








In the marsh where the gulls fly, 
And the frogs bounce in the day

The hot winds churn across the summer sky 
And the deer canter away 

For in the dank marsh, the creature lies 
In deep slumber at all times 

Awake only when a child’s cry 
Is heard amongst water’s chimes

And on that very shadowy day 
Little wretched Marlie Rose

Skipped down the path, on her way 
To the gliding swamp crows

Her sweet humming melody lilts and warbles
Ringing richly out in the dawn 

The creatures are wary, scattering with mumbles 
As Marlie dances along 

“Don’t wander out to that swamp,” said Ma
“The bears will turn ya to a feast, 

The marshy ground will swallow you up
And don’t forget the beast…..”

But as Marlie played in the swaying trees  
The mud started skulking far

Snatching her ankles in the balmy breeze 
Making her sink down in the tar 

An icy fear crept into her heart 
As she shrieked and screamed to the sky 

Then woke the mysterious Beast with a start 
Hungry for the child’s cry

It prowled in the mud, shaking sleep from its eyes
Closing in on little Marlie Rose 

Its mouth opened wide against the sunrise 
As it sucked the voice from her throat 

That morning, against a new day
Marlie came crawling home 

Her dress caked in mud, tear-webs across her face
Happy she wasn’t alone 

The men went hunting to find the beast 
But to no avail, it had hunkered away

And they thought the monster had ceased 
But to this very day… 

It still roams around the marsh
Waiting patiently for the next child, 

Through torrid days, and midsummers harsh
To wander into the wild

Marlie Rose
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8.
9.
10.

On a scale of nothing much to 12 different clubs, how much have you done outside of school
this year?

Not a lot, and I’m a little worried. [Progress to 8]
A decent amount! I guess there’s always more to do, but I’m not super worried about
adding things to my resume at the moment. [Progress to 12]
I’ve got so much to talk about between French and HOSA and Mock Trials and Math and
so on and so forth… [Progress to 9]

Wanted

If you’re anything like me, you’ve spent many a summer vacation aimlessly lazing around, eating Bomb Pops,
and wondering if you’re wasting your July and August. Ready to finally devise a plan to spend the season
productively? Try this quiz for some insight.

Productive Summer

1.
Intention is the first step. What sounds the most like yours?

I want to do something to help me prepare for my future, whether it be university applications, a
course I have next year, or any other sort of endeavor. [Progress to 2]
I’d like to work on myself for the sake of it! In the words of Scott F. Fitzgerald, I want to start living
a life I’m proud of. The world is my oyster, and I’m looking for pearls. [Progress to 3]
Dude, that last guy said a lot. Uh, I don’t really know? [Progress to 4] 

2.
Thinking ahead is always good! Do you know what you want to do in the future?

Yup, all set! [Progress to 7]
Uh, no, not really. And I’m kind of worried about the whole deal. [Progress to 6]
No… I’m in Grade 9. I literally just got here. [Progress to 4]

3.
Be honest… what’s your relationship with the outdoors? 

All the vitamin D in my body comes from my diet. [Progress to 5]
I exercise regularly! The sun’s rays are nature’s handshake with me. [Progress to 10]

4.
That’s totally fine! Let’s narrow things down a little, or rather, look ahead. What are your courses for
next year looking like?

I have to admit, some of these look kind of scary. Well, maybe not scary scary, but I don’t remember
how to draw the 3D shapes of molecules or what happened in 1812. Maybe I’m just in over my head
for some of these. [Progress to 11]
I think everything’ll be okay! I have confidence that everything will be just fine. [Progress to 3]

6. ThExplore some future pathways you have! Hop on MyBlueprint or reach out to people you know
for inspiration. Try working backwards by imagining your dream work environment.That way, you
can narrow down professions and any necessary post-secondary programs.

