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 Let Them Howl

 Spoken word poetry is human energy. It’s the connection between language and speech 
that sparks like crossed wires and electrifies listener and performer alike. It’s about breaking 
down the barrier between poet and audience and letting that electricity course through the crowd 
until a hundred little lightbulbs go off in people’s minds and everyone in the room goes “Ooooh.”
 
 The rise in popularity of spoken word can be seen, I think, as at least partially a response 
to society’s growing ambivalence towards traditional poetry. Competing with modern media 
and social culture isn’t easy; convincing somebody to sit down and read a series of poems you’ve 
meticulously crafted for God-knows how long is an ideal poets can spend their whole lives 
searching for. Television, film and the internet, unlike poetry, deliver entertainment and proxy-
emotions so efficiently to their audiences, with little-to-no viewer engagement necessary for the 
experience. It is commonly a passive experience, while poetry and literature are active because 
they require a certain level of engagement and imaginative power on the part of the audience.
 
 Spoken word is where that active sensibility is animated, brought directly to the listener in 
order to capture their attention and force them to engage on both an intellectual and emotional 
level. Nellie McClung said of spoken word: “Never explain, never apologize; get the damned 
thing out and let them howl.” It can be a visceral experience, animalistic, but by necessity it’s also 
a give-and-take interaction between performer and crowd. Anyone who’s been to a spoken word 
reading or a poetry slam competition has heard the iconic “snaps” coming from the listeners at 
odd intervals throughout the performance, usually coming at the dramatic conclusion or after a 
particularly poignant line. I’ve always heard that snapping is the poetic equivalent to a religious 
“amen,” meant to signify, “I agree, and let it go on forever.” More than anything else, I think 
that’s the ultimate goal of performance poetry: to get the listener to think to him or herself, “Yes. 
That!” It’s a meaningful alliance of energies, an intimate one, empowering for all who make it. 
At its most distilled, spoken word is a poetic form of connections; connections between the word 
and the voice, sound and meaning, poet and audience; a need for energy and a source of power. 
An outlet and a plug.

 ~Connor of Misfit Lit



  Eleanor Radford
Fall

 Fall is as good a time as any to come home. What helps is that you feel like things are 
beginning: the children go back to school in new jeans and runners, the trees wear saturated reds 
and yellows – always a cheerful colour combination. But then all the leaves fall off, the trees are 
bare and appear to be slowly dying. Take that and add the interminable rain and Vancouver is 
actually pretty depressing. 
 Not that it never rained in Glasgow. It rained all the time. And it wasn’t the kind of 
rain that you could stroll through twirling your umbrella. It was rain plus wind and it killed 
umbrellas, spat out heaps of bent metal ribs.
 At least I’m no longer homeless. I mean, I never really was. Couch-surfing doesn’t 
technically count – I realize that people have real problems to deal with. Some of those people call 
the park around the corner from my temporary abode “home.” My friend May is subletting her 
place to me for three months while she does a Spanish language intensive in Chile. She also has a 
man there and is trying out a life with him.  I’m feeding her cat and sleeping in her bed until she 
gathers enough information to make an informed decision. She always was disgustingly sensible. 
The kind of girl who says she’ll have just one drink and actually does.
 I am not that kind of person. Precisely what kind of person I am remains something of 
a mystery, to myself as much as anyone. They say living abroad is good for that sort of thing: 
self-discovery, revelation, etc. Then they also say that about church, psychedelic drugs, grief and 
heartbreak. Suffice it to say, I am still none the wiser.
 I lie in May’s bed and try to sleep. Her cat Smollett crushes my chest. I would move her, 
but there’s no point. I can’t sleep. The screaming keeps me awake.
 To explain: while I was gone, someone decided that the seedy hotel/bar across the street 
was the next big thing. Turns out those people who took over were right – sometimes people line 
up down the street to get in. For Halloween they put a carnival ride in the parking lot. It’s that 
one where you get taken up really high and then suddenly drop. While you fall you scream like 
you’re about to die.
 Every time they scream I try to imagine what it feels like to plunge through the air. To 
have that moment where the ground gives way and you plummet. But it’s the same as when you 
imagine yourself fucking – even when you really want it and no matter how recently you just did 
it – it doesn’t come close. Like trying to know how it is to be someone else by lying in the hollow 
their body left in the snow.

