














Kim
TAYLOR

Kimberly Taylor has

a heart made of
strawberry milkshakes
and Motown music,
which often influences
her short fiction writing.
She was our first year
class rep and survived
us all unscathed.

She loves Kevin Bacon,
regular bacon, and
Canadian bacon, but
not the John Candy
movie.

PRINCIPLES

| was sitting at the table, my head in my one
hand, the other unenthusiastically shovelling heaping
tablespoons of Ben and Jerry’s ice cream into my half-
gaped mouth when he walked in. He was about twenty
minutes later than usual getting home from work, so
| knew that he had probably stopped for some last
minute item to give me for my birthday.

“We don’t use bowls anymore?” he barked from
the doorway, one shoe half off.

“l didn’t really see a point,” | tried to hold myself
from snapping back. The carton was half empty, but
| was the only one who ate from it anyway. | slumped
back into the seat and scraped the spoon against the
remnants in the bottom of the carton.

“Is that the last of the ice cream?” Not ‘happy
birthday sweetheart’ or ‘how was your day?’ He was
more concerned about the ice cream.

“Yeah, this is it.”

“You didn’t leave any for me? That's pretty
selfish, no?” he said condescendingly.

“There was barely enough for a bowl,” | lied,
“why would | leave some for you? You don’t even
like Cherry Garcia.” | tried reasoning with him, even
though it was useless.

“It's the principle, Jane. You didn’t even ask if |
wanted any.”

“Of course | didn’t. You weren’t even here, and
even if you were, | know you don't like this kind, so
why would | ask if you wanted any?”
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“Of course you didn’t because it's
always me, me, me...”

“What are you talking about Rob?”
| tossed the spoon into the empty, flimsy
box and it toppled over on the table. “Is
this really about the ice cream? I'll go to
the store and get more if...,” he cut me
off, and | knew it was better to keep my
mouth shut.

“No, Jane, | don’t want more ice
cream. | wanted that ice cream, but
you’'re so caught up in your own little
world...,” | cut him off this time.

“Seriously Rob? It's ice cream!”

“No need to get defensive and start
shouting, Jane. You're acting like a child.”

“Me? A
child?” | laughed
back as snarkily
as | could. “You're
making a big deal
out of ice cream,
and I'm the child?”

It was typical of him not to say sorry,
but instead to belittle me or control
my feelings and make me feel like I'd
lost the fight. If this was grade three,

“Look, Jane, | don’t know what'’s
gotten into you today, but you need to
calm down. I'll go get more ice cream.”

It was typical of him not to say
sorry, but instead to belittle me or control
my feelings and make me feel like I'd lost
the fight. If this was grade three, he'd
probably dance around singing “l win, |
win”.

With that, he put his shoes back on
and walked back out the front door and
| slumped back down at the table. And
that’s when it dawned on me.
He'd forgotten my birthday.

He didn’t want more ice cream, or
for me to eat another entire carton, he
needed an excuse to go out and get me
the card he
should have
picked up on his
way home. | put
my head in my
hands. My own
husband forgot
my birthday.

he’d probably dance around singing “I

“You're the
one who made
the big deal out
of the ice cream Jane, all | asked was if
that was the last of it.” | could tell he was
putting on an act of sincerity, but it came
across more as patronizing.

“Bullshit, Rob, you come in without
a word about my day, my birthday, and
the first thing you ask is about the ice
cream? Please.”
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win, | win”.

Shortly after,
he walked
back in the
front door. It was like déja vu, except this
time he had a stupid ‘I hope she doesn’t
see through this’ grin on his face and he
wasn’'t looking at me. He took his shoes
off, and put the carton of President’s
Choice Cherry Chunk ice cream in the
freezer where it would stay until it was
freezer burnt because neither of us would
eat it.
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| barely lifted my head as he tossed
a white envelope on the table.
“Here, this is for you,” he said almost
under his breath as he passed. I'm sure
he knew that | knew.

| reached across for the
unaddressed envelope, and pulled
out the crumpled card that had been
hurriedly stuffed inside. ‘To My Mother
on Her Birthday’ was scrolled in gold
across pansies on the front of the card. |
wanted to cry. He hadn’t even read it, and
| didn’t even check to see if he bothered
singing his name.

