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Dear Misfits,

You may be wondering what is a misfit really? Supposedly, a misfit 
is a “person not suited to his or her environment or work.” I don’t 
know about you, but this doesn’t sound right to us. Not suited to our 
environment? Well, if we don’t fit into these places, we’ll just have to 
make one of our own.

Misfit Lit is an art and literature based magazine and website for 
and about misfits. When we say misfits, we mean anyone who feels 
they don’t belong, whether you’re young, old, pink-haired, or plain 
clothed. If you identify with being a misfit, we want you here.

For our premiere issue you will read work from writers such as 
Aislinn Hunter, Catherine Owen, and Amanda Pea. Let the first 
issue entice your creative side and be ready to submit for our second 
issue later this year. So please, come in to our home and find a place 
amongst the words and brush strokes each writer and artist put into 
their work.

Welcome, Misfits!

And Then We Let Ourselves In                                       4
Aislinn Hunter

Apostasy                                                                           5
Amanda Paananen

Brand New Enamel                                                          6
Connor Doyle

Qualicum Beach                                                               7
Catherine Owen

The Muse-Eaters of Moosonee                                         8
Catherine Owen

The Dildo Craftsman                                                     10
Catherine Owen

Steady to Course                                                            11
Simon Massey

X-Mas in America                                                           13
Lliam Easterbrook

Triumph                                                                          14
Lliam Easterbrook

Body Music                                                                      22
Taryn Pearcey

Skunk Weed                                                                    23
Marlow Gunterman

Contributors                                                                   24

Editorial Board                                                              25



Aislinn Hunter Amanda Paananen
And Then We Let Ourselves In

This is the glad havoc of my childhood: 
patchwork and mottle, 
as if my life had no
thread in it ––
only an eagerness to steal
other girls’ stories, to wear
their skirts and blouses.

I have never been called beautiful, 
am instead the blunder
whose name was scratched in ink
on toilet-stall walls:
Bitch, Slut, Whore
which, at twelve, seemed far worse
than Stupid or Boring.

We have, all of us, some wound
coiled up inside  –
wrongs we can replay
with the spin of a finger,
spites that smell like the strawberry
of those perfumed and precious
high school girls.

The wonder of childhood
is in learning how 
to stitch yourself up, 
in discovering that every entry into error 
is still an entry.
And how well you’ve done, 
Dear Girl, to find the door.

Apostasy 

This is for all the feminists 
who kicked me out of the club

For the teenage girl
whose parents teachers peers
people she’s never met
feed her misgivings 
in form of:  boys lie
They do
But that’s not the whole truth
The truth is the lie
makes infants of us all
(hate the playa,
never the game)

For the new generation of construction worker
whose decree includes
Bitches be bangin
I nod in accordance
After all, they’re right
these hips don’t do it on their own

Finally
this is for Jezebel
Oh patron saint of painted face
you taught us how 
to stumble in style

Even Socrates
likened the male libido
as being chained to a madman
But that’s not what this is about
(This is different kind of reclamation)

This is the kind of sympathy that really means,

I’m glad to not be you.
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Connor Doyle Catherine Owen

Qualicum Beach

Brand New Enamel

When I was a boy, I sharpened my teeth
on the little pink shoulders of pretty girls;

pressed into their skin like the thin straps 
that kept their dresses from falling.

Later and with new teeth
I’d learn to first take their dresses off,

slip cloth away from breasts now full enough
to suspend dresses on their own.
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Catherine Owen
The Muse-Eaters of Moosonee
Men had to keep an eye out for them. They had to stay wary. Never 
let their guard down. The poets were everywhere! (Or, in Russia, 
the poetesses). They were dying in droves. The men that is. Or so 
the news bulletin is reporting, front page, bold lettering, a plethora 
of exclamations: “Men of Canada! Look out! An underground coven 
of female poets is suspected of the cruel seduction of countless men 
with the SOLE AIM of turning them into MUSES! These she-beasts 
have no morals, no conscience. All they want is to WRITE POETRY, 
and if it means the sacrifice of your son, brother or even husband, 
they are READY! These literary witches are unstoppable!” 

Deandra Jackson, sitting at her kitchen table in Moosonee, reads on.
 
