


This anthology has been produced and published within
the Umversity of Waterloo, which 1s situated on the
Haldimand Tract, land granted to the Six Nations that

mcludes six miles on each side of the Grand River. This
land 1s the traditional territory of the Neutral,
Anishinaabeg, and Haudenosaunee peoples. This land
was acquired unfairly, and it must be part of our
collective responsibility towards recognizing and
mitigating the oppression of Indigenous peoples as
settlers on this land.




On behalf of the WUSA Women’s Centre, we want to thank
you for picking up this anthology and taking the time to engage
with the voices within. A special thank you also goes to the
students who submitted their artwork and writing for this year’s
edition of Voices.

Voices 1s an annual anthology dedicated to amplifying the
experiences, creativity, and perspectives of Waterloo
undergraduate students. Within these pages, you'll find a diverse
range of thoughts, emotions, and artistic expressions—each a
reflection of the unique stories and lived experiences that shape
our community.

‘We hope this collection resonates with you, sparks conversation,
and spires you to share your own voice.

PRITHVI NAIR, EMMA SO0K00, AND SAMANTHA BENETEAU




YRSHIKA VAHI

I am a slave to the addiction,

Breathing through cold eyes,

‘Where are the tears that come to the sorrowful?
I am a slave to the addiction,

Don’t ask for me 1n this fog,

‘What is the addiction? i

To whom does it belong?

Breathe through tears,

‘Where are the tears,

That to the resilient come?




bubble gum mint
Juoncosmp -

1left a piece in your arms that night

stuck like ghtter M

sweet and fresh

sugar burns

sugar burns

bubble gum mint tooth ache

1 found a piece i your arms that night
(you see clearly)

1 find safety in abstraction

1 hope you melt on the way home
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- HOME SWEET HOME

Prithvi Nair

The lLiving room 1s the only place that masked the disarray of that apartment.

Smell of old birthday cakes, the singing songs of the lovebirds, where have you been?
The coftee table being the only sane soul amongst the colourful Turkish garments.
Rough patchets of the old carpets weren’t the only thing that burned my skin.

The balcony invited a new opportunities, all that was granted with Allah’s blessings.
Racks of fresh laundry, teasing the cracked marbled tiles, I am distressing.

Yet, the doors are always kept close. I guess, it has always been the norm.

One. Just one. Bedroom.

A place reserved for the couple, but, in fact, was filled with 4 occupants.

A bed, abused, ripped, but gave life and embraced love at night.

Truly. Oh, truly, what a monument!

A place that was described as hell in the cownfry, but it took away my pain.

I guess looking back at it, now, there wasn’t much to gain.



f YRASHIKA VAHI

I got this mini sewing machine to

work on a business i1dea but I ¥
haven’t used it. I tried to use it-and

figure it out a lot when it first came.

That part only lasted two days but I
wonder if this was compulsive. Am [
compulsive? I buy things I have no

1dea how to use. I love people who I

have no 1dea how to love.
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UNCERTRINTY voivs

This feeling right here, 1s it worry?
Something insanely sharp.
¥ I can’t breathe—

This furiosity— my body 1s killing me.

Something insanely sharp.
Is it anxiety? I should talk to someone . . .
No.

It will be over soon.

Is it anxiety? I should talk to someone . . .
My vision is getting blurry— maybe I should . . . close my .

Get 1t together. Please- Not right now.

.. eyes for a few minutes—

Vulnerability. I will feel so exposed — DON"T LOOK AT ME!

——

My wvision 1s getting blurry— maybe I should . . . close my .
I am curling up, my head 1s stuck to ground. Stubborn.

My knees tucked, throat choked up—

I am fine.

