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the hair on the back of the pupa's head 
is soft and it has sort of made a habit of 
rubbing its hands through said hair 
when it's stressed or otherwise tense, 
and this is what the pupa does, sitting 
in the chicago o hare airport. the pupa 
has attempted to finagle internet from 
the providers that be but to no avail, as 
for some reason the chicago airport is 
one of the airports the pupa knows that 
requires money in order to give internet 
that doesn't just redirect you to the 
provider's page with a nice flashy link 
asking for 6 dollars. the pupa gets 



 

increasingly grumpy and finally decides 
fine goddammit it'll pay the six dollars, 
you cretins, and attempts but for some 
reason the website doesn't work and 
the pupa gives up, half thinking it 
dodged a bullet, half wishing that it 
*had* worked and that it could be on 
facebook right then. it realizes that the 
phone in its pocket can also go on the 
internet, but it isn't particularly wanting 
to take it out and look like a total nerd.  
 
the pupa's flight boards in roughly half 
an hour and the pupa's parents and 
sister will be waiting for it in the miami 
airport and the pupa keeps finding itself 
thinking "why the hell am i going to 
miami, why the hell did i leave my 
apartment," but knows that the actual 
answer is "if you stay there alone with 
thomas grey and no human contact you 
will go stark raving mad" and that as 
much as it does not look forward to 
seeing its extended family (who 
probably will be already drunk by the 
time the pupa's family arrives in port 
charlotte via car) it is probably for the 
best that it is going to get out of the 
house.  
 
the pupa takes a moment and sighs 
and wishes its partner was there. its 
partner is not there, its partner is 
roughly five or six hours to the east, 



 

and the pupa thinks kind of bitter-
wistfully that at least they're in the same 
country, now, but really it just wants to 
feel the downy soft skin of its partner's 
broad back and feel his voice send 
vibrations through his ribcage so that 
the pupa can feel it when it puts its little 
white hands on his chest. the pupa 
would turn over on its side now if it were 
in a bed and not sitting uncomfortably 
on an airport waiting hall chair. its feet 
hurt. it changes position.  
 
a few minutes ago the pupa had talked 
a bit to a girl sitting next to it who by her 
own admission had been "abandoned 
by my family, who is now in hawaii." the 
pupa grimaced at that and offered 
condolences, as was appropriate, and 
the girl said thank you and told the 
pupa the woes of flying standby. the 
pupa had heard standby woes before 
and nodded and scowled at the 
appropriate times before asking the girl 
if she was from chicago. the girl said 
"yeah, i live just an hour away," and the 
pupa said "that's good, at least," and 
the girl shrugged and went "i guess so, 
though i've only been able to spend a 
little time at home before coming back 
here to get on the flight."  
the girl stood up and put her computer 
in her bag and said "good luck with 
travel stuff," to the pupa, which it 



 

echoed, and she walked off in the 
direction of another los angeles-bound 
flight.  
 
the pupa stayed sitting and was kind of 
shocked by the openness of strangers 
here, but didn't mind it all that much.  
 
on the last flight the pupa had had a 
sort of goofy fantasy in which it was the 
teacher in an inner city school, and the 
pupa really spent most of it trying to 
figure out what the hell it would teach if 
it were in fact a teacher in an inner city 
school, and why it was teaching in an 
inner city school in the first place. it 
imagined that it would teach english or 
design or something and just be a 
decent person and try not to be like a 
colonialist type "i will teach the youth!!" 
sort of deal. this fantasy was interrupted 
by the landing of the plane and the 
pupa got up and put on its backpack 
and galumphed out into the terminal.  
 
the intercom in the airport starts saying 
things and the pupa isn't really paying 
attention at least until the person on the 
intercom says something that sounds 
like "catholic christmas madness," 
which the pupa repeats out loud kind of 
incredulously. a girl sitting next to the 
pupa says "i think he said mass," and 
the pupa goes "ah" and then says "i 



 

wasn't sure i wanted to know what 
christmas madness could be," and the 
girl says nothing back so the pupa 
immediately starts thinking about food 
options.  
 
the pupa gets up. the pupa walks 
towards its next flight's gate.  
 
 

 

 



 

 
 
 



 

 

learning  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa graduated high school and the 
pupa spent its last summer living on the 
island doing mostly three things: 
working; sleeping;  
 
discovering its budding sexuality with 
help from its first boyfriend.  
 
the first thing was done on weekdays 
when the pupa woke up at eight thirty 
and left the house by nine and drove to 
sunny isle shopping centre, then past 
that to the innovative cable building. the 
pupa would then go in and take the 
elevator up two floors and walk to the 



 

studios of channel 2, a local news 
station that had hired the pupa part-
time after the pupa had interned there 
for a week during the school year. the 
pupa sat at a desk and edited 
commercials and later at the end of the 
summer got a check for 400 dollars. 
cool, thought the pupa.  
 
the third thing was much more 
interesting and exciting to the pupa 
seeing as before this boyfriend number 
one it had never kissed anyone let 
alone a cute boy, and the pupa was so 
eager when this first kiss happened that 
its knees half-buckled and it went in 
with its tongue flailing and heart racing. 
its boyfriend later laughed about its 
technique but in a good-natured way, 
since later after much more frequent 
kissing the pupa's familiarity with the 
way lips met got infinitely better and it 
began to understand really how to kiss 
in a way that was pleasing to both 
parties.  
 
this time period also in quick 
succession marked the first time the 
pupa went down on anyone, the first 
time the pupa was gone down on (the 
pupa was pleasantly surprised), the first 
time the pupa had been walked in on 
while doing something other than 
jerking off, the first time the pupa had 



 

had sex, which was something that 
later it realized was something it had 
pretty much given up hope on doing 
before leaving the island.  
 
the pupa's losing its virginity did not 
really make it feel any different. it was a 
lot less climactic than it had pictured it 
being, seeing as media hyped it up to 
be something painful and arduous for 
anyone with a vagina to first be 
penetrated. the pupa had slid down 
onto its first boyfriend and the pupa had 
felt a burning stretch and then 
retreated, then tried again and on the 
second try the pupa felt another weird 
burning stretch and then that was all, as 
far as pain went. the pupa had not 
known the physics of sex, never having 
seen porn, and so did not know what 
movements it was supposed to make 
and had asked its boyfriend what it was 
to do now.  
 
the pupa's boyfriend had flipped them 
over and taken things into his own 
hands then, and the pupa was first 
confused by the feelings going through 
it and then amazed and then its mind 
went blank and over the next ten or so 
minutes it became very sweaty and 
exhausted. the pupa however mentally 
did not feel all that different from earlier 
when it had not ever gotten sweatily 



 

naked with someone, and it had lain 
back on its boyfriend's bed and let itself 
drift for a while.  
 
over the following weeks the pupa and 
its boyfriend became gripped with the 
teenage lusts to end all teenage lusts 
and using each others' access to cars 
and access to driving them would pick 
each other up and go on "dates" that 
included having sex in various 
unreasonable locales  
 
such as: a beach (at night: the pupa got 
sand inside it and immediately yelped 
and that was the end of that); in the 
back of both of their cars on many 
separate occasions; at its boyfriend's 
house, with its boyfriend's much 
younger stepbrothers sleeping only a 
few walls away; and by far the most 
common, parked outside the tennis club 
at night.  
 
the tennis club was by day not very 
busy outside of a pretty constant roster 
of regular members who came to play 
and then after playing sat on the porch 
of the bar and drank gin and tonics 
while talking about other people. by 
night however it was absolutely 
deserted, and with the advantage of a 
cover of trees and bushes the pupa 
would park its car and kill the engine 



 

and turn and kiss its boyfriend and they 
would clamber into the back seat and 
have sex while extremely cramped.  
 
when the pupa finally left the island 
after some months it said goodbye to its 
boyfriend via many kisses and 
whispered words sitting on its bed, both 
of them crying, having previously made 
the decision to break up upon this 
leaving. they both said they loved the 
other and they hugged and they kissed 
and the pupa cried watching him drive 
off and then went inside and cried more 
while its mom rubbed the middle of its 
back with circular motions.  
 
the pupa could not stay sad long 
because the next day it was getting on 
a plane and then getting on another 
plane and then stepping out onto the 
ground of a new place.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

halloween  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
in grade seven on halloween the pupa 
was invited to a party hosted by one of 
its classmates, the theme of course 
being halloween and each guest 
encouraged to wear a costume. the 
pupa was absolutely thrilled about this 
because the girl hosting the party was 
considered popular and was friends 
with older people which impressed the 
pupa greatly, so it whiled away the days 
before the party thinking of what it was 
going to dress up as (a black cat) and 
how much fun it was going to have (in 
its fantasy, it pictured itself dancing well 
and smiling and talking to people 
without hesitation).  