 I am the kind of person who walks a cat on a leash. The kind who makes a promise and 
keeps it, even if there is no way the one given the promise would ever find out if I broke it. 
Smollett wears a pink harness that attaches to the pink leash hanging limply from my hand. 
I plopped her down on this patch of grass behind the building and she hasn’t moved. All that 
stuff May said about her loving the fresh air and craving the outside world was bunk – I know 
paralyzing fear when I see it. The sun makes the wet branches shine and the slick concrete smells 
like renewal, like everything rank has been flushed into the storm drains. A white-haired man 
comes down the alley walking a portly, grey-muzzled dog. The man has a big smile on his face 
and the dog’s mouth is open and its ears pricked in a way that suggests one. I smile back and the 

cat continues to crouch. The dog lunges, exposing sharp white teeth when her lips pull back. In 
the same instant that I recoil, I am tugged sharply to the side. The man kicks the dog and it yelps, 
rolls onto its back and shows its mottled pink belly. I see a blur of grey fur and look down to see 
that I am holding a pink leash with nothing at the end.
 “You wanna do that again?” the man yells at the dog. “You go ahead and do that again.”
He looks to me and smiles the same as before. “I’m sorry about that.”
 The dog stands and holds up one paw, her ears flat to her head. Later I will think of things 
to say, like, “Don’t kick your dog, that’s probably why she did that” or simply, “Don’t apologize 
to me.”
 The blood pounds in my head. All the physiological mechanisms of fight or flight have been 
activated, yet my body sits stalled in the intersection.
 “That’s okay,” I say and the dog limps off behind her master.
 I turn to where I saw the grey flash. A row of young cedars grows beside the building and it 
seems likely Smollett is there. I search beneath them, thrust my hands deep into them and hope to 
touch fur. I remember all May’s rants about the plight of the outdoor cat, how they are torn limb 
from limb by packs of coyotes and roughed-up by gangs of raccoons. In Glasgow there were little 
red foxes that trotted between the parked cars. It seemed somehow obscene to see them eating 
soggy chips from Styrofoam containers, so far removed from where they belonged in Wind in the 
Willows and The Secret Garden. Maybe they soaked their white chests in blood at night when they 
dined on cats.
 It gets dark and I go inside. I take the bowl of cat food from the kitchen and put it out on 
the patio. I call out Smollett’s name, repeatedly. Each time I expand the syllables and heighten 
the crescendo until it sounds like a bird call. I open a tin of wet food and stand on the balcony, 
tapping the side and calling into the night. I have no idea how the cat would get to the second 
floor even if she could hear me, but my actions seem no more ridiculous than the many poses 
humans assume when asking the universe to deliver restitution. I sit on the bed and cry into 
hands that smell of cedar and fish. Then I lie back and listen to the screaming from the ride with 
my wet face uncovered.
 I wake up and it’s light outside and I can breathe. There is no cat crushing my chest and 
it takes a minute or two for me to remember why. I go into the alley in my sweatpants and check 
the cedars again. Back in the apartment I put more food in the bowl. The bowl is so full now that 
it almost overflows. I make coffee and check my e-mail. Shoppers Drug Mart. Bank of Montreal. 
Prior Engagement Gallery. There is one from May. She is fine, Eduardo is amazing, how is my 
puss puss? My Smolly-Wolly? I write back immediately. When she purrs she closes her eyes and 
pretends that I am you. I delete the e-mails, then hover over Dylan’s. I open it, though I’m sure I 
have it memorized by now. You have never seen so many question marks. Subject line: what the 
fuck? Followed by a long procession of punctuation, closing longer sentences at first, then piling 
up towards the end, unfurling after bursts, fragments and lone words.
 I shut my laptop – I owe him the answers but have none. I am here and not with him in 
Glasgow.
 I once believed I wasn’t the kind of person who ran away. That when it came down to fight 
or flight, I would fight every time.
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 I’m not the sort of girl who dresses up as a slutty kitten, slutty nurse, or slutty lion tamer 
for Halloween. I decide to go as a plain, simple slut. Well, a Scottish slut, a right slapper, a 
ned. I spent the last pounds in my bank account on Sauchiehull Street buying this gear: a fake 
Burberry mini, faux suede boots, a tank top and lots of bling. A large letter P glistens between my 
breasts. The details are specific to the region – what I am is universally recognizable.
 My friends are having a party. I am nervous, as I imagine a debutante would be. Though 
this is actually a reintroduction to a bunch of people I’ve known for over ten years. We all met in 
art school. When we graduated, Liz parlayed the stop-motion short films starring her girlhood 
troll collection into a job with an animation studio. I met a Scottish boy at the bar where I 
worked and followed him home when his visa ran out. I got another job as a waitress around the 
corner from the Glasgow School of Art. In between classes the kids came in and drank never-
ending cups of tea. I wanted to tell them to take a good look every time they walked up those 
stairs and into that Charles Rennie Mackintosh building, because the architecture of their futures 
might not be so refined. Instead I asked if they wanted chips or mushy peas and stared out at the 
back lane. 
 Liz picks me up and we walk over together. She is going as a slutty squirrel, and there is 
something explicitly sexual in the bushiness of her tail. Liz came to visit me last summer and hers 
was one of the couches I slept on when I got back. After I make her promise not to tell May, I tell 
her what happened to Smollett. Liz says cats always come back and that I shouldn’t take it so 
hard.
 Many people feel uneasy when they arrive at a party and don’t know anyone. I’m the sort 
of person who gets freaked out by a room full of familiar faces. Liz’s boyfriend Serge is already 
here. They got together while I was gone and he seems a little wary now that this person he’s only 
heard about has materialized in flesh and blood. He is dressed as a pirate with a stuffed parrot 
that lists dramatically to the left stapled to his shoulder. Bobby Tompkins makes a sophisticated 
joke about “Butt Pirates.” It’s not that easy to ignore a man dressed as a giant bloody nose, but I 
manage.
 There is someone I don’t know at this party and he sits in the armchair over where 
everyone is dancing. He wears a toque and parka, has a few days’ stubble on his chin. His head 
is bent and his hands are shoved in his pockets. The Boffo twins dance suggestively in front of 
him but aren’t getting any reaction. I say hello, ask what their costumes are and they tell me they 
have come dressed as each other. They laugh because the differences are so subtle and minute 
that only they can discern them. In effect they look like identical skanky girls.
 I stand beside the stranger in the armchair. I might be the kind of girl who asks him if 
he came as an emo-hipster or if he is in a k-hole. He might look into my eyes and say that in a 
room full of people in costume, he is the only one without any disguise, he is simply showing how 
he actually feels. Which, when you think about it, is really the best costume of all since it’s so 
fantastic and unlikely to be observed in real life.
 I stare at him until I’m approached by a slutty vampire. This is Amanda’s apartment and I 
have never completely liked her. She always acts like we are engaged in some kind of competition 
and I resent this, because I never agreed to enter.
 “Philippa, you’re back.”
 “I am.”

