
Issue 1.3



ContentsMisfit Lit

FEATURE:
Rachel Rose                                                                                                                                           2
A Child’s Garden of Verses
What We Heard About The Americans
What We Heard About The Canadians
Ways To Begin A Poem
I Might Be Nothing
Bat

Jon Turner                                                                                                                                           11
Untitled

Olliemoonsta                                                                                                                                       14
Now or Never
Life fast, die young.
Long Neck Represent
Feed the beast

Stephanie Peters                                                                                                                                 20
Bitches Get Stuff Done

Jathinder Sandhu (aka Ruby Diamond)                                                                                          25
1968 Christmas at the Birmingham Bullring

Iain Angus                                                                                                                                            27
Arid Abdication

Geoffrey Nilson                                                                                                                                   31
waterproof matches
manoeuvres
Torchlight
                                                                 
Contributor Bios                                                                                                                                33

 Recently I returned from the Writing With Style program at the Banff Centre. During the 
course of my week there, I workshopped with fellow writers and revised the first chapter of my 
novel. I had hoped the program would give me the kick in the ass I needed to hunker down over 
the summer and produce a complete draft of the novel, and I’m happy to say that the program 
gave me just that. However, it also gave me something else, something I wasn’t expecting.
 
 On our final night at the Centre, myself and twenty-something other writers gathered in 
the lounge for the farewell reception. As I looked around the room I saw people who had been 
strangers to each other a week before now laughing together, swapping life stories along with 
business cards and phone numbers. While I was pleased with the writing I accomplished while in 
Banff, when I reflect back on my time there, it’s that night that I remember most fondly. 
 
 I know a lot of young writers who are impressively dedicated to their craft. They set rules 
and deadlines for themselves and may hole themselves away from society for days while they 
write. I don’t mean to say this is a bad thing – I’m sure we could all use better self-discipline 
when it comes to our writing. But, for me, one of the best things about being a writer (and 
probably the main reason I haven’t traded it in for a more financially secure career) is the 
community. No one else will understand the ups and downs of a writer’s life like another writer. 
The same can be said for artists in general. We are visionaries. We are creators. When we get 
together, inspiration happens, and relationships form that will last us our lives. 
 
 What I want young writers and artists to understand is that art isn’t just about your 
own creations. Inspiration isn’t all internal – it comes from around us, from photos and films 
and books and the people we meet. I want to see more artists out in their communities, going 
to readings and galleries and performances and meeting new people. I want to see them 
collaborating on projects and supporting each other. Not only will this help to build a thriving 
arts community, it will also invigorate your passion for your own work.
 
 Misfit Lit was started in order to be a gathering place for people who feel that they don’t 
belong, but we also hope that it will bring together creators of all kinds, and help to stimulate the 
community we love.

 ~Taryn of Misfit Lit



 Rachel Rose

A Child’s Garden of Verses

Because your new wife
is expecting and there isn’t enough, 

take your girl and boy into the woods
but do it regretfully, with love,

three times, because they keep coming home,
their hands full of gingerbread and bones.

Birth one a year for seven years, each brain
shrunk like a walnut in its shell

because of your love for alcohol. Condemn them
to that life, then give them away.

Because it’s not clearly a boy, castrate it,
carve it a second os, going nowhere,

buy it pink slippers and a new name.
Put him in a bullrush basket and set him

in the river, hoping Pharaoh’s daughter will wish
to bathe that day. Snuff out the infant 

as soon as she arrives,
because she’s a girl and you don’t need a girl.

Heave him to a pyre, because God 
is whimpering in your ear. 

Slaughter a ram on his chest instead,
blood manacling your hands. 

Because, God help you, you were fifteen
and the Song of Songs was in you

again. You stood behind his car
after, looking at the stars as he lifted your hair,

 Rachel Rose has won national awards for her poetry, her fiction, and her 
non-fiction. She has published poems, short stories and essays in Canada, the 
U.S., New Zealand and Japan, including Poetry, The Malahat Review, The Best 
American Poetry and Rocksalt: An Anthology of Contemporary B.C. Poetry. She 
is the author of three books of poetry, Song and Spectacle, Notes on Arrival and 
Departure, and Giving My Body to Science. In 2011 she was commissioned to 
write a libretto, working with composer Leslie Uyeda, which will be performed 
as an opera in summer 2013. She is also collaborating as a poet and songwriter 
with singer-guitar player Simon Paradis, bass player Jefferson Rose, and 
musician Tobi Stone.

Rachel’s website: www.rachelrose.ca
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What We Heard About The Americans

We heard there was much to admire about the Americans.
Historically. 

Their cuisine is buffet, all you can 
overeat.

We heard they hire whisperers, buy guides for 
idiots. 

Foster special needs kittens. Are visited by 
aliens.

We heard the Americans are our 
brethren. 

That they keep ten percent of black men 
imprisoned.

Are stockpiling weapons for 
Armageddon. 

Believe that all good dogs go to 
heaven. 

God bless the Americans.  God bless their inalienable
freedoms.

Bless Guantanamo. Americans sure know how to have 
fun. 

Even their deaths are more important than our 
own.

Happiness is cosmetic
dentistry. 

The global dream is the American 
dream. 

Liberty is a statue holding a soft ice 
cream. 

gently pushed your earring
back through the lobe.

Because you created them, they are yours
to destroy. You only wanted,

you simply had to make him stop screaming.
Because you were sure your daughter

would forgive you for the Beast.
Because someone you loved gave you

a red hood. Because the piper 
stepped out of the woods, 

promised you a song for playing his pipe.
Because a little man pulled up your dress, 

and it was not, he said,
to spank you, though you were very naughty,

it was the better to love you, my dear.
Because you cried wolf and no one believed you.