“You’re never happy, are you? You
didn’t even say thank you for the ice
cream or the card,” he hissed.

“It's the principle,” | sighed and
stuffed the card back into its envelope,
and into the garbage with the carton of
Ben and Jerry’s.
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AMUSING OUOBES

‘Art Is anything you
get away with.”
— Marshall McLuh

Ever just stared aimlessly at the computer screen or paper for hours on
end without writing down a single word? With this handy random plot
generator you need never suffer from a case of writer’s block ever again!

Instructions: Just take a common six-sided die from any board game
lying around your house and give it three rolls for the beginning, middle
and ending of your story. And then you can get to writing your next big
bestseller!

BEGINNING MIDDLE ENDING
1 1 1
Boy meets a magical Everyone converts to A hearty laugh is
frog. Buddhism. shared by all.
2 2 2

A dramatic car

; It was all just a bad
chase esues through

- The mystery door in

: dream.
A105a is opened. the streets of San
Francisco.
3 E 3

The characters ride
dramatically off into the

A sudden rash
of spontaneous

A Miami Crime Scene
Invesitgator removes

his sunglasses and combustion strikes the sunset.
looks pensive. community.
4 4 4

A quest for the Holy | A weapon is discovered The butler did it.

Grail begins. hidden in a sandwich in
a handbag.
5 5 5
Twelve men gatherina | The bad guy is really | Ahuge explosionin a
jury room. the father. ~ skyscraper takes out
the bad guys.
6 6 [

A man gets lost in the An enchanted quest | Everyone is lost at sea.

northern wilderness. with dragons and
fairies commences.
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JANA
AMPBELL

Jana Campbell likes

to snowboard and
enjoys karaoke. She
writes short fiction and
personal journals, and
was introduced to one
of our professors as the
class goddess.

Her aspirations are to
move to BC and live
in a log cabin in the
woods.

ONCE UPON A

VEGETABLE

When | entered the third floor of the Canadian
Museum of Civilization with Sean and Michelle, two
of my fellow classmates, a woman jumped out from
one of the prop houses with a burst of enthusiasm
which we were not expecting so early in the morning.
She began speaking French to Michelle, and then
in English to Sean, while | shyly wandered over to
a stand filled with plastic vegetables in the corner.
The woman tried to convince Sean that he needed a
place to stay, assuming that he had been traveling in
the forest for days. It was really interesting how she
engaged them both in role play, and it inspired me to
write this short story.

“Hello there, do ya need a place to sleep?” A
woman hollered from her opened kitchen window.
Immediately, she came out to greet me.

“Have ya come from the forest? Well, you must
be tired. How many days have ya been traveling?”
Her strawberry hair was loosely stuffed inside a cotton
scarf, wrapped tightly around her head.

“Do you have any money?” she kept on as |
walked by. | marveled at the large wooden crates
of vegetables in front of a small shack. There were
carrots, large golden potatoes, green beans and ripe
red tomatoes. It looked as though they were for sale,
but the shack was empty. | wanted to take a tomato—I
could tear into its firm skin and taste the sour juices
tingle my tongue. She watched me for a moment as |
moved closer to them.

“| said, boy, do ya have any money?” She spoke
firmly this time, demanding an answer.

IMPULSE 2009

“No, | don’t,” | said, biting back at
her.

“Well can ya work?” She softened
her tone.

“There is a lot of work to do around
here, we could use a man’s work,” she
said. | wondered who she was referring
to as ‘we’.