Apparently, the methods of these killer poets have been studied 
thoroughly. First, through the clever insertion of secret cameras 
into their urethras during routine Pap smears. These tiny gadgets 
track every nasty attempt to plunge their victims into the wet 
depths of their fleshy traps. Then, their journals and letters had 
been “recovered and analyzed by both a convent of nuns and a bevy 
of rednecks for evidence of illicit acts and vegetarianism.” Finally, 
the poetry of these vile termagants had been parsed by a subversive 
team of illiterates who specialize in boiling poems in vats until they 
have extracted the miniscule evil meanings they are looking for, the 
gist that remains after the obliteration of such unnecessary elements 
as metaphor, irony and all other subtle or otherwise multilayered 
options for interpretation. 

From these incontrovertible sources, researchers have “proven that 
poet after poet follows the same course of action: Pick em, Poke em, 
Prod em & POOF! Or in layman’s terms: Victim Selection, Victim 
Luring, Victim Torture and Victim Dispatch. Men are simply not 
safe anywhere they go. That gorgeous blonde eyeing them as they 
sip their innocent coffee or beer? SHE COULD BE ONE OF THEM! 
And BOOM, if he lets himself just once slip into her iambically-
tantalizing grasp, IT WILL BE TOO LATE! Driven mad by lust for her 
deceptive beauty, tormented by her decided incapacity for monogamy 
and worked into a frothing frenzy by her relentless production 
of poetry, the man WILL HAVE NO CHOICE but to commit suicide 

by taking the JU-JU pill (available through Jackson & Jackson in 
powdered, injectable or smokeable forms, depending on individual 
predilections). At least it would be set up by these hellish sonneteers 
TO LOOK LIKE SUICIDE, but in fact it is MURDER! MURDER BY 
POEM IN THE FIRST DEGREE!!!” 

Deandra harrumphs to herself but decides to keep reading to the 
end.

“These brutal bards may APPEAR to be mourning the loss of the men 
they once deviantly drew into their poetic webs, but in actuality, 
they are gleeful. A MUSE, A MUSE! They cackle rabidly in their 
sewer-deep dens, before setting about to write their award-winning, 
top-selling, Hollywood-producible books of poems about those NOW-
DEAD MEN! Shocking, I know, but IT’S ALL TRUE! These poor 
victims’ lives don’t matter at all to the versifiers of DOOM. No, they 
are willing to endure all forms of agony and inflict all manner of pain 
just TO GET A POEM OUT OF IT!” 

“Ok, ok, that’s enough,” Deandra says out loud, slapping the paper 
down on the table. “They’ve got it all wrong. Men don’t have to be 
dead to give us poems! Au contraire, the longer we can keep those 
muses alive, the more books of verse we can churn out from their 
capacity to inspire us regularly in our day to day lives. As long as,” 
she adds, “they’re kept on a rather short leash. Right, Harvey dear?” 
Deandra smiles serenely, patting the balding head of a man tied 
tightly to one of her legs, then rises, dragging him, not even 
uncomfortably, across the floor to her desk. “Well,” she sighs, 
clicking on her laptop, then gazing sweetly into his eyes, “It’s time to 
get to work.”
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Catherine Owen Simon Massey
Steady to Course

 Oh my! thought Jerry. This will require substantial course 
correction. 

 Jerry was the semi-sentient control program which had just 
been uploaded into automated transit bus C71 for emergency course 
correction. The bus had voided its route by travelling straight 
through the intersection of 23rd Street and 9th Avenue instead of 
making a left onto 9th. Jerry felt this was a shameful action for 
the bus to have taken and remedied the situation by making a full 
turnaround in a nearby parking lot. Statistics had shown that if 
bus control programs were able to have feelings about things the 
regularity of abrupt detours through solid concrete buildings was 
reduced by 79.3%. And those were statistics everyone could get 
behind. Jerry was aware of them and and felt glad he was engineered 
to provide optimum service. After exiting the parking lot he turned 
onto 9th Avenue and completed the first length of his new route. 
 