 “How’s it feel?” 
 “You know, surreal and totally the same.” 
 “Are you staying with your parents?”
 “No, they moved to Costa Rica last year. I’m staying at May’s.”
 “Right, she’s in Chile with that Eduardo dude. How was Ireland?”
 “Scotland? It was fine. An experience.”
 “Weren’t you, uh, married? Where is he?”
 I am not about to have this conversation with Amanda. What kind of person moves to a 
foreign land to be with someone, marries them, then decides they maybe aren’t in love anymore 
and possibly never were to begin with? Who decides they hate Scotland around the same time 
they make those other realizations and can’t tell to what degree there is a correlation, if there is 
any at all? I’m sure Amanda would have a strong opinion.
 Amanda smiles and reveals her vampire fangs. I spot Howard at the other side of the room 
and millions of neurons ready themselves. I turn away from Amanda and approach Howard, thus 
achieving flight and fight in one action.
 “Phil!”
 “Howard!”
 “It’s been a long time.”
 “Two years.”
 Howard has grown a beard and is dressed as an Ewok. I know through Liz that he is still 
with Cassie, but I think the beard is significant. Perhaps things have cooled to the point where, 
since he no longer performs cunnilingus, he no longer has to avoid scratching her alabaster 
thighs. She in turn has stopped waxing and the end is nigh.  Still, Howard with a beard is not the 
Howard I know and know I could love.
 “How are you?”
 “Good. I just got settled at May’s and I’m taking it from there.”
 “Ah, May. Who names their cat after a writer they’ve never read?”
 “Well I would, I’d have so many to choose from.”
 “Like?”
 “Proust, Pynchon, Pound, Plath...and that’s just the Ps.”
  “Oh, you’ve read Plath.”
 “Am I noticeably depressed?”
 “No, it’s just that all girls like you have.”
 “Tell me what kind of girl I am.”
 I move my face close to his. He holds a glass of red wine awkwardly between his paws. His 
lips are purple and shrivelled. That and the multitude of other reasons – years of indifference, the 
existence of a girlfriend both adorable and adoring – should make me not want to kiss him.
 “I guess I don’t know, actually. You know, when you left I thought you’d be all happy and 
married in Scotland and stay there forever, and that I’d never get to know you any better.”
 “Well here I am, unhappy and practically divorced. Divorced by thirty. That would make a 
good band name, don’t you think?”
 I look into his eyes and get that feeling like my guts are liquefying inside my body. That 
only happens around Howard. I snap my eyes away and scan the party over his shoulder.
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 “Where’s Cassie, anyway?” I make myself ask and the sound of her name delivers the 
smack to the chest I knew it would. 
 “I have no idea.”
 “Oh, she must be here somewhere. What did she dress up as?”
 “I mean she’s not here. We broke up.”
 “Oh my God, I’m sorry. When did that happen?”
 “Two days ago.”
 “Fuck. What happened?”  
 For a moment he struggles to articulate the devastation his eyes contain. Then he stares.
 “Sorry, I’m sorry.”
 “Don’t be,” he says and drains his glass. “You didn’t do anything. Should we dance now?” 
 We shimmy in beside the Boffo twins. The guy is still there in the armchair. Judging 
from the smell of Howard, it is hot inside the Ewok suit. An otherworldly auto-tuned voice sings 
about what you want and what you need. Howard is grinding himself against my thigh, and 
unbelievably, I can feel his cock through all that plush fur.
 “Excuse me.” Liz grabs my shoulder.
 She pulls me by the arm and I follow her through the clump of dancers. As I pass, Lucia 
Boffo grabs me from behind and bumps her crotch into my ass. I laugh but Liz keeps pulling.
 “What are you doing with Howard?”
 “What did it look like?”
 “Like a bad idea.”
 “He broke up with her,” I say and know it was the other way around.
 “Just be careful,” she says and I turn away.
 After dating for three months, Howard and Cassie broke up in the first semester of second 
year. Howard and I were in Photography again, which I loved because he was obsessed with 
taking self-portraits, and it meant I had so many Howards to look at. There were slight variations 
in his tousled hair, and the shadows under his cheekbones shifted with the light from photo to 
photo. We spent a lot of time together in the darkroom. Talked about films, books, childhood pets 
and future travel destinations until we could make out the rough outline of one another through 
the darkness.
 One night we were the last two left at the bar. The others had gone home and the bartender 
turned on the lights and locked the door behind us. Howard walked me home, then came up the 
stairs and into my bed.
 “I’m not ready for another relationship,” he said when his pants were around his ankles.
 Not yet, I thought as he read a movie review from the newspaper aloud over breakfast.
 I was still waiting a month later when he explained that he and Cassie had just been on a 
break. Liz remembers the endless photos I took of bare trees, snowy fields and derelict homes. 
My piece in the graduation exhibition was a black and white photo of a never-completed bridge 
spanning half a frozen river.
 Lucia and Maria Boffo have sandwiched Howard and bump him between their pelvises.
 I yank one of his felt ears. “Wanna go for a cigarette?”
 “Sure,” he says and the twins resume gyrating for the man in the chair, who
hasn’t looked up once.