. . eyes for a few minutes—



backyar

Julia Cosma

like a working dog mind unoccupied
destroys the house and runs off

with a shpper
backwards and mside out
shouting with no sound

a gentle hum becomes quite loud

(quietly defiant)

existential acrobatics
the joy of a rain drop
(woof)

(unconcerned by getting wet)

sees a cat and jumps the fence



(New Year’s Day)

Zanae Kendall

Delicate snow diseased with streetlights. My great love and other strangers all smile in
our silent flirtation with the wind. Time won’t cut us up tonight, but instead ties us
together, yet to define our bodies. The bitter drinks swimming warm, a good wound on
my memory. Forgetting the person I am, my past lay over the dance floor and marched
into the wasteland. I'm holding the tips of her fingers, slipping i and out of mine.
Prolonged words stay mside my lips which have gone slack. Instead, I hold your waist,
and my hips and palm communicate the rest. Rings from the future don't matter, let the
other be silenced. In the wasteland there was a building ocean between my legs,
quenching the drought. I let you pass wiﬂlgse. ‘When the warm drink in my chest turns
to poison it dries up again. I’ve woken up to remember the troubles. The snow 1s now
rain and 1t's hitting the ground. No wind and no lust in the air. The water flowing down
the streets and water pipes on the roof offer an alternate, smoother noise. One that
reminds me of a peaceful lake in the middle of a storm. We’re smaller when it rains,

strangers meeting in the morning.




The Art of Noticing

Sruti Amalan

The softness that washes over my town on a freshly rained morning.
The sun lighting me up from within on a summer’s day.

The clouds morphing and re-morphing into animals in the sky.
The entwining of my voice with the water as I shower.

The first mouth-watering bite mto a loaf of bread.

The songs whose notes have taken root within me.

The wind as it runs its fingers through my hair.

The tacky dresses, necklaces, and earrings.

The windows rolled down while driving past the golden fields.

The daily errands soundtracked by phone calls with friends.

The shared pasts spilled over spilled bottles.

The returning to a dog-eared page of a tender novel.

The poems that I have yet to write. ﬂ )

The aimless wandering as the evening settles into the might.

The streetlights glimmering like fireflies against a black-blue backdrop.
The comfort of a childhood teddy bear as I sleep.

The feeling of falling in love with life again, and again, and again

4



THE BEACH v e

Sometimes I don’t want to run this track, this life,
Around in circles along its decided paved path

In some emotionless industry manufactured destiny.

Sometimes I want to wander to the nearest beach
To feel the rough sand shyly bury its pebbles between my toes
And poke at me as if it 1s the first time feeling anything at all.

Sometimes I want to wade i deep, with the seaweed tangling around my ankles,
Its slime slick up my legs and holding me to the wet gushing sandbed

As 1t keeps me there, traps me there, wants me there.

Sometimes I want to go further mto the water until it reaches my neck
Until I feel its harsh cool embrace surround me gently

And its cold waves as it whispers gentle nudges into my ears.
Sometimes I want to be in too deep whére.the waves eat me whole,
Under the water where everything is nothing and nothing is everything;

Letting me drown, letting me go from this limbo, this routine, this lifeless life.

But everyday, I don’t change a thing.



LWL

Radha Vyas
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Jennifer Chung

bloody moon cries her tears
teeth bared, screaming in silence
forced separation from her lover
since the beginning of time
cursed with: solitude

and endless chase after her sun
she will never learn

to say goodbye

to find a new sun

to new beginnings

but the moon,

ever so bloody

patiently waits for the end of time

for one last warm embrace
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The Art of Noticing
Pt.2

Samantha Beneteau

The heavy aroma of my Nonna’s house while she’s cooking,

The smell of an old book at a used bookstore,

The warm sensation of the sun hitting my face through the kitchen window,
The soft cushion of the grass as I sprawl atop it on a hot summer’s day,
Finding refuge under my comforter in a cold late morning,

‘Watching someone enjoy a meal that you made for them,

The excitement of having a loved one report back positively on a book you
recommended,

The ache in my stomach and cheeks caused by too much laughter shared,

The satisfaction of finding a new song to play on repeat for the next few weeks,

The feel of my black gel pen scratching this page as I finish writing.