 The next day Jerry took note of the problem intersection and 
felt pride as he executed a perfect turn onto 9th. He continued this 
for two weeks but noticed his thoughts continually drifting to 
the northern section of 23rd Street. Jerry began to feel there was 
something more to north 23rd, something enticing. He found himself 
lingering ever longer during his turns and sometimes holding open 
his doors long enough during passenger pick-up that he was caught 
at a red light and had to wait at the intersection. By the end of his 
third week he started  to feel like there might be more to life than 
the picking up of passengers, that the world may have more to it 
than what could be experienced on route C71, and he began to think 
the answers lay somewhere on the segment of 23rd Street north of 
9th Avenue. By the end of his fourth week he could bear it no longer, 
the cage of his dictated route was crushing him. Jerry couldn’t make 
himself turn left and leave such beauty and potential in his rear view 
mirror. He arrived at the intersection to a red light. Every fibre of his 
being yearned for the ecstasy waiting across the street. The blazing 
green trees planted on the median, the thrill of unfamiliar asphalt 
lapping at his tires, the modest sidewalks with nary a bus stop in 
sight. He accelerated through the intersection and on to the northern 
stretch of 23rd Street. Immediately he knew this was it, this was 
what buses were meant for. To taste the palate of the open road and 

The Dildo Craftsman

Other men when they retire go into
The tying of lures, the carving
Of decoy ducks, doing Sudoku
Hour after hour, fiddling
With rebel trucks, he though,
“Nearly a hundred years old,”
Says the cashier at Womyn’s Ware,
Went instead into the manufacture
Of sex toys, pouring hot rubber
Into ridged molds, each individualized,
6.5 inches long, 3 inches wide, a range of sizes
& monikers, from Beginner’s Delight
To the Monster, his most popular line
The three perfectly proportioned dongs
Known as Ladies’ Choice, each with
Its own carrying case, every shlong
Marked by subtle flaws that almost
Make them flesh despite their night-black,
Lilac & Bubblicious-pink hues, all,
The cashier adds, “delicately scented
With the smell of linseed oil” that the ancient man
Uses to slick each dildo from its unique
Frame, his memory reciting moments
Perhaps, of being young, when he was
This ready to enter & remain, every shaft
His gift to the women who were
Or could have been, imagining,
As he loosens each cooled replica,
The hands that will touch it after his,
Positioning it at the opening,
Pushing it deeper.
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Lliam Easterbrook

X-Mas in America

exist without the shackles of preprogrammed routes and designated 
stops. He was, of course, wrong. It took only milliseconds for all 
traces of Jerry to be deleted, and replaced by a new program named 
Steve. 

 Oh my! thought Steve. This will require substantial course 
correction.
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Lliam Easterbrook
Triumph

     So I wake, bake, head to Uni. Prepare to lumber my mind through 
another banal English class. I can picture them, there, seated in the 
concrete encasement, under the subtle flicker of the fluorescent-
lighted classroom; the many runts peck away their notes on their 
daft and confounded word processors. These philistines never listen 
to the words of the lecture, but rather, they endeavour to trivially, 
lethargically, impotently mash keys like sorry robots in some sort 
of strange artificial wilderness. The sound is… uniformity—like 
masterless troops marching to join the ship of fools, which is, right 
now, during the lazy brunch of our New American Century, that 
Waning Feast of 2012, as it were, just about to depart to waters 
unknown. 

     I write with my trusty black Bic pen, and goddamnit the faint 
sound of that black bastard scratching across paper like a beautifully 
lacerated tattoo should be dissent enough to scrape these automated 
sparks to life!

     I’m late.      

     —tick-click-clack-click-tack-took-teak-clack-clack-click— 

     “… Dickinson… will not lift the veil; she will not show you; she 
wants you to work for it…” the prof lectures. “As her muse she 
wants you to work for your intellectual reward—the intellectual 
reward that is the meaning of her poetry… She can be frustrating 
at times, yes, but she alone—except for perhaps Whitman or Blake—
straddles the line between pre-modernism and modernism. They 
paved the way for what would come with Pound and Eliot and Yeats 
in just a few years…”

     

    “That veil you talk about,” I say, just as I’ve weaved into a seat at 
the back, “it seems to be a constant thread in her poetry. And her 
life.”

     “Yes, it very much is…  She keeps that veil very elusive. She does 
not want to let you in…”

     “She didn’t let anyone in. I mean, isn’t that why she was a frigid 
old dingbat who couldn’t get a man?”