Because you stepped off the path
and felt smaller than a bluebell.

Because it was done to you once,
a long time ago,  

in rooms of stone so thick
there was no echo. You were in the woods, 

picking wild strawberries, and someone
called you by name.

Because their bodies are unblemished 
and your hands are alive with pain.
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Ways To Begin A Poem

1.

Begin at the source. Open the book of thyself,
contentious one, thy book in four chapters, four scrolls.
Rise on your own yeast. Spill your villanelles’
hot vowels. You will not go 
blind. Though imagine what you might see
if you did.

2.

Begin with a friend (a writer) playing a board game
at a party. Question: something found in a desk
that starts with J. His answer: Jizm. Haiku the difference
between men and women. Stray red leaf.

3.

Begin with seed, then. The way we touch each
other. Flipped: a car on fire after a game involving men
in padded suits. The brute mob drenched in fuel. Saltpeter.

4. 

Fertilized papyrus 
of undecipherable texts. Ink licked to language,
stanza after stanza of buttons popped. Terza rima
of nipples, navel, quilt washed in light.

5.

Outside bombs dismantle a station. Somewhere else
not here. Begin again, please. Pantoum com-
munion. To be written, to be folded into shapes
suited to the poem. Smell of a river waiting for salmon.

        

What We Heard About The Canadians

We heard they were not American. 
Not British and not quite French.

They were not born in Hong Kong
did not emigrate from Russia with one pair of shoes. 

They were not all russet-haired orphans
who greeted the apple blossom dawn with open arms, 

crying Avonlea!  They were not immodest,
did not want God to save the Queen.

 Their leaders were not corrupt, no;
they were not all Mounties on proud horseback

with hot tasers. Fuck me was not considered impolite
in their living rooms. 

It was not just the weather that made them curse.
Not just frozen lakes cracked under the weight of the moon,

There was no great Canadian hush of things not to be talked about.  
Not all of them ignored genocide.

 Not all of them sang a “cold
and broken Hallelujah” as the bells broke crystal ice

across Parc Lafontaine. They were not rich and also
not poor. Not overacheivers. Neither believers nor unbelievers.

C’etait pas tout l’histoire, and they would not 
be caught clubbing seals on TV, red bloom 

on white coat, melting eyes, they did not mine asbestos
in Quebec, make love in skidoos, 

sleep in snowshoes. Never danced hatless
under dancing northern lights. They were polite.
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I Might Be Nothing

   For Lara 

Now you are not
part of the visible world, now you are nothing 
but recollections, dim as a dust-stricken room 
in Chinatown, where I lived on Princess 
and wanted to be one 
and you lived with your mother 
who made art and loved you
and we played on the floor and that is not
nothing.

You might have been anything. You got caught
in something too fraught to untangle.
  
  You might have been
seen in an alley, picked up by a stranger in a Jaguar.
You might have been washed gently in the hospital
where you were born. You might have been reborn. An ordinary 
mother of two. Famous. A doctor. Safe.

Your mother comes to meet my children. 
She gives them your frog puppet
because she has no use for it any more.
She says, “Tell me if I’m talking too much. 
I love to talk about her.”

If I could get a fix off blame, beveled
like a needle in a vein, I’d do it. Smoke my spoon, my heart.

The puppet disappears in our basket of toys.

Later when my daughter finds it, 
I snatch it, say, “That’s not a toy!” But what is it?
An artifact. I hand it back.

6.

Not here. Begin again, please. Pantoum: come
inside my body. Joy of song without words
suited to the poem. Smell of a river waiting for salmon.
Silhouette of your form against a torn white curtain.

7.

Poem of thy creases. O where have you been, sweet 
reeking ballad monster? 
Pray that tomorrow will memorize 
today. Begin by holding hands
under the table. A hip kisses a tambourine
a troubadour is condemned for her troubles.
Our love meets in the ruins of a castle
full of ravens. We

8.

buy daffodils, we play the cello badly but with joy. 
We grow yellow tomatoes. We let them cut us open
put children in the garden. Remembering the loneliness
of the lunch room, we decide not to have children. 
If the form can be found, there may be salvation.
There are lilacs. Lilacs have form. It is quiet 
but for the poem’s gasp. We bone thrust until we bruise
apart. Naked in the kitchen, we slice chanterelles for dinner,
add a fistlump of butter, crushed sage. Fragrance enters
your hair. My own. Is there one god, or many? Evening star
calls forth a thousand more in the pale green mosque
of the sky. Stretch marks. Two lemons on a table. Still life.
Begin with the body, poisoned to save the body. 
Tragicomedy. The form.

98



                         Jon Turner

Untitled

Once upon a time
I tried to trick my mind into adequacy,
racing my brain-halves against each other
to see which might beat me to the evening’s first nightmare.
But my synapses don’t always play fair.

So I came back from the bleaters, the do-gooders, the heart-eaters.
I watched them beat a trail thick as paint from the houses of worship
as they smoldered onward,
looking for new canvases to burn,
new records to turn.

Meanwhile
she flings pieces of herself against the floorboards in wet dollops

her flailing conduct
her lilting panache

straight from
some sordid dream
of violins, knee-aches and Swiss heavy cream.

She perches up high, somewhere with a nice view of the place,
gargling out words,
swaying, swaying to the meter, she manifests herself slowly,
unsurely
from clinically precise drippings of narcotics
and the impromptu channeling of older days,
of one-way-ticket barstool tourism,
of the boy with no face in the bathroom who has spit in her jeweled palm,
of five hundred and fifty-three reasons why she hates paying pennies for pints.
                                                                                                          
She has that look that tells us
“I will again wake
in solitude,
last night’s regret still fresh on my lips
with badly-bruised hips,
two scrambled orgasms for breakfast,
and the slick shining corpse of a freshly-murdered guitar, slung sideways.”