“You'll have a mattress and three
hot meals a day.” It sounded convincing.
It would be nice to have a place to call
home; however, | couldn’t imagine living
with this maddening woman for more
than a day.

“Can | have one of these?” | asked
her, hovering over the tomatoes. Usually |
wouldn’t ask someone so desperately for
a vegetable, but | was starving, and she
was right; | had been traveling for a few
days.

“Those are not mine to give, but
if you'll stay, | can fix you something,”
she said. | wondered whose they were.
Maybe | could wait for them to come
back. | had a gold pendant I could offer
for something.

Directly behind me was a shoe
repair shop. It was
wide open, but like the
vegetables, it seemed
abandoned. The town
was quaint, and the
woman seemed to be
much too loud for such
a small place. | thought maybe she had
annoyed them all enough to make them
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Usually | wouldn’t ask

someone so desperately

for a vegetable.

off on me.

“You don’t talk much, boy, do ya?”
she said, shaking out a dusty mat onto
the front stairs. She flung it in the air, and
then tried to avoid it as it came bouncing
back at her calves. She was clumsy, |
could tell.

The house was small, and | could
hear a faint humming noise from within.
“Well, there’s no sense just standing
there. It's getting dark, you should come
inside,” she insisted. Concerned about
the noise, | hesitated. It could be quite
possible that this was her chance to lure
me in. The woman dragged the mat back
into the house and disappeared within
her candle-lit den, expecting me to follow.
| peered through the clouded kitchen
windows and managed to capture the
shape of a pie. | began
to taste its fruit-filled
sweetness.

“Well! Are you
coming in, boy?” she
mouthed from inside,
practically scaring the
life out of me with her pale face pressed
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P against the
¥ " window. |
e approached
the front
entrance of

| the kitchen,
anticipating
a slice of the
steaming pie.
The woman
locked the
door behind

Y me.

“Don’t
even think
about leaving, boy. You'll never make
it out there,” she warned, sharpening a
massive knife in front of me.

“David!” She squealed while
keeping her two bulging eyes on me. She
didn’t blink and continued sharpening.
She smiled, “We have an unexpected
guest!” | grabbed my pack in a jolted
panic.

“Don’t go!” A small boy yelled
from the other end of the kitchen. He
wore brown overalls and his face was
smudged with dirt.

“Go wash up, darling,” she said
sweetly to the boy.

“Well, aren’t you gonna stay for
some supper? It's dangerous at night
in this end of town. Full of thieves,” she
said. | wondered what had made her so
protective of me.

“What makes you think I'm not
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one?” | said. The little boy bounced into
the kitchen and sat down at the table.

He shoved one of the napkins into
his shirt like a bib and waited for his
dinner patiently. The woman placed a
delicious smelling roast and three plates
on the table.

“That vegetable shack out there is
mine. | think anyone who wouldn’t steal a
vegetable is trustworthy.”

AMUSING OUOBES

“There are only two styles
of portrait painting; the
serious and the smirk.”

— Charles Dickens
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survival Tips for the Professiondal
Writing Student (and students in
general)

Caffeine really is your best friend in many cases.

The term “burn-out” is subjective, so work hard, but try
to sneak in sleep somewhere.

Writer’s block bumming you out? Go for a walk, have
a nap, or watch some YouTube. Inspiration will strike...
eventually.

Procrastination is a common tendency among writers,
but try not to let it be your own personal way of writing...
unless you can pull it off consistently.

People will tell you that being a writer isn’t a real job.
Ignore these people, and write them into one of your stories
as a character.

Just because you’ve published a small piece in a literary
journal does not mean that you have license to boast about
yourself. Be modest, because there’s always someone hot on
your heels with an idea you haven’t thought of.
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Remaking Classiess
e Helhmweoed Weayy

What would happen if you took classic books and turned them into action packed block
buster movies or gruesome horror flicks? Give the writers enough coffee and find out...