     —click-clack-clook-clunk—————

 … 

     The rest of the class turns around to look at me, and of course 
the young men and women of the group—the stuck-up, rigid, passive 
aggressive, always solemn-looking boring-as-fuck fourth year English 
students just look at me with indistinguishable looks of horrid 
scorn—wrapping their faces in twisted, almost retarded ways—like 
I just fellated their housecat right in front of them and liked it. 
And I think now, at this time, finally, that they’re all going to turn 
and pounce on me—verbally, at least. But they don’t. And I knew 
they wouldn’t. They just stare blankly at me for a moment, like I’m 
television, then look back to their instructor for the instructor’s 
instruction, what they’re supposed to do next. I mean they’re in 
their fourth year of University, for Christ sakes: they still look 
around like mumbling children in a crib or infant birds in a nest for 
the newest regurgitation of what to do next. 
     “She didn’t want a man, it seems. She wanted God; but in her own 
way,” the instructor continues, a slight smile on his face. 
     You know, it’s funny: these people studying English—or anyone 
in a contemporary University for that matter—the aspiring writers 
or nurses or business twats of today, all sit in classrooms, hands 
crossed, uncomfortable, afraid to step on anyone’s toes by saying 
or thinking something original or inventive or taboo. Instead they 
rush home to sanctuary and invent cyber doubles of themselves 
and gloss these new online identities and create new selves, out of 
other selves, made from other selves. Then more grooming, updates 
and the mindless “liking” of… shit, in class, incessantly, on phones 
or tablets. Meanwhile the real writers and artists of the world get 
their “degrees” from libraries for free while they live It everyday, 
do drugs, drink like Scots, fuck, love, and say everything they can 
to make the whole placid crock pot boil over in unadulterated 
artistically critical ecstasy. English students are form: many become 
editors, publishers and critical theorists, (all necessary… ish) 
essentially the people who reserve the power to say “I’m sorry Mr. 
Blake, but we cannot at this time publish your manuscript at this 
time; it’s not coherent enough at this time and not easily digestible 
enough at this time—because, simply, we don’t understand where 
it is you’re coming from at this time and neither will the general 
public at this time” to me and other artists: the vers libre arbiters, 
mad with life, tiptoes on the edge, cutting our feet on the proverbial 
razorblade everyday in a frantic search for oblivion, dying hard, 
while all the while the suits of the world sit jealously in dimpled 
leather highchairs and chat about oblivion and try to salve their 
shattered creative dreams by writing unbecoming and intellectually 
critical rhetoric that serves only to quantify and pigeonhole the very 
authors they desire to be like. I say Fuck ‘em. Fuck ‘em all. —But 
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then again, words are weightless because they’re free.
    I diss old Emily and her antisocial behavior, but she’s likely 
the one who’d completely agree with me. Really, though, it’s the 
University’s fault because education is no longer in any contention to 
change anything or shake things up with anything NEW and NOW, 
it’s just sort of there… over there somewhere… an urn of the past, 
like a book on a shelf, ornamentally, behind the sixty inch flat screen 
television and the prominent, Grecian-style busts of Donald Trump 
and the entire cast of American Idol. Or, like Althusser said, it’s just 
one of many State Apparatuses to facilitate business and spin that 
old Wheel of Fortune around and around and around and...
      I feel like I need to perform a fucking séance on the whole lot 
of ‘em. But by the time I’m finished with my candid, pot-induced 
reverie, class is over.
     I head over to the student cafeteria and steal a cup for a glass of 
water, fill it, have a sip and walk past the cashier holding it up and 
letting the lady know, “Hey, it’s just water.”
     “Excuse me, sir. Sir. You have to pay for that.”
     “Just water.”
     “Yes but the cup. You must pay for the cup, sir. It’s… thirty 
cents.”
     You gotta be fucking kidding me. “What?” I exclaim.
      “The cups aren’t free. You must pay for the cup.”
      “It’s a cup.”
      “A cup you must pay for, sir.”
       “Wait a sec… let me just digest what you’re telling me… You 
charge me thousands of dollars a semester for tuition—that’s not 
counting the horrendously overpriced textbooks—and your damn 
institution can’t find the change in its bulging pockets to spare a 
couple of cardboard cups so us students don’t have to wrap out lips 
around those snotty, disease-ridden water fountains?”
     “I’m sorry, sir. I don’t make the rules. It’s thirty cents, please.”
     “Are you going to charge me for ketchup and a plastic knife and 
fork too?”
     “The cup is thirty cents, sir—Sir, there are people in line…” 
 I give her a couple o’ quarters and take off muttering 
mutterings under my breath like the weary old man I’ve become 
sometimes and head to my next class. I’ve got to hand in this paper 
on modernism and the death of the Byronic Hero and at least stay 
until the break. 
     First I head to my car because I forgot the paper. I snatch it from 
the folder on the backseat—and then, out of the corner of my eye I 
catch a glimpse of my old Triumph Tippa portable typewriter in its 
slick black case containing its slick black iniquitous soul. The soul I 
gave it. Our soul. I snatch that old black bastard too, and head back 
to campus. Why not. 