Bat

She staggered round the playground in the sand. 
Then hung from my sweater on hooked thumbs. 
I let her cross from hand to open hand. 
She licked her snout, licked salt from my palms. 
I hid her in my jacket on the bus.
She was a black ball of yarn with two hooks. 
She winked as if we had much to discuss. 
I was nothing like those girls too scared to look. 
The bat shimmied up my hair, grimaced a grin, 
her face a puckered rose, drunk on sun. 
Mother made me box the bat and drove us to town, 
odd girl holding odd girl. They took her away, to be 
undreamed by chloroform. Which I learned meant killed. 
We screamed as our mothers held us down, 
while the doctor stabbed and our fathers paid the bill.

Rabid fear quenched curiosity. Pain-trapped hands mapped flight. 
But how many brats have been kissed by a bat?

--from Song and Spectacle, 2012
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and one of them whispers into her hair
something about return train fare
and they pronounce her name better than I ever could
with a prurience I’d never dare.

She sees me there, stiff and bright as a lamp-post
as I pump tumours through my heart

until it rots into compost,
until I float back home on landfill fumes,

covered in grass stains and cat’s claws.
I have the sudden urge to press my face towards concrete
and dry-hump the sturdy, latticed rebar of manufactured stability
and have a coffee in the city
and have a drink in the city
and watch somebody strange
make up something
for a change.

Back to the rafters prowl the jealous lights
outshone by her sheer electromagnetic vibrato.
It grabs hold of my iron will and aligns us parallel,
ions all aflame
as we forget our shame
as we forget the easy way we’ve heard stony optimism flirt 
with future rubble behind back-alley doors.

It’s no surprise to see
behind the popcorn machine 
a couple of orphan amputees,
basting buttery bliss
down the throats of elderly Florida retirees,
counting their coins openly,
mouths chewing twisted smiles.
I clasp tightly her hand,
eyes shut,
hoping she’s still attached to it.

As the thorns tug at our wrists,
she clasps back
and we’re running,
running in lockstep behind or below
the largest wild uncertainty
we’ve ever seen.
It has turned its pixelated eyes towards us
to playfully evoke thoughts of pure fucking terror

and right now I need the molten music of her breath
to evaporate my thoughts from death.

But instead she dangles there like a hanged ghost, 
dangling and crinkling her brow in tune
with the rhythmic phases of the moon,
broken flashbulbs land-mining the dusty grass by her feet,
Polaroids flipping out at her like lottery tickets.
Surrounding her with herself again,
that part of herself she shows when they’re desperate to see something, anything,
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                    Now or Never Olliemoonsta

  Mural painting. Bielsko-Biała, Poland. 2012

BROKEN MONSTERS
A project that illustrates the concept of beauty among the traditional tribes and cultures around the 
world and the current urban tribes.

CONCEPT
At the broken monsters project, we show the combination between tribes and ancestral populations 
from different places of the planet with current urban trends and styles. In order to be able to explain 
it accurately, two important parts should be defined.

TRIBES AND ANCESTRAL POPULATIONS: Planet Earth has witnessed several customs from 
different peoples who have lived in perfect harmony with nature, external to new technologies. They 
have stayed attached to their customs, their clothings, their myths and rituals, which have passed as a 
heritage from parents to children and which have stayed indifferent to Western life. We have always 
felt amazed at how our Western society shows or represents the different tribes of the world, referring 
to them, at least, as savages, but we really believe that the difference is not so big (in social traditions, 
we mean). When we watch a documentary and we see a tribe dancing around a fireplace or giving 
offerings for their gods to be happy and bring them more rain this year, we see it as something strange. 
However, Western society has similar rituals such as going to mass every Sunday or showing virgins 
in processions, both of which are said to bring luck and motivation. This same feeling could be applied 
to many other fields, such as body decoration, clothing, lifestyles... And that’s what we intend to show 
here.

CURRENT SOCIETIES. According to us, modern societies define themselves by their quickness; 
everything goes too fast and we have forgotten how to enjoy our time and how to understand that 
competing is not everything. But on the other hand, these competitions that we “criticise” are what 
makes us go ahead and evolve technologically, but as we said before we are much more similar in social 
customs with tribes and natives than we believe. That’s what we are trying to show in this project, 
combining both societies by means of clothing, tattoos, symbologies and decoration elements.

What is intended in our work is to create a crossbreeding and to look for similarities between societies 
and tribes that initially have little to do with each other. Another important part of this work is the 
development of typography, which for us is an art.
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 Life fast, die young.

Installation in public space. Bielsko-Biała, Poland. 2012.
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                    Feed the beast Long Neck Represent 

                                                    50x50cm. - plasticine. 2012

2x1’62m. - acrylic on canvas. 2011.