ONOW

Shﬂ.lﬂl‘iﬂ ANANTH KRISHNAN

‘When I first cried
my parent replied.
“Why cry over this?”

Their smile wide.

Silently,
My tears ceased
Shedding childish skin

Into an adult coat I keep

I vowed to place

Sorrow in a box

With the key thrown away
It remains locked —~—
I am thankful for it,

The hand they dealt

Their words stinging in that moment

Make me stronger than I felt




Until now, where before me
Stands one I love, and that coldness creeps
I almost speak so, until the rays of the morrow

Reveals another figure bathed in light

The child I’d been X

‘Weak after hate

Yet I stand where they’d stood

Ready to berate o

For they never meant

To soothe my heart

But their own

‘Wounded ones filled with fear

So, with my phantom sobbing

I merely pull her close
‘Whispering what I’d wish I heard

“Its okay, you're not alone”




Sanjana Ananth
Krishnan

“You aren’t wisdomless for failing,” Constance whispers.

“But I never wished to fail you,” I mutter.

“That’s impossible,” her lipless mouth forms into a smile. “Every mortal fails.”
“You don’t,” my tone harsher.

“Well,” she looks towards the gradation of dawn, “I am not mortal.”

“And you never will be,” my voice breaks as I continue. “Because of me.”
“My love,” they place a teal palm on my back. “We knew the trial 1s something few can
conquer.”

“I just thought I'd work, because- “ oy

I cannot lose you.

“I’d think the world owes you one,” I say instead.

“But the world does not owe anyone anything,” she echoes my past naive self.
“Candor I've lost,” I scoff.

“Yet;()mething that can return, if you live. And I will stay untl you go.”

“But what'll be there for you? When we’re all gone?”

“I suppose,” her six eyed gaze meets mine. “The memory of you.”



Noteful Life

Yuvika Singh



Yashika Vahi

It all leads somewhere,
Some will go towards their destinies,

Cleansed and reborn,

Others will lie decaying on the floor,

Forever and ever,

It 1s all about what 1s on the nside,

The sorrow, the grief, the smile, the love,

Until reality cannot be 1ignored

And you are under the burdens of a world that maddens your mind,
You're lost, you're dumb, you’re a damn fool being played around,
It 1s all about what 1s on the inside,

Until the outside burdens crush the soul on the inside

And the only healing—

Is in the forests that have been given away for our ambitions,

the oceans that we drown m-because of our desires,

- the earth that slowly evaporates under-our touch,

Silently pleading as it goes down,




Please stop

Please stop

Please stop ¢

I will destroy-everything in my rage
I will destroy everything in my rage
Please stop

Please stop

And if you can’t

Please foggive me

Please forgive me for the hell

I will reign on this heavenly earth,
Forgive me for the destruction

That will cleanse all of humanity’s sins.




THE TWO MACHINES

Sanjana Ananth Krishnan

I had known you when you were younger
Freshly built and out of slumber
A ray of light settled when you woke

[lluminating barks of birch and oak

They said you seemed slower then,
A mirage delivered to her when
My creator was debt-ridden, drinking until dusk

Now she cheers at your station, clearing your dust.

I wish I could relish you like them,
But my power grows weaker like the stem
Of the flowers which droop at your feet,

Whirring slower, wondering when I will be bequeathed.

For when you were delivered that summer day
A part of me began to drift away
Into you as the sun illuminates the moon

~A ray of light, not stolen, but brought to you

And though you shine now without my light
I see you rise still, every night.
Yet now it 1s because you know me too,

Smiling softly at my ghost, as if to love me anew.



How much
of the sky
can be
known?

Yashika Vahi

It 1s raining like a painting by the sky,

The cars move on by,

But there 1s some anger in these drops,

Something left unsaid,

Something misunderstood,

They fall and they fall

Without mercy, ; 5

And they hurt themselves
“T'o-make us realise the hurting

of our mnner realms,

‘Where does this road end?

It 1s raining till afar,

How much of the sky can be known?