7.
BeLook at you, big shot! When you look at where you want to go and where you are, what’s
holding you back?

I don’t have that much technical experience in my area of choice. [Progress to 8]
I’ve got some prerequisites I have to meet and required courses to excel in. [Progress to 11]
I’m actually pretty good in that department. If I’m lacking any technical experience, it’s just
not super feasible for me to get some over the summer. Anyway, I’m not worried about future
courses right now. [Progress to 9]

Put yourself out there by joining the work force or even just volunteering! After all, the best kinds
of experiences are real ones you can learn from firsthand.

Create your portfolio! You seem pretty accomplished, so make sure people know it. Make
record of any projects you’ve completed or organizations you’ve contributed to. Take it from a
senior: if you’re applying to university soon, doing all the paperwork now makes it waaaay
easier later on.

11.
BeSelf-study some of your future material! Watch a few Crash
Course videos, look over textbooks, listen to a podcast—
you’ll be priming yourself for success and keeping your brain
trained over the break.

12.5.
IMaybe you should be less worried about getting work done this summer and more focused on
working on maintaining your health—get outside and exercise! The weather will be beautiful, and
even if it isn’t, make the most of your time by taking care of yourself. Besides, wouldn’t it be fun to
come back to school absolutely ripped?

As per the advice of the late Kurt Vonnegut, learn something
new for the sake of becoming! Paint, learn an instrument, start
coding, pick up a cookbook, write… Try anything that tickles
your fancy!
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“It’s not me.”

I had uttered those words to the mirror nearly seven… eight years
ago? It’s hard to remember what my life was like before the swap
had happened. I was a child, no older than seven, but I remember it
better than any other event in my life. It was the horrible realization
that I had woken up unable to recognize myself in the mirror, a
thought that had plagued my mind for as long as I can recall.
Whoever I might have been at that point had been lost for ages,
tossed aside in favour of the body I inhabit today.

The light shines through the window, the same way it has gleamed
each long year. Morning. Its mother calls out to me. “Time for
breakfast,” she echoes through the room. 

She uses its name. Years ago, the body’s name would have spent an
eternity bouncing against my eardrums, calling for help. It’s not me.
But right now, who the body might have been is no concern of mine.
It responds with a simple “coming, mom.”

Breakfast ends. I find the body now standing in the shower, just
across from the bathroom mirror. The hot water had enveloped the
room in steam, but it wasn’t enough to stop the body from looking
down and seeing itself. It’s not me. It might not ever be.

I step out of the shower. The mirror is still foggy and unusable. As I
brush my teeth, its glass surface slowly focuses once more. There is
a curious silhouette of a figure standing there. Its hair is cut short,
slightly curling into itself at the edges. You can see traces of baby fat
on its face, but it’s fairly tall. I can just barely make out a few
freckles on its face.
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It’s not me.

The more I look at it, the less pleased I am. Almost every day, I
tell myself I’ve become accustomed to the body. It’s been years,
and while I’m not exactly ecstatic about this body (as I’m quite

sure I've proven), its existence simply never escapes me.

Reluctantly, I look back into the mirror. The body’s hair has
always been shorter than mine. Their neck is shorter too, but

they’re a lot taller than I am, their skin is healthier than mine…
we look nothing alike. It’s not me. 

It is not me. 

I can ignore the figure for hours, even weeks, but there’s always
that sinking feeling in the back of my mind. An itch I can’t quite
reach, a low hum, a whisper that echoes those same three words:

“It’s not me.”

The body shivers. I’m constantly reminded of the existence of
this being, and yet I retain my memories. However long has it

been… years? A decade? It’s begun to blur together, and yet I’m
still myself. The body is a heavy burden. My sense of self has

been hindered severely by its existence. But it’s still there. The
fact that I remember these parts of myself in the first place

reminds me that the body hasn’t won yet.

The body reaches into the closet, flipping through its clothes. I
catch a brief glimpse of it all, before suddenly, standing right in

front of the body is my favourite jacket. 

I put it on.

I might not have my body, but that doesn’t mean I’m not myself.
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