 Howard removes his paws to light the cigarette, dangles it between his black lips. 
 “We’re the same now, Phil.” 
 “How’s that?”  We stand side by side on the balcony and look at the city lights.  
 “Alone,” he says and his hand wanders from the small of my back down to my ass. “Did I 
tell you that I like your costume?”
 I shake my head and then I’m tasting the cigarette and wine from his mouth. His hand 
moves to the front of my body.
 “Hey,” I say, and push him back.
 His eyes swim, unfocused. There are probably two of me and we could be anyone. Howard 
turns and vomits noisily. I notice how high up we are and pat his furry back as I would a cat.
 When he stands up there is puke in his beard and in the fur around his face. His eyes 
stream.
 “I can’t do this.”
 For an instant the words hover between us in the cold air, the way snow can seem to as it 
falls, and solidify into a thing crystalline and piercing. It would cut my lips and tongue on its way 
down to shred my belly, but I want to swallow, take it into me and give him back what is gone.
 “This is the worst of it,” I say and sound confident as my traitor’s heart recedes a little 
further into my chest.
 Howard leans over the railing again and I go back inside to find paper towels.
 I take a cab home alone. Liz left without saying goodbye. I found Bobby and made him 
promise to look after Howard, though he didn’t seem to have any advantage in the sobriety 
department.
 I remove my makeup in the bathroom and avoid looking at my reflection because I don’t 
like to watch myself cry. I hear a noise on the balcony and I stumble across the apartment, my 
face smeared with cream. Six green eyes flash. I slide open the glass door and the security light 
clicks on. Three raccoons sit around the dish of cat food, paws frozen in mid-air as though an 
animated discussion has been interrupted.
 “Get lost,” I say at the same time I realize how big they are. I slam the glass door closed 
and go back to the bathroom to take off the rest of my face.
 When I return to the patio they are gone. I slide the door open and stand out by the railing. 
I can see the green and yellow lights of the carnival ride. There is a mechanical whine as the cage 
containing the passengers makes its ascent. At the apex the light hovers for a moment in the night 
sky before it plunges and then come the screams. I listen and realize that if I were to walk over 
there now and go on the ride, I still wouldn’t know. I wouldn’t scream when everything fell away 
– I never believed the ground beneath my feet was solid.
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  Andy Carrington