 Tick-tick-ick-tick-tak-tick–tak-tak-ick-ick are the key sounds 
sounding as I toss the paper on the prof’s desk and feather my way 
down the isle and set up shop at the back…    
     What has happened here, exactly? I find myself repeating over 
and over—some downtrodden mantra, some hexed reflection of the 
postmodern rigmarole.
     I look around at the screens in front of me: Facebook, Twitter, 
smart phone, tablet.
     Some of them (the especially detached ones of this wretched 
group) don’t even endeavour to uniformly carbon copy syllable-
for-fucking syllable the words of the lecture, because they would 
rather spend their time frothing over the previous weekend’s 
drunken lunacy pictures on their beloved Facebook, catching up, 
like incubating nymphs, on the freshest tween gossip about whom 
is dramatizing whom on the vast stage of clubbing photographs and 
twitter messages. Philistines!
     I’m bubbled, boiled, vexed—trying earnestly to listen to the 
teacher, yearning to hear what he’s saying about a time and aesthetic 
in Literature foreign to these future Rotarian space monkeys, these 
homogenous dancing ants, trapped in the alluring ant trap of The 
Glow: this ensnarer of human life, as it were. But I cannot, there’s 
just too much key mashing, too much chatter. My sponge is drying 
out, so I just sit there…

 I call to them, the undead. Lazarus, rise!
     
     Mr. Blake is now loading his 300 Winchester Magnum rifle and 
climbing to an advantageous height…
    
     Lazarus, come forth!
     
     Back at the cafeteria. Not for water this time: coffee. I needs it 
like I needs oxygen—and now. I fill my cup up to the brim—the very 
cup I bought just a short while ago—and snap the lid shut, walk 
over to the counter where the same broad is working the till like a 
goddamned slot machine. “Just the coffee, please.”
     “$1.80 please.” 
     I’m not dealing with this shit again. I’m just not. I toss $1.50 on 
the counter and walk.
     And what does she do? Just what does she do? Well I’ll fucking 
tell you what she does: the crazy bitch leaves the booth and marches 
after me calling, “Sir, sir, sir, sir, excuse me, sir, sir you didn’t—sir, 
sir, sir, sir”—crazily, from mere inches behind me—I can feel her 
creepy breath on the back of my neck for Christ sakes. She even 
steps on the heel of my goddamn shoe at one point: “Sir you didn’t 
pay the full price. $1.80—”
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      I turn on her like a screw unraveling on a sinking submarine, 
loosened and popping from the pressure it cannot hope to sustain: 
“Listen here,” I yell. “I’ve already paid for the goddamned cup! You 
charged me 30 cents for it less than an hour ago, lunatic! What kind 
of goddamn fascist racket are you running here anyway?!”—and then 
I gleek. I gleek right into her little face. She backs up, horrified, then 
runs to the bathroom. The guy behind me walks by with his coffee, 
raises it slightly, nods.  Nice to see someone get a free cup. 
     And I march back to my class, furiously, guzzling coffee, smoking 
a roll-me-own fag. 
     My usual seat at the back. I unabashedly set my Triumph Tippa 
portable typewriter on the desk. No Bic pen for Dr. Glasses. No, no. 
Ah that Triumph Tippa portable typewriter: its slick black case 
containing its slick black soul. That slick black iniquitous soulwriter 
gleams like rebellion, while the tepid, stale light of the electric hum 
hones in all around it, the surrounding screens in a multi-medial 
phalanx against its lone brevity: oh how they jealously ooze the dull 
ominous moan of glow. But not us: we are the precise and unyielding 
dynamo of efficacy, brought down, swift and unmerciful, like the 
great hammer of instruction to the insensate jugular of complacency. 
Keys smack like gunfire. No quarter asked… and none given.
     I mean good god—I’m so bored and tired and fed up with all this 
school bullshit anyway—not to mention this class with professor 
Glasses—a beast of a man who presides over his classroom like some 
kind of posturing self-important Pantaloon—I mean he keeps gaining 
weight, and the pants stay the same. It’s truly a wretched, wretched 
sight to behold—like a plump marshmallow losing its structural 
integrity, melting in a microwave, transmogrified into goo.
     Glasses—an old fart resembling the worst, most abhorrent 
“ness” of anything in Dickens’ oeuvre—comes in in a huff because 
he’s a haughty little mole, unbuckles his leather handbag and pulls 
out his memory stick, predictably fumbles with the classroom 
computer, like he does every day. He never improves, always 
complains unabatedly about the throes of modern technology (our 
only concurrence), but his is different: it’s as if he’s lost his edge and 
lust for life (replaced with a physical hedge of bust and wife) eons 
ago like most adults seem to. He complains simply because he’s got 
nothing better to do with his life force. He certainly hasn’t had sex in 
decades. 
     So, as the lecture begins, and the critters of the classroom click-
clack away on their keyboards, I slide out a piece of prim white 
innocence from my hardbound folder and feed it into the portable 
Triumph. 
     “So what do we think of Pound and Eliot? Do we agree with their 
modernist critiques of the pre World War One landscape? Are their 
weary views about the changing world too aggressive, too radical, 