1. A Christmas Carol, by Charles Dickens: Imagine if you would, Ebenezer
Scrooge is kidnapped, and held for ransom. It's up to Bob Cratchett to save the day! Of
course, Bob is played by none other than Arnold Schwarzenegger, and when he gets
angry—the big guns come out. Where he got the money to buy those guns with such

a pitiful salary is anyone’s guess. Be prepared for horse-drawn carriage races and a
movie filled with epic explosions!

2. Black Beauty, by Anna Swell: This isn’t your average children’s story. With CGlI
effects and a few upgrades to the tale, we follow the adventures of the horse we call
Black Beauty, who is now a hungry, slobbering beast since the T-virus infected him. He
has a taste for blood and flesh and nothing can stop him. Look out London, this horse
IS going to bring on the apocalypse!

3. The Wizard of Oz, by L. Frank Baum: Dorothy isn’t in Kansas anymore in
this blockbuster. In fact, she’s off to see the Wizard... IN HELL! While tending to her
farm chores, Dorothy is transported to the Underworld, courtesy of a tornado taking
her house away. Dorothy is forced to grow up fast in this story as she runs into an
assortment of demonic creatures while crossing the river Styx.

4.  Anne of Green Gables, by L. M. Montgomery: Life was good in her small
town, until the terrorists came, forcing Anne to take matters into her own hands. The
terrorists’ first mistake was taking her family, their second mistake was not checking to
see if she was dead. She’s no longer the pretty, easy-to-please little girl she once was.
Avonlea will never be the same when Anne is done with her vengeance.

5. The Call of the Wild, by Jack London: This new and improved version still
follows the tale of Buck, a previously domesticated sled dog who one day wanders
away from his master and is bitten by a werewolf! Buck’s more wild and primal instincts
kick in, and he tears across the Northern landscape with his insatiable hunger! This is
no White Fang sequel—this is Canadian Werewolf in the Yukon!
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HINDSIGHT

By Emily Keays

Deciding how to open this magazine
hasn’t been easy. With only a week to go
before the final deadline, this task has been
passed around like the class flu before
finally landing back beneath my nose. It's a
frustrating, hair-pulling experience when you
don't feel creatively inclined to finish (or in my
case, to even start) a piece of writing. Then
when | took the time to really think about it,
| realized it was an apt way to describe how
this entire magazine came to completion.
Difficulty, strife, frustration, and eventual
satisfaction and accomplishment. These
highs and lows weren’t only encountered
in the process of making this magazine,
but for me, in the past two years of being a
Professional Writing student.

The process of writing isn’t
complicated. The process of writing well is
much more difficult. There are steps beyond
just sitting down in front of a blank screen and
letting the words flow from your brain to your
fingertips. Learning what to say and how to
say it has only been half the battle: we’ve also
learned who to say it to, how often, and how
loudly (and we as a class are particularly very
loud). Getting along, getting together, getting
into the classroom...oh, it's been a struggle,
sometimes. But we managed. And that's what
we, as Professional Writers, will continue
to do: manage. This is a class of survivors,

a class of unique personalities and voices.
We are all fighters, and with this diploma, a
lot of hard work and probably a few months
(or heck, even a few years) living off of Kraft
Dinner, we will all no doubt achieve our grand
writing aspirations.

The very first day of school, which |
remember not-so-vividly thanks to a nine

in the morning start time, the tone was set.
Our teachers offered us coffee and muffins
and forced us to mingle. Trying to break

the ice, we played a game. We broke into
groups of three, made awkward conversation,
and then tried to determine what we had in
common before sharing our stories aloud for
the entire class. It became painfully obvious
that day that the only thing we all really

had in common was a love of the English
language. Luckily, with a little patience, it was
enough. It was all that was needed to begin
a dysfunctional family (as we have been
called more than once, by each other and by
teachers) in room A105 A.