Not Your Usual Patriot

Every pub’s got an English
flag now like it’s a fucking
hobby,

but their tattiness makes
me suspicious – 
I certainly won’t take my
Indian girlfriend inside.

And I’ve had many turn
and stare
when I’ve asked
if they do any beer
other than Carling.

There’s a certain touchiness
about Englishness
that I’ve noticed,
though many fail to realise
the three lions
don’t come from here,

and St. George was 
probably Turkish
(if he even existed at all).

Still, we’re so ignorant,
and keep saying 
“Multiculturalism’s failing”

but can’t help but stuff
our faces with
curry and kebab.

I really don’t see the point 
in flags anyway:

they’re just bits of cloth
with limited colour

that say nothing about 
the shape and richness
of the nation
that I truly love

and have never really felt
threatened by.

Where I’m From

I grew up in a small
town called Pontefract
and wore
the English colours
without ever knowing
much about them.

The taxi firms 
and takeaways were
mostly Asian or black,
and my Dad was in the army –
though I only knew
when I found his medal.

Life was never political,
until an influx
of unknown faces
caused many I knew
to change.

“Them lot,” they said,
“wear burkas and beards
and want to take away
our freedom.” 

Unconvinced, I distanced
myself and went on to study.

When I returned three years later
with tattoos and a shaved
head, ready to fight,

red and white were colours
I could no longer relate to.

And ever since then I’ve spent
the last four years 
with punks and skins,
bumping the music,
educating the ignorant,
and attempting to rebuild 
my faith.
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  The Secret                        Fashion Girl

Art by Melanie Porkay
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  Let’s Dance                      Cello Dreams
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  Oh Betty!                  Michael Turner

 Michael Turner is a Vancouver-based writer of fiction, 
criticism and song. His books include Hard Core Logo (1993), The 
Pornographer’s Poem (1999), Fred Herzog: Vancouver Photographs 
(with Grant Arnold) (2007) and 8x10 (2009). Michael was a touring 
musician in the late 1980s and early 1990s. He won the Genie 
Award in 1996 for Music/Original Song. Michael has collaborated 
with different artists, such as Stan Douglas, on two experimental-
screenplay videos, and with Bruce LaBruce on a film based on the life 
and work of photographer Wilhelm Von Gloeden. You can find his 
blog – where he discusses writing, music, film, and any Vancouver or 
world occurrences that catch his eye – at this address: 

http://mtwebsit.blogspot.ca
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AMERICAN X

no mark is so anonymous as to obscure what lies behind it
in science the symbol x is a variable, an unknown value to find
the X on my keyboard hides it, while its capitalization, with help
from my shift function, was chosen by the poet X. J. Kennedy
to conceal his second name, whose initial he switched with his first
to distinguish himself from Boston’s Joseph P. Kennedy
unlike the S in Harry S. Truman, who became president
where Joseph P. failed, the S standing not for variability –
the names of his maternal and paternal grandfathers –
but what mattered most to Joseph P. -- patriarchy

    COLD WAR

    all day long we accumulate, and when we stop to ask ourselves why
    we are shown a Soviet bread line, a winter’s day in July

    a spy satellite explodes -- the Space Shuttle -- and Israel responds
    with bombs on Southern Lebanon

    South Africa is a class problem, not a race problem, and for saying so
    she is beaten by her sisters

    all day long we accumulate, engage in some form of pyramid-making
    while our elected officials sit around untelevised

    peeling back the welfare state, removing what is conducive, tossing its
    shielding aside

    we knew it was wrong, we protested, but we never imagined what it
    would look like, what monsters it would let loose

    and now they are here, not up top but among us, our friends suddenly
    full of shrugs where once they had thoughts