1918



 Stephanie Peters
me crazy that I couldn’t look like them. I tried: I bought Roxy t-shirts and jean skirts and Ugg 
boots. I straightened my hair (with the clothes iron) and put on make-up the way they taught me: 
moisturizer, foundation, bronzer, blush, powder, eye liner, eye shadow, shimmer dust, mascara, 
lip gloss. Sometimes I even let them do it for me. It never looked right, though, and I could never 
figure out why it didn’t work. Even if I wore the exact same outfit as Sarah, I didn’t look like her. 
I didn’t feel beautiful. Boys didn’t seem interested. I tried to break it down objectively: I wasn’t 
fatter than Amy and Sarah, my general face structure wasn’t uglier than theirs. Something just 
wasn’t right. 
 I look back on pictures of my teenage self, and I realize that I didn’t actually look that 
bad. In group shots of the three of us, you wouldn’t be able to pick out the awkward homely one. 
My insecurities were, I guess, more a matter of confidence. The person I was trying to be didn’t 
match who I was, and I could feel it.
 If there’s one thing I’m sure about when it comes to beauty, it’s that no one ever feels like 
they’ve accomplished it. Sure, there are girls who know they’re “hot,” but they have insecurities 
too. All of us look around and sees bodies that, in some way or form, are better than ours, and we 
feel inadequate. I still remember the day this message hit me the hardest. I was in high school, 
grade ten or eleven, sitting at the back of Mme Calvert’s French class. I was talking instead of 
listening, in typical high school fashion, to Emily, who was probably the prettiest girl in school. 
She was one of those long, waif-ish girls with olive skin and perfectly tousled hair. She looked 
exactly like Mischa Barton, and in 2005, when The O.C. was at the height of its popularity, this 
was ideal. 
 Somehow the subject of looks came up, and Emily looked uncomfortable. 
 “I have a really wide back,” she said. “It’s so embarrassing.”
 This was not the typical “pretty girl whining about appearance in order to obtain 
compliments” thing. It was actually an honest moment. This was the prettiest girl I could 
imagine, admitting to feeling self-conscious about a physical defect that I didn’t even know 
existed. A wide back? I had seen enough Disney channel TV movies to know that nobody’s life is 
perfect, that everyone has insecurities, but this was the moment that the real futility of the whole 
beautification process really hit me. I realized that I would never win. Even if I did manage to 
get skinnier and more fashionable and tame my hair, I would just discover new embarrassing 
imperfections.
 I would love to say that I released my insecurities to the wind that day and decided 
to pursue more worthwhile goals than beauty. Of course, that would be a lie. I still haven’t 
overcome those societal pressures. I still worry about boys and fashion and whether people think 
I’m fat. I do think, though, that it’s not debilitating the way it was in high school. 
 In some ways, my decision to chop off my hair, mostly avoid make-up, and pad my 
wardrobe with a considerable amount of clothes from the men’s section was a deliberate choice 
to reject normal standards of female beauty. Really, though, for me it’s less of a choice, and more 
like an acceptance of the inevitable. All of the years I spent trying to make my hair pretty, from 
2002’s miserable attempt at Avril Lavigne-straightness to 2010’s even less successful attempt 
at Blake Lively-beach-waves, left me feeling lousy. My eventual transformation was less about 
giving up on being beautiful than giving up on being phony. Maybe by empirical standards I’m 
less “pretty” than I was a couple years ago, but I honestly don’t care. I don’t care because I feel 

