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POETRY 
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Threads 
So many lives, so many souls 
Coming, going, flowing with time 
Ebbing, into, out of, life's folds 
A mark left on heart of mine 

Each soul carved out a place 
A chamber within which it lived 
So even beyond time and space 
My heart takes what souls had give’d 

When fun and laughter reach their ends 
And the heart is again alone 
Thoughts again return to friends 
Threads of fate are yet to be sewn 

And even if these threads never again meet 
They’ve made my life’s tapestry forever sweet 

by Umer  
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Ode to the Green Martyr (STORGE) 
your raw emerald state 
serves as feminine’s divine form 
all that you create 
and all that you tranSform is bliss to each soul 
beauty better unTouched yet never so. 

muted by the dullness of manmade grey, 
irOn and steel. 
It is both you and us who pay 
all that we do, you feel. 
you give every part of youRself, each seed— 
so we may have more than we need. 

though aware of each mark we make 
we choose to doom our fate 
like the prodigal son with an inheritance to take 
and you, our Guardian, the holder of the estate. 
always there providing, yet rarely seen 
ah, to be our mother martyr dressed in grEen. 

by AEB 
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New Romance  
I try so hard to be strong  
That is hard to be weak  
I felt through the bones  
With a heartache  

Love is not simple  
Complicated it is  
Sometimes devastated 
Even cruel 

Self-Love is the new romance 
Because if you don’t get it 
Do you think the prince will? 
Well … I guess I will be my own Valentine in 2021  

Oh Valentine, Valentine …  
Will you be your own?  

by Clarice Santa  
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Infatuation 
One, two, Three. One, two, three. 
Cross, step, together. Down, turn, together. 
One, two, Three. One, two, three. 
Extend, spin, slip. Hold, pull, crush. 

Tightly be hold in the middle of your neat shoulder, 
where a lively and glamorous angel bounces; 
gently exchanging the warmth underneath your white shirt, 
which faintly revealed the curve of your waist. 

In the hold of your arms, 
an angel inside me bounced strongly, 
seized my soul and emotion, 
wished to talk to the angel beneath the white shirt. 

I can barely breath, 
I can barely run away from u, 
the inevitable and uninvited feeling 

I should have known what i was falling for is perfect fantasy 
Did I fancy the feeling 
and mistaken the passion as love 

Oh young love 
That is what people said all the time 
Oh move on 
That is what people did all the time 

I had a sweet sickness in youth, 
and it was you. 

by Betty Q. 
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I Thought it was Okay 
I thought it was okay for me to do that. 
Stomping out after a fight because they wouldn’t let me buy that new game. I 
thought it was okay for me to do that. 
Pushing away the plate because it didn’t have my favourite food on it. I thought it 
was okay for me to do that. 
Disconnecting the call and not picking up for days because of an argument. I 
thought it was okay for me to do that. 
Walking out and declaring my independence because we had different interests at 
heart rather than talking it out. 
It was not okay for me to do that. 

20 years and an emergency phone call later, I return. I see the wrinkles and the grey 
hair. 
The chair facing the door as if waiting for someone. 
The curtains rolled up to keep an eye out for the entrance. Keeping my room in 
the same mess I had left it in 
In case I make my way back 
The cupboard filled up with all my favourite things 

I make my way to their room 
Ashamed, embarrassed I don’t know what to say 
They take my hand and calmly say 
“Welcome Back” 
I find my vision getting blurry. 
Ah, it was not okay for me to do that. 

I tell them about the boy I met between the books in the library I tell them about my 
first job at a café 
I tell them how I hate doing laundry 
I tell them how I still like my eggs all scrambled 
Most importantly, I tell them “I am sorry. I love you Ma, Pa.” 

by -wildlybluetrash 
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Good Morning 
Tell me something, do you like the rain? 
Not for the beautiful colours that follow, 
Or the soothing pitter-patter of the droplets hitting your windows, 
But the unpleasant smell of worms that overwhelms the air, 
The mud and moisture flooding your shoes 
The sticky feeling that stays until you scrub it off. 

Should the rain envy the sun? 
The sun is bright and bold and blinding, 
It speaks of strength and I am warmed with rays of positivity. 
Still, there is reason to welcome a little storm. 

The sticky feeling, like the heat and perspiration 
That covers our skin as we explore each other’s bodies. 
The mud, leaving tracks, telling stories about the places I’ve been, 
The smell, a pungent reminder of our keen human senses. 