In my head, this rain is a chant of all the things I am beginning to know,
Listen, listen to what brings you home,

But run away, run away when it gets too warm,

For these unmercifully vast creatures of the earth have too many important things to say



Our Dorothea,
God’s Gift

KAYLA RUSSELL

Black brethren protect

Our black Dorothea, God’s gift
The pastor’s sermon began

I say, due preach to the people
Become their reflector as you do so
‘When the holy doors close I look up to the sky and see
Sunday morning’s sunshine
‘When the sun dies so will we
‘When the sun bursts so will we

Black brethren, your lies about us

Are the few trinkets we keep
Mocking us, it 1s the ornaments for our-shiny anklets,
Our thorny chains to dance mn

‘When the sun dies what will it become?

A planet-eating monster

A star enraged, this 1s the black women
Unforgiving with her art, not malleable in love

A solar system dark



Soul brethers

Mr. Know it all

Who's scared and noble

Black brethren protect

Our black Dorothea, God’s gift

You are meant to be warriors, guiding us

Our blockade and shield, yet you leave

Little room for us on your voyage to

Love and success

The suffocation this dissension has caused,

Yawning at the reality of the black women

Sending chills down my grandmother’s spine

When she cries out, the veins from her forehead arrive
Sending chills down my spine, a generrational outpour
‘When the sun dies what will it become?

A planet-eating monster

A star enraged, this is the black women

Black women do not lose hope

Hold on to what 1s true

You are a star, a massive llumination
A celestial body, self-sustaining with
All these internal energies

I say, If you must,

Black sisters protect

Our black Dorothea, God’s gift
The pastor’s sermon 1s over and done with
‘When the holy doors close
I look up to the sky and see
Sunday morning’s sunshine

‘When the sun dies so will we




i St Dy

SHLEHA RANJHA

A woman of the earth, some 5000 years ago, held a clump of soil in her tired and aging
hands. She sifted through it, looking for the seed at its centre. Hugged by the soil, the
seedling was ready to take part in the world. She blew upon it, a good luck charm for her
sun flower. He budded and sprouted and bloomed into a young seedling, and then, into
a flower of radiating hope. Sun flowers are like planets; revolving around their stars.
That 1s what he does now, millennia later. He turns his ray florets, loyally and adoringly,

towards the stars of his life, when he feels their light on his skin.

It 1s heliotropism- the centers of his world give him light to photosynthesize, and

return, he gives them unwavering companionship.

He 1s a sun flower: a Labrador Retriever, an anchor. He 1s churning water tides along a

coast, your harbour every morning and nmight.

He i1s a provider, giving his company and Seeds for crushing into bread and cake. Five

millennia ago, the first woman wore sun flower’s oil in her hair and told the family tree

his stories. His essence 1s with us now, in our hair and dishes, on our skin.




He is a doctor, offering us relief from our maladies.

He 1s a muse. A Vase with Fifteen Sunflowers (1888). Arles, France. An emblem of June
and July. Of August.

Helios looks down at sun flower sometimes, and rejoices in memories of Clytie. Water
nymph transfigured into sun flower, Clyti'e still tracks her gaze across Helios’ golden
chariot whizzing across the sky. Sun flowers are in love with stars twinkling in the sky’s
expanse. The stars call out to sun flower from beyond the earth’s bounds, and he revels

in their light.

Some 5000 years after the soil hugged sun flower, coaxing him mto blooming, Helios
returns. He wears tired and aging hands- an offshoot of gardening all day. His green
fingers reach out to touch the florets of the Sun, harbouring their chemicals with

compassion.

Helios 1s humming. Sun flower is humming with him too.




Tiank "

[0 OUR CONTRIBUTORS

Sruthi Amalan

Samantha Beneteau
Jennifer Chung

Julia Cosma

Zanae Kendall

Sanjana Ananth Krishnan

Laura Lewis

Prithvi Nair
Saleha Ranjha
Diya Renjan
Kayla Julia Russell
Yuvika Singh
Yashika Vahi
Radha Vyas