Bitches Get Stuff Done
 
 Last year I had a weirdly emotional reaction to an SNL rerun. This was the year I got a   
PVR and replaced mindless blog-surfing with mindless TV-watching to fill the time when I should    
have been writing. I was watching an episode from the 2008 election season, in which Tina Fey 
hijacks the weekend update with a bit of a feminist rant on behalf of Hillary Clinton. This is what 
she says: “I think what bothers me the most is when people say that Hillary is a bitch. And, let me 
say something about that: Yeah, she is! And so am I! ...You know what? Bitches get stuff done.”
 I have nothing to say on the subject of Hillary Clinton or American politics, but the bitch 
thing spoke to me. I seriously wanted to weep and cheer and phone all of my friends and tell them 
about this. Bitches get stuff done! 
 I don’t identify with bitch pride paraphernalia – you know what I’m talking about: those 
decorative tiles, faux-retro coffee mugs and feather-edged aprons with quotes like “You say I’m a 
bitch like it’s a bad thing.” It all seems like a sort of pathetic attempt to defend bad behaviour by 
bathing it in complicated gender politics. The “bitchiness” these products celebrate involves, as 
far as I can tell, hating women more attractive than yourself, yelling at men, nattering with other 
“bitches” about men and attractive women, and acting crabby and irrational. 
 I am somewhat crabby and irrational, but I feel at least mildly embarrassed by these 
instances and am not inclined to celebrate them with stylized compact mirrors or key chains. The 
kind of bitchiness that Tina Fey is bragging about is different, though.  These are not the bitches 
who are sitting around their kitchen tables with coffee mugs full of cheap wine moaning about 
incompetent husbands.  These are smart, ambitious women trying to get stuff done, choosing 
to be something other than delicate and nice-to-look-at in order to accomplish their task. I can 
relate to that. 
 Let me admit, right of the bat, that if I had the option of being just delicate and nice to 
look at, I might choose it. I’ve certainly wanted to be that kind of person at certain times in my 
life. Growing up, I often found myself in the role of the Beautiful Person’s sidekick, which is 
always a bit of a downer. 
 My best friend in elementary school developed luscious, womanly curves in grade six, 
while I was still deeply entrenched in the pre-teen chubby phase. Our days of playing dress-up 
and making home movies were abruptly traded in for evenings that involved me sitting behind 
her at the computer, watching her engage in lightly suggestive MSN conversations with boys from 
school. 
 As a teenager, I somehow found myself as the third member of a girl trio. The other girls 
were classic blonde beauties: Sarah, the gorgeous wholesome one who boys fell in love with, and 
Amy, the ditzy, mildly promiscuous one who boys fell in lust with. I’m still not sure what role I 
played in that group, but it must have fallen somewhere between comic relief and voice-of-reason. 
I was the one who would dress up in Sarah’s childhood horseback riding gear and go running 
down the street, and I was the one who would say, “If that boy is threatening to kill himself if you 
don’t date him, you need to tell an adult” or “Maybe getting into that truck with the sketchy boy 
in the dark is a bad choice.” I was also a bit of a blank slate, someone who could be taken for her 
first highlights, and squirted for the first time with Shania Twain’s Shimmer Body Lotion. 
 Now, these were genuinely lovely girls, and I had a lot of fun with them, but it always drove
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of public approval, but I’ve hardly experienced the sort of agony that would lead me to cling 
desperately to role models that have succeeded in an area where I feel like I’m drowning. 
Honestly, the pushback I’ve felt as a woman is mostly tame. I can remember only one distinct 
instance of being called a bitch to my face, and it was done in a loving, half-joking manner.  I was 
working as the director of a summer camp in the Similkameen Valley.  It’s a small camp situated 
off a trucking route between Princeton and Merrit, accommodating only seventy kids at a time. It 
was staff training week, and I was trying to direct twenty-five staff members in the performance 
of a musical number entitled “Camp Day”. It was the summer of 2011, and so, of course, 
“Camp Day” was to the tune of Rebecca Black’s hit “Friday”. We had rewritten all the lyrics, 
including that especially painful rap sequence in the middle, and were now in the process of 
choreographing the whole number. The amicable, collaborative spirit that had been guiding this 
project up until now was beginning to wear thin. People were getting crabby, starting to argue. 
Amanda felt that Eric’s moves were too complicated. Eric felt that her amended suggestions 
were boring and repetitive. Everyone had an opinion, and people were talking over each other or 
breaking off into little side conversations. The boys at the back, the ones with the least capability 
to pick up song and dance, were not paying attention at all. I made a couple of gentle suggestions 
that people listen, be quiet, etc., and was ignored. Eventually I hopped up onto a stool, put on my 
angry face, and announced in more certain terms that the disrespect was going to stop. It was a 
very short speech with a serious enough tone to jar them into behaving.
 After the session, my best friend pointed out that every once in a while, when I need to 
put my foot down, I bust out the Part-Time Bitch. We both laughed. Later on in the summer, 
when I had to discipline staff about neglecting their campers, cajole them into picking up after 
themselves, or enforce bedtimes with rowdy teenagers, I joked that the PTB was making an 
appearance. 
 For the most part, I have no trouble taking on this role. Someone has to crack the whip 
sometimes, and I find, at least in the camp environment, that no one seems to get particularly 
offended. People seem to recognize that it’s not personal, that I’m doing my job, and that I still 
like them even though I have to discipline them sometimes.  
 I’ve been graciously spared from the experience of nasty, insecure chauvinists feeling 
intimidated by powerful women and trying to bring them down. They exist, without a doubt, but 
I haven’t come up against many of them. I can really only think of one incident in my childhood 
where I felt marginalized by my gender. It was at a church children’s program, and my feminist 
rage was ignited by the discovery that for the year-end celebration, the boys would be having 
an egg drop, an event in which each boy is given an egg and a bag of household items such as 
popsicle sticks and coffee filters, and must construct a protective device that will prevent the egg 
from cracking when dropped from a second-story balcony.  The girls were having a tea party. 
I managed to right the situation by creating a petition and coercing a bunch of little girls who 
probably didn’t care either way to sign it, and the next year we had a co-ed egg drop. If anything, 
that taught me even more that my gender didn’t pose any limitations, and that at the sight of 
a slight injustice I could easily right the wrong. There’s actually one more incident that comes 
to mind, when my father refused to rent me whatever Julia Roberts romantic comedy I wanted 
from the video store based on its PG-13 rating, then proceeded to watch Austin Powers with my 
little brother. In any case, I grew up generally free from the really nasty forms of sexism that

prettier. But maybe pretty is the wrong word. I feel more confident. Considering how much I 
wished I could be the pretty, delicate girl in high school, though, I wonder if I would have settled 
for that if nature didn’t firmly push me in the other direction. As it stands, I guess, I chose or was 
relegated to bitch instead of beauty.
 Maybe it’s horrible and sexist to imply that all women are one or the other. Of course the 
female gender is much more complex than that. There are plenty of women unfairly labelled 
“unpretty” who are still desperately trying to be delicate and feminine, whether to impress boys 
or goodness knows what.  There are also plenty of thoroughly impressive bitches who are totally, 
mind-numbingly beautiful. Emily, the aforementioned high school beauty queen, was a total 
bitch. In grade twelve, we worked together on a project for our Film and Television class. We 
were teamed with Handsome Thomas, a popular boy who seemed to believe that his cuteness 
was going to get him out of doing his share of the work. I was slightly intimidated by him. Emily 
was the one who snapped at him one day when he was fooling off. She told him, in straight 
terms, what his responsibility was for the project and more-or-less dared him to slack off. It was 
awesome. Handsome Thomas was slightly sullen and resentful for the rest of the project, but he 
did his work. It took a bitch to get the job done. Even Tina Fey, despite her penchant for playing 
awkward, perpetually single characters, is beautiful. She’s been on the cover of Vogue and 
Esquire, she always glams it up on the red carpet, and she played the ultimate girly-girl cartoon 
character, Tinker Bell, in that Annie Leibowitz Disneyland ad. She’s beautiful, no question, 
but she never gives off the impression that being beautiful is her first priority. Sure, she’ll do a 
photoshoot or a hair dye commercial, but, first and foremost, she gets stuff done. She’s a writer, a 
comedian, an actor, and a producer. I get the impression that she has, to some extent, given up on 
that mythical pursuit of female perfection. 
 I’ve admired women like this – bitches, I guess – for a long time. I admired them before I 
understood what I admired.  I had what can only be described as a girl-crush on my high school 
English teacher, Ms. Rehnby. She was smart and sarcastic and ridiculously anal. 
 “Does it really matter whether I wrote ‘September 15th, 2004’ or ‘15 September 2004?’” I 
would ask. 
 “Yes,” she would say. 
 She had no patience for bad grammar or gum-chewing, and she would routinely separate 
the class into two categories: the wheat and the chaff, based on who completed their homework. I 
thought this was hilarious, even though I was usually the chaff. 
 Lots of students hated her. The generally-agreed-upon favourite teacher was Mrs. Rodgers, 
the free-spirited, deadline-eschewing philosophy teacher. Mrs. Rodgers’ class involved sitting in 
circles and talking about feelings. The general rule was that there were no wrong answers in Mrs. 
Rodgers’ class. There were plenty of wrong answers in Ms Rehnby’s class, and you could count 
on receiving a snarky rebuke if you came up with one of them. For some reason, though, I loved 
her. I loved that she didn’t suck up to students. I loved that she didn’t particularly care if she got 
a good score on Ratemyteacher.com. She was there to teach us English, and she did a good job.
 I’m not exactly sure why I react so strongly to bitch-type women. To a certain extent, I 
relate to them. I’ve found myself in positions where I need to assert authority, as a Program 
Director, coach, committee member, and various other roles that involve bossing people around. I 
love being in charge. There have been occasions where doing a good job has cost me some level
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             Jathinder Sandhu