When the rain meets the sun, 
We are guided on a romantic expedition, 
Both are needed for deep treks through joy and nostalgia. 
The bond is signed with a prism of colour in the sky. 
Dear sun, can you like the rain? 

by Jane Lu 
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Falling Into You 
I lost myself 
In the nearness of you 
The day I stumbled into you by the water side 
Lake Ontario 
oblivious and inscrutable 
And fell head first  
into the depths of your twinkly eyes. 

I have lived for that day 
Enshrined its hallowed memory 
beckoned its half-hearted welcome 
Scarce like my nudge to your arched back 

Watching the surf lap up your aching feet 
your laughter tinkles and bubbles off the crystal waters 
when the nights eat up the days 
when the clamor at the door becomes deafening. 

by Andy Steele 
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Busy Bee 
Philautia – love of the self 

There was once an insect who was friendly and kind.  
His lovely coat was made of black and yellow, from front to hind.  
He worked every day and night,  
Making honey for all’s delight,  
But there was something bothering him deep in his mind.  

The little brown bear would always take his honey.  
Then big humans would sell it for money.  
All his work was for naught,  
No matter how hard he defended or fought,  
And when he thought of this, his day was no longer so sunny.  

The insect finished his day’s work, golden honey glistening,  
And then braced himself for the beekeeper to come digging.  
An arm reached in,  
And seized everything within.  
The insect’s spirit that night was left dwindling.  

One day while resting on his favourite fig tree,  
The little insect saw many animals happy and carefree.  
As they ate some honey and oats,  
They wrote and left a small thank-you note.  
And the insect decided that there’s no one else he’d rather “bee”. 

by Michelle Liang 
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Beyond Love 
I could tell you that I love you, 
But it’s much more than that. 
Because a single feeling can’t 
Encompass all that goes inside of me, 
It is the feeling of loyalty too 
I wish you could see. 
Satisfaction also comes around 
seeing your face with my eyes closed, 
our hands intertwined it is the 
feeling of being whole that flows. 

We met and I became that wolf whose 
Love for the moon came true, 
Satiation is what engulfs me every 
moment thinking about you. 
And so saying those three words don’t 
dazzle me as much as they dazzle the world, 
Because you aren’t just my love, you 
are much more than what I ever yearned. 

by AK 
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Latte Lover 
Storge – Familiar Love 
 
I reached for my mug filled with coffee 
But my arm just waved out before me 
I let out a laugh 
On my own behalf, 
I’d cut myself off after cup three! 

by Latte Lover 



What’s Your Love Story? | 14  

A Letter Lost in the Woods  
Presented to me are riches 
Proposed to me are rings 
My parents summon yet more nobles  
Waves of lords and princes and kings  

They try to win me over with sonnets: 
“Roses are red and violets are blue ...” 
But their empty rhymes mean nothing  
Nothing compared to you  

My parents wish for me to be wed 
These men wish for my hand 
But I wish only for the freedom of my heart  
And my heart knows where it stands  

So I dismiss the duke before me  
Then the second and the third 
I continue this for days 
For my lover is not within the herd  

From the amber in your eyes  
To the straw in your hair 
From the dirt beneath your nails  
To the wonder in your stare  

You see me for who I am 
Not merely for what I'm worth 
I yearn to run to your open arms  
More than anything on this earth  

For you I would give up everything:  
The wealth, the title, the crown 
I seek only your familiar warmth  
But I am forbidden to in this town  

I long for days that don’t bring diamonds 
May my dusks be in your embrace 
My nights will be spent holding you close 
And my dawns tracing the freckles upon your face  

I apologise if this is abrupt 
Or if you despise my hidden affection  
But I had to let you know at least once  
Of my racing heart’s true direction  
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As a compass points to north 
Mine is always pulled to you 
If you feel at all the same 
I ask for your presence during the sky’s navy hue  

Meet me at our spot: 
The stable where it all started 
My parents will never understand why  
Only the how and where we departed  

My horse you cared for all these years  
He shall be our savior and our escape  
The preparations are packed and ready  
If my path is one you wish to take  

I hope to see you soon, beloved  
However, if not, I understand  
Banish my memory if need be,  
But I must first say,  

I love you, Anne.  

Yours always, Lilith  

by Denise San Juan 
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SHORT STORY 
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Mountain of Love 
We have a mountain of love between us, 
and a plan for Banff to capture our peaks of love 
and prepare to spend our lives together –  

It was a slow but steady rise of love, rising like the foothills. 
We met in high school, slowly learning lessons in love –  
and some day our hearts will stampede in Calgary –  
and the hills in the distance will witness like the guardian mountains of Beautiful Banff. 

by HB 
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We Lived, Yesterday 
Intro: 20 year old, Canadian College girl explores and experiences the definition of love 
in life. Just a piece of me, that will always stay beautiful in this cruel cold world.  