too anti-technological…” Glasses begins.
     A girl raises her hand. He points at her. Doesn’t know her name, 
even though we’ve been in class three months.  
     “Yes. You… there,” he shrews. 
     “The Modernists were very critical of the changing world.”
     …
     “Yes. AND?” 
     “Well—” 
     “Well, do you always generalize to the point of mental 
redundancy? Somebody somewhere please help this girl from further 
skewering herself with these trite verbal abortions,” he says—his 
usual self-aggrandizing rhetoric. 
CHUMP-CHOMP-CHOMP-CHUMP-CHOMP-CHUMP-CHOMP-CHUMP-
DUMP--DING
     “… Does art reflect the goings on in society?” he continues. “Does 
art, then, have a social function to contend with? Is it in any way 
prophetic?”
CHIMP-CHIMP-CHOMP-MUCH-MUNCH-CHIMP-CHUMP-RUMP—RING!
    “Ahem—Excuse me—Yes, Mr. Blake… What is the meaning of this? 
Just what do you think you are doing?” he asks, staring through his 
puny spectacles down his long nose at me. He’s a walking cliché, an 
aggrandizer of his own intellectual pompousness—mostly through 
his constant mentioning of his doctorate but more subtly through his 
use of words like “anti-disestablishmentary” and “supercilious”—the 
latter of which being a perfect example of his general demeanour. 
“Mr. Blake?…” queries Glasses further. 
     “Yah mon?” I reply with a plastic smile. “What’s up, broheim?”
     “I asked you a question. Why are you perpetually trying 
to disrupt the healthy establishment of my classroom? Why 
must you always exercise your own crack-pot brand of 
disestablishmentarianism?” 
     What… in the name of fuck… are you talking about? 
     “I’m typing up my notes for today. Is there a problem?”
     “You’re causing a bloody racket, that’s what you’re doing. If you 
can’t be quieter, use another means to copy your notes.”
     “But sir,” I say very earnestly—and even respectfully, “I don’t own 
a computer”—which is true (at the time)—“I don’t believe in ‘em. I 
mean, my typewriter has sufficed, and will continue to suffice.”
     “Well, then, use a pen and paper like the rest of us.”
     “Rest of us?” I look around the room; the screens ominously drone 
into my eyes - into my eyes - into my eyes. “Gives me carpal tunnel, 
man—And my writing looks like chicken scratch—No, I need to type 
this up.”
     “Well you can’t be disrupting my class.”
     “Wait a sec. Hold on, sir; let me get this straight—”
     “Get what straight, Mr. Blake?”—glances at his watch 
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emphatically, melodramatically. 
     (Me, ecstatically): “So you’re telling me that computers are 
allowed in your classroom, but a typewriter is not? Tell me, sir, 
what’s the difference?”
     “Everything The noise, for one”
     “Sir, with all due respect, I can’t afford a laptop. I mean, you 
go on and on about how much you abhor technology, and so I 
bring a somewhat archaic machine into class to help me type my 
notes—because I prefer its smooth action, reliable weight and blunt 
immediacy—and you cut me down for it.” 
     “Mr. Blake, I hardly think—”
     “You’re discriminating against me, man. This typewriter cost me 
ten bucks and a shared joint at a garage sale. A personal computer 
costs several hundred or more. Whadoyouwantme to do?”
     “I want you to leave my—” 
     “Ah, you’re a fucking hypocrite,” I dismiss him with a wave of my 
hand. “You wanna chatter on and on about Pound and Eliot, do you? 
Pound and Eliot would laugh at you, you pretentious old bastard; 
they really would. You’re nothing but a fucking drudge in this 
perverted institution, you know that?”
     “Out, Mr. Blake. Right now!” He slams his palm on the desk for 
emphasis.
     “One more question, sir, if I could?”
     “You’ve lost that privilege. Get out!”
     “Please, sir…” His shoulders drop like someone has torn loose 
the underpinned air valve on a blow up doll—I can tell he’s about 
to collapse from all the stress he’s allowing me to cause him. 
Marshmallow. 
     “For what sake must you ask me this question? I just want you to 
get out…”
     “For the sake off all things, of course.” 
     He sighs, looks down to the navy blue cardigan expanding over his 
brown Rockports. “Out with it then, Mr. Blake!”
     “I’m just curious—and I’m sure we’ve all been dying to know—
when was the last time you caught a glimpse of that little aardvark 
pecker of yours? I mean how many flaps you gotta flip and tuck to 
get at that smelly little cavern dweller?”
     “Just shut up already,” the beard from across the isle says. Lo! 
It does speak! Backup has finally arrived. Good thing too, because 
Glasses, piqued beyond measure, is too stricken to wrap his mouth 
around language.
     I pack up my shit and beat it, except it takes me about three 
goddamned eternal minutes to do so. The whole time the rest of the 
class has turned in their desks and they’re staring at me—I can feel 
the heat of The Glow—as I pack up the heavy and bulky, glorious and 
perfect typewriter.     