 

its mom drove it to the party because 
the pupa couldn't drive yet and she 
dropped it off saying "i'll be back at 
eleven!" and the pupa said "okay" and 
waved as its mom drove off into the 
night. the pupa was one of the first 
people there, not having yet learned the 
concept of being fashionably late, and it 
kind of paced around the house while 
people slowly turned up and put on Hip 
Tunes that a slow succession of people 
began to dance to.  
 
the pupa began to feel extremely out of 
place. it twirled the tail of its costume 
(homemade) anxiously and paced 
more, climbing up and down the stairs, 
going out onto the balcony to look at the 
stars (bright), looking down at the pool 
where the parents of some of the kids 
at the party were lounging (drinking), 
turning around and going back into the 
party (alienating).  
 
it didn't know what it was looking for but 
the pupa ran into its then best friend 
just as that one song that played at a lot 
of school parties began, the school 
party version of course being censored, 
this version being not, so the pupa 
watched as its friend opened its mouth 
and fairly yelled "SKEET SKEET 
SKEET MOTHERFUCKER" and 
pumped her fists in the air. the pupa 



 

gave a feeble whoop and a tiny grin 
and threw its hands up in the air too, 
since its friend was giving it a Look that 
meant "you are going to have some 
fascimile of fun even if i have to force 
you into it".  
 
so there was that, and then the pupa's 
friend scurried away and the pupa 
turned and went right back up the stairs 
and sat on the balcony again. another 
girl from its school came out and said 
hi, and the pupa said hi back, and then 
the girl said lol, your tail looks like a 
dick.  
 
the pupa turned bright red and went UM 
and the girl laughed like a hyena and 
scampered back in the house and the 
pupa sat down on the floor of the 
balcony and went UM again to itself, 
quieter this time, and it rubbed off its 
cat makeup with the heel of its hand. it 
reached up and took off the homemade 
cat ears, black foam hot glued to a 
headband.  
 
then it turned and unsafetypinned the 
tail from the back of its pants and balled 
it up in its hands and it gave up trying to 
be a cat for the night, and defaulted to 
being a pupa. it felt hotness behind its 
eyes and knew it was going to cry so it 
shoved itself in the teeniest crevice of 



 

the balcony and hoped nobody would 
come out for drinks because there were 
coolers full of soda on the balcony and 
the pupa really did not want to see 
anyone right now.  
 
the pupa looked up at the stars.  
 
they were brighter than the pupa had 
ever seen them before, and the milky 
way shone beautifully above the island 
in a shining "corona," the pupa thought, 
though it wasn't sure if it really fit the 
dictionary definition. but the pupa sat 
there and cried and clenched its former 
tail in its hand and cracks began to form 
slowly in its chrysalis.  
 



 

 

friendship  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa stumbles home from its 
roommate's sister's apartment and 
climbs up the stairs and opens the door 
and climbs up the stairs, the six or 
seven or however many cups of wine 
sloshing inside it. it takes its coats and 
boots and scarf off and immediately 
turns to the washroom and pees before 
walking back to its room, cooing at 
thomas grey the cat the whole way, 
speaking crappy spanish to him. "hola, 



 

pequen?o gato," the pupa says. "yo 
quiero snuggles, por favor." thomas 
grey looks up at the pupa like it has lost 
its mind and the pupa giggles and 
closes the door to its room.  
 
right now the pupa is the kind of drunk 
where the already constant white noise 
over its vision starts to take over a little 
and it has to blink a lot while being on 
the computer, and its typing is not that 
great. it opens facebook and sees 
who's online. the pupa talks to a few 
people before talking to its friend who is 
actually in the area. the pupa says 
"come over!!!!" over the course of a few 
sentences and its friend says "hell 
yeah!!!!" over the course of one, and 
then says she is leaving where she is 
currently to go to the pupa's house.  
 
the pupa wiggles around in bed and 
smiles to itself and then it gets up and 
puts on sweatpants instead of normal 
pants and takes off its shirt and bra and 
puts on another shirt because it wants 
to be comfy, then snuggles back down 
into its bed and spends the wait for its 
friend chatting with other people 
drunkenly on the internet.  
 
after a while-the pupa has no idea how 
long- its friend is ringing the doorbell 
and the pupa clatters downstairs and 



 

opens the door. "hi!!" says the pupa. 
"hi!!!!" says the pupa's friend. she shuts 
the door behind her and they clump 
upstairs and the pupa chats with its 
friend as she takes off her boots and 
hat and coat. they move into the pupa's 
bedroom and chill on the bed, and 
before long the pupa's friend is asking if 
the pupa has any weed, and the pupa 
is saying "yeah i think so."  
 
the pupa takes out a rolling paper and 
its grinder and finds a book to roll on 
and quickly rolls a joint while the pupa's 
friend tells it about her day: hanging out 
with her sister, who lives also in st 
henri, and going to a gross class earlier 
that day. the pupa giggles to itself 
because it can't remember going to 
class that day even though it knows it 
went, and while finishing the joint tells 
its friend that it is very drunk right now 
because it went and ate thanksgiving 
with its roommate's family, all of whom 
were really cool and all of whom were 
also very drunk which made the 
conversations going on pretty 
interesting.  
 
the pupa finishes rolling the joint and 
lights it carefully, takes a drag, passes it 
to its friend. she takes a drag as well 
and they pass the joint back and forth, 
talking quietly all the while, until it's 



 

done, and the pupa squashes it in the 
little altoids mint tin it uses for an 
ashtray.  
 
as the conversation keeps going, there 
is, the pupa notices, a certain tension in 
the air, and there is, the pupa notices, a 
certain draw between its lips and its 
friend's lips, and while the initial attempt 
at making contact results in the pupa's 
forehead against its friend's soft 
shoulder, the second attempt results in 
the pupa and its friend kissing, hands 
suddenly moving, mouths soft against 
each other's.  
 
they break apart and the pupa's friend 
says "i knew kissing you would be nice" 
and the pupa goes "aaaaaaa" and 
kisses her again, deeper this time, the 
weed and the alcohol inside it sloshing 
around pleasantly. they kiss and they 
touch and they kiss and then clothes 
are coming off and the pupa's mouth is 
on different parts of its friend's body at 
different times and then they are both 
naked and the pupa breathlessly 
between kisses asks can i go down on 
you, please, is that okay, and its friend 
goes "yeah sure! yeah!" and the pupa is 
kissing down its friend's body and 
further down and further.  
 



 

after they both stop panting the pupa 
kisses its friend gently and pulls up the 
comforter and its memories cut out for 
the night and it sleeps.  
 
when the pupa wakes up it feels like a 
semi truck has run it over and it blearily 
blinks, thoughts first going "why am i 
naked" and then "why am i so warm" 
and then "oh yeah! oh yeah!!!! OH 
YEAH!!!" as it turns and sees its friend 
breathing gently next to it. the pupa 
gives itself a mental high five then sits 
up and walks across the room to get its 
towel, which it wraps around itself 
before scurrying out of the room to go 
pee.  
 
it comes back and reaches down and 
drinks out of a bottle on the floor, 
tasting water mixed with the slight gross 
tang of old raspberry drink syrup, and 
massages its temples. its friend is still 
asleep and looks fairly angelic, thinks 
the pupa, before putting the bottle down 
and getting back into bed. it falls asleep 
again, lulled by the soft even breathing 
of its friend.  
 
this waking up-falling asleep-waking up 
pattern continues for a few hours before 
the pupa absentmindedly while awake 
leans over and kisses its friend softly on 
the temple, realizing that its lips really 



 

hurt from a canker sore it hadn't noticed 
right inside its mouth rubbing on its 
front teeth. she makes a bleary sleepy 
person moan and smiles a little and the 
pupa feels like a superhero.  
 
