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I Wanna Get Lost In Your 
Rock And Roll

Music.
It connects the 
world.

It has the power both to 
lift someone’s mood, and 
allow them to delve deeper 
into the pain they are feeling 
– so they can work through 
it.

Music connects to peo-
ple’s souls in a way that 
nothing else can.

Each song connecting 
with every individual on a 
different scale. Yet, at festi-
vals, we see the power music 
has to bring vast amounts of 
people together, all sharing 
in one experience.

When I tell people that I 
am an executive of a music 
club over at the University 
of Calgary, the first question 
they ask me is “What in-
strument do you play?” To 
which my answer is always 
“I don’t”. And then the look 
of utter confusion crosses 
their face.

I love music. I don’t know 
how to create it myself, but I 
appreciate what music does 
and how it makes me feel.

Thanks to music, my 
mornings become a dance 
parties, I have a boost of en-
ergy when I go to the gym, 
I can create a relaxing “spa-
like” atmosphere when I 
have a bubble bath, and I 
can fully experience my 
bad days, and move on that 
much faster.

Music gives me life, ev-
ery single day.



4 5

A Lovely Little Dive Bar

She showed up in-
tentionally late, but 
somehow managed to 

still be the first one there.
Sitting there staring at her 

phone. Hiding her embar-
rassment behind the screen, 
as if trying to portray to the 
rest of the world that she 
doesn’t feel alone in this 
loud and unfamiliar envi-
ronment.

But then he was there.
“Hey!” he yelled from 

across the street, and then 
she was calm.

A familiar face, now 
smiling down at her.

“You look beautiful to-
night” he told her as they 
embraced, and she couldn’t 
stop herself from blushing.

The place was packed, 
and as the rest of the group 
gathered together, it became 
clear that they would not 
be getting into the bar as 
planned.

One suggested going 
down the street, and she 
followed willingly. He was 
there and she felt safe with 
him. In that moment, she 
would have followed him 
anywhere.

Duckies. A hole in the 
wall, with sticky floors and 
drunk people singing ka-
raoke, but she loved every 
second of her time there.

He tried so hard to get her 
to go up and sing, but she 
was shy and felt perfectly 

down the block. She had to 
leave.

“My ride is here” she 
said, disappointment strewn 
across her face.

“Wait”, he said. “Same 
deal, but if I make this next 
shot, you give me that kiss”.

She smiled, “okay” she 
said.

The cue cracked the ball 
with a sharp sound, and the 
ball rolled across the table.

He missed the shot.
They looked at each oth-

er, neither one sure what to 
do next.

But before she knew what 
was happening, his hands 
were on the swell of her 
back, pulling her into him 
until their hips connected.

Their eyes met again as 
he leaned into her, pressing 
his lips against hers in a eu-
phoric moment of lust that 
she will never forget.

content taking in the night 
by his side.  He almost con-
vinced her though, when he 
suggested they go up togeth-
er. Almost, but not quite.

She talked and laughed 
all night with a drink in her 
hand, watching him play 
billiards.

She noticed him getting 
closer throughout the night. 
His hands on her thigh, the 
touch sending chills through 
her entire body. His breath 
on her neck as he whispered 
sweet nothings in her ear.

“Can we go back to kin-
dergarten for a second” he 
said, and she looked at him 
slightly confused.

He continued, “If I win 
this game, you have to give 
me a kiss”. She blushed 
again, shyly nodding in 
agreement.

But then her phone 
buzzed. The clock had 
struck midnight, and cinder-
ella’s carriage had arrived 

Saying Goodbye...

There will come a time in 
all of our lives that we 
will have to say goodbye 

to someone we hold near to our 
hearts. Whether this be only for 
a short time, an extended period 
of time, or forever. By chance, 
by choice, or by necessity, the 
act of saying goodbye is never 
easy.

I think the most painful good-
byes are those that you do not 
see coming.

