn’t give it a second thought until I saw these youngsters 
assembled at the boat dock and began to question my confidence. 
We set out early, in the hot sun, fins, masks and snorkels assigned 
to each of us. Eric and I found a comfortable place where we didn’t 
have to sit cross-legged. Caye Caulker disappeared in the distance. 
At the first stop, my hands shook as I put on my gear. Easing myself 
over the edge I jumped in. The water was clear, cool. It felt good on 
my skin. Eric followed. Everything was fine until I looked back to 
see him climbing up the ladder back onto the boat.

“I couldn’t breathe. I was beginning to feel uncomfortable,” 
he said. “I’m okay just staying on the boat.” And so he did, as the rest 
of us entered the water three more times at three different spots, to 
explore the world beneath us. There were fish, there were reefs, but 
somehow they weren’t as plentiful and as colourful as the reefs and 
fish I remember when we snorkeled all those years ago. I wondered if 
it was climate change or if it was my eyesight.

In the British Virgin Islands, the first time I ever put my 
masked face in the water I was filled with wonder and a feeling of im-
mense joy. It was magical. The reefs were a riot of colour and six little 
squid were staring me in the face. For several years after that, holidays 
for us meant snorkeling trips to various Caribbean reefs. But this time, 
in these waters, that feeling of joy and wonder is missing. As I climb 
the ladder for the last time I know our snorkeling days are over. 

Add snorkeling to the list of things left behind – never to be 
done again, like waterskiing, ice-skating and cartwheels. The list will 
get longer I know. “Every little thing gonna be alright,” Bob Marley 
sings. I am confident it will. It won’t be the same, but it will be alright.

On this day, on this sea, on this boat, in this company, and 
maybe because of the rum, I am overcome with an emotion I can’t 
name, an emotion so intense I could burst. Behind my solar shield 
sunglasses my eyes are filled with tears.

Prose
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Leyland Rochester
Double major in English and Sociology, minor in Book and Media Studies, Year 2, 
Victoria College.

Leyland is an aspiring writer...or critic...or professor...or journalist...maybe he should 
make up his mind.... He’s always open to a friendly chat, so you can contact him at 
leylandrochester@gmail.com. 

Margaryta Golovchenko
Specialist in Fine Art History, major in Literature & Critical Theory, Year 2, Victoria 
College.

Margaryta Golovchenko is an editor for The Spectatorial, Half Mystic, and Venus 
Magazine, and author of two poetry chapbooks. She’s a poet and sometimes-artist 
who spends most of her time maneuvering around mountains of to-be-read books.

Miena Tokhi
Major in Near and Middle Eastern Studies, minor in Equity and Diaspora, Year 2, St 
Michael’s College.

Miena is a realistic person. She gains inspiration from the earth, people, and 
emotions; from her past, present and imagined future. She accepts that everything 
is an experience and one should let go of people or things that prevent one from 
growing.

Julia Balm
Major in History, minors in Art History and Creative Expression in Society, Year 2, 
St Michael’s College.

Julia is an avid bee enthusiast who loves to drink lemonade in the spring and sing 
like Etta James in the shower. 
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Julia Bartel
Double major in English Literature and Book and Media Studies, minor in Creative 
Expression and Society, Year 2, Woodsworth College.

Julia’s resolution to be braver this year resulted in her submitting her writing to the 
UC Review. When not forcing herself to step outside her comfort zone, she... does 
nothing else. That is literally all she does.

Ziigwen Mixemong
Humanities, Year 1, University College.

Ziigwen Mixemong is a full-time student currently completing her undergrad in 
hopes of continuing her education to become a lawyer focusing on Indigenous 
rights. She continuously looks for ways to help better the relationship between 
mainstream and indigenous societies. 

Danielle Stella
Humanities, Year 1, University College.

Danielle is a first year representative on the UC Lit.  She loves walking around 
Toronto with her camera and feeling that she is able to capture the city through  
her lens.

Aaron Ng
Rotman Commerce, Year 1, University College.

Visual Artist.

Brenda Gomes
Life Sciences, Year 1, University College.

Photographer based out of Toronto, ON with a passion for music photography. 

Elizabeth Ann Francis
Specialist in Ecology and Evolutionary Biology, major in Fundamental Genetics and 
its Applications, Year 2, University College.

Elizabeth is inspired by the natural world. Her work explores the complex 
relationship between nature and humankind, and duels between conflicting themes.
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Kristen Zimmer
Specialist in English Literature, minor in Spanish, Year 3, University College.

Kristen’s pieces were created back in 2014 during her final year of highschool in 
Higher Level IB Art. She was 18.

Ryan Hume
Double major in Political Science and Philosophy, minor in Women and Gender 
Studies, Year 3, University College.

Ryan Hume is a paper delivery boy for his college’s newspaper, the Gargoyle. He 
thinks you’re great and hopes you have a lovely day.

Sophie Nielubowicz
History and English, Year 3, University College.

Avid cake eater, book reader, traveller.

Laura Seijas Figueredo
Specialist in English, Year 3, Innis College.

Laura is a Cuban immigrant with an unhealthy obsession with nutella and deep dish 
pizza.

Penny Evans
Specialist in Sexual Diversity Studies, Year 3, University College.

Penny Evans writes every day and works as an editor at her school newspaper (the 
UC Gargoyle). Expect her upcoming thesis on sonic fanfiction in the 21st century.

Undergraduate Contributors 

Upper Year
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Abbey Kachmar
Double major in Urban Studies and Employment Relations, minor in Sociology, 
Year 4, University College.

Abbey believes that art can change the world. Create beauty in everything that 
you do, see flowers in the darkest of days, and have passion burning in the deepest 
corners of your thoughts.

M.E. Villanueva
Specialist in Linguistics, Year 3, Woodsworth College.

They are a photography hobbyist who loves anything about linguistics, movies with 
beautiful cinematography, and cheesy TV sitcoms.

Alumni Contributors

All alumni contributors are from University College
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André Babyn 

Asia Dietrich 

Tina Simic 

Isabel Martins 
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