"hey," says the pupa.  
 
"gnnghff hey," says its friend, 
stretching.  
 
"how you doin'," says the pupa.  
 
"could you hand me that water over 
there?" says its friend, and the pupa 
looks and wow on its desk is a little cup 
of water that has suddenly appeared. it 
gets up and fetches the cup for her and 
watches her drink it gratefully.  
 
"thanks, dude"  
 
"no problem"  
 
the pupa lies back down next to its 
friend and their shoulders touch. its 
friend scoots so her head is on the 
pupa's boob/shoulder region and the 
pupa feels awesome for a second 
before it realizes that its head is still 
pounding and says "ohhhh my god i am 
so hung over."  
 



 

its friend laughs and nuzzles into the 
pupa's shoulder, and in the shining 
naked morning everything is just fine.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 

 





 

 

play  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the play ended and the cast came out 
for bows and the pupa could feel itself 
sweating in its dress under the hot 
stage lights, its cheeks red thinking of 
the hug in the second act it gave to one 
of the two boys it had a crush on (script 
mandated but more physical contact 
than the pupa ever dreamed of having 
with said boy), arms going up in the air 
with everyone else's then down.  



 

the curtains were pulled and the pupa 
followed everyone backstage then let 
out a whoop as soon as the door was 
closed. people began talking and 
breaking character and looking 
completely exhausted, and quickly 
there was a bunch of people smooshed 
into the washroom using cold cream to 
smear off their stage makeup. the pupa 
was among them and after ten or so 
minutes of serious rubbing, then using 
a clean towel to wipe up the cold 
cream, then repeating, it was satisfied it 
looked somewhat normal and not 
nearly as unnaturally tan. it squished 
itself out of the washroom, changed into 
street clothes, hung up its costume, 
waited around for its friend to get out of 
costume as well.  
 
that night there was a party planned for 
everyone in the play, and the pupa was 
extremely excited because the boy it 
had a crush on (that was dating its 
friend, but that was okay, the pupa had 
decided, it was good to get over the 
boy) was driving them over to said party 
and hopefully staying a while. the pupa 
was very excited and finally when 
everyone being driven by the boy were 
ready they squashed into the boy's car, 
an suv that he affectionally called "the 
whale", and started driving.  



 

the pupa was ecstatic. it was 
effervescent. it was trying not to talk too 
much because if it did its friend might 
get mad at it and ruin the whole time. it 
was trying to not vibrate so hard it fell 
out of its seat. it was amazed that it 
recognized all the songs the boy was 
playing over the car's speakers, but it 
did not say a single word to the boy. 
  
in reality the pupa was terrified of 
pissing off either of the people in the 
front seats (the pupa's friend had 
gained shotgun by virtue of Dating) and 
it sat in the far back smiling but wilting 
very slowly inside as it realized, looking 
at the pair in the front of the car, that it 
was not at all no longer with a crush on 
the boy. it felt its stomach sink down 
through the seat of the car and drag 
beside the wheels on the road. it 
suddenly was extremely regretful of 
coming in this particular car to the 
party. it suddenly, really, wanted to 
jump out of the window and duck and 
roll and make a small lean-to in the 
bush and hermit there at least until it 
forgot who the people in the car were.  
 
instead the pupa stayed silent until the 
car attempted to turn onto south shore 
road and ended up having to do a three 
point turn in the dark, all ok until 
another car's headlights began 



 

approaching, at which point every 
single person in the car except the 
driver screamed at the top of their 
lungs. "SHUT UP!!!!" yelled the boy, 
and did the rest of the three point turn. 
"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!!!" yelled 
everyone else, and then collapsed into 
giggles after the car had completed the 
turn and was back on its way.  
 
the pupa momentarily felt good about 
this and looked around the car hoping 
for some sort of camaraderie to take 
place, but there was none. the pupa 
stuck its forehead against the window 
and watched as the air conditioning 
made its breath make fog against the 
glass.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

triathlon  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa volunteered for several years 
in a row at something called the Half 
Ironman, a triathlon that took place on 
the island where it lived. every may the 
island would become full of oddly fit 
tourists who would go to vegan 
restaurants and go on biking trips 
through the rainforest, holding up traffic 
while their legs pumped and the bikes 
sped around the curves of the road. 
people who got excited about racing got 



 

excited about racing and everybody 
else just kind of shrugged and went 
about the motions of daily life as if 
nothing had really changed because 
truly nothing really had.  
 
its last year of high school, one of the 
pupa's friends decided she was going 
to actually run the triathlon, or a smaller 
version of it, and started training. the 
pupa was not really impressed or like 
wanting to cheer its friend on or 
anything, not out of apathy or non-
support or anything, just because the 
pupa didn't know what to do in the 
situation. was it supposed to get super 
excited on its friend's behalf? was it 
supposed to show up to its friend's 
workouts in the school weight room two 
hours after school and yell at her to 
push harder?  
 
the pupa didn't know so instead it spent 
more time in the computer lab and 
started making a flash animation to call 
its senior project.  
 
when the triathlon happened the pupa 
was stationed at a volunteer area that 
would help the runners, which was the 
last leg of the race, so it had free reign 
to wander around town and more 
importantly walk down to the waterfront, 
where the athletes swam a few miles to 



 

start the race. a lot of people the pupa 
knew were gathered down there, all 
wearing matching race volunteer t- 
shirts with race sponsors on the back. 
the field next to the waterfront was 
covered in a neat arrangement of bikes 
and helmets and water bottles, so the 
pupa had to carefully pick its way 
through the equipment to get to the 
waterfront.  
 
the pupa said hi to a few people and 
they all walked up to the edge of the 
boardwalk, where they watched the 
water churning a couple hundred feet 
out. someone asked the pupa where it 
was volunteering. the pupa said by the 
farmer's market region of downtown, 
you know, up from the lutheran church. 
the someone that had asked the pupa 
went ah i see, are you helping runners? 
yeah, said the pupa, and then fell silent.  
the water churned closer to the edge of 
the boardwalk and people on the shore 
began to get more excited, the sound of 
cowbells suddenly emerging from the 
dull roar of people talking. yelling began 
to get more prevalent and rose to a 
crescendo as a hand and then an arm 
and then a torso emerged from the 
water and ran up the the ramp leading 
to the field full of bikes. the pupa 
recognized the person dimly and then 
fully as they reached up and took off 



 

their goggles- a boy classmate whose 
dad had gotten him into all manner of 
athletics at a young age. he ran past 
the crowd into the mire of bikes and by 
the time he had gotten to his pile of 
stuff another swimmer was emerging, 
then another.  
 
the pupa looked on and began to liken it 
to some sort of birth analogue, which it 
thought was kind of gross/funny but 
didn't laugh about. more and more 
people with goggle-stretched faces 
were coming out of the water, and then 
suddenly the group of people around 
the pupa were  
 
going wild, and the pupa's friend was 
clawing her way out of the water and 
running up the ramp on shaky legs.  
 
the pupa gave a whoop and clapped 
and called its friend's name, but its 
friend either didn't hear or was very 
focused because she kept running like 
possessed towards her bike and pile of 
gear. the pupa didn't take it personally. 
  
after a few hours the last swimmer had 
emerged from the water and the pupa 
was told to go back to its original post 
as "the runners from the sprint are 
coming, go on, you gotta help!!!"  
 



 

it walked up the street to where its 
family was sitting on camp chairs, 
having set up two tables each with a 
large orange water cooler on them as 
well as countless cups. one cooler 
contained water, cold but not too cold, 
and the other contained gatorade. there 
were also a few cans of coke laying 
around for the runners if for some 
reason they wanted it, and two 
enormous trash cans, one full of only 
water, the other full of water, ice, and 
sponges cut in half, designed especially 
to cool off runners if they wanted it.  
 
the pupa stuck its hand in the sponge 
water and squeezed a sponge and felt 
its hand go numb and then tingly.  
 
suddenly the other people including of 
course the pupa's family were going 
nuts over something and the pupa 
turned and saw its classmate running 
like a champion down the road towards 
the rest stop. the pupa's mom and 
sister grabbed cups of some liquid and 
as the pupa's classmate drew closer 
they began to yell what they had in their 
cups.  
 