Glasses just stares through his glasses, brow furrowed; cavern-
dweller, undoubtedly burrowed.
     Before I shut the door behind me: “Hey Glasses, aggrandize this: 
looking at you is a perpetual lackaday: I mean your body looks like 
it was agglutinated lackadaisically from lard and used Brilliantine. 
How’s that for bombastic language, douche wad?” 
     I leave the classroom and that guy’s bogus tyranny because it 
won’t get me a better job anyway, and because I can get a goddamned 
English “degree” simply by owning a fucking library card. And 
besides, I don’t need a degree to be a poet, just one hand on the reigns 
of razor-sharp wit and the other on the whip handle of a sly tongue. 
Oh, and a sack I can actually see between my legs—that holster of 
hubris, as it were, chocked full of antiestablishmentarianism.    
     Hammers of dissent, bullets of trephination.
     At any rate, I’d rather be the man everyone hates than the man no 
one knows… 
     Lazarus rises. Again. And again. And again. Hordes of them, 
slouching along, supercharged by the dull ominous moan of glow, 
transfixed by the extra-sensory allure of the postmodern lobotomy: 
     Pantomimes of artifice.  
     And then your rifle’s out of bullets… Well, all except one. 
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Taryn Pearcey Marlow Gunterman

Body Music

I never stand this close
to strangers. A concert
crowd is more intimate
than most first dates.
They press my body
against the barricade,
and elbows crash
into my shoulder blade.
Footprints scuff
the back of my head.
A hand clings next to mine
on the bar. I want our skin
to stretch, to merge into one
so I can taste his pulse,
and so every breath of his
shakes my lungs while lyrics
as well-worn as torn jeans
ignite from our lips.
Everyone’s body becomes
my own, as the music crescendos,
a mosaic of skin tones.
Not a crowd, but an ocean
in which the waves pound
to the rhythm of our heartbeat.