    Let the market decide is a friend of that shrug, and I want to kill myself
    return to what was best about my youth and how it works in heaven

BIRD

I did not know enough about you yet

apart from your appearance that day

a bird, not a crow or a robin or a gull

but something with wings deep in a tree

staring back at me, one of every bird in

the world that day, the song I gave you

to entertain me was my way of saying

that what I was seeing was real, that

you were here for a reason, to teach me

that I was real and you were a bird
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NINE

I know how old I was but it is the year I keep thinking about
the last Sunday in August, barely my age, the tracks curving north
through a heat ripple, a portal
impossible to enter, we agreed
or exit, someone added
the thought had not occurred to us
someone’s cousin, a visitor to our world
as if our world was something to depart from, was how I heard 
this kid, too young to say such a thing, younger than I was in ‘71

     ELEVEN

     an age for which memories require internet assistance
     who has not begun such a journey with a song? 
     Billboard’s spreadsheet streetscape, the number one slot 
     a shop – “The Morning After” next door to Diana Ross
     pleading for someone to “Touch Me In the Morning”
     of my birthday, the Stories’ interracial love affair
     Marvin Gaye’s contracted pronoun – I remember now
     the salmon, the cannery, the endless boardwalk
     “Half-Breed” as I entered Grade Six, “Angie”
     Tsimshian women in bright white coveralls
     smoking, laughing, marching from the plant

UNTITLED

a walk alone not lonely
amidst ourselves as thought
as always

thoughts of others
theirs of us shadows past
lives fertilize what is about to

blossom an absence not
of space but of time for now
what is coming as always plans

made and kept a passing held
like blossoms gathered
a light left on this morning

went undetected yet
at night returning
a window glows in waiting

19 20



  Mihola Terzic
My Body

My body
recognizes only traces,
signs and symbols,
memories of your skin.

My body
is a malnourished playground:
broken swings, seesaws,
sandboxes filled with snow.

My body – 
abandoned, reduced to a pile of dust,
shattered flowers,
the sharpest bone.

My body
is a crooked grave,
a frightened moon,
a distant echo
I don’t long to hear.

My body 
is a shrinking ghost,
a burning tree,
a terrible liar.

My body
is the stranger.
Knees, ribcages, raw skin,
turned inside
and out.

My body 
is a mean drunk
shouting love letters into the streets.

My body
believes in mischief.
Barely clinging to life,
embarrassing the air.

Trainwreck

My lips taste of drugs,
and drugs taste like robots.
A necessary evil
of metallic shame.
Overheated and in a frenzy,
I’ve come to resemble witches
leaving on a broom.
I got lost inside the Moulin Rouge,
watching a double feature show,
forgetting my name,
and what year we are upon.
Faded laughter and numbers scribbled on sticky bathroom walls,
blurry focus on weary eyes.
Panic sets at the bottom of my straw,
clenched in between my teeth.
It quivers like a criminal,
inside these constant heart attacks of mine.
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existentialist, actor. Elegantly wasted and dressed to depress. A black cat among roses.

Marlow Gunterman
Co-owner and Editor

Marlow Gunterman is a Vancouver-based writer who is heavily 
influenced by misfits and her family’s historical presence in the 
Kootney town of Beaton. She is earning her Bachelor of 
Creative Writing at Kwantlen University where she has been 
published in The Runner and Pulp. She now holds the position 
of Production Editor for Pulp. In her outside time she is a 
dancer and model, having travelled as far as Russia for ballet 
workshops.

Taryn Pearcey
Co-owner and Editor

Taryn Pearcey is a new writer based out of Delta, British 
Columbia, who enjoys writing about misfits and punksters 
whenever possible. She recently completed a BA in Creative 
Writing at Kwantlen Polytechnic University, where she also 
served as Associate Literary Editor for Kwantlen’s literary and 
arts magazine, Pulp. 

Connor Doyle
Events Coordinator

Connor Doyle is a young writer from Surrey, BC, currently 
pursuing a degree in Creative Writing. He is the President of the 
Kwantlen Creative Writing Guild as well as co-founder and 
Managing Editor of Pulp magazine, an arts and literary 
journal at his university. He has organized and engaged in 
literary events, readings, and festivals all over the Lower 
Mainland. He writes prose, poetry, spoken word, and, on 
occasion, plots the downfall of Western Civilization.

Email submissions and inquiries to: misfitlit@gmail.com

http://www.andycarrington.co.uk
https://sites.google.com/site/phoenixbymelanie
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