"water!!!" yelled the pupa's sister.  
 
"gatorade!!!" yelled the pupa's mother.  
 



 

the pupa stood on mutely for a moment 
and then started screaming 
encouragement to its classmate, who 
looked like he was doing just fine. he 
didn't take either of the drinks proffered 
and carried on. the pupa's mom turned 
to it and said "you should follow him to 
the finish line!"  
 
the pupa shrugged and decided why 
not and started running, taking a 
different route than its classmate had 
taken so as to make up for the pupa's 
lack of athleticism, and by the time it 
got to the finish line its classmate was a 
few hundred feet behind and in a few 
minutes was running triumphantly 
through the line, chest heaving, slick 
with sweat.  
 
the pupa whooped and then felt odd 
standing there so ran back to the rest 
station its family was at. its mom asked 
"how'd he do?" and the pupa said "he 
won!" and its mom said "WOOHOO" 
and gave two thumbs up.  
 
the pupa grinned but felt strange about 
being proud of this boy it had really only 
seriously talked to a few times in the 
nearly 1 0 years it had known him. the 
pupa knew the boy had a talent for 
music and liked modest mouse and had 
very similar music taste to the pupa's 



 

own, and the pupa honestly had a bit of 
a crush on this boy but had decided 
upon the beginning of the crush to just 
plain ignore it, which had worked out 
pretty well so far.  
 
the pupa walked over to the sponge 
water and stuck its hands back in.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 





 

 





 

 

midterm  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa logged onto the university's 
system for doling out grades and 
assignments over the internet, and 
clicked on the link for its logic class. it 
was sitting on a bench in the hallway of 
the first floor of leacock, which had 
huge windows and was fairly busy most 
days, so it sat there to get some serious 
people watching done and also 
because usually there were samosa 
sales that got set up nearby.  



 

it clicked on the "grades" tab and flicked 
over to facebook while it loaded. 
someone had posted a status. the pupa 
read it and thought "good," and clicked 
the little like button underneath the 
status.  
 
it flipped back to the grades tab and 
looked at the page. "midterm." it said. 
"35%." it said.  
 
the pupa felt its stomach and heart 
switch places.  
 
"ugh," it said, out loud, and then said it 
again slightly louder. "ugh," it said 
again.  
 
later that day in another class the prof 
called its name and handed back the 
second midterm, which the pupa had 
studied for. it turned it over. it saw the 
mark. it looked up and then looked at 
the mark again, and then felt the weird 
burning in the back of its eyes that 
meant it was going to cry in the middle 
of this room of people who were holding 
it together so much better than it was, 
and the pupa didn't care, and it cried all 
lecture long very quietly.  
 
when the class ended it got its things 
and went up to where the prof was 
putting away her laptop. "i'm going to 



 

fail the class," said the pupa. the prof 
looked up. "when are your office hours," 
said the pupa.  
 
the prof told it when and the pupa said 
"ok" and then left.  
 
it listened to sludge metal all the way 
home, loud enough to drown out the 
people walking behind it from its class, 
who had both evidently done well and 
were exclaiming about it. really the 
pupa wanted to punch those people. it 
didn't. it buried its outward anger and 
over the course of a metro ride the 
anger did a complete one eighty and 
began to eat at its bones and its organs 
and its sinews.  
 
when the pupa got home it was a husk.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 



 

 

honour  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
when the pupa was in its last year of 
high school it was part of a student 
organization called the National Honour 
Society, or NHS, which was supposed 
to be reserved only for students of the 
high school who achieved excellent 
grades and were "morally sound" or 
some bullshit. the pupa got inducted 
and didn't care all that much about it, it 
was just another thing to put on the list 
of extracurricular activities that it 



 

needed to compile and hand into the 
college counselor so she could tell the 
pupa its chances of getting into its 
dream schools.  
 
the pupa spent several monday lunch 
periods sitting in one of the math 
teacher's classroom with its hands on 
its face idly eating carrot sticks while a 
boy named james who was the elected 
president of the student organization 
talked about plans and money. james 
was high strung and decided that for 
the organization's fundraiser they would 
hold a fashion show, with tickets 
providing profit for the organization and 
a raffle furthering that.  
 
when these plans were made the pupa 
was at an absolute high in apathy 
levels, having already gotten into a 
university that it was happy about, and 
it stopped showing up to meetings, 
prompting james to send other 
members of the society to find the 
pupa, who usually was in the school's 
auditorium trying to eat lunch. the other 
members would drag the pupa to the 
math teacher's classroom and the pupa 
would sit down and be admonished by 
james thoroughly before the meeting 
would go on.  
 
the pupa did not care.  



 

 
after six or seven weeks of planning, 
the tickets had been printed and the 
venue had been secured, and the pupa 
was handed a sheaf of five tickets even 
though the pupa had said that it didn't 
think it was going to sell any. then the 
pupa left the meeting and went to the 
computer lab and played flash games 
for an hour. the pupa skipped gym 
class again and looked in its lunch bag 
and found a tiny wax-covered round of 
cheese, which it ate. the bell rang and 
the pupa left, squashing the tickets into 
the back of its backpack and trying to 
find its sister so the pupa could drive 
her home.  
 
a few days later outside of a classroom 
where the pupa was sitting down on a 
bench trying to find something in its 
backpack james walked up and started 
talking to the pupa in a voice the pupa 
interpreted as "angry" and "irritated". 
the pupa did not appreciate this. the 
pupa had a hunch of what he was going 
to bother it about and silently, 
mournfully, regretted joining the honour 
society because so far, it thought, it had 
been a total waste of time. it stood up 
and faced james, looking down slightly 
due to the difference in stature. it tried 
to put its inner feelings of "apathetic" on 
its face but clearly this was not helping 



 

matters as james began to turn shades 
of red.  
 
james asked the pupa where its profits 
for the tickets were. the pupa said it 
hadn't sold any. james asked the pupa 
if it was even trying, and the pupa said 
no, i just don't know anyone who would 
be interested in a fashion show.  
 
james asked the pupa if it had asked its 
parents. the pupa said no, but they are 
busy.  
 
it was at this point in the conversation 
that the pupa began to feel something 
like a burning inside the core of its 
body, rumbling slightly, the rumbling 
growing stronger the longer james 
spoke- he was now telling it to get its 
act together because it was an 
important event and didn't it want to 
help the nhs and didn't it understand 
the responsibility it had taken on by 
being inducted. the pupa felt the 
rumbling go higher up its esophagus 
into its brain up behind its eyes and the 
pupa realized that this rumbling was in 
fact anger, and it wanted nothing more 
than to slap james into the next century 
and maybe kick him between the legs.  
the pupa did not do that.  
 



 

the pupa instead stood there and 
snarled at james to shut the fuck up. 
james shut the fuck up, more out of 
surprise than anything. the pupa said 
hang on, let me calm down, and took a 
few breaths. this made the rumbling 
quieter. then the pupa said it would give 
its tickets to caroline, who could sell 
them, and then all possible profit would 
be made.  
 
james said okay. the pupa said okay. 
james turned around and walked to the 
math teacher's room where the meeting 
was going to be held. the pupa sat back 
down and sighed, feeling kind of 
sweaty. it didn't like being angry but felt 
good that it had reined the anger in and 
not smacked james across the face, or 
worse, started crying. the pupa felt like 
crying was the most embarrassing thing 
it did on a regular basis and the fact 
that it cried when angry was extremely 
unfortunate, given people's tendencies 
to not take it seriously.  
 
the pupa looked in its backpack and 
took out its lunch.  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
"here," said crawford, handing the joint 
over, and the pupa said "thanks" and 
pushed its jacket sleeve back to take it. 
it took a hit of the joint and exhaled, 
then another, deciding to try and hold it 
in its lungs for a second, and the pupa 
passed it back to crawford and then 
exhaled. they were standing with 
edward (russian and short and with 
beautiful blonde curly hair and music 
taste mirroring the pupa's own) outside 
of cabaret mile end in the intermission 
between sets of an atlas sound concert, 
the last band having been a quintet of 
weird pop that used what crawford 
called "death metal chords", which the 



 

pupa could hear but didn't have a name 
for. the pupa was starting to feel the 
weird dizziness that came when it 
smoked irresponsibly, swaying a little 
staring at the videotron store sign 
across the street, bright yellow, and it 
breathed deep and thought to itself "aw 
man i hope i don't pass out" and said 
out loud "i might pass out" and swayed 
more.  
 
the pupa heard crawford go "oh man" 
and edward go "what?" and it closed its 
eyes for a second but didn't pass out, 
felt the clawing panic and the nausea 
and the shortness of breath fade, and 
opened its eyes. "ok, it passed," the 
pupa said, and crawford visibly relaxed, 
the joint's roach still burning between 
his fingers.  
 