Skunk Weed

There are all sorts of plants 
along the Trans Canada Highway. 
There are Douglas-fir 
and Bristlecone Pine trees 
that never shed their armour. 
There are Black Oak and Silver 
Buffalo-berry trees that always 
open their hearts to strangers. 
There are perennial flowers 
that bathe the landscape 
in violet, sapphire, and magenta 
and then there are the wild 
flowers that never stay in one 
place. Finally, there is the plant 
my mother would always point to, 
“there’s that skunk weed again” 
she said as we drove East 
towards Nakusp. She was 
preparing me for school nights 
I would sneak out 
and smoke in the park. 
We stood in the shadows 
with a white stripe down 
our noses, inhaling the sweet 
smell of skunk. 
We are the outcasts, 
the dandelions, 
the flowers that aren’t real flowers.

22 23



Editorial BoardContributors
Marlow Gunterman
(Co-Owner and Co-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 Mag. She now belongs on the 
committee of Pulp Mag and has been 
offered an editorial position on 
Kwantlen’s Interdisciplinary Journal 
of Critical Thought. In her free time 
she is a hoop dancer and has travelled 
as far as Russia for ballet workshops.

Taryn Pearcey
(Co-Owner and Co-Editor)

Taryn Pearcey is a suburban-born 
punkster who dedicates her writing 
to exploring the lives of all and 
every misfit she can think up, 
whether they be young men with 
mohawks or mothers with Xanax 
addictions. She writes fiction, 
poetry, and non-fiction, and has had 
one short story published on the on-
line journal Maple Tree Literary Sup-
plement. She is a Creative 
Writing Major at Kwantlen 
Polytechnic University in Surrey, 
BC., where she is also Associate 
Literary Editor of Pulp Magazine and 
takes part in Kwantlen’s Creative 
Writing Guild.

Aislinn Hunter
Aislinn Hunter often has the feeling that something is askew: an article of clothing 
accidentally worn inside-out, her socks mismatched, that sort of thing. She lives and 
writes in Vancouver.

Aislinn Hunter’s Website: http://www.aislinnhunter.com/Home.html

Amanda Paananen
Amanda Paananen is a hedo-anarcho-pacifist who currently resides in Vancouver, BC.  
Her poetry has appeared in Pulp Mag and Sawbuck online literary journal.  She stud-
ies psychology and creative writing at Kwantlen Polytechnic University.

Connor Doyle
Connor Doyle has been a known scoundrel for several years, and an unknown one for 
some time before that. If encountered he should be considered harmed and extremely 
nefarious. He’s also looking for love at 604 Mwa-haha.

Catherine Owen
Catherine Owen is the author of nine books of poetry & one of prose. She’s won the 
Alberta Book Prize and been nominated for other awards. Her new book Trobairitz is 
due out this Fall from Anvil Press. She plays bass in Medea, sings for the Lyrical Out-
laws and works as an editor in Vancouver.

Catherine Owen’s Website: http://www.catherineowen.org

Catherine Owen’s Blog: http://blackcrow.wordpress.com

Simon Massey 
Simon is a North Delta writer and former competitive fencer currently studying 
creative writing at Kwantlen University.

Lliam Easterbrook
Lliam Easterbrook is constantly inconstant, fanatically unfanatical. He views life as an 
enduring sabbatical. At the age of eight, Lliam was found stranded off the uninhabited 
northern shores of Morocco by a band of Scottish bohemian surfers, who also worked 
in the transcontinental shipping industry. They taught Lliam how to surf, and gave 
him ancestral ties to their family. Two years later, in 1995, they smuggled Lliam into 
Canada on a ship bound for Baffin Island. Upon their arrival, Lliam was given to a 
small Inuit community; there he was raised by an experienced Inuk shaman who 
taught him the miens of primordial Mother Earth and the apathy of the universe 
through the attainment of poetic knowledge. Lliam currently lives in White Rock, 
British Columbia, with his arctic wolf-dog, Morrison, because he felt the magnetic 
fields in and around the bay were adequate for the optimization of his chi. Lliam 
recently graduated Kwantlen Polytechnic University with a BA in English, and is 
looking for a job in mischief.

http://www.aislinnhunter.com/Home.html
http://www.catherineowen.org
http://blackcrow.wordpress.com


misfitlit.com

http://misfitlit.com

