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By: Gian Mura 

Our year (the time it takes our planet to complete a trip around the sun) 
consists of 365 days as per our calendars. The actual time is 365.2522 

days. This extra quarter of a day generated an extra day every four years.  
 

By the time Julius Ceaser inserted an extra day in our calendars, February 
29th, every four years,  our seasons were out by several days with our cal-
endars. This was fixed by pope GregoryXIII who brought our calendars in 

line with our seasons. 
 

One of our most common myths about February 29th whose unknown ori-
gins are hundreds of years old is that on that day women are allowed to 

propose to men instead of the other way around. This was made law by the 
Scottish parliament in 1288. English law still does not recognize this day 

as a legal day. These days, recognizing our equality, both sexes are allowed 
to propose to whomever at any time. 

 
Progress! I Love it! So Leap Ahead! 

 
Based on that tradition Al Capp started in his comic book a story about 
Sadie Hawkins in Dogpatch and her famous race to try and catch a hus-

band. This started a new tradition in America. The Sadie Hawkins dances.  
 

Note:The extra 000.0022 day gained every year might generate a Febru-
ary 30th every 10,000 years. Something to look forward for people born 

on that day, they will never celebrate a birthday?  
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Who cares about you? 

Deposited by death 

On this dirty concrete side walk 

Lying here on the corner 

Of Queen West and Yonge 

Like a fleshed out  

eerie Dutch still life 

I‟m surprised people walk past you  

Without even noticing 

Without even feeling 

A sense of sad recognition  

That you were once a creature 

Who flew boundless heights, 

Who once knew freedom 

So unimaginable 

Blood spilling from your beak 

As gracefully elegant as the pearls  

Dripping between the slender fingers 

Of the department store window‟s mannequin 

A regal blonde angel, she stands above you  

Her hand stretched out  

Beckoning you –as soft and as delicate 

As the branch of a willow tree 

I never realized 

What a heavy body pigeons actually have 

Reminding me 

How heavy our souls  

 Become earth grounded 

By the never ending pressures and demands  

Around us 

How easy 

We forget 

And 

How hard to remember 

How beautiful 

How graceful 

We can be 

Unchained 

 From the madness 

Of the daily grind, 

Un-caging our hearts and souls 

Allowing them to soar free.  

The Pigeon by: Pamela Chynn 
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A Dream About Nothing by Mark G. 
 
I bumped into a friend of mine the other day. He asked me if there was anything new. 
“Not much.” I said, “but I did have this dream last night.” I then proceeded to go into 
detail. “You know how Houselink has funding for groups? Well I was thinking of get-
ting a few members together with particular skills.” “I agree,” says my friend, “as we 
do have quite a bit of hidden talents. What are you going to do with them” Build some-
thing?” “Exactly,” I said. “Something that will help improve community relations and 
decrease levels of frustration.” “And who‟s gonna benefit from this contraption?” 
“Well,” I responded, “sometimes there seems to be a lack of communication among 
staff and members. The amount of members living in poverty does not help, also if 
someone‟s buttons are being pushed, or just having a really bad day.” “So what are you 
going to build?” said my friend. “You know those old fashioned phone booths! I am 
going to convert them to be sound proof, then members can enter them when they feel 
they need a really good scream.” “Sounds very cathartic.” My friend says, “to release 
all that anger and frustration not to mention those endorphins. A screaming booth.” 
 
“And get this, after five or ten minutes a sign will come up “THANK YOU FOR 
SCREAMING” and the door automatically opens. “well,” my friend says, if we are get-
ting into bells and whistles I have an idea. How about an optional scream soundtrack 
to get you started, and hell, let‟s throw a camera in there as well.” “People taking pic-
tures of themselves screaming?” I inquire. “Sure,” he says, “they can always use it as a 
Christmas card, with the caption „Having a wonderful time, wish you were here.‟” 
“Good idea.” I say, “and to help further improve community relations, if we have noisy 
neighbours we can invite them in by saying “Don‟t be uncouth, spend time in the 
booth.” “Let‟s not stop there, let‟s invite the staff to use it, for a nominal cost, of 
course. I imagine there is one or two, after listening to complaints all day, could use a 
good scream! And thinking outside the box we could also get into fundraising.” “How 
so?” I inquired. “Well for example, sports. If your favourite team is losing once again, 
spend some time in the box. Or maybe a political rally, after listening to BS for three 
or four hours, and your head is spinning..., spend some time in the box. The various 
avenues we can RENT out the booth are endless. So in finality I said, “What do you 
think of this hair-brained idea?” “Well, you know what they say. If you built it they will 
come” 
To be continued... 
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Winter is finally here. 
The winter gale  
all night 
ululated outside my win-
dows. 
It was not the wail of a Ban-
shee, 
it was the cry of a lost child. 
I sent good vibrations 
 its way 
but could not help it  
more than that. 
I am lost myself. 