"also holy shit i am high as hell"  
 
"let's go inside, the next opener's 
probably starting soon"  
 
"alright, cool"  
 
 
 
 



 

young 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
when the pupa was small and its 
parents were finding footholds in 
society its family moved from a cold 
place to a very warm place and this 
warm place was to become Home. the 
pupa and its sister were directed by 
their mother to pose in amusing ways 
on their neighbour's boat in the cold 
place in order to take photos that would 
later become cards sent to all of their 



 

parents' friends saying "we are moving, 
goodbye, goodbye." 
 
when they actually did move and board 
the plane and take the journey down to 
the warm place the pupa stepped 
carefully behind its mother and in front 
of its father down the stairs coming off 
of the plane onto the tarmac, and felt 
the humidity and the wind come down 
from the hills, and felt more than 
anything a big question mark.  
 
the house the pupa lived in for the first 
few years of being in the warm place 
was a squat one story "villa" that its 
parents rented from an older couple 
who lived right next door. the pupa and 
its sister shared a room with a high 
ceiling and two small beds and 
sometimes the pupa's sister would ask 
it at night in a little voice if the pupa 
could tell her a story, and the pupa 
would comply. these stories generally 
centred around kings and their 
kingdoms, and the pupa could do 
several installments of them over a 
number of nights before it would be the 
one asking its sister if she wanted a 
story, and usually when the pupa asked 
the answer was "no". 
 
while the pupa's family lived in this 
house its dad drank a lot of gin and 



 

tonics and sat on the couch with the 
pupa and played with it, and also would 
open the doors to the patio and sit on 
there, looking out on the green of the 
ninth hole of a golf course. the pupa's 
dad, when his golf clubs were finally 
delivered along with the rest of the 
family's belongings, would wake up 
early on sunday mornings, walk to the 
clubhouse, play golf, and come back 
with a sweaty smile on his face. the 
pupa's mother cooked and explored the 
island with the pupa and its sister on 
days when its father was doing Work 
Things and the pupa didn't have school, 
and the pupa's mother learned to love 
the island just as its father was learning 
as well. 
 
the pupa went to a small school on the 
island that accepted it with open arms 
into the second grade, where it stood 
up every morning and recited the 
pledge of allegiance and sang the virgin 
islands march, which its teacher would 
accompany with piano. sometimes the 
pupa would only mouth the pledge of 
allegiance because it was canadian not 
american and felt very strange pledging 
allegiance to america. the pupa would 
wait for its mother to pick it up at the 
front of the school with a hundred other 
kids and the pupa would run to the door 
and open it and tumble into the back of 



 

their rented white station wagon and 
the pupa would say mom, mom, i had a 
spelling test today, and its mom would 
say good for you, honey, and press on 
the gas.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

shoelaces 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa is in grade seven, the pupa is 
taller than everyone in its class, and the 
pupa has a thing for scarves even 
though it lives in the caribbean and they 
are at the very least unnecessary 
clothing. the pupa has two good friends 
who sometimes invite it to sleepovers, 
and the pupa knows everyone in its 
grade extremely well because they all 
grew up together from the time the 



 

pupa got there up until now, a total of 
five years in its case, more in others'. 
 
the pupa is thirteen and it is at school, it 
has a sparkly burgundy scarf around its 
neck that its mom gave it because the 
pupa asked her to. the pupa is wearing 
a polo shirt with the collar flipped up so 
that people walking behind it can see 
that it says "cool" in teal printing on the 
back of said collar. it is wearing lace-up 
shoes and a pair of horrible bermuda 
shorts. the pupa is not sure why its 
mom always gets on its case about 
what it wears, because it is thirteen and 
its fashion sense is impeccable. 
 
that day one of its best friends will steal 
its scarf and hide it from the pupa 
somewhere. the pupa will search the 
middle school building for fifteen 
minutes and not find it. later, said best 
friend will steal the pupa's shoelaces on 
the bus, which isn't hard to do because 
it is looking out the window listening to 
death cab for cutie and completely 
zoning out, and she will taunt the pupa 
with its shoelaces until it starts to cry 
both out of anger and desperation. she 
will not give them back for most of the 
bus ride, and will claw the pupa 
viciously with her fingernails if it tries to 
take them back from her. the pupa 
looks at its shoes. the tongues are 



 

flopping over towards the toe and it 
feels like a piece of dirt. the pupa 
remembers its scarf is gone and it feels 
even worse, because the pupa's mom 
will ask and it won't have an answer 
outside of "my friend took it" and it feels 
bad ratting anyone out. the pupa's 
friend will probably take another one of 
its keychains on its backpack tomorrow 
anyway, so the pupa resolves to get 
used to it. 
 
the pupa will get off the bus last after 
wrenching its shoelaces out of its 
friend's hand and it will schlop schlop 
schlop down the street, following its 
sister who is two years younger, and 
when it gets to the house it will sit on 
the back patio and thread the 
shoelaces back into the holes of its 
shoes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

shame 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
in grade nine there was something that 
someone in the high school was putting 
on, a little casual performance 
coffeehouse deal called "caffeine" 
where high schoolers could show off 
their acoustic guitar wonderwall cover 
skills and maybe read poetry if they 
were the sensitive kind. a lot of posters 
were put up around the school and one 
day while the pupa was walking up to 
the pavilion it saw one of the posters 



 

and instantly wanted to perform at the 
event. the pupa had just learned how to 
play a few chords on guitar and the 
pupa was an avid listener of death cab 
for cutie and by gum the pupa wanted 
desperately to seem Cool so the pupa 
talked to someone in the high school 
who told it all the details, that it was at a 
girl's house, that it was at 7 pm on a 
friday, that sure the pupa was welcome. 
 
later the pupa asked more people about 
the event and found out that its crush 
was going, which made the pupa sweat 
more and blush sitting on its bed 
holding its guitar fantasizing the scene, 
which ideally would go like so: 
 
the pupa would arrive and make light 
conversation with those assembled, 
holding excellent poise despite being 
only 14 (this fact would be commented 
on), then when it was called to play it 
would gracefully rise, take its guitar out 
of its case, then sit and play the 
introductory chords beautifully. it would 
sing with the voice of an angel. it would 
finish the song with an arpeggio and 
smile bashfully as everyone clapped, 
impressed. then for the rest of the night 
it would talk to its crush and get closer 
to him, then he would ask it to come 
onto the balcony with it, and then 
finally, as the pupa's voice would 



 

wobble, its crush would hold its waist 
and kiss it on the mouth. 
 
the pupa relived this fantasy over and 
over again, trying to get the chords 
right, and by the time the event came it 
sort of knew how to play the song and it 
thought "that's good enough i guess." 
its mom helped it load the guitar into 
the car and it went to the host's house 
and its mom dropped it off saying "call 
me when you want to be picked up!" 
and the pupa said "okthanksbye" and 
shut the door. it started sweating. the 
pupa fanned itself with its collar and 
grabbed its guitar case and knocked on 
the door to the house. the girl opened it 
and said oh hey, and the pupa said hi, 
uh, i'm here for the thing, and the girl 
said yeah come on in there's coffee 
upstairs, and the pupa said uhhh cool, 
and kept sweating. 
 
they went upstairs and the pupa's 
hands began to feel uncomfortably 
damp because yeah sure enough its 
crush was sitting on the couch next to 
some other Hip people from the high 
school and the pupa and its crush 
made eye contact for a second before 
its crush looked away and the pupa 
nearly shot its heart out of its mouth. it 
put down its guitar case in the corner 
and went into another room where there 



 

was coffee in a carafe. it poured coffee 
in a cup. it put six spoonfuls of sugar 
into the cup. it stirred. 
 