Although there have been bumps
along the road, coming to an end is very
bittersweet. | won't be the only one missing
coffee breaks, lunch hours, and endless
amounts of class gossip. While | would never
want to have another eight in the morning
class, | will greatly miss all of the crazy, and
sometimes obnoxious, but always loveable,
people in this group. It's been a long and
rough road, and in spite of some troubles,
we’re coming out of this experience deeply
satisfied with what we’ve learned about our
craft and about ourselves.

This magazine is a compilation of our
struggles and our triumphs. It's sometimes
difficult to fit so many different creative styles
and personalities into one document, but
the result—I think—is astounding. When our
different voices come together, we create
something that we couldn’t have done if we
always got along and if things always went
smoothly. Part of being a good writer is
coming through the hard times and producing
something worthwhile. That is what this
magazine represents. And I'm also happy to
report that, while there were some close calls,
no one was maimed or seriously injured in
the making of this collection.
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Nagine
Melnni

go-orgdinator

Professional

Writing

The King Is Dead,
Long Live the King

It's the first Monday after the end of classes in
April. Last week at this time, the group was madly
scrambling to put final touches on Impulse. This week,
I’'m sitting in A105a without the lights on finishing up

a few things of my own. The room is so quiet that |

can hear the ventilation system and notice for the first
time the shadow that moves across the mysterious
half-door at the back of the classroom. We're all at

that in-between-time that the shadow represents:
attached to the place that was the site of discovery and
sometimes conflict, but ready to move onwards and give
up unfinished business, materialize, and walk out of the
College, onto the streets and into the future.

One of the things I'm doing today, with the help
of Craig Brooker, part of next year’s graduating class,
is getting the InDesign file ready for the printer, and
wouldn’t you know it, one of those production puzzles
we talked about has presented itself. Two extra pages
are required to make the total number of pages a
multiple of four. So here | am, doing what all teachers
should do in an ideal world. Fitting in a few extra words,
just a few more ideas, facilitating the expression of
students for the last time before they, before you all
become my colleagues, or as Phil Jenkins describes it,
a part of the tribe. Welcome and farewell at the same
time.

Your group has been unique: a blending of
very strong personalities with strong preferences and
opinions, as well as strikingly diverse backgrounds.
| remember well jumping up and down to get your
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attention during first term Storytelling class
because you would focus your vehement
energy on discussion topics with such
intensity. At times, | felt carried along for
the ride, hanging onto the reins for dear
life. Other times, especially during the
last term, our full Mondays together were
mellow and rich with conversation. | feel

| had the chance to get to know you as
individuals better through your features
and the time for one-to-one work when we
had A105a to ourselves for the day.

| was amazed and incredibly proud
of you as you put Impulse together. You
worked together, sometimes fractiously,
but always effectively. You met deadlines,
agreed on all the mysterious elements
that make Impulse cohesive, solved
problems, pitched in and changed
roles when that was needed. You were
focused, professional and creative. And
you did it all your own way, with me in the
background.

So, what are my final words as a
teacher for you?

Keep faith. Writing is honourable and
feeds the soul. Eventually it even feeds
the belly.

Stay curious: | wasn'’t kidding when |
talked about life-long learning.

Get a thick skin: Let the rejections go and
try again.

Foster humility: | know this seems to
contradict the thick skin (and ego to
match) but you need to be open to what
life and other people can teach you.

Be honest: With yourselves, with others,
and foster a feeling of authenticity in your
writing, even if it's all fiction (especially if

it's fiction).

Be generous: With members of your tribe,
with yourselves, with those you may write
about. This is the essence of tone and
unique style.

Keep zip-lining: Don’t be afraid to leap...
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brandon birch

emily keays

lesley ananny
michelle lavallée
tony van der mout
monica anderson
rob nettleton
queenie tirone

scott rauscher

jana campbell
reid mcdonald
mike berrigan
mike boutilier
sabine modder
ashley scott
kim taylor

damian miller

sean kerr