A dream happened.  
At the beginning of the winter, the end of the fall. It ends so soon like it was never there. 
It ends so soon I couldn’t linger with the joy in the memories. “I love you, Juliet and I 
really meant it,” he said. I wanted to scream, and yell, and whisper -I love you, too. You. 
Romeo-, but I hold it at the back of my throat because I loved u too. 

To you a true heartbreaker selling the best romance in the world.  

To whom I loved.  

I don’t want to forget and be so afraid of forgetting. I am so afraid I will meet someone 
else, but I know I can’t wait for you because it is for the best for us to leave the paradise 
we built for a while and maybe just maybe when we revisit, it will stay as magical, as 
perfect and imperfect as it is now.  

Hey, My big huggy bear. My big tree. You told me the stories of how the girl you ever 
dated never took you on a date. You don’t see or know how pretty those grey, green 
ocean eyes on your cute little face. You are like a big tree, a big huggy bear. So warm, so 
happy. I can hear your hearts beating, slowly fasten for me. It is so calm, but so exciting 
to be with you. “Play with me.” I don’t know why I said that, but you know what I meant.  

Late Night Cappuccino. I don’t want to forget you are a little shy, a little humble to who 
you are, and how amazing you are. One day when you or I read it, I want you to know I 
fell a little at the first time in williams. You drank a whole big cup of cappuccino at 
almost 8 pm without a doubt because I told you it is really good. Your trust in my words 
broke into my heart just a little.  

You are not shy about you failing the first year, and you don’t know where you are 
heading. I was a little worried, but your voice is somehow like magic. Every time I hear 
you talking, something in the voice calms me down but with a little excitement.  

We went home together, and I was wearing something low cut intentionally and 
showing you things on the internet. We opened Netflix and watched Riverdale. I'm just 
scared of little things, and I hold on to you like an anchor. It wasn’t as scary anymore. 

Forever is a strong word, but we (I) believed.  Even though I know you want to do 
something, I was watching you waiting for me. Staring at me, adoring me instead of the 
screen. “I would rather enjoy doing something else.” Your hands slide into my hair, and 
your lips ponder on mine. You roll on to sheltered me like a little thing and kiss me in 
your arms.  
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You looked into my eyes under the bright white fairy lights, “I can just do this all night.” 
This time, I really melted in your kiss, you touch, because it felt so right, and you were so 
kind and just cute and idk it is so hard to put into words. 

“I want this to last forever,” you gently whisper to yourself or to me, staring at the ceiling 
with me curling in your big strong arms and holding me like a baby. I really liked that.  

Let me eat you little smart cookie. It can come off intimidating when I tell you about the 
hard math and business things, but you were listening patiently and trying your best to 
understand me and respond. You didn’t want to talk about school, but do you know you 
sound like a genius history professor.  

You called me “Smart Cookie”, biting on my nose. 

“Are you gonna eat me?” I teased back. 

“Yeah. I will eat all of it.” 

“And it tastes so sweet, you can’t get enough.” 

I love teasing you, but seeing you were so drawn and adored the way I look with or 
without makeup, the way I acted childish or aloof, the way I show affection. Everything 
was just right. It wasn’t too much, and not too little. 

A powdered hot chocolate, but you made it so good. 

“You are spoiling me.” I said it from my heart as you held the hot chocolate to the 
bedside. You said, “what do you mean, you are spoiling me. You came to me brought me 
hot chocolate, and you are here.” You said it so genuinely, so confused. 

I loved it. You may not understand, but being there was what I wanted, what I was 
trying to hold back. You made the decision to be with me meant so much to me, and it 
was so good to know it meant so much to you too. 

You listen, understand, care and are grateful about everything. You are a giver whom I 
need. With you I never need to hold back or be afraid.  

The Laboratory. The Dog. The study lounge. The Archive. The burger. 

One Night. But it felt like a million years. It is all dark and gloomy outside. I was waiting 
in the laboratory to secretly plan out a little “evil” plan, waiting for you to come and 
study with me in this empty classroom.  

It was so quiet. it was so fun. It was just you and me. Of course, we didn’t get much 
studying done, but not guilty.  
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Then, we went to this therapy dog event. The dog is so cute, but you were cuter. I am so 
glad I recorded that video. Otherwise, I would have missed your big, cute smile petting 
the fluffy doggy. I will always remember that time of idk just us, and the feeling of the 
world can be ours. 

I felt how happy you are playing the NBA video game, the fighting game, the dancing 
game, the football game. And we took our first couple pictures together, there. 
Recording this moment of only joy and happiness.  