after like fifteen minutes of the pupa 
sitting awkwardly on a chair without 
anyone speaking to it really, the girl 
hosting stood up and said "okay, we 
should start, who wants to go first." the 
pupa did not raise its hand or say "oh, i 
will, sure," like it did in all its fantasies. 
the pupa instead kind of wilted and 
didn't say anything and someone else 
stood up and said "sure heheh i will" 
and read a poem. 
 
the pupa clapped and wilted more. 
another person went. more wilting. 
another person performed. more 
wilting. finally the pupa wilted so much 
it became a puddle and in this puddle 
state it stood up and got its guitar and 
sat down and played a song for the 
people there. the pupa fucked up the 
song and said "uh, sorry" and then 
resumed playing it and then stood up 
and walked to the couch and sat back 
down. 
 
the pupa had completely deflated by 
this point and was further deflating 
while watching its crush talk animatedly 
with the girl who had organized the 
event, who then said to everyone "oh, 



 

i'm going to recite a monologue from 
this play," which she proceeded to do 
and to do perfectly. the pupa sat on the 
couch and felt the wood of its guitar and 
it wanted to die. it clapped for the girl 
who recited and it drank its coffee and it 
stood up and went to another room and 
called its mother in order to be picked 
up. 
 
it went back to the room and tried to 
figure out chords for another song 
quietly and later realized that it must 
have bothered literally everyone in the 
room because by the time its mom 
came and knocked on the door and it 
stuck its guitar back into the case and 
said bye and ran down the stairs the 
pupa had played plonking notes for half 
an hour and its crush didn't even look in 
its direction. 
 
the pupa got in the car. "how'd it go?" 
asked its mom. 
 
"it went alright" 
 
"do you want to go to the next one, do 
you think?" 
 
"uh....it's not really my thing" the pupa 
lied, and a little part of its heart took the 
feeling of shame that permeated the 
pupa's body and stored it deep inside. 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

fear 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa smoked two clove cigarettes 
with its partner and then they had sex 
with their shirts still on and the pupa's 
partner whispered to it "i want you to do 
the reading tonight with my come inside 
you" and the pupa made A Noise and 
lifted its hips and then they put their 
clothes back on and the pupa's friends 
came over to give each other secret 
santa gifts. 
 



 

the pupa's voice started to give out after 
a while of talking in a room full of other 
people talking and it felt said voice 
breaking slowly, as the gifts were 
opened. the pupa's secret santa turned 
out to be a girl named emily who got the 
pupa some rosewater turkish delight, a 
bruce springsteen record, and a record 
player (second hand), which the pupa 
flipped its shit over.  
 
the turkish delight was passed around 
along with other sweets that were 
opened, the conversation rose, the 
pupa kissed its partner gently on the 
mouth a few times. people went onto 
the balcony to smoke cigarettes. people 
went into the pupa's bedroom to smoke 
weed, but the pupa said nah i'm not 
feeling it and the people smoking said 
aight cool and passed a pipe around 
while the pupa checked its facebook. 
 
people started leaving after a while and 
the pupa said bye to everyone and 
gave a lot of hugs and then the pupa 
and its partner kissed again and the 
spreecast the pupa was reading at had 
started for real, and the pupa's voice 
had deteriorated into a hellish wispy 
rasp that it felt was tearing it apart from 
the larynx down. the pupa said things in 
the spreecast chat and asked if it could 
read soon as its voice was "wrecked". 



 

the person running the spreecast made 
a joke about her scheduling being 
messed up and the pupa took this 
incredibly to heart and started 
apologizing and then crying, to the 
confusion of its partner, who held it and 
murmured how much he loved the pupa 
while gently rubbing its shoulders. its 
partner's voice was soft and gentle and 
the pupa cried deep into his sweater 
while he told it that all it was feeling was 
an anxious response, everything was 
okay, everything was okay, and the 
pupa tried to breathe but could only 
cough and wheeze, and felt like it might 
have been dying. 
 
the spreecast finally asked for the pupa 
to read and the pupa tried, it did, and 
got three quarters of the way through 
before all it could make with its throat 
were whisper sounds and horrible rasps 
and it tried not to cry out of desperation 
and fear. it asked its partner to take 
over for it and showed him where it had 
been reading, and its partner read a 
paragraph or so before the pupa said 
wait, i can do it, i can do it. 
 
the pupa went through the rest of the 
story and then apologized for its red 
face from crying and its horrible voice 
from smoking and then it signed off 



 

completely and turned to the arms of its 
partner and buried its head in his chest. 
 
the pupa was in love and the pupa was 
panicking and the pupa felt like a raw 
spot on somebody's ankle that had 
formed thanks to a new pair of running 
shoes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

tinnitus 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the pupa's tinnitus is always at its worst 
in the early morning when all is quiet 
and the only thing it can hear outside of 
the slight screaming in its ears are the 
cars on the street outside, each 
carrying a doppler-warped swoosh 
sound with it, the sound of wet snow 
crumpling under the tires wafting up to 
the pupa's window, then through the 
glass and into the pupa's room. 
 



 

the pupa is a lot more used to the 
sound of quiet coqui frogs and crickets 
lulling it to sleep, but it's okay with the 
change of scenery and has come to 
find the cars as comforting as the frogs 
used to be. rain also puts it to sleep so 
when it is having a particularly difficult 
night the pupa often plugs its computer 
into the speakers and finds a website 
with looped constant sounds of a 
thunderstorm and that knocks the pupa 
out in a matter of minutes. 
 
the pupa has this tinnitus because it 
goes to a lot of concerts and stands 
where the speakers can churn out 
enough bass to make its sternum 
vibrate, and that is what really gives the 
pupa the sense of being alive, rather 
than perhaps existing as some sort of 
imagined structure or something built 
as an experiment and poked and 
prodded by extraterrestrial scientists. 
this also leaves the pupa largely unable 
to hear when it leaves the venue and if 
people try to talk to it on the bus it has 
to lean close and say "pardon?" a lot. 
this doesn't happen often, which the 
pupa is glad for, but when it does the 
pupa just feigns being drunker than it 
actually is and usually that makes the 
other person understand. 
 



 

lately though at concerts the pupa has 
been seeing people its age take out 
foam earplugs and put them into their 
ears, but the pupa has no want to follow 
suit. it wants the loud. it wants to know 
that it's tearing its body to pieces 
slowly, the same way that its friend 
smokes ("people tell me it's bad for me, 
and like, i know- i see the warnings on 
the label, i cough this weird black 
phlegm up all the time- i know it's killing 
me") and other people drink, wanting to 
degrade its physical vessel to its most 
fragile form. the pupa has always sort 
of pushed the envelope in this regard 
but for some reason has very much 
shied away from smoking, for reasons 
that are buried deep in its childhood 
memories. it still can't take a proper 
drag from a cigarette without hacking 
and wheezing, and it guesses that's 
something to be thankful for because 
then it won't get addicted to that, right? 
 
the pupa does forget to eat a lot, 
though, and the pupa's teeth are rotting 
slowly, and the pupa isn't afraid ever of 
falling or being punched or scraping 
parts of its body against the asphalt, 
and the pupa is honestly a little 
enchanted with the red ooze of blood 
when it falls on the slick ice and skins 
its knee, it goes home and washes off 
the wound and takes care of itself, of 



 

course, but as the blood coagulates 
and knits itself together the pupa finds 
itself excited, thinking "will it scar?" and 
half-hoping for a new mark on its skin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the doorbell rings and the pupa gets up 
and yells "i've got it" then jumps over 
the cord connecting the computer to the 
speakers and skitters down the stairs, 
shoving the rug aside as it goes. it 
opens the door at the bottom and says 
hi and curt and crawford say hi too, 
crawford adding "i bought a friend," and 



 

the pupa makes a snort giggle sound 
and says cool, come on up, and they 
tromp up the stairs into the apartment.  
 
crawford says "nice," curt says "yeah, 
wow, this is a pretty cool place," the 
pupa says yeah um thanks, yeah, and 
kind of stands there bashfully while curt 
and crawford stick their heads into the 
living room, the dining room. curt says 
"oh and of course that's your room", 
indicating either the music wafting out 
or the furniture as a place marker, the 
pupa can't tell which, but it says "yeah, 
you're right," and walks in followed by 
the other two.  
 
they stand in the minimal floorspace 
allotted in the room that isn't taken up 
by bed or desk and the pupa helpfully 
points out that there's a balcony so they 
all go out on the balcony. curt and 
crawford smoke cigarettes and the 
pupa makes gentle conversation (the 
word "copacetic" is used) until crawford 
says "hey so you wanted a haircut?" 
and the pupa says yeah, that'd be cool, 
and tries to describe what it wants. 
crawford goes oh, you want a she-
mullet. no, the pupa says.  
 