1968 Christmas at the Birmingham Bullring

A half-split day of ruptured sky
invites me to reminisce 
of nights gone, when tall tales
of father’s god stories left me wide-eyed
and in wonder at the Birmingham Bullring.

We trot through the market with rabbits hung
on string, and I notice a stuffed dog yapping
on a plastic leash and the sound of old men
at the Birmingham Bullring, yelling and cussing.

His hands caught in the air and a mouth 
poised in a kiss and skirts and well-pressed
trousers and polished boots fly by
in the middle of the market where 
a Christmas tree, blinking in red, blue, and green
stretches up to the ruptured sky.

With faces like old porcelain, vendors
sell meat pies and pasties and pork and beans
and stuffed dogs yapping on plastic leashes 
at the Birmingham Bullring, where I get to eat chocolate 
holding daddy’s fingers and pressing through crowds
to peer at the snow-covered angel
at the top of a Christmas tree, 
blinking in red, blue, and green,
and the iron bull, wagging its tail
in the middle of the market,
like a troubadour.

many brave women battle. I never thought about my bossiness or outspoken nature in light of 
being a woman. It was just me as a person. 
 The thing that is uncomfortably clear to me now, however, is that the really ugly side of 
sexism is still real and grotesque in the world today. In October 2012, fourteen-year-old Malala 
Yousafzai was shot by the Taliban for defending her right to an education. She was audacious 
enough to declare that she wasn’t going to settle for traditional gender roles. She refused to be 
the submissive, uneducated being her culture demanded. Her simple expression of her opinions 
was threatening enough to the powers-at-hand for them to attempt to murder her. This is a 
particularly brutal example, and the collective outrage that the story has inspired is definitely 
deserved. It serves as an uncomfortable reminder of the fact that sexism is still an important 
issue. It exists in Pakistan, and it exists in North America.
 North American women are, thankfully, not being denied education or the right to express 
their opinions, but we are still being confronted by the pressure to submit to a gender role. 
Sure, young girls are given empowering media role models that expound the virtues of “being 
yourself,” and romantic comedy heroines often end up finding a romantic partner who loves 
her “just the way she is,” but practical knowledge learned in real life says otherwise. It takes 
about fifteen minutes in high school for a girl to figure out that while maybe some boy out 
there will like her for who she really is, more boys will like her if she grins cutely, bakes 
cookies, feigns interest in basketball scores, and makes adorable, non-threatening jokes 
about her difficulties with math. A frightening number of girls, and women, are willing to 
make that compromise. 
 Of course, the picture is much more convoluted than some sort of male antagonist 
holding a gun to the head of womankind and forcing her down a path of attempted 
physical perfection and boyfriend acquisition. A lot of the sexism in North America 
is, I think, self-enforced by women. We are the ones judging each other’s brand-name 
clothing and make-up application techniques. The entire system is sort of hazy and hard 
to decipher. This might be why I gravitate toward women who have managed, in some 
way, to take a small step out of the system. Women who will assert their authority at the 
risk of being called bitches, at the risk of some guy deciding he doesn’t want to date her. I 
admire women who are outspoken, who get themselves in trouble, who pursue something, 
anything, above being beautiful and admired by the opposite sex. 
 These are the women who get stuff done. The women who not only accomplish cool 
things in their lives, but who set an example of the possibilities for younger girls. Today’s 
bitches are paving the way for the next generation, resisting the appeal of normality, of 
normal gender stereotypes and normal oppression.
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                          Iain Angus

Arid Abdication

 Gecko-Man crept slowly between cacti. The night had cooled. The stars twinkled bravely 
as the new moon hid in the shadow of the earth. Gecko-Man remained blissfully ignorant of 
everything but the small blister beetle he stalked between the cacti. It had the head of an ant and 
a long, thin body more reminiscent of a wasp than a beetle. Gecko-Man pounced. He caught it in 
his hands, shoved it in his mouth and crunched victoriously, then squealed and spat, clawing at 
his mouth and tongue.
 “Oh Jesus! Jesus! Jesus! What the fuck?” The spitting slowed and then stopped. 
 “Beetles again. For Christ’s sake, can’t you at least eat normal food? Would it fucking 
kill you to hunt a cheeseburger?” The creature that had moments ago been stalking now rose to 
stand on two feet and looked around the desert. “Ahh Christ! Not again.” 
 Torn dirty jeans hung from his legs in tatters and what remained of his shirt shifted gently 
in the cool desert breeze. He looked around and brushed the dirt from his jeans. In the distance a 
coyote howled into the moonless night. A hoot owl drifted soundlessly overhead in search of mice 
or lizards. Stan, nee Gecko-Man, ducked involuntarily, then cursed himself. With one last look 
around he started west. 

