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Matlie Rese

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

/ REITA LIU
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What's for
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As an incredibly indecisive diner, placing my order at a
restaurant is almost akin to a humiliation ritual. More
often than not, I have to sheepishly shrug and ask for five
more minutes to complete my intense staredown with the
menu. Between me and you, it might actually be another
ten.

For starters, or for entrées, I find this tasty tentativeness the
worst when I visit an establishment for the first time. 'm easily
overwhelmed by fancy walls of text, columns of price tags, and
assortments of appetisers. How can I be expected to choose just one,
maybe two, out of all these dishes of delicious food? Come on, there are
close to a million things on the menu.

My decision-making skills aren’t much better at the T Se—

which are the only meals I've ordered

since my first time dining there). Still, it

takes me at least five flip-throughs of ‘ o
the menu just to settle and order one of

my usuals. In the end, T always adhere to

this imaginary obligation. It’s just a silly \
coin-flipping veggie vs. meat mental

routine, but it holds power over me.

eateries I frequent, either. At Bueokae, a Korean 4 :
place just past the one and only Bernard Plaza .\“'
fabled by wus high school kids, I'm '
predisposed to my carnivorous chicken  adl R
katsu or my dolsot bibimbap (both of "W 1

>

‘3‘ |
—

And believe it or not, Bueokae is where my
cuisine choices are the most diverse. On school
concert days, I sit myself down at Oyaji Sushi,
the restaurant just across the street from the
performing centre, and I ponder and I think
and I order the chicken katsu. Again. Like
last time, and every other time before that.
It's remarkable how my order stays so
consistent no matter where I go. The same
dish, the same culture. You're probably
thinking, wow, this gluttonous guy really
likes chicken katsu.
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That’s the problem. While I do quite like chicken katsu, and
I am a little bit of a glutton, deep down I know I'm not
choosing it for its flavour or its texture. 'm choosing it
because in a sea of seemingly endless options, this is my
raft, my safety. [ know I'll enjoy it five bites in or just one
bite out, but is my sworn satisfaction worth this stagnancy?
After all, my default dinner is only that because 1 fear

A disappointment. Many a time I swear I'll order something
/ special until the thought of a bad new dish consumes me and I
—_— chicken out once more.

If you're starting to see what I'm getting at, this strangling idea of

staying in your safe zone is so much bigger than a dinner out on the town.

. For a lot of us, it’s time to play pin the tail on the university offer, make up
our minds about job applications, or get haircuts in time for the summer

2 weather. We want to get to the “right” answer as soon as possible, but that’s just not
- how life works. There are plethoras upon plethoras of possibilities, and while it’s
| easiest to settle—especially when someone’s waiting on your answer with a
- notepad and a pen—sometimes we need a little marinating (might I compare
# thee to my golden cutlet).
b
#

stale, if your “go-to” dish is only your go-to because it’s

palatable, because it's unmoving and unchanging, then

maybe you should take a second look at your

menu. You know, forget the flavour profiles

y you eat all the time. Set aside your
expectations and reservations for weird
food combinations you never thought
to try. You might hate them, for all I

"-1_* While I'm not saying a consistent chowdown is inherently
H

ol

_ =
* ) know, but a sour taste in your mouth
i [ is worth a try even so. Anyway, you
]”ll - can always come again.

I'll get the chicken katsu, thanks.
No, on second thought...
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PRODUGTIVE SUMME

Ifyou’re anything like me; you’ve spent many a summer vacation aimlesslylazing 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? Fry this quiz for some insight.

Intention is‘the first step. What sounds the most like yours?
[ 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]
» [’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, T don’t really know? [Progress to 4]

s

Thinking ahead is always good! Do you know what you want to do in the future?
o Yup, all set! [Progress to 7]
» Uh; no, not really. And I’'m kind of worried about the whole deal. [Progress to 6]
* No..: Pm in-Grade 9. 1 literally just got here. [Progress to 4]

Be honest: .. what’s your relationship with the outdoors?
o All the vitamin D in my body comes from my diet. [Progress to 5]
«- ['exercise regularly! The sun’s rays are nature’s handshake with me. [Progress o 10]

That’s totally fine! Let’s narrow things down a little, or rather, look ahead. What are your courses for
nextyear looking like?
» | have to admit, some of these look kind of scary. Well, maybe not scary scary, but I.don’tremember
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]
1 think everything’ll be okay! 1 have confidence that everything will be just fine-[Progress to 3]

»_-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?