Winter Wind  
by: Gian Mura 

POOR, POOR, POOR by: Anonymous 
 

Poor, poor, poor 
Come see what I see 
Poor, poor, poor 
A fridge full of emptiness 
Poor, poor, poor 
Not even a bus ticket to go and say hello to my mother 
Poor, poor, poor 
I wish I had made it on time to see my father before he died 
Poor, poor, poor 
Not enough time or money to have fun with my friends 
Poor, poor, poor 
The only richness I have is the love of Jesus Christ  to keep me go-
ing and make the world a better place for you and me plus  
Houselink 
Is that really the end? 
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Disturbance at Night 
 

Copyright: Mr. Invisible 
 

Disturbance at night, sometimes by day, 
It takes my mental health away, 
I feel helpless and hopeless, too 
My healing experiences the flu, 
My way to cope is out of whack, 
Guess I‟m totally out of luck. 
 
It‟s four am, I just woke up, 
And I guess I‟m out of luck, 
Loud noise, banging and screaming, 
Cross the hall, police are creaming, 
One of my neighbors in cuffs led away, 
Hopefully the last time can I say? 
Early afternoon another day, 
Police is ever on their way, 
Fourteen cops are in the house, 
No way out for any mouse. 
And the resident across the hall, 
Sets himself up for the fall, 
Cops are knocking, getting loud, 
Sniffing at neighbors to find out, 
If they are using any drugs, 
Only they find nothing under rugs. 
Besides, they disturbed again my night, 
Don‟t you think that this is right? 
 
In the evening, coming home, 
Get stopped, residents are on their own, 
At a parking lot and home isn‟t far, 
A SWAT team raid, the disturbance war. 
At gunpoint residents are made to leave, 
You‟re not there and getting grief, 
Your door is broken down, the place a mess, 

It‟s all for the good, that‟s what I guess, 
A guy was shot, about three streets away, 
On our front porch bleeding he would stay, 
Right after, someone called it in, shouting 
loud, 
The guy left to look for another hide-out 
And they came in force, with guns drawn, 
Residents at gun point moved to the lawn. 
Looking for guns, not psych medication,  
That‟s the state of non-profit housing na-
tion. 
  
It‟s a non-profit housing outfit, don‟t stress, 
Dealing with people in mental health mess, 
Opened their door to people with addictions 
too, 
And disturbances at night become nothing 
new. 
Can they ensure that I stay healthy and 
sane? 
Not getting sick going down the illness lane. 
The disturbances at night are getting to me. 
When can I live again disturbance free? 
Almost every night it becomes the same, 
It‟s the non-profit nightly disturbance 
game. 
The buzzer‟s loud and all night long, 
The traffic of users and dealers is strong, 
And to stop this disturbance by law, 
It‟s taking a sweet time so far, 
Almost a year and it is not over, 
And the next neighbor maybe another 
rover. 
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Toronto 2016: An All-Star Attraction By Ross Dean 
 

In Febuary from the 11th to the 14th, the city of Toronto, the Toronto Raptors, and the fans of the 
Raptors and basketball in general celebrated with the 65th NBA All-Star game. It included many ac-
tivities for people and fans to enjoy, take part in, and witness first hand. These are the activites that 
were celebrated and took place that weekend: 
 
On Feb.the 11th Raptors G.M. Masai Ujiri hosted a movie titled "Giants of Africa". The movie was 
about an effort to create basketball camps for underprivileged teenaged boys in the countries of 
Rwanda, Kenya, Ghana, and Nigeria. The events was attended by many celebrities and guests includ-
ing NBA Commissioner Adam Silver, and the Rwanda President. 
 
On Feb. the 12th Canada played the U.S.A. in the NBA All- Star Celebrity game. Canada won 74-64 
and had celebrities like Jose Bautista, Milos Raonic, Eugenie Bouchard, Steve Nash, and Win Butler 
(who won the game M.V.P.) playing for them. Head coaches were Drake for team Canada and Kevin 
Hart for team U.S.A., Drake was given the key to the city by Mayor John Tory for his contributions to 
basketball in Toronto. The Raptors also opened their new practice facility on the C.N.E. grounds 
called the "Biosteel Centre". The BBVA Compass Rising All-Star Challenge was also held on Friday 
with the U.S.A. beating the World team 157-154. Canada's own Andrew Wiggins of the Minnesota 
Timberwolves played on the world team. Zach Levine took home the M.V.P. for the game. 
 
On Feb. the 13th they had State Farm All-Star Saturday Night and the NBA'S D-League all-star game. 
In the D-League game the East beat the West 128-124 (Jimmer Fredette won the M.V.P.) with Snoop 
Dog playing in the game. The State Farm night consisted of the  Taco Bell All-Star Skills Challenge 
won by Minnesota's Karl Anthony Towns over Boston's Isiah Thomas, the Foot Locker 3 point Con-
test which included Kyle Lowry of the Toronto Raptors , but was won by Golden State's Klay Thomp-
son beating his teammate Stephen Curry, and the Verizon Slam Dunk Contest won by Minnesