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FOREWARD

In 2021, we were in the midst of the COVID-19 pandemic. So
many of our lives were affected, including students attending
Carleton University. Classes were mostly online, social distancing
was required, and the student experience changed dramatically.
At that time, | had recently been appointed Chair in Teaching
Innovation with a mandate to promote the arts on campus to
empower communities and inspire student engagement. With
limited options to gather in person, we created an opportunity for
students to engage in the Carleton community by expressing
themselves through their art. In collaboration with the FASS
Power of Creative Expression initiative, we created a Songwriting
and Poetry competition in four categories: poems, lyrics, songs,
and compositions, using the theme: your Carleton experience.

We brought in professional judges for each category, consisting
of Carleton faculty members—including Dr. John Higney (Music),
Dr. James Wright (Music), and Dr. Nadia Bozak (English)—and
award-winning Carleton alumni and instructors, professionals in
their fields—Lora Bidner (Music), Angelique Francis (Music), and
David Stymeist (Poetry), who also gave constructive feedback to
the students. Prizes included cash awards for those submissions
deemed best in each category, as well as paying for professional
recordings of winning songs and compositions—and a written
publication. This publication.

Over a hundred students signed up to participate! The quality of
the submissions was high and it was clear that those who
participated really appreciated the opportunity to share their
creative voices. Students are from departments in every faculty—
Arts & Social Sciences, Business, Engineering & Design, Graduate
& Postdoctoral Affairs, Public Affairs, and Science. Included in
this anthology is a sample of these submissions, from students
who gave explicit permission to be included.
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Included within, you will also find an accompanying CD, called
“Creative Reflections Soundtrack.” This is a collection of some
highlights of the musical contributions from the competition.

More information about the competition and links to the music
can be found at https://carleton.ca/fass/story/the-2021-carleton-
university-student-songwriting-and-poetry-competition/ or by
simply clicking the QR code in the anthology.

| am grateful to the amazing team of judges who generously
contributed their time. | would also like to thank so many people:
Jasmine Kharazmi Toosi, BMus student and my communications
assistant for this project; Nathan Da Silva, MA student in Music
and Culture who recorded and produced most of the recordings;
Rob Cosh, who mixed and mastered the recordings; Joel Oppong
Boateng, BMus student who played drums on several of the
tracks; Aude Urbancic, who played piano on the final piece and
John Rosefield who recorded it at Gigspace (thank you Marilee
and Mark Alcorn). The students were also awesome performing
their music in the studio!

| also wish to thank Dean Pauline Rankin, Nick Ward, Ainslie
Coghill, and the staff at ODFASS and in SSAC; Dr. David Hornsby
and the staff of Teaching and Learning Services, and the staff at
Carleton’s The Print Shop. Thank you especially to all the students
who participated, sharing their creativity through their writing
and music. Carleton
University is diverse,
resilient and supportive,
and this collection is a
testament to the strength
of this community.

James McGowan,
November 30, 2022
Carleton University T YT T
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Poetry

KAT ARMSTRONG
two poems

i've been waiting for you

i've been looking forward for so long,
but looking back,

too often -

mostly, i've been waiting;

perhaps, on occasion,

for a chance to go home

but without any direction -

and, too, to meet you.

to see the way your eyes shine,

to see the way your cheeks rosy,
to watch a room light up upon your entry,
to feel pride on your behalf, in awe
of your accomplishments

and radiance,

and strength,

and heart.

you, me, i,

us -

i've been waiting for you.



someday soon

someday, sooner than i'd wish

i will find myself

by brink or bay window

looking outward, inward, and back.

i will see a great expanse,
one like nothing i've known,
all will be well,

and mildly clearer.

retrospect will rear its head

and i will see sun dappled in places
that had only ever possessed shadows.
and the spinning

will slow

and subside.

Majoring in Music Performance and minoring in English Lit. at Carleton
has been endlessly enriching and such a treasured experience | feel very
fortunate to have had. | hope to continue my studies in Music and
Literature after my undergraduate
degree, and deepen my
understanding of my two greatest
passions.

This has been a tremendous
opportunity to flex some of the
creative muscles full time students
find so little time for. A deadline to
look towards is a perfect motivator
to push through the busy nature of
a semester. I'd enjoy this anew if
ever we did it again!




HAVEN CASTER
[0 lin'gwistik ‘pouam] A Linguistic
Poem

This is a story about how
In class | would rhyme
The IPA all the time.

Let’s start now.

The first symbol is [p],

Pragmatics, prescriptivism, could be problematic.
[b], blend, breakfast plus lunch equals brunch
Something that you eat and makes you stuffed.
And toss in pterodactyl

‘Cause that one’s super tough.

Moving on to [d],

Determiners are closed,

A, the, my, these are all needed
And cannot be exceeded.

Next is [g],

Gotta get good grades,
Do you agree?

Huh-uh, Nuh-uh,
Ruh-roh Raggy!

Einally made it to [f],

We'll find phonetics, phonology, phonemes.
Various varieties avail -able,

Revealed as morphemes.



Through thick and thin we're at [6],
Don‘t think it is [8],
Or | can either call your mother or feel my wrath.

So [s] is for semantics, syllable, and syntax.
I'll zip through the rest,
So sit back and relax.

Sure, | have a mission with a vision

About how my life will change because of my university decision.
| think | made the right judgement,

Moving forward | know my commitment.

| think | will be feeling fearful, but ready,

With what the coming years at Carleton will bring.

I'm in the journalism program and | love everything to do with art. My
interests are poetry, visual art, dance, and music. | like writing free verse
poems because there are no rules.

Thank you, Carleton and Dr. McGowan, for this opportunity to pursue my
interest. | had so much fun creating my poem, as it was a topic | had
never written about before. It allowed me to challenge myself and try
something new.

| oaeeaﬁbgsécﬁqdeaees&ég’ehhq 3
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NATHAN ERB
Supervision

Eyes. Eyes in the tower.
Ones like mine, but blue.
A light that loose retinas
drink from and endure.
Eyes read behind glass
and obstruct and embrace
my two-step to the river.

Here, pine trunks swing brushes
soaked in ink across the sky,

around lurking eyes.

Limbs drip script in my storms

and spin, near the bank, pitchy webs
from which | watch,

and scoop at the swell.

And |, with my book

and bag that bleeds,

strike paths beneath gazes,
fracture ice with budding footsteps,
each deeper than the last.

Still, shards settle overnight,
refreeze atop brick lanes

like my sappy stones flung to the flow
in a hail of quartz torn

and gifted from other chests.

I've released my self

to an aggregate riverbed.
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But the tower towers, the eyes eye,
driving down toward earth

their deep-set doorway

and their summit to sky.

Their expanse exhales our path,

but my shoes carve its edge.

Gales might drag us through buildings and shelves and towers,
but we’ll still wander,

tranquil in the breeze,

bag, book, and .

Nathan Erb is in the English program, Concentration in Creative Writing.
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SOPHIA FOGLIA
A Journalist’s Perception of the World

Just a flicker in the galaxy,
inexistence in the eyes of the universe

Just a string of memories, inked in blood
and bleeding out in history books

Just a group of rules to keep us steady
that we keep unraveling

Just another weary story
gathered in a crowd of novels

Just another soul, flown away
and we keep piling on the mistakes

Just another planet rotation,
a made-up timeline to satisfy our needs

Just another generation leaving
and more storylines fading

Just another journalist grasping them,
weaving through their heartbeats.

I am a Journalism student and while technical writing is rewarding,
creative writing has a true hold on my soul. | hope to publish my writing
someday and to stay true to myself and never lose sight of my creativity.

I think that this was a great experience to participate in and that it
allowed me to listen to my creative voice and take a break from life's
stresses. | would love to see what other Carleton students have written;
how they channel their creative voices. | believe that promoting arts is
very important and that projects like this are not to be undervalued.
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JENNIFER GOODMAN
Robot

Along the water, buildings rise.

A frozen canal ordered to satisfy.

Where fresh air amounts, my lungs comply—
As a break in day soothes the virtual cry.

| wake when | want to enter a call

But | miss the voice of human.

Static microphone sounds connects us all.
But | miss the voice of human.

A renowned spot—I envy the canal’s prime.
In times like these, there is nothing but time.
| confide in the frozen water’s confines,

For its beauty is that of the sublime.

| sit on the bench overlooking the bay,

But | miss the presence of human.

Not even the fish want company these days,
| miss the presence of human.

And when the light turns to affair

| cannot trust sun all day, | declare,

there’s always the water and the blowing air—
static, poignant, and forever there.

But along the water, buildings rise.
And yet, | miss human.
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HANNAH HUPPE
Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?
The voice of a student burdened,
Depressed and anxious, silenced.

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

A disabled student, dreaming of campus,

Locked at home because of negligence,

Football’s worth more than my support workers, | guess.

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

Students flagged left and right, day and night,
“Academic Violation” being used liberally

Students breaking down because of an online folly.

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

4 hours of sleep never looked so good.

Every day’s a beat to the drum,

Eat, sleep, work,

Eat, sleep, work,

Maybe take a breath here and there,

Don't forget to brush your teeth, brush your hair,

Burned out so bad | can’t even muster the strength to care.

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

Your students are struggling here.

Online on reddit everyday we plea,

Hear us, hear our voices

As we fall, one by one, silent suffering faces
Hey Carleton, can you hear me?
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Don’t get me wrong, I'm proud to be a raven,
| believe in our school, in our education,

| know that we can thrive on this pressure,

| know that we can do so much better!

Hey Carleton, can you hear me?

| may believe in you, in all that we can do,

But from the sky there’s so much you don’t see,
And down here, well | can’t breathe.

Carleton, can you see me?

I am in the Bachelor of Social Work
program. When not studying/
working, | enjoy reading, climbing
trees, swimming, and playing
games such as Sims 4, and
Dragon Age. | also LOVE Pokémon,
owls and ice-cream. Additionally, |
enjoy writing poetry to express
myself and cope with my mental
health. @

Participating in this competition
was enjoyable, as it was my first
ever poetry competition. While it
was stressful knowing others
would judge my work, |
appreciated having my voice
listened to, and liked the challenge
of ensuring | produced a work to
be proud of.
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JENNIFER JAKOB
First Drafts and Brain Chemicals

| stand at the threshold.

At this liminal space of what lies ahead.
A chance to try again, and again.

And | want so badly to try again.
Transferring from one school to the next
after countless attempts to heal scars that
never seem to fade,

| stand starry-eyed

at the new chapter ahead,

and | bound into the waters

hoping | remember how to swim.

But the routine resumes, as it always does.
Treading feels like drowning and

when the water fills my lungs

I’'m drunk on the urgency of

deadlines and flatlines

of blank pages and that

mocking. blinking. cursor. |

I've always had a complicated relationship with my craft
and my ability to maintain that

spark.

They call it “writer’s block”

but it's simply the flux

of how many fucks | give

to make beauty out of my suffering.

But | am trying.

Because | want so badly to try again.
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Drafting is what | struggle with most.
Most likely because | don’t want to
face the possibility that |

might not be cut out for this twice.
Never mind the way I'm haunted

by bad grades and sleepless nights

of passion, prose, and computer lights.
Nights of pretending | read Milton and
bullshitting my way to a conclusion

while going blind from migraines and confusion.

Distracted by paint drying on the wall
and | still have the gall to

hold my breath for

perfect grades and applause

as if | did something

| should be proud of.

When | began my studies,

eighteen and naive

one foot in my childhood bedroom
and the other in a dreary dorm room,
| couldn’t understand the value

of starting over.

My unmedicated mind

sweetly young and fabricated by
unrealistic standards,

| cried too many tears over

low B’s and not knowing why they weren't A's.

Tomorrow was too far away

to cure my daily failures.

So, we poured cough syrup
into the distortions of my worth.

17
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In the time | have spent mending my mind,
| find that being bound to lofty goals

was a waste of time

and confessionals on a phone call home
only tied the rope tighter.

Turns out | needed chemicals

to pry my eyes from counting ceiling tiles.
But no amount of

serotonin

melatonin

or dopamine pills

could teach me how to write an outline.
When the new semester dawns

brightly red and winged in black

| let the warmth draw me back.

It begins on a sweltering September day
my skin healed with silver bangles hugging my wrist
and a brain happily fraught.

| meet the waters with a careful tread,

with much learned and much to be taught,
ready to try again.




I have struggled with mental health for many years, most of which have
gone without diagnosis and proper treatment. This has made my
experience in university extremely difficult. It was only when | took a
break and transferred to Carleton that | began getting the help | need,
and now | am thriving. This poem seeks to capture my experience.

Thank you for reading.

Jen Jakob (she/they) is a fourth-year undergraduate student currently
pursuing a combined honours degree in English and History. She is an
active member of Carleton’s literary community as one of the co-

presidents of the English
Literature Society, and also
participates in Carleton's
Poetics Society.

Participating in Carleton's
Songwriting and Poetry
Competition was a great
opportunity to explore my
passion for writing poetry in
a way that | don't often do. It
was challenging to
aestheticize and put into
words my experience at
Carleton, but it was one that
| was happy to take on.

Thank so much for this
opportunity!

19



MAISHA LOKENGA

Moving halfway across the world is one
thing

Moving halfway across the world is one thing
Loving it is another

Anxiety is the dominant feeling but

There’s so much to discover

Diving into a world of possibilities with an ocean full of cultures
Swimming in this foreign water body,

Bathing amongst beautiful creatures

It was my biggest dream

Purposely involving myself in this westernised scheme
Of reproducing young individuals

Into this structure known as college

And the replicating and reproducing of knowledge

It makes me wonder

Makes me constantly ponder

On what exactly I'm doing here.

Moving halfway across the world is one thing
Loving it is definitely another

Why do | love it? That's the real question
What is my true intention?

| believe it's to get an education

But i crave and need something more

And i received the ‘more’ in my first semester

It was filled, filled, filled with laughter

| experienced marvellous friendships

From the love, the smiles and the blessings at my fingertips
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The early mornings waking up for Philosophy to
The late nights trying to do laundry, from

The brunches at the caf, to

The lunches full of laughs

From the walks to the library in this dreadful weather to

The tears in the study lounges with company to make it better
From the strict professors,

The funny canmates to

The gossip craving roommates

It's a simple story

About a girl who moved halfway across the world

And created new memories

Because moving halfway across the world is one thing and
Loving it is the Best thing.

I'm Maisha. I'm a second year student
in Criminology and Criminal Justice.
I'm an international student; | moved
here from Kenya! | would like my field
of work to focus more on social justice
and the legal system however | enjoy
poetry and writing; | have loved
literature for the longest time.

| enjoyed participating in this
competition. | think this was an
excellent way to promote arts on
campus. This motivated me to
consider publishing my other poems.
It was indeed very inspiring for me,
and | can't wait to explore my passion
in literature even further.
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DALLAS LUCE
To my girlfriend back home

Winter has been too cold to feel
And I've been frozen in place for a year.

Books can't fill what’s missing.
My heart is with you but | am here.

Dorothy gave the tin-man oil.
You sent me gloves.

When my hands could move again
It was because you were warming them.

Dallas is pursuing a PhD in Applied Mathematics.
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YULIYA NESTEROVA
If Carleton U were alandscape

The market of Zoom

Pick up your wares, your unawares
Stumble through theorems

Stop for refreshing lemm(a)nade

The ocean of library

Pick up a seashell to explore

A grain of sand to stumble over
Books, books, books, books

The thickets of homework
Snag across juts of thought

The dance floor of paper-writing

The beats of the clock in your head

Two can dance a deadline, and collaboration
Saves us all in the end.

Bogs of research, never know
Where to step. But my supervisor’s brought
flashlights and chocolate. He knows

where to stand.
[ ] |

Yuliya is pursuing a MSc in Statistics.
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MARIANA NEYENS

Intersectionality of Knowledge and
Living

| cannot stand still and call that being

| am a process, and no matter how much | dream

Of perfect immortality, it will always slip through fingers

| try to become tangential with immortality

By grasping this highest human good: happiness

But as Plato and Aristotle and Plotinus and St Augustine wrote
over and over

Happiness is a struggle to find and a struggle to be

| cannot stand still and call that being

Because being is a way of knowing

And there are several hundred ways of knowing

Several hundred ways of being

And we shift from one to another and another

Throughout our lifetimes, throughout our weeks

And days and months and years

Don't you see how | am a process? Never still

And my studies add fuel to these transformations

My studies propose this way of reading the world

My studies reveal these transformations to me

Where | am never still, dancing and free

And | go to biology class and look at books

Which describe the human body as skin and bones

Such unity based on the weaving of organic objects

The beating of my heart, the inflation of my lungs

Yet the more knowledge | gain, the less that makes sense

| leave art history class and my body becomes a cathedral
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Gravity being defied with boney white pillars
As the ribbed groin vault of my chest opens up enough space

continued...

For | to house both of my sacred relics: my lungs and my heart

Maybe the trick of being human is to

Flirt between biological determinism and symbolic interpretation
To hold on to contradictions, make dissonance resonate

Maybe that is how we stay alive

Or maybe that is how can we live, instead of survive

My name is Mariana Neyens
(she/her). | am a third-year
undergraduate student currently
studying both Humanities and
Anthropology. Academically, |
am interested in philosophy and
thinking about the ways of being
in this reality, which gets
reflected in my poem. | also
enjoy watching TV shows and
hanging out with friends.

My experience participating in
this particular competition was
wonderful. It made me reflect
back on the material that | was
studying in class, weaving it into
new and interesting ways. It also
gave me a public way of
expressing myself artistically,
while also sharing ideas found
within my poetry.
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EVA PRESCOTT
The Good, the Bad and the Ugly

they asked if you love the school.

you couldn't really say.

they asked if you love the field you're going into.

you couldn't really answer.

they asked if you love the person you're becoming.
you couldn't stand to look at your own self in the mirror
couldn't stand the failures scrawled on your flesh,
eating away at your bones.

you couldn't stand the low, down, dirty shame,

or the crippling state of uncaring and uninspiring,

or the quiet life you were slowly, bitterly getting used to.
you couldn't stand how your memories of the school,
of learning,

had morphed

from vigorous

enthusiasm and excitement

to something

foreign.

distant at best,

hazy at minimum,

venomous at worst.

but you didn't tell them that.

you asked if they love the person you're becoming.
and their eyes were sad.

you knew that kind of sadness well.

you've been at the end of it plenty of times.

the kind of sadness that wrestled them in the inside,
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and made them swallow sleeping pills to get through the nights.
the kind of sadness that they couldn't bring themselves to cry tears,
for there would be no tears enough to fill the gaping holes in their
weary chests.

you were a troubling kid back then,

and you are still a daft kid now.

nineteen years didn't change you much, did it?

they didn't hug you,

nor do they really look you in the face.

you had thought it would be better if they had beaten you up
and leave you half-dead on the front porch.

because then you would be in too much pain and cowardly tears
to see the undeserving love you received from them.

but your father didn't raise his fists,

your mother didn't yell at you.

they simply smiled.

and smiled,

and smiled.

their consoling words were gentle.

it was the kind of gentle that split you open at night

and bleed dry on the little bed you shared with your sister.

it was the kind of gentle that was your heaven and earth,

the beginning of your conception and the end of your universe.
it was gentle

because their love for you

would remain the same.

no matter what you choose to do next,

no matter how many times you trip and fall on this life

pathway you had so determined to carve out for yourself,

no matter how much your hate and doubt and wanting to tear
yourself apart, continued...
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they will love you

SO,

SO,

much.

always

and forever.

and when you finally able to pull yourself together and square your
shoulder,

you understood

how a person can die,

yet can feel so incredibly alive.

Eva Prescott is an Industrial Design student. She's interested in exploring
the mundane human lives and insignificant moments of endurance
through poems, though she has recently acquired morbid fascinations
with stranger topics. Her first self-published poetry book, Kairosclerosis,
is available on Amazon.

The Carleton
Experience program
produces an amazing
opportunity to reflect,
review and appreciate
the memories while
attending Carleton
University. It promotes
a healthy channel to
divert and transform
experience, especially
those garnered during
the pandemic year,
into something
beautiful and honest.
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Songs and Lyrics

SAMUEL BOUCHER
Essence

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

Pull up to the function

See you at the bar n’

Then we start talkin’

We gotta a lot in common
(Glasses clinking)

Three drinks deep we get personal
Both our exes got us cynical

If we love again its possible

We both open up unravel

| look deep in your eyes

And you look deep into mine
Shivers downs are spine

Lips are colliding, the sparks they go flying
And our souls intertwine

Pre-chorus:

So put your essence on me
I'll put my essence on you
You know you my ecstasy
Addicted to you-u-u-u-u

continued...
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Chorus:

So put your essence on me

I'll put my essence on you

You know you drive me crazy

| know you see me and my chivalry
So let’s quit the chit chat

Cause | know where your minds at
| see you throwin’ it back

Let’s head back to my hotel and relax
The stars aligned

The night’s Sublime

Ya so divine, | see you shine

Cloud nine

We intertwine

We stopping time

| lost my mind, please be mine
Just tonight

Verse 2:

You feel real jaded

So, you get real faded

Weight of the world keeps you sedated
And | get that

| understand that

Dodging dudes, you're an acrobat

Your pain is valid

| know you’'ve had it

One too many times sand now you quit
But | see that sultry glance

And I'm hoping for one more dance
Can’t trust a man but you need some lovin’
Got your pride but | see you blushin’
No shame in telling me
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About your primal needs

| get that | understand that

You need somebody that won't be wack

You need somebody that’ll scratch your back
Lucky for you I'm the running back

Pre-chorus
Chorus Em

I am a BMus student. Here is my song titled Essence. This song is about
two romantically jaded individuals meeting in a bar. They hit off and chat
the night away, slowly losing themselves in each other. It comes to a
point where the romantic tension between the two is palpable and so
they head off to a hotel to diffuse the tension.

I've been working on this song for over a year now. Near the beginning of
the pandemic, | had purchased a DAW and fiddled around with it for a
while. This song is one of the many ideas that came out of that process.
This is one idea | actually liked. The song features Carter Hickey, a
graduating singer-songwriter at Carleton University. He sings the pre-
chorus as well as the chorus, as I find his voice has a soaring quality that
I think compliments his parts. Thank you!




PHILIPPE DOUCET
Tunnel Vision

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

I'm staring at an envelope

My future running over the hill
And though I'm not an astronaut
I've seen the sunrise twice today

This story has been told before
But I've been looking to live it again
Mind's open, heart is fluttering
New faces, they welcome me home

Feeling found bookmarked by getting lost
| think this might be the place for me

| can't tell what's in this lecture hall

But | guess that's what I'm here to see

| woke up to the sound of my world shrinking
Somehow you're at its core

Something about an observatory

Or did they say art history

Chorus:

| get tunnel vision, Looking at the way you groove
Tunnel vision, Looking at the way you move

| get tunnel vision, Showing me how to improve
Tunnel vision, You show me a way to be true

Verse 2:

You make me feel like I've been around
Maybe cause you saved me a seat
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And I've never been one of those who share their thoughts
But you make me want to give and take

To go far, they say don't go it alone

Good thing I'm going to you

It's not for nothing | say you are my shining star

| look at you, and | know where we are

12 bars cause my love for you would never fit
Good thing the cosmos is giving us space

And here | thought those two were peas in a pod
But time is nowhere to be found

Chorus

Outtro:

I'm staring at an envelope

My future running over the hill

| reach further but | haven't even taken a step
Who knew growing could move you so far

My name is Philippe and | am a 4th year student in the Media Production
and Design program, with a minor in music. | like to stay as creative as
possible by undertaking different projects, be that in music, cinema, or
comedy!

About the project: This Songwriting competition gave me a chance to
create music, which | already love doing, in a more structured context,
which then allowed me to get valuable constructive feedback as well as
productive studio time with a professional producer. | could not have
asked for a better learning opportunity.

Thanks!
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COURAGE EYONG SURVIVAL
I Know You've Got My Back

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

Excited | was for this

Ready to start a new life

Happy to see the new ones

Most importantly make my daddy proud of me
Happiness is key, | said to me

| can work it out if | just believe.

We're no longer chasing rainbows and sunshine
We are chasing dreams

| felt equipped to move

| had the armour of defeat

Inexperience made me to lose

Captivated by the fear for my future

Late nights, heavy hearts, lay in bed in tears
Praying to the father who sees His children

| believed it would only get better

| believed in miracles.

Chorus:

Would you help me through this?
| cannot do it on my own

| know you’ve got my back x2
Happiness is key

| cannot be alone

| know you’ve got my back x2

Verse 2:

Finally, | got so used to being like that

And | had to put in more to be the best | can

| had to push forward and forward everyday x2
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| tried to look ahead to see what would be of me
The dreams | had for me before is now reality oohh

We're no longer chasing rainbows and sunshine
We are chasing dreams

| felt equipped to move

| got up and | did the very best that | could do
Inexperience had no bound on me

| became stronger than ever

And I'm chasing dreams

| got equipped to move

| got up and | did the very best that | could do
Inexperience had no bound on me

| became stronger than ever

And I'm chasing dreams now

Chorus:

Would you help me through this?
| cannot do it on my own

| know you’ve got my back x2
Happiness is key

| cannot be alone

| know you’ve got my back x2

Excited | was for this

My name is Courage Eyong Survival.
I'm from Nigeria. I'm taking a major
in Psychology and a minor in ASL
You can catch me singing,
producing or dancing in my free
time. These are things | love to do.

This Competition has helped me
accept the reality of my first year
experience as a Carleton student. In
as much as it was a rough start,
getting to write a song on it made
me realize that | overcame.
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JENNIFER GOODMAN
Dunton Tower

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

It's a new life, new school,

new people, same town.

| walk down Colonel By, see the buildings,
Why am | surprised?

Cuz I've lived here my whole life,
Don’t know why things are different.
But | like it over here,

I'm bridging my own resistance.

Pre-Chorus:

| walk into the tower,

Millions of voices; everything is loud.

And when | need a second, feeling overwhelmed,
| think about:

Chorus:

All the friends | haven't yet made,
All the things I've yet to know.

All the life | have in me;
Carleton’s made a home.

From feeling invisible,

To feeling power.

| feel listened to inside

Dunton tower (x3)

Verse 2:

It's a new year, new classes, same people.
Twinkling irises full of light and new ideas.
And I'm excited for a new week, a new dawn;
It's how I'm able to grow and keep moving on.
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Pre-Chorus
Chorus

Bridge:

And now I'm a bit older,

I've made some friends, and a life here in this place,
And it's my hometown,

But my worries have been replaced,

And everything once new is now routine.

| feel I'm where I’'m meant to be.

Pre-Chorus

Chorus

This is a song about my personal experience at Carleton as a Bachelor of
Arts student. It spans the two years that I've attended, and shows my
growth over the years. Though it's scary to be doing something new, |
found that | kept a positive outlook on my university experience by
remembering all the things that I still had yet to experience (making
friends, learning new things...). This encouraged me to keep putting
myself out there and make the most of my time!

I am a third year English major, concentrating in Creative Writing, and
minoring in History. In my free time, | enjoy reading, writing, and being
surrounded by nature.

I have really enjoyed
being a participant in
this competition, as it
has been such a
unique experience! It
has been exciting
every step of the way,
and it is so inspiring
to be surrounded by
people that have a
passion for writing
and music.
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AARYANNA ROSE GUILLERMO
Lie

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

Once upon a time

| let you into my life

And it felt so good

Until it wasn't

You said all the right things
In the beginning

Then went downbhill

From there

Red flags everywhere

Chorus:
Why do you lie lie lie lie lie? (x2)

Verse 2:

You said "Let's keep this between us"
"Don't want no one hearing 'bout this"
Why? Are you embarrassed?

Cause that's what they all say

When they wanna keep their options open
(Girl don't believe it)

Pre-Chorus:

| hate you

| hate your guts

| wish this never happened between us
| hate the fact that |

Let you in my bed
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Put your arms around my body
The one thing | regret

Chorus

Verse 3:

You said "Oh, I'm not that kind of guy"
Well, that's a straight up lie

Yeah, that's what they all say

| hope | never see you again

Don't bother coming over

Tonight, or ever

Bridge

Chorus
[ ] |

Aaryanna Rose is an aspiring singer-songwriter, studying Bachelor of
Music at Carleton University. She’s a bubble tea addict and loves to
collect pop vinyl figures along with comics! Through her songwriting,
she uses it as a form of therapy as she struggles with mental health. Her
goal is to share experiences and stories through her music to help
others.

As a participant of the Songwriting and Poetry Competition, | really
enjoyed the experience of being able to submit one of my creative works.
I'm thankful for this opportunity to participate in the competition and
greatly appreciate Dr. McGowan giving me the experience of making my
music, vision,
and ideas
come alive by
getting my
song produced
by Nathan Da
Silva. I look
forward to
more
opportunities
like these!




SOPHIA FOGLIA
Our Potential

A blank page:
Ink not yet bled,
Feelings not yet felt,
Tears not yet shed.
But it has potential.

A brick wall,
Paint not yet sprayed,
No hearts on display,
Edges not yet frayed,
But it has potential.

Hearts that have not yet loved and lost,
Bodies not yet broken by the poisons of youth,
Curiosities to be abated, no matter the cost,
Lessons to be learned, uncovered truths.

A grand piano:
Keys not yet touched,
No melody to love,
Passion not yet brushed,
But it had potential.

An empty room:
Steps not yet danced,
No music to advance,
Bodies not yet in trance.
But it has potential.

We have potential.

Hearts that have not yet loved and lost,
Bodies not yet broken by the poisons of youth,
Curiosities to be abated, no matter the cost,
Lessons to be learned, uncovered truths.
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SHIQUANA JOHNSON
Reminiscent

Intro:

Oh to relive the days on the train
As it passes above the calm waters
Guarding the terrain

Entering a cocoon

Full of life and fun

Until the snow fell

And tragedy begun

Pre-Chorus:

I've grown reminiscent

To the days when | tried
I’'m growing discouraged
But hope stays by my side

Chorus:
Not even my first year

Was here before everyone disappeared

Trapped in their home

With no one to hold

Everyone’s at a distance
Protected from the wickedness
Trying to hold on

We'll return when this cold stops

Verse 1:

The overcrowded tunnels

A tsunami full of people

Having a good time or in despair
Walking outside is more peaceful
Only music fills my ears

vy

continued...



Conducting a search to find a seat
To settle down and study

So many options

I'll take my time to seek

Verse 2:

Herzberg got me panting
Dunton looks abandoned

The library’s too crowded
Azrieli, can’t pronounce it
Searching adds more steps
Keeping me in shape

The future failed to warn me
I'll be stuck in my chair all day

Pre-Chorus:

I've grown reminiscent

To the days when | tried
I’'m growing discouraged
But hope stays by my side

Chorus:

Not even my first year

Was here before everyone disappeared
Trapped in their home

With no one to hold

Everyone’s at a distance

Protected from the wickedness

Trying to hold on

We'll return when this cold stops

Bridge

What year am | even on?
My rhythm started to fall
Grades were so good
Rarely behind on a lecture
My motivation is gone
Online tore me apart
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Waiting for normal is a pain
Memories are the only thing keeping me sane

Outro:

I've grown reminiscent

| feel sentimental

Hope is so minimal

But | must continue to try

Will I live to see the day

When everyone returns and campus is alive again?
Till then I'll close my eyes

Pretend my motivation never died
Anticipate the upcoming train

Ready to enjoy my stay at the university

Hello! My name is Shiquana Johnson, and I'm in Computer Science.
Computers have always been a part of me, though singing has been with
me longer. My imagination has no limits. | love creating things, whether
with code or with sounds/words. Despite being a sloth at both.

I'm still new to songwriting. | joined this competition to see where | am in
terms of it. The goal was to keep the song positive. Challenging, but |
managed to achieve it. | had a fun time, and overall this experience
encouraged me to continue songwriting.




JOHNNY KENNEDY
Tin Roof Talkin’

3k past that Irondale gas on highway 503

Proctor Drive till you see a sign, outline says Kennedy
Grandma bought a 4 acre lot, in 1941

A little log cabin, acorns tappin’, screen porch on the front
It's been a long time, since I've

Listened to that old tin roof, years just fly on by

When I'm down, and life gets loud

There's a place | know, way up in the clouds

All I can hear is that tin roof talkin’

A thunder crack and those rain drops fallin’
Birchwood burning in that old wood stove
When | get lost that's where | go

All | can see is those blue jays flying

Percolator pot and that bacon frying

| wanna get back to those old pine trees

When all | could hear is that tin roof talkin to me

Those old pine trees whisper in the breeze, standin’ in a row
AM static, playing classic country radio

It's been a long time, since |

Listened to that old tin roof, years just fly on by

When I'm down, and life gets loud

That's a place | go, far from city sounds

Tin roof talkin’, rain drops fallin’
Screen door knockin’ and the loons are callin’
00000 00000 00000 OO0V
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00000 00000 00000 000000
Tin Roof Talkin’

After doing my whole first year of Carleton BMus classes at home online,
I moved away from home for the first time in September 2021. | grew up
in the country in a small town and | have always lived with my family. This
is my first time ever living in a big city. | have had a lot of fun and new
experiences living in Ottawa for school but there are a lot of things | miss
about where | grew up.

When I lived at home my weekends were almost always spent going to
my family cottage in Irondale, Ontario. My family owns a little 4-acre lot
in the middle of the woods with a little log cabin on it that we call
Whispering Pines. It has and always will be my favourite place to go.
Since | am now living 5 hours from my home and my family for school |
don’t get to go to the cottage as much as | used to. In fact, this last year
is probably the least I've ever gone in my whole life and | really miss it.

Living in the city and in an apartment for the first time | am beginning to
realize all the differences between living in the city compared to the
country. One of my favourite things growing up has always been falling
asleep to rain falling on the roof. It is so calming and instantly relaxes you
and makes you feel at home. Living in an apartment on a middle floor |
now never get to hear the rain on the roof and it is one of the things |
miss the most. Now that | am living in Ottawa, | wanted to write a song
that could instantly transport me to the place | love the most and bring
back all my favourite memories of being at my family cottage in Irondale,
since | can't visit it as much anymore. Now when | am thinking of how
much | miss my cottage all | have to do is pick up my guitar, sing Tin Roof
Talklin” and it instantly transports me out of the city, straight to the
screened in front porch of my family cottage where | love to sit by the
window and watch the blue jays eat peanuts off the birdfeeder while my
mom cooks breakfast on the woodstove on a rainy day.
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CAMDEN MCKIMM
I'm Done Soon’

*This song is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

Verse 1:

I'm always feeling like I'm sinking,

Like my head is underground

My friends have got me thinking,

They say | need to get around

This time of year things feel useless,
Like I'm playing a game that doesn’t end
Got no friends, just my reflection,

All | say he understands

Chorus:
Chasing clouds, I'm floating away
Faking smiles, I've got nothing to say

Verse 2:

Gotta show my papers,
Before it all ends

I've contemplated quitting,
Cause | know it’s all pretend
Look at all these fools,
Collectively wasting time
Now I'm set on sleeping,
Till I make up my mind

Chorus:

Chasing clouds, I'm floating away
Faking smiles, I've got nothing to say
| don’t know why | feel this way

I’'m done soon, waiting for that day

Solo
Chorus
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My submission is a song about the final semesters of my undergraduate
degree. More specifically, it discusses school during COVID; with
emphasis on in-person and online learning during the pandemic (i.e. the
Fall 2021 semester). Themes relating to cuScreen, the isolating feeling of
online learning, not hanging out at cafes (perhaps Roosters), and the
quality of education received in a pandemic are included in the song. |
understand that they are somewhat negative, but they are authentic. |
hope at the very least the judges enjoy the musicianship and take
interest in interpreting the lyrics. The upbeat nature of the verses are
juxtaposed by the lyrics, which are more melancholy. The choruses have
a melancholy vibe but include nice harmonies. The guitar solo takes
inspiration from a wide range of musicians, including Mac Demarco, Eric
Clapton and the Ventures.

Please know that I like Carleton University, especially before COVID. I'm
not trying to be a downer, this was just an expression of mine through
song.

I'm in the final year of my
undergraduate degree
studying history.

| was very grateful to
have been able to
participate. It is a good
thing to encourage
artists at Carleton to
create things. | love
making music, and was
thrilled to hear that my
song was one of the
winners in the
songwriting portion of
the competition.
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Jeremy Raymond
A Way

Verse 1:

You'll find a way, your own way, child,

| know you will find your own way.

| sit and pray, o’ | pray, dear,

that the world won't turn your heart grey.
My heart from yours, it's yours, child,

It's yours every step of the way.

Chorus 1:

I'll find a way, find a way, Ma,

you know that I'll find my own way,
you can sit and pray, but that’s no way
to ensure my heart won't turn grey.
I’'m going someplace and | don’t know,
What to do and where to go

Farewell, Farewell

Verse 2:

Trust in me, trust in me, child,

my words will ease your pain,

I'll be here for you, for you, dear,
nothing you can do will unchain
Your’s and my life, your my life, child
Even if you're in a different lane.

Chorus 2:

Trust in me, trust in me, Ma

please put all your trust in me,

I'm finally free and you will see,

I’'m the person you thought | would be.
I’'m going someplace and | don’t know,
What to do and where to go

Farewell, farewell
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Verse 3:

Keep smiling, keep smiling, child,

even though you think you're tough.
Hear my three words, three words, dear
that you need when times get rough

| love you, | love you, child,

| can’t seem to say it enough.

Chorus 3:

I’'m smiling, I'm smiling, Ma,

but sometimes | just want to cry,

| never thought | was shy, but | will still try,
keep remembering our goodbye.

| went someplace | didn't know,

Didn’t know what to do or where to go,
But still have you, | always do,

Didn’t want to say

Farewell, Farewell

Exit Verse:

You'll find a way, your own way, child,
you always find your own way.

| love you so much, dear I'm your crutch,
even if you cannot stay,

I'll be here, I'll be here, child,
reminiscing our last day.

Farewell, farewell.

My love.

| am a fourth-year Film Studies and English student at Carleton. My
interests include writing, poetry, nature, and martial arts.

| would like to thank Carleton University and Dr. McGowan for this
amazing learning experience. This experience has offered me new skills
in song writing and poetry. It has also given me and other students an
opportunity to share and practice our art in a safe and welcoming
space.
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Compositions (program notes)

PHILIPPE DOUCET

Semester Waltz

With my composition, titled “Semester Waltz,” | aimed to convey
the sense of rhythm that is felt throughout a university semester;
in other words, how do perceptions of time, workload, and state
of mind play with each other. Therefore the piece, like a
semester, is broken up into different sections that each resemble
each other but can feel very different. The sections of the
semester (and therefore of the piece) are, as follows: beginning
of the semester, mid-term exams, post-reading week, final exams,
and the conclusion of the semester (getting grades, taking a
break, and eventually getting ready to start all over)

The fact that it's in 324 points to this sense of rhythm as a dance;
as a student, there is an inherent give and take between me and
my professors/the school. A waltz, therefore, gives the forward
movement to the piece that is a similar constant pressure over
the course of a semester, for better or for worse. At first, this
dance is welcoming, but a little repetitive as you try to get into
the groove for this new semester. But very quickly, new content
starts coming in faster than you might be prepared for; just as
there are more readings, there are more variations in the main
melody being introduced at the beginning of the song/semester.

Then comes the time of the first exams. While harmonically
things don’t change much - we're in the same key, the melody is
largely made up of the same notes, and the course material is
largely the same - every note seems to weigh more and last
longer, just as the course content seems to weigh more and the
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days get longer; as | get tested for the first time this semester, |
start to get the feeling I'm hanging by a thread.

But then | pass! With flying colours! Or walking colours. | mean,
heck, the colours could even be limping, regardless, I'm still in
the dance. The rhythm is very similar to the beginning of the
semester, and | can breathe over the course of this second half -
some new ideas (musical for the piece and academic for the
semester) are presented, but folded into the melodies (academic
content) brought on in the first half.

However, this second half seems to fly by much quicker than the
first one. All of a sudden, I'm back in exam mode, and this time
the stakes are as high as they’ve ever been. The notes reach
higher, and so does my stress, impatience, worry... but there’s a
level of stability here. These exams resemble the first ones (this
section of the piece sounds very similar to the first “exam”
section), it just happens to be a little longer.

And finally - release! The final
grades start pouring in, and | walk
away from the semester feeling
like I've learned a grade deal and,
while the exams may have been
times of stress or doubt, | have
grown and | feel more confident
and stable in my knowledge. It’s a
time for celebration, reflection ...
and very quickly looking forward
to the next semester. With this in
mind, the piece could easily loop
over and over again, until
graduation comes! But I've yet to
get to that part of the dance, so |
imagine that melody will have to
wait another day.
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KESSLER DOUGLAS

Digital Paisley

Since hearing about this competition, | have been thinking about
how best to capture my Carleton experience through music. This
is my first year at Carleton, so | had relatively little experience to
draw from. Furthermore, the experiences that | have had here
have been largely online. While | have been on campus for
rehearsals and some classes, the majority of my Carleton time
has been spent on Zoom, Brightspace, email, or just working
from my room. While at first, | felt this meant that | didn’t have a
solid picture of the ‘Carleton student experience,’ | soon realized
how | could harness the online-ness for musical creation. Digital
Paisley is the result.

The title of the piece refers to my largely digital experience,
which has been, like a paisley pattern, diverse and colourful. |
have met many people, learned a lot (both academically and
personally), and, like the floral paisley designs, seen my own
artistry and personality grow and bloom. Due to the online nature
of school, it often feels like many of my experiences are
fragmentary, isolated, and unrelated. But after a number of
months here now under my belt, | can see how the various
courses, people, and music work together as a cohesive whole,
coming together like the various lines, shapes, and colours on
paisley patterns. The icing on the cake (or maybe its boring
foundation) is that the street | live on, and have experienced
Carleton from, is called Paisley.

| had originally planned Digital Paisley to be more fully
orchestrated and accompanied by a solid demo recording, but
one day before the deadline for submission, my recording
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computer died on me, and | had to try to make something
functional without the work that | lost on that computer.
Unfortunately, | was not able to find a way to record a good
version, so the condensed score submitted along with this
document is all | have to submit. The intro melody (mm. 1-12) was
composed by transposing the Zoom meeting numbers for my
courses into scale degrees (in F lydian) and then altering some
notes chromatically (by a half-step at most) and rhythmically to
add interest. This angular intro, representing the sometimes
choppy and hectic nature of online learning, slowly turns into the
motif at rehearsal letter [A], an idea that returns frequently
throughout the piece. This motif represents the joy of learning
and the sense of accomplishment of overcoming the challenges
of post-secondary education during the pandemic.

As the piece develops in the [B] and [C] sections, new harmonies
and melodic ideas weave in and out of each other, representing
the various friends I've made and interests I've found at Carleton.
Solos over the harmony of the [B] and [C] sections show how
these new friendships and interests continue to grow in dynamic
and exciting ways, often with a certain degree of improvisation
involved. As Digital Paisley returns to the original [B] section
melody (at [G]), it builds into a climatic drum solo over the
reoccurring motif — a statement: veni, vidi, vici; “ came (to
Carleton), | saw (my colleagues through my computer screen),
and | conquered (the obstacles on online learning).” This
triumphant announcement slowly fades away just as the [A] motif
first appeared. Just as before, the future is uncertain. Unlike
earlier, though, | bring experience, my Carleton experience, with
me, ready to face whatever diverse-paisley and potentially-digital
challenges stand before me

[ ] |
Kessler is a student in the Master of Arts degree in Music and Culture.
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JACK HUI LITSTER

An Unknown lliness (second movement from
Pandemic In Four Movements)

*This piece is included in the Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

While | was writing this piece (January-June 2021), we were in the
midst of hopeful yet challenging times in the COVID-19
pandemic. Vaccination programs were beginning, but lockdowns
continued. | chose to compose a four-movement piece that
would reflect emotional experiences of the pandemic. Personally,
| have been spared from the worst of the pandemic. None of my
family or friends have died from COVID-19, and those of my
friends who have had COVID-19 have recovered well.
Nonetheless, for all of us, COVID-19 has been psychologically
challenging, as we constantly adapt to shifting standards of what
is and what is not safe. For significant portions of this past school
year, | have been blessed with the experience of being home full-
time with my two children as we all navigate online school. And
during part of the COVID-19 pandemic | have worked as an
overnight assistant in a group home for people with disabilities.
These experiences have shaped my perspectives on the
pandemic, and they provide colour to Pandemic in Four
Movements. For me, this represents my Carleton experience
because | am a second year MA student and my entire degree
has taken place during the pandemic.

The piece that | am submitting for this composition is the second
movement of my Pandemic in Four Movements. This movement is
titled ‘An Unknown lliness, and it depicts January and February
2020 before the global pandemic had been officially declared. At
this time, there were isolated clusters of cases of a new and
mysterious virus emerging in countries including China and Iran.
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This movement is a recognition of the mourning for those who
were among the first to die from COVID-19.

‘An Unknown lliness’ is written to feature interplay between two
types of flute: a xiao, which is a Chinese vertical bamboo flute,
and a ney, which is a Middle Eastern end-blown flute. Their
melodies are complemented by chord pads from a woodwind
quartet which features English horn, clarinet, bass clarinet and
contrabassoon. Later in this piece, a string quartet is added to
support a final melodic statement from the English horn.
Inspiration for this piece came from listening to Armenian and
Iranian composers, namely Djivan Gasparyan and Ahmad Pejman.

In 2022 Jack completed his Master of Arts degree in Music and Culture
at Carleton University, where his thesis explored the blending of cultures
in Tan Dun'’s score for the film “Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon” (2000,
directed by Ang Lee). Jack is grateful for this opportunity to share his
composition “An Unknown lliness.” This piece features melodies played
by Chinese and Iranian flutes (xiao and ney), as well as English horn. “An
Unknown lliness” depicts the mourning for the early COVID-19 deaths in
January and February 2020

55



PETER KUHL

Carleton Wind Quintet and Handbells

Out of all small instrument ensembles, wind quintet has the most
different timbres. Using this | represent my pride at how Carleton
is a diverse, positive, and accepting community which I'm glad to
be a part of. This diversity also lends itself to a strength of the
music department. The music department is very open and
accepting of all kinds of music (another type of diversity). This
exposure and focus on exploration, and of dialogue is very
engaging and useful. Everyone has prior knowledge to share. For
this song | make use of the versatility of handbells, making use of
my own knowledge. The interesting differences of my multiple
phases and movements help represent these ideas.

The first movement represents my time before Carleton as well as
my beginnings here. At the time | was still unsure if I'd be able to
have a good time in a music program, and was intimidated by the
change from high school to university. The song starts out slow,
quiet and reserved, and grows in energy as | get settled in and
comfortable in this new setting.

The second movement has moments inspired by counterpoint
writing that I've learned at Carleton. It again represents getting
used to my first year at Carleton. This time it shows the moment
I'm able to get adjusted and find how happy | am in a program
and place that really suits me.

The third movement starts off with a foreboding melody to
represent the shift in my education introduced by Covid-19. This
shifts into a section about how Carleton managed to be
accommodating and finish off the year decently well. There’s an
improv solo section which is meant to showcase the ‘figuring
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things out’ phase Carleton had to do. | have written an optional
duet solo | that showcases the co-operation and difficulties that
had to be dealt with in the upcoming year of online classes. After
the solo section is a return of the foreboding melody before, but
now, it’s in triumph, as things manage to continue in good and
innovative ways, adapting nicely to the trying times. In this song |
used a lot of what | learned in jazz theory class.

The last movement represents my ongoing musical journey at
Carleton. There's a lot to learn and things aren't always easy, but |
feel like I'm on a very exciting path and have a lot of
encouragement in a good environment. This movement makes
more use of techniques and inspirations I've learned expressly
from classes, such as a Neapolitan chord, rondo form, and a C
section that’s inspired by the West African rhythm ensemble
pieces I've learned in rhythm class.

All and all, this composition is a representation of my years at
Carleton, and of experience gained on my pathway of music.

Peter studies music performance at Carleton in the BMus program. He's
a very expressive person. In his studies, he has a focus on trumpet
performance, and also enjoys instrumental composition,

electronic art music production, creative fiction writing, poetry writing
(spoken and written), dance, hair-styling, and various combinations of all
the above.

My experience with the contest: This was a good opportunity to seriously
apply myself to the craft of composition, which I'm very fortunate to be
able to practice. | thank my classes at Carleton, my family, and the
resources at Carleton's MacOdrum library, for all being very helpful in
giving me the tools to give it my all.
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ARMAAN BHULLAR

My Carleton Experience

This composition reflects my Carleton Experience as it captures
the many emotions I've been feeling and my hopes for the future.
The beginning starts off slow and slightly somber, as that’s how |
was feeling at the beginning of this year and even now. The
inability to have a normal university experience really got me
down and so | wanted this intro section to reflect that. However, |
didn’t want this feeling to encapsulate the piece because | know
that things will get better. That’s why | had a transition to a
happier section because | know that summer is coming and
things are going to start to go back to a forgotten, yet welcome,
normal. I'm happy with how this section turned out, but | wanted
to really show that my work at Carleton is not done and that there
will be hard parts in the future. This dreary section reflected that,
but in the end, on graduation day and beyond, | know that all my
hard work will be worth it. | hope the last section reflected that
feeling of accomplishment and happiness.

My degree is biology and biotechnology. With this degree | am able to
enhance my business skills while also mastering the fascinating science
behind the biotechnology that serves to save lives every day.

I am very glad to have participated in Dr. McGowan's Songwriting and
Poetry Competition. | was able to creatively make something | am truly
proud of, and | hope through the promotion of arts on campus everyone
is able to experience this feeling of achievement through the creation of
art.
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JOSH KURUVILLA

Intro

For the past 25 months (about 2 years), | have been feeling
incredibly stressed. Handling a full course load and doing naval
reserves BMQ has not been easy for me. But regardless of what
the day might bring, the successes, the failures, the glories, and
the heartbreaks, it starts with me listening to a piece by a Welsh
heavy metal band [Bullet for My Valentine] and a Finnish cello
metal [Apocalyptica] titled “Intro.” It is a piece that is very
reflective, and it is also very emotional and moving. | thought
about arranging it for a marching band because it has been
around for almost two decades and | did not find a single chart
on JW. Pepper, Hal Leonard, or the numerous fake books that
existed at your local Long & McQuade or music superstore and |
really wanted my air cadet squadron’s brass and reed band to
play this as an inspection piece for a commanding officer’s
parades or annual ceremonial review. It is also a piece that has
little to no percussion and teaches young musicians to how to
look and count. Regardless, it is a piece and a song that deserved
more attention during its era of the mid-2000s and | want to
make it cool through a band arrangement after it's had a
monumental impact on throughout my life until now.

Josh is a student in the Bachelor of Music program.
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SAMUEL SCHROETER

Carleton Rhapsody for Clarinet & Piano, Op. 1

*The second and third movements of this work are included in the
Creative Reflections Soundtrack.

The Carleton Rhapsody for Clarinet & Piano, Op. 1 chronologically
narrates the story of my first-year experience at Carleton
University from my departure to university to my return home.
The use of various interwoven motifs captures feelings of
excitement and discomfort in adjusting to a life of independence,
developing lasting friendships and perusing my passion for
music.

PART I: DEPARTURE

Having spent most of my life on a farm, | was eager to explore the
abundant social and academic opportunities in at Carleton. The
months leading up to my departure were marked with many
mixed, often overwhelming feelings: while University would
provide me with connections and tools needed to peruse careers
in music, it would come at the cost of leaving those vast fields,
clear skies and family dinners of my childhood behind. Hence,
such conflicts were expressed in the introductory material to the
Rhapsody. The clarinet begins with a simple motif which
augments throughout the movement as my growing anticipation
and melancholy grows. All the while, the piano unfolds in
rhythmic complexity and volume symbolizing insecurities over
new expectations and adjustments to my daily routine as move-in
day quickly approaches. When finally arriving at campus, facing
the towering Residence Commons building, a glimmer of
reassurance returns. The texture thins and volume hushes as |
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begin to fanaticize over my newly found freedom: the dreamlike
epiphany that | can finally now connect with others, seek
extracurricular activities, and immerse myself in the study of
music all at my own pace. As the tonality switches to major and
the billowing piano passages cease (and as my nerves subside),
the “Freedom” theme briefly emerges in the clarinet as it gently
soars to a cadence. | have now come to terms with my transition
away from the complacency of farm life and am prepared to
transition to a new home.