*   *   *

 “Look Victoria, not just anyone becomes a member of the Peyote Hunters.” Greg was a 
typical spoiled Beverly Hills kid: big, blond and dumb.
 “Go fuck yourself, Greg. I’m not sucking your dick.”
 “You wanna be a Peyote Hunter?” Greg unzipped his jeans.
 “If you pull that out I’ma bite it off.”
 “Look Vicki, I don’t make the rules. What kind of society would we be if we just went 
around breaking the rules whenever we saw fit?” Greg fell back onto the old sofa. Victoria had 
often wondered who had bothered to drag it out here into the hills. It certainly wasn’t Greg or 
any of his lazy little gang.
 “You habitually take mescaline and trip out with the cacti. That is breaking not only the 
rules but the law, so you can stuff your little initiation wet dream. My brother said I can be in so 
I’m in. Besides, you want me to tell him you tried to get me to give you head?”
 “Um, no that’s ok. I was just kidding, you’re in.” Greg smiled that big toothy smile of his, 
a smile that Victoria knew had landed him a boat-load of pussy. It isn’t landing this pussy, she 
thought.
 The desert was dark. A coyote howled in the distance. The small fire Greg had started 
when they arrived was dying. 
 “So how about a hit then?” Greg beamed at the prospect of getting high. Victoria pulled a 
vile out of her pocket and threw it at him. 
  “It’s liquid,” he said.
 “Yep, best stuff in town mi amigo. Daniel said to go easy with it.” Daniel had wanted to 
come, mainly because he thought Greg was a douche, but also to look after his little sister on her 
first trip. He had tried to talk her out of it, but she was having none of it. She had promised 

At the Birmingham Bullring, button-downed mothers
push baby strollers with button-down babies burping
and smelling of stale milk  and daddy is as tall as the devil
at the Birminghham Bullring, where everybody is busy
and fixed on their work, with something important to do 
like buy stuffed dogs yapping on plastic leashes.
 

The Birmingham Bullring smells of fish and chips
and greasy beans and pork sausages, 
but daddy doesn’t care, as he picks me up
into his arms, stepping onto a crimson double-decker bus
to leave the market and its rabbits strung up on string 
and old men yelling and cussing, as 
the Christmas tree stretches up and up
into the ruptured sky.
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 The vomit projected hot and thick. It splattered against the parched ground and rolled 
into sandy globs of nastiness. Greg stood behind Victoria, looking everywhere at the same time, 
dodging unseen aerial attackers while trying to hold Victoria’s hair away from her face. He 
stumbled, she stumbled, and they both fell. She screamed as she floundered in vomit, trying 
to regain her feet. The world swam in streaks and vibrations. Looking up, the stars became 
a meteor shower and cacti loomed like predators. She picked herself up, her head bouncing 
in figure eights. Seeing Greg distorted, she backed away from him into a looming cactus and 
screamed as it grabbed at her, stabbing her. It roared and reached and she screamed again. She 
remembered her knife, and then it was in her hand: shiny, little, blurred and streaking as it swam 
before her eyes. She was the attacker.
 Greg watched stunned as she eviscerated the cacti, oblivious of the inch-long needles that 
tore at her clothes and flesh. 
     He was fucked. This was by far the strongest mescaline he had ever done. He was 
struggling for control and beginning to get scared for Victoria.  She was a first-timer. The fire, 
must rekindle the fire, he thought. Light always helped. 
 He began collecting kindling. Every twisted, stunted piece of wood looked like a severed 
zombie limb crawling through the dirt. He gathered what he could and piled it on the coals of the 
fire. He gathered dry needles and leaves as the world swam in and out of focus. The cacti seemed 
to lean in as if they wanted to kiss him or stab him. The needles caught quickly once he was able 
to steady the lighter and draw forth flame.
 Victoria had torn apart two cacti, but she was tiring, and the light from the fire drew her 
to it. She crawled towards it, entering the light like a lost soul climbing out of a pit of despair, her 
eyes wide and empty. She was bleeding from countless cuts and her clothes were tattered. She 
frightened Greg and he backed out of the light into the shadows and watched as she crept closer 
to the fire.
 Victoria felt empowered. She had vanquished two attackers and now this, this fire was 
her prize, its warmth so good, its flickering beauty hypnotic. She crawled to it, the attackers 
forgotten. She felt at peace as she curled up beside the fire and stared into its incandescent depth.

*   *  *

 Gecko-Man crept slowly between the cacti. Using his nose and mouth and tongue he 
scavenged through mummified cacti remains and dry needles, rooting larva and beetles from 
their nighttime lairs. Every time something scurried or slugged out, he slurped and gnawed and 
crunched contentedly. And then he saw the light, a burning that caused an itch in the back of 
his skull. He twitched, but couldn’t take his eyes from it. He slowly moved towards it. Only the 
light existed. It grew stronger and brighter as he edged his way around cacti and outcropping 
rocks. As he approached, instinct kicked in and he skirted wide. He moved circular, never taking 
his eyes from the beautiful flickering light. He could see winged insects hovering in the updraft 
above the light and he licked his lips. Still he circled. His feet slipped and he slid before catching 
himself, but his weight pulled at him. He had reached the edge of the canyon wall and he was 
slipping. He pulled and clawed, sending detritus tumbling to the rocks below, but managed to 
regain his footing.