"a high and tight?" 
"no" 
 



 

"a skullet." 
 
"crawford you dick" 
 
crawford laughs like a hyena and says 
"ok ok let's get this started" and the 
pupa reaches into its room and gets a 
pair of scissors from off of the desk. it 
turns around on the balcony and 
crawford starts cutting, asking it every 
once in a while if it wants it cut above 
her ears or just on them, the pupa says 
it can't decide so leave it longer, 
crawford says "aight" and keeps 
cutting. curt is sitting on the balcony 
beside them smoking another cigarette 
and watching with a fair amount of 
interest. crawford cuts a little more and 
steps back and says alright i think 
youre dooo-ne, with a lilt, and the pupa 
crows back "thaaaank youuuu" with the 
same lilt and hops back inside to look in 
the mirror. olivia and jay are in the 
dining room now and olivia says "oh my 
god somebody with the best tumblr url 
followed me" and tells the pupa the url 
to which it replies "oh my god that is the 
best" before running back out and 
pointing out where it wants crawford to 
cut it shorter. 
 
after the pupa checks its haircut out in 
the mirror one last time it goes back 
into its room and picks up a joint it 



 

rolled from its bed and goes out onto 
the balcony where curt and crawford 
are still smoking. it lights the joint with a 
match and takes a few drags from it 
before passing it to crawford, who nods 
his head nigh-imperceptibly and takes a 
few as well. the joint passes its way 
around and they keep talking until it's 
done, at which point the pupa turns and 
goes back into the house and walks the 
length of the apartment until it is in the 
kitchen. it gets out a bag of grapes and 
a yogurt container full of cold vegetable 
soup, which it offers to curt and 
crawford. they both say yes, sure, and 
the pupa upends the container into a 
saucepan and starts heating it up. in 
the meantime they eat grapes, though, 
and crawford talks about an mdma 
party that a lot of the pupa's friends are 
going to. the pupa says it isn't going 
because "i'm gonna get way antsy", and 
crawford nods. curt expresses much 
excitement as to the prospect of the 
mdma party, listing the people that are 
going to join him and crawford in rolling. 
the pupa mentions that it might be 
going on antianxiety medication soon, 
and curt says "um i don't know what to 
say to that? congratulations?" crawford 
says "i hope that works for you" and the 
pupa says "hehe thanks, i'm not sure 
what kind of a reaction i was expecting" 
 



 

it stirs the soup and hands curt a few 
grapes, which he takes and eats 
eagerly. the cat comes out of the other 
room and starts twining its way around 
crawford's legs, to which he says "aw 
dang it lil dude don't you know i'm 
allergic to you" and then proceeds to 
ignore. crawford goes and gets the 
pupa's guitar and starts playing songs 
he'd written and "was going to record 
them but then lily's mixer broke, and i 
was gonna get olivia to do banjo and 
everything". the pupa expresses 
disappointment that the mixer is broken 
and crawford agrees before plucking 
the guitar funny and breaking the high e 
string. he says "oh damn, oh, i will get 
you a new one," and the pupa says 
"don't worry, i only use that for ambient 
anyway," and crawford says "i'm getting 
you a new one" and the pupa says 
"okay, okay." 
 
the soup is hot now so the pupa pours it 
into some mugs, feeling very motherly, 
and distributes them to curt and 
crawford. they both say "this is really 
good, thank you," and the pupa says 
thanks, i'm glad i have skills that could 
keep me alive in a bartering society, 
and that statement balloons into a deep 
conversation about the gold standard 
being replaced by handjobs and ron 
paul getting very upset as to why 



 

people weren't using handjobs instead 
of paper money. 
 
they sit in the dining room for a while 
and talk about their friends' bands and 
how everyone seems to be "doing well" 
and then curt and crawford decide, after 
a little while, to leave. crawford goes to 
the pupa's balcony to get his hat and 
then he and curt take their leave and go 
home. 
 
the pupa goes back up the stairs after 
locking the door and sits on its bed and 
sighs happily. it smells incense and 
weed and very slightly cat pee, which 
annoys it to such an extent it sits up. it 
looks to its left and realizes slowly that 
there is a stain on the sheet. the cat 
has peed on the pupa's bed. the pupa 
puts its head in its hands and feels 
hopeless for a few seconds, then angry 
towards the cat for a few seconds, then 
back to neutral. it gets up and walks 
over to the kitchen balcony, where jay, 
olivia, and tim are drinking coffee. "the 
cat peed on my bed," it says. jay says 
"oooooooh" and makes a sympathetic 
face.  
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
sitting on the bus stopped at the bus 
stop going through scenarios one by 
one of how to say "hello, how was your 
day" to my parents and sister i look out 
the window and see a group of like 
sixteen year old boys clambering up the 
stairs from the train. i watch them open 
the door out to the outside and cackle. 
one of them lights a cigarette and 
another one of them watches hungrily 
but says nothing. a shoulder is pushed. 
the bus driver gets back in the bus and 
starts the engine, waits a few seconds 
then puts the bus in gear and starts 
reversing out of the parking spot. the 
bus vibrates and i watch the boys put 
out their cigarette and yell at each other 
and head towards another bus on 
another route, disappearing into the 
vehicle one by one swallowed. i turn my 
head towards the road and watch it be 
eaten under the wheels. i look obliquely 
at the people sitting across the aisle 
from me. they seem to be a couple and 
they seem to be about sixty five and 
they seem to have internalized the 
principles of zen buddhism because 
they are not bothered by anything and 



 

are drawing enzou with their fingertips 
dangling and chests moving gently in 
out in out  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
then you inhale and 
everything is pain (not about 
drug use, it's about powdered 
donuts, who do you think i 
am) 
 
 
i live with a cat now 
he is named after a dead poet and 
belongs to my roommate 



 

this dead poet cat skitters in and out of 
my room from indoors to balcony to 
indoors  
and chases dimes across the floor 
 
 
today i went to the market 
i took the metro up to down town and 
walked through a mall 
i forgot it was labour day 
everything was closed 
someone was playing muzak versions 
of eighties hits over the tinny speakers 
i got out of there way fast 
 
 
i will buy you yankee candles and 
vitamin c drink powders 
we will furnish our home with wicker 
outdoor chaises and numerous hutches 
what will we put in the hutches you ask 
we will put the bones of the people we 
met in high school there 
and eat dinner by candlelight 
dry chicken filling the mouth and 
creating a desert 
 
 
 
drinking limoncello standing in socked 
feet looking at the street empty below 
thinking "i am continuing to exist" 
thinking about your youth and the 
mistakes inevitably made 



 

eventually it starts to rain and you go 
inside with wet hair but no emotion 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

rapid 
crochetin



 

g on the 
bus, 
unset 
opals 
under the 
bed, you 
dropped 
six 



 

quarters, 
oh god 
this beer 
is good 
why did i 
never 
drink it 
before, 



 

please 
help me 
up i can't 
jump 
fences, 
are those 
new 
boots, the 



 

dress on 
the 
laundry 
line, a  
thousand 
empty 
boxes 
folded up 



 

flat, she 
found 
bread by 
the 
dumpster
s, do you 
know 
how to 



 

sew, cut 
my hair 
tomorrow 
please, 
the bagel 
place is 
only open 
til 2 but 



 

will let 
you use 
their 
washroo
m if you 
ask, yes 
he is a 
cult,  

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
curl up tight and be a cinnamon bun 
beside me  
i will kiss all of you 
your skin is sweet 
 
i feel i can wear you like a sweater into 
the rain and you will shrink to fit me 
you are a wool blend when i thought 
you were cotton but i am in honesty 
pleasantly surprised 
 
be my confidant. be my cup and string 
telephone across the kitchen floor. be 
my diary and stay safe under my pillow  
i will come home for you and open you 
up and whisper words into you 
 
outside it is dark and cold and i am 
missing you 
outside it is snowing and i am missing 
you 
outside it is spring and i am missing you 
 
you are like a season that the earth 
keeps spinning too fast for 
or a dvd player that skips the part of the 
movie you are in every time 
i will wipe the dvd off and try again and 
once in a while i will see your face 
 
you are the leap year in the heart of me 
you are the cicadas in the ears of me 



 

you are the green flash as the sun sets 
over the horizon  
 
i will take out all the arils of a 
pomegranate and put them over your 
body 
 
i will take you in my arms and bring you 
home 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
i don't understand much of the world 
but the parts that i do understand are 
pretty friendly  
i think  
 
i love a lot of the universe  
 
i love to notice the parts of the universe 
that are taken for granted or overlooked  
 