PART lI: ADAPTATION

It took a couple weeks to acclimate to residence life: from
sharing my living space to reorganizing my schedule to include
the ever-expanding list of school priorities, University was
daunting at first. The looping of modal harmonies and obscuring
of themes in the clarinet represents a routine thrown off balance
to these foreign surroundings. The first phrase introduces the
“COVID-19” theme, recurring throughout the Rhapsody to
illustrate my lingering concern over it affecting my relationships
and lecture attendance. It then presents a triplet phrase taken
from the later-explored “Home” theme in the grazioso espressivo
section (and additional 5/8-time section) as disjointed as my
inevitable home sickness. It alternates between excerpts from the
“School” and “Friend” themes reflecting my great expectations
pressure to maintain my scholarships and seek lasting friendships
despite my social anxiety. Halfway into this section, the rhythmic
momentum and register in both instruments' increases, as my
efforts to socialize with people in my program increase. As they
lead to a triumphant cadence in a bright new key, my initiative
was rewarded by joining a friend group. They familiarized me
with city life with its peculiarities and splendors and continue to
encourage me to authentically express myself. The piano vamps

continued...
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on the tonic signifying this accomplishment while a ritardando
marks each slowing heartbeat as | fall deeper into relaxation. My
surroundings are no longer foreign, and now resemble something
like home. A place of great beauty, inclusion and wonder.

PART IlIl: EXPLORATION

The clarinet reintroduces the “Friend” theme in its entirety in a
lively, scherzo-like manner as my adventures with new friends
unfold, from jam sessions atop the schools’ parking garage to
evenings out for dinner. | begin to loosen up as the syncopated
“oom-pah” piano accompaniment hops along. The very fugato-
esque construction of the theme replicates my willingness to
participate in various extra- curricular and social activities
throughout the first weeks of Fall Term. As expected of such a
wild rising clarinet sequence and array of tonicizations, | was at
first overambitious at the expense of later balancing work and
play. Disjointed meters and modal wandering interrupt the
“Friend” theme as begin to lose my bearings and question where
| belong. After much contemplation, | begin prioritizing school,
which cues the “School” theme grounded by smooth voice
leading, concise symmetrical phrases, reflecting those common
practice procedures and clarinet phrasing techniques | learned,
as well polyrhythms that allured me from rhythm training and
Roots ensemble courses. The lilted waltz carries on as | grow
curious in my studies. Music history, especially, grabbed my
interest (alluded to in the chronology of rhapsody itself: from the
modal, quartal passages of Part Il inspired by early Medieval
organum chant to the more polytonal Modernist and Romantic
inspired Parts IV and V.)

Further into the semester, work began to pile up with the
repetition of the theme being juxtaposed by an unsettling
dissonant harmonic backdrop in piano. Suddenly, my passion for
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studies became a fixation and | sought the support of peers in my
program, inciting a recapitulation to the Friend theme. Striking a
balance between my social and academic life was an easier
process in university once | realized how fortunate | was to be
surrounded by compassionate peers and instructors who had my
success and wellbeing in mind. But with an aching for new
surroundings, | returned home to recharge.

PART IV: PANIC

This section begins with the complete “Home” theme,
characterized by a lyrical clarinet melody and homo-rhythmic
piano accompaniment as | make my return to the farmstead to
reconnect with family and nature. As | make the above-
mentioned revelations, my eagerness to return and start fresh
rises with the tempo and restless harmonies. This eagerness is
put temporarily on hold upon the approach of two obstacles:
exam season and the threat of a COVID-19 variant. The result is a
jocular passage containing strident polyharmonies and tempo
changes. The “Home” “School and “Friend” themes are once
again fragmented and distorted by the shrill altissimo screeching
of the clarinet as | try desperately to meet hard deadlines, attend
club meetings and spend as much time as possible with friends
before potential lockdowns separate up. The tempo approaches
breakneck speed and piano hammers polychords while my stress
levels boil to the surface. Through sudden exhaustion, the “Home
theme” hauntingly reappears in the clarinet, as if taunting me for
wanting to leave in the first place. | desire to return home once
more.

PART V: REFLECTION

The “Home” theme reappears in a different key | associate with
nostalgia as | return for Christmas break. After completing exams

and bidding my farewells, | unpack my luggage in my bedroom,
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now rearranged and slightly unfamiliar. The piano returns to a
contemplative modal vamp like the first movement, only this time
with increased momentum created by piano polyrhythms. The
“Freedom” repeats in soaring registers as | begin recalling the
fond memories of university: those parking garage jam sessions,
dinners out, ensemble performances, insightful studio lessons
and Kendo club activities. After being separated

from campus life for nearly two months, | truly began to
appreciate all those invaluable experiences in shaping the
confident, autonomous person | am today. The Rhapsody leads
towards one more grandiose cadence in the same key as Part Il.
Since then, I've agreed to complete the program as | feel | could
rebound from those shortcomings of fall term with my bolstered
resilience and trust in others. With the lockdown in effect, the
clarinet concludes by cycling the first phrase of the “Friend”
theme overtop a more subdued “COVID-19” theme in lower
sonorities of the piano. Despite my experiences, | yearn to
someday return once restrictions are lifted. Having learned all
those difficult lessons last year both inside and outside the
lecture hall, | now feel optimism to continue this memorable
chapter in my life and make the most out of winter term.

I'm currently in my second year of the Bachelor of music program at
Carleton in clarinet. | plan to specialize in composition and eventually
work independently as a film scorer and indie game composer while
performing on the side. I'm also interested in exploring music from the
Middle East and Africa to discover how music shapes their cultural
identities. The poetry & songwriting competition challenged me to
reflect deeply on my first-year experiences and experiment with motivic
ideas and genres. | would highly recommend participating if you have
any interest in kickstarting your songwriting career or simply to discover
your unique sound.
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JACK TOMLINSON

White and Light Blue

White and Light Blue was written by me in March of 2021. Despite
this, the piece is still meaningful to the struggles that | have had
over the past few months. | am a new student to Carleton, and |
have had a hard time so far. As one of my favourite pieces ever
written, it makes me smile when | listen to it. Sometimes, when |
am doing work, or | am upset, | listen to the music | have written.
This piece recalls a memory of me in my room in residence. My
favourite part is measures 29 to 40 (0:58 to 1:20) so listen closely.
My main goal is to share my music. My side goal from this
competition is to have someone play my music.

Jack is a student in the B.Math Statistics program with a concentration in
Actuarial Science.










CREATIVE REFLECTIONS
SOUNDTRACK

Track Listings

1. I'm Done Soon - Camden McKimm

2. Lie - Aaryanna Rose Guillermo

3. 1 Know You’ve Got My Back - Courage Survival Eyong
4. Dunton Tower - Jennifer Goodman

5. Essence - Samuel Boucher

6. Tunnel Vision - Philippe Doucet

7. An Unknown Iliness - Jack Hui Litster

8. “Adaption” and “Exploration” from Carleton Rhapsody for
Clarinet & Piano, Op. 1 - Samuel Schroeter

Nathan Da Silva, audio engineer, producer, guitar (tracks 1-6)
John Rosefield, additional audio recording (track 8)

Rob Cosh, mixing and mastering

Also: Carter Hickey, vocals (track 5), Joel Oppong Boateng, drums
(tracks 1, 3, 5), Aude Urbancic, piano (track 8)

© 2022: Copyright for all recordings held by the songwriters and
composers, used with permission
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Creative Reflections of the Student Experience
is an anthology of poems, lyrics, songs and
composition program notes by Carleton students
who participated in the 2021-2022
Carleton University Songwriting
and Poetry Competition

Also included is the
Creative Reflections Soundtrack,
an accompanying musical compilation of
professionally recorded songs and instrumental
compositions from the competition.

Through these expressions of the arts, these
pieces capture a cross-section of journeys,
thoughts, fears, hopes, frustration, excitement,
mundanity, humour and joy that students
experienced while pursuing their studies in an
academic year disrupted by
the pandemic.

You will find remarkable determination and

resiliency of spirit here that transcends the

different departments on campus by using
creative artistic expression to create community.
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