Gl R T N



ThExplore some future pathways you have! Hop on MyBlueprint or reach out to people you know
for 1nsp1rat10n Try working backwards by imagining your dream work environment.That way, you
can narrow down professions and any necessary post secondary programs.

' 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]
e Pve got some prerequisites [ have to meet and required courses to excel in. [Progress to 11]
. not super feasible for me to get some over the summer. Anyway, I’'m not worried about future

e I’'m actually pretty good in that department. If I’'m lacking any technical experience, it’s just -
courses right now. [Progress to 9]

Put yourself out there by j ]ornmg the work force or even just volunteerrng' After all the best kinds
of experlences are real ones you can learn from ﬁrsthand :

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

On'a scale of nothing much to 12 different clubs, how much have you done outside of school
: this year? :
« Not a lot, and P'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]
« T’ve got so much to talk about between French and HOSA and Mock Trials and Math and
s0 on and so forth.. [Progress to 9] '

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 forsuccess and-keeping your brain
® trained over the break:

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
o

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 [ 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.




It’s not me.

The more I look at it, the less pleased I am. Almost every day, |
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 ['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

1. : 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 1s 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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When they say that high school flies by, they are definitely not kidding. It seems like just yesterday that
I had lined up outside the cafeteria for Grade 9 Orientation, excited to meet new people and start the

next chapter of my life. Four years later, I've compiled a list of everything I learned, so hopefully you
can apply these lessons too!

// KATE SHAHIDI
DESIGN // KATRINA LAM

] most people focus on establishing their

Q Talk to as many people as you can,
 especially in Grades 11 and 12. While D
( 7 Celebrate other people’s

" core friend group in Grade 9, I made accomplishments, and always try to
some of my best friends later on. help out if you can. It's so important
to build good relationships with other
As such, it's super important to not close people by being a supportive friend,
yourself off. You should still make an someone that others can count on.

effort to build friendships, even when it
seems like the “deadline” has passed.

a ,_...-p-'-ﬂ-- -

Build good work habits in Grade 9 {J " Everything that seems importantin
and Grade 10. The workload jump @ the moment will always feel way |
from Grade 10 to 11 is not smaller when you look back on it.
insignificant, and it can definitely Whether it be a quiz you did badly §
get stressful as courses become more I onoraweird interaction you had
specialized. Try to stay on top of \ with someone in your class, itwill
your work and be sure to ask most definitely not matter in a few
questions if you're struggling with \ months, let alone a few years.
any concepts! . e
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Take a bunch of pictures and
videos! It's always nice to have
§ memories to look back on, and
. photos and videos capture those
moments perfectly. It doesn’t
matter how you look in them or if
the angles are right, just try to
document the fun that you have.

" PHOTO PORTrAIT WIDEO  PANORAMA

3 Try things out for yourself before .
you make any commitments. While *
( » most of your friends and classmates%
0 will share their opinions about
clubs and classes, it never hurts to
C; try something yourself because you
may feel differently than them!
Everyone has different experiences,
\ so stay open to everything.

. 9 1&

LT
@&

0 @ : 16
.~ Make an effort to go out with your
{ friends at least once a week. No
matter how busy you are, you can
@ make time to hang out with your
people for a minimum of45 minutes
weekly. This will help you balance
out any other extracurricular or
academic responsibilities you have.

vl 58

4 Maintain good relationships with
i your teachers, even when you
finish taking their classes. You
never know when you'll need
their advice on an issue or their
help for a project, so always make
sure to stay proactive and
continue talking to them!

8 A ~ <
4 Enjoy it as much as you can.
{ ) You may think you have all
the time in the world, but it
genuinely does fly by, so
make the most of the time
% you do have.
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