The mornings. The snow is falling, and the wind is blowing. You hold my hands in your 
pocket and carry my bag on your shoulder. You are so strong. You are so big I just want 
you to protect and spoil me for the rest of my life. I want to open my eyes, and you will 
be there behind me, holding me while I brush my hair and my tooth. With little snoring, 
awakened by my subtle movement, you would kiss my forehead or cheeks and look at 
me with your ocean eyes that are flooded with care, love and adoration. I wanted to last 
forever. Your love is so beautiful and calm. 

I don’t think I am ready to write the night we decided to leave yet. It still feels like a 
fresh cut. I don’t know if I would ever be able to revisit that night without you by my 
side, telling me “It is going to be ok.”  

Four Nights. 

We fall in love. 

Hopelessly. 

Sometimes, when I whisper your name, my body moved in a slower wave and I can hear 
my heart beats, my breath thicken, and quick shiver with joy that sparkles my mood. But 
the hard truth kicks in with a sore on my shoulder, an ache in my head. It is like a 
melting ice cream, a small beef cheeseburger, or a dying dream. 

I hope it never dies. I am believing. I need to believe. I am learning to believe. 

Afterwards 

Romeo and Juliet are more than accurate for our story. Young love, sweet words and the 
moments of excitements bring in lights of youth to my memory box. Sweet and Sour. A 
sweet talker gave me words of dream that I saw as heaven, yet he was not able to build 
the walls of the light blue castle. 

by Betty Q. 
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NON-FICTION 
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Cowardly Lion 
Dear, Cowardly Lion 

To wake this morning yet again with this thumping in my chest, this feeling of 
impending doom and shallow breaths gives me no joy. I trudge to the bathroom just to 
see your face, a look of alarm and worry in your dark eyes … yet there is nothing to fear.  

Isn’t there? 

Oh, you who tortures me so. In front of others your demeanor says pride yet behind the 
scenes you crumble with each loving push from the universe. You shake in response to 
every challenge, whimper at each obstacle. You speak your faith so gallantly yet when 
the time comes to test it you refuse to leap. Instead, you grip your tail, doing your beliefs 
no justice. You dream big, but when you must take action your dreams become water, 
slipping through your shaking fingers. 

Your fear so often declared an enemy, yet the vessel for your power.  

You do not submit. With each time you buckle and break you rise stronger, approaching 
your fears smarter. My love for you stems from the truth that the more you are pressed 
the braver you become. A soul born a fighter that is fierce in each battle. You, 
unrelenting Lioness, can conquer all the beasts you see. Seeking courage that has been 
within you all along. 

I back away from the mirror, taking a breath, “You are braver than you think. You are 
strong.” 

by AEB 
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In Love  
To be in love with someone. It’s a beautiful feeling, isn’t it?  

I honestly couldn’t tell you myself; I have no idea what it means or how it feels.  

I don’t know if I’ve ever been truly and deeply in love with someone like the fairytales 
always depict. I’m not sure if I ever will, even though it would be nice. With so many things 
going on, it’s hard to imagine another person in my life that is capable of accessing the 
vulnerable parts of my heart in all this chaos. For someone to have the power to hurt me 
after I poured my feelings into them, it’s terrifying. But I guess putting yourself out there 
is the first step to anything. It’s always going to be a leap.  

Anyway, I don’t think I’m at all qualified to talk about love, at least not in the romantic 
sense. I’ve heard that a good tip for writing is to write what you know. So I’ll tell you what 
I do know.  

I know the warmth I feel when I breathe in something that reminds me of a childhood 
memory. I know the comfort of a good hug on a bad day. I know the smile I have to bite 
back when my dad says a cheesy joke. I know the relief that washes over me when my 
friends are okay after they get hurt. I know the tears that slowly make their way down the 
sides of my face when a song hits close to home. I know the pain I feel when I go to turn 
the page and there is no next chapter. I know the way a pen fits into my hand and how it 
bends to my will just as much as I do to its own. I know that when I write, I feel like I’m 
doing something right. That I belong.  

So if you ask me what love is, that is what I know. I don’t know what a kiss feels like. I 
don’t know what it’s like to be on a date. I don’t know what it is to be truly in love with 
someone. But I’ve fall in love with so many places and scents and memories and activities 
that I couldn’t honestly tell you I have no idea what it means to be in love.  

People say that it’s the little things in life that make big differences, and I agree. If 
someone does end up coming along in my life, that would be incredible. But for now, I’m 
perfectly content sitting at my desk, listening to my playlists on shuffle, scribbling down 
some silly story ideas, and loving every minute of it.  

To first fall in love, you need to leap. And I like to think that I take that leap every time I 
put pen to paper. 

by Aster
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