 

one time i was walking in mile end with 
my friend from florida and we had both 
eaten  
 
bagels and also tea and we passed a 
store where a man in a suede jacket 
and matching  
 
cowboy boots was just leaving and his 
beard and his boots and his coat made 
the most  
 
sense of any ensemble i had ever seen 
and my friend from florida and i turned 
to each  
 
other and had a nonverbal conversation 
that roughly translated to "DID YOU 
SEE THAT"  
 
"YES" "WASN'T THAT COOL" "YES"  
 
 
one time i was in a car with my mom 
and my sister in calgary and we were 
driving and i  
 
looked out my window and saw two 
boys about age ten who had pulled 
their arms into  
 



 

the main body of their sweatshirts 
leaving the sleeves limp and floppy and 
were wiggling  
 
their shoulders back and forth so as to 
smack each other with the limp sleeves 
of their  
 
sweatshirts. i laughed a lot and tried to 
point it out to my mom and sister but 
they were  
 
looking the other way and the trafñc 
light had changed so they saw nothing.  
 
 
i have also seen a woman who lives 
near my apartment on coloniale who 
drives a  
 
motorized scooter and also has a small 
dog, a bichon frise, with a dyed blue 
tiny  
 
mohawk. i couldn't make this up ifi tried. 
i have seen this woman scootering 
around with  
 
her mohawk dog and i have wanted to 
strike up a conversation with her but 
she seems to  



 

have wraparound sunglasses Welded 
to her head and wraparound 
sunglasses are  
 
awfully scary on strangers so i haven't 
had the guts to say hello, i like your 
dog's hair.  
 
 
there are a million hidden lovely things 
in the world.  
 
we have to go and find them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
humanity is something that every body 
is trying to run away from and debase 
 
because its not like holy enough. 
humanity is kind of something that a lot 
of people 
 
regret. its the animal part of us but like 
if we just put that to the side and start 
thinking 
 
only of the other side of us the transient 
side the inner monologue we lose a 
part of 
 
existing and thats kind of a shame 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
do you want to be human with me. i 
want to be human with you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
boy did you know my shoulders 
 
are knotted and torn / 
 
/ i am going to kiss you so hard 
 
your skull will break through the 
 
skin of your scalp and i will rip 
 
right through the skin of my 
 
face and we will kiss as 
 
skeletons and let our organs 
 
pile wetly on the floor / 



 

 
/ boy did you know i stabbed 
 
myself a hundred times with 
 
icicles and let them melt six 
 
inches deep in my flesh / 
 
/ you can feel my body but im 
 
not even there im hovering a 
 
foot above it this stupid vessel 
 
makes everything too 
 
complicated / 
 
/ boy did you know i lick my lips 
 
like a hyena at night / 
 
/ ill follow you down the river for 
 
miles until you make camp and 
 
i will let my hands trail over the 
 
planes of you / 



 

 
/ boy did you know im a 
 
scavenger and ill pick your 
 
bones clean 
 
 
 
i had the idea for a music video where 
skinny girls in prom dresses took 
crowbars and pieces of rebar and 
totally wrecked some cars' shits, got 
covered in broken safety glass and had 
their 
makeup smeared by sweat, their hair 
messed up 
 
 
right now someone is kissing someone 
in their mutual friend's apartment and 
they are both 
thinking of mcdonald's hamburgers, and 
also chicken nuggets with sweet 
mustard and french 
fries, and also maybe all the work they 
each have to do including tax forms 
 
 
under my bed i found a pen that 
belonged to a friend of mine who 
moved to california. it's a good pen, i 



 

used it to write a phonetics test last 
year. i wish i could find the friend of 
mine again and write a phonetics test 
with him 
 
 
two days ago i noticed that the store 
selling candy and beaver tails had 
closed 
 
 
i took the underground path from the 
library to the engineering buildings and 
thought about the curious phenomenon 
of serial killers while trying to avoid any 
ghosts lurking in the flourescent light 
 
 
two weeks, i say 
two weeks, he says 
 
 
the store around the corner will cut keys 
for you. i got a new key and it cost me 
three dollars and fifty cents. i weighed 
the coins in my hand. 
 
 
three dollars will buy you a bus ticket or 
a metro ride in montreal. 
 



 

 
he got a tattoo of a heron, he says, and 
lifts up his arm to point at his ribs. it was 
about this big, he says, and moves his 
fingers apart a little. he did really well, 
he says. he didn't even flinch, he says. 
 
 
three people stop and watch me put an 
envelope into the mailbox. 
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blare coughlin is a pool of putrid rotting 
flesh. they like falling off of cliffs and 
consuming designer drugs. 
 
blare coughlin is a being of interstellar 
dust currently only visible by a three-
dimensional shadow of their four-
dimensional self. they write by 
screaming at a keyboard, which 
depresses the correct keys through 
ingenious control of frequencies. 
 



 

blare coughlin is not real, get out of 
here, get, go 
 
blare coughlin once played with a lot of 
kids who used to lock them out of other 
people's houses and screamed words 
at them. they enjoy squeezing raw 
lemons into their eyes. 
 
blare coughlin is stabbing themself 
repeatedly with icicles.  
 
blare coughlin's only aspiration in life is 
to become boy george without the 
cocaine addiction. they like cocktails 
involving grenadine. 
 
blare coughlin is the parent of a flesh-
eating monster. he calls it "stuart" and 
keeps it in his rented locker in the otto 
maass building at mcgill. 
 
blare coughlin is falling 
 
blare coughlin will kill your family and 
everyone you love 
 
blare coughlin is dying at a rate of one 
second per second, just like everyone 
else. she likes off-brand oreos and 
kissing everyone. 
 
blare coughlin is a stuffed animal you 
left behind when you went to university 



 

and forgot about until your parents had 
a garage sale and a kid came up to you 
with it and said "how much does this 
cost?" you said two dollars. 
 
blare coughlin is addicted to merengue 
music and marijuana. they like 
shimmying in unfortunate situations and 
failing to bring the boys to the yard. 
 
blare coughlin had a last name snafu a 
few generations back and should 
actually be named blare moss, but past 
decisions have made that inaccurate. 
he likes soup and salad combinations. 
 
blare coughlin is a canadian person 
who hates tim horton's even though you 
can pay for it with your meal plan at the 
location in the redpath library's 
basement. she mashes her head into 
the keyboard semi-frequently and posts 
the results on the internet 
 
blare coughlin wants to die, just like 
everyone else. they are alone most of 
the time which is cool 
 
blare coughlin is terrible at all sports 
except for ping-pong and chronic 
worrying. they can punch you hard in 
the face but likely won't 
 



 

blare coughlin is a playstation 3 six axis 
wireless controller. they do not know 
human emotion. 
 
blare coughlin installs dolby seven 
surround sound systems for a minimal 
fee upon purchase. they like large 
churches 
 
blare coughlin does not know how to 
drive in the contiguous forty nine states 
and alaska. they like low-impact sports 
such as being run over by several 
discrete bicycles 
 
blare coughlin is making a baked 
alaska. blare coughlin is making a 
baked alaska RIGHT NOW 
 
blare coughlin is a large colony of 
silkworms with a very advanced 
hivemind. they wonder if you could 
bring them some mulberry leaves. 
 
blare coughlin stole two chocolates 
from a yoga studio and ate them guiltily 
in a car once. the memory still haunts 
them 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 



 

 

 