I recently said goodbye to a 
very dear friend. He had spo-
ken about joining the army for 
as long as I have known him. 
I guess I never really expected 
him to leave.

Even as he would speak about 
the process of filling out the nec-
essary papers, or getting sworn 
in, it did not really hit me. He 
was going to leave.

I was very excited for him, 
he was following his dream. He 
was happy, and I was happy for 

him. But then I realized some-
thing.

There may come a day when 
we say our forever goodbyes, 
but neither of us would know it 
at the time.

This realization taught me a 
few things:

1) Treasure ALL of your re-
lationships. Make sure you kiss 
your loved ones goodbye before 
you leave for the day. You never 
know what will happen.

2) Saying Goodbye is incredi-
bly brave. I was saying goodbye 
to one friend, while he was say-
ing goodbye to the life he had 
built here. I can’t even imagine 
how difficult that must have 
been. Or perhaps you have built 
up the courage to leave a rela-
tionship that is no longer what 
you want. It is always hard to 
say goodbye to someone we care 
about, but sometimes we must in 
order to discover something bet-
ter. A new life, a new love, a new 

passion.
3) There is beauty in the word 

“Goodbye”. Although you may 
not see it now, saying goodbye 
is a beautiful opportunity. In 
just a word shared between two 
people, you have the chance to 
reminisce in all those wonderful 
memories you have shared with 
that person.

4) Goodbye is not ALWAYS 
forever. The people who are 
meant to be in your life have a 
funny way of staying in it. And 
those that can’t, will live on in 
your memory.

5) In every Goodbye, there is 
a Hello. Hello to new opportu-
nities, new people, and new ex-
periences. Welcome them with 
open arms. You learn something 
from ever relationship in your 
life, lessons that will eventually 
lead you to something great!
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“Are You A Morning 
Person?”

I have always been delighted at the prospect of a new 
day, a fresh try, one more start, with perhaps a bit of 
magic waiting somewhere behind the morning.
- J. B. Priestley

When I was 
in Junior 
High, a 

young man in my 
school was beaten to 
death by the hand of 
his father.

The school held a 
memorial ceremony, 
and all of his friends 
cried.

Even through this 
darkness, there was 
a moment of  beauty 
that will linger in my 

already passed, had 
taught me something 
that would stay with 
me forever.

From that moment 
on, every morning be-
came a new start, a 
second chance, a new 
beginning.

We will all have a 
bad morning. Perhaps 
we didn’t get break-
fast, and we are feeling 
a little bit “hangry”. 
Yet every morning I 

different from others.
I smile :D
I refuse to let one 

bad moment, cultivate 
into a bad day.

Every time you 
start a new day, or 
walk through a differ-
ent door, allow your-
self to enter into a new 
frame of mind. Leave 
your troubles in the 
other room and go on 
with your good day.

“Are you a morning 
person?” They asked, 
to which I replied, 
“no, I am just a happy 
person.”

Today, as I think 
more about it, I real-
ize that I was wrong. I 
am not always “just a 
happy person”. I have 
pain and sorrow just 
like anyone else, and 
I have to deal with it 
just like anyone else.

The way I deal with 
it, however, may be 

try to arrive at school, 
or work, etc. with a 
smile on my face.

Often times I find 
that the world smiles 
back.

During my first 
week at SAIT, I ar-
rived each day and said 
“good morning” to all 
of my classmates. A 
simple gesture that I 
never thought much 
about until someone 
brought it to my atten-
tion.

memory throughout 
the entirety of my life.

One of my teachers 
spoke of their fond-
est memory with the 
young man. A conver-
sation about the sun-
rise.

“I prefer the sun-
rise, it indicates the 
beginning of a beauti-
ful new day”, he had 
said.

In that one mo-
ment this young man, 
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“I can turn to these memories for comfort as 
I embark on this new adventure. I know I 
will have even more experiences to share as 
I enter this new chapter of my life, and I look 

forward to every single one of them.”
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