Daniel she wouldn’t touch anything harder than pot until her sixteenth birthday. Well that was 
today, and she had been dying to get chemically high, to join the peyote hunters. She had spent 
enough time up here in the hills babysitting these idiots ― it was finally her time to get fucked up 
and behave like an ass. 
 “How are we supposed to take this? You got any sugar cubes?” asked Greg.
 “No, there should be a dipstick inside. Daniel said a couple of licks should do it.” 
 Greg uncapped the vial and drew out the dipstick and sucked it clean. Replacing the top, 
he tossed it to Victoria. She almost dropped it, her palms slick with sweat, her heart racing. She 
couldn’t wipe the smile from her face. She unscrewed the cap and pulled out the dipstick. The 
coyote howled again as she sucked it clean. Greg moaned.
 “Man you’re killing me,” he said. 
 She licked her lips, pulled the stick, and sucked it again.
 “I thought Dan said to take it easy.” 
 “Relax Greg-o, I plan on getting right fucked up, but I’m not stupid.” She capped the vial 
and buried it in her pocket.

*   *   *

 The coyote howled a second time as Stan stopped for a rest. He sat down on an 
outcropping of stone and stared up at the sky. How long had he been up here? He wasn’t hungry 
or thirsty, not comparatively anyway. He looked at his arms but it was hard to tell in the dark 
whether he was burned or not – they didn’t feel sore. He might only have been here not even a 
day or two. His teeth felt furry though, and he cringed at the thought of beetles. Nasty things.
 He sighed as he stood up. He had no idea how deep in the hills he was, or if he was walking 
the right way. Not that it mattered, he would wander out eventually, but the wrong way could 
mean a two-day walk. He thought about the fruit on top of his fridge and hoped it hadn’t gone 
off. He hated throwing out food. It happened too often. Gecko-Man refused to eat anything 
besides bugs. At least he didn’t lack for protein. Stan shuddered at the thought.
 He continued west, his thoughts on Dr. Veracruz. She always got so angry with him after 
one of his episodes. She was right of course, had he taken his meds as prescribed he would be 
home right now watching Two and a Half Men. He sighed again. The show simply wasn’t the 
same without Charlie.
 He had been lonely. He always got lonely. His meds left him nervous and self-conscious. 
He never left the house, just sat with his cat Daley and watched TV till his eyes melted and 
dripped out of his head. His desire for companionship eventually drove him to skip his meds. The 
first couple of days were always the best. His confidence returned and he’d hit the town, meet 
a girl, go for dinner and drinks, or to the movies. Though inevitably he’d end up somewhere in 
the desert eating bugs. Why couldn’t his alter ego be some suave, debonair, Chrystal-drinking 
womanizer instead of Gecko-Man, bug-eating retard?

*   *   *
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                 Geoffrey Nilson

waterproof matches

his mouth curled in delight as he bailed out
the flooded keel
mildewed 4-litre milk jug over rusty oarlocks
groaning the sway

the only shot to escape the incessant pressure
was to trawl
a beaten dinghy from beneath double-wide
slip out, undetected
onto saturated tension, fire-engine slicker
across knees
pvc sou’wester keeping rain off his lip-dangled
calabash pipe
stuffed with smouldering bubble hash

beads on oilcloth, water over a weir, all points
toward hydraulic torrent
& bow on a course uncharted.  in this dire situation
the last thing anyone wants
is for the match not to strike

        manoeuvres

        you wrestled me & won
        arms opened out rather than up
        a takedown     my skull hit the mat
        blacked out a few seconds      nothing
        but defined discussion active in bones
        you are opponent
                                       locked limbs
        & cauliflower ear
        never aware which direction
        weight will stumble
        months of smelling salts & still think
        the match is on            grapple hard
        illegal arm bar              full nelson
        all victorious attempts
        as if triumph still mattered

*   *  *

 Greg heard the sound but it didn’t register. He was too lost in his own mind as he stared 
into the flames from outside the radius of light. Victoria, however, jumped instantly to her feet 
and turned to face it. She moved quickly and with purpose into the darkness beyond the fire’s 
reach. She saw something scurrying in the dirt. It was large. Her attacker had returned. She 
screamed and threw herself at it, brandishing the knife once more.
 Greg heard the scream and watched as Victoria scrambled into the shadows. He found her 
tumbling in the dirt with another person, limbs writhed. Victoria screamed in rage. Greg tried to 
separate them, grabbing at arms and legs, but something bit him and knocked him to the ground. 
They were on top of him, thrashing. He was trapped, one arm pinned beneath him. His heart 
began to race. He panicked and screamed – a high-pitch keening that caused the two thrashing 
bodies on top of him to pause. Taking advantage of their stillness, he thrust his pelvis up and 
twisted, freeing his arm. He heaved, pushing out with both hands, and then they were gone. The 
world went incredibly silent. Greg looked up at the meteor shower above his head. The streaking 
lights soothed him and his heart rate steadied. A muffled thud sounded from below, but he was 
already wandering off towards a shadow that had drawn his attention, once more lost in the 
depth of mescaline. The fire crackled and died and the night drew long. A coyote howled nearby, 
and off in the distance a siren began to whine.
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Torchlight
             for Don
                   we dared each other to scale shaky
ladders of douglas fir that flanked a hollow stump
behind the house, placed countless bets on who’d
make it highest & who’d slip through the rungs.
extra points for fractures, wrists or collarbone,
nothing for ribs, too easy. of course we fell,
always a last second catch of branch in the chest.
                   our parents worked full-time-hours
& the master/dictator/older sister ignored our greasy
faces so we had run of suburbia to encourage all
manner of obsessive immaturity. chase each other
with dog shit on the end of a stick or steal whiskey
& throw up in the yard.
                   & then the stump was torched. 
the air filled with mulch smoke, fire a beacon, sirens
echoed in the valleys between houses. dry cellulose
was loud as it burned, pop & crack close
together like the white noise of a television.
from an orange pup-tent between hedge & open field,
I elbowed him a few times through plush sleeping bag
but he was turned away, silent, & no matter
how hard I tried wouldn’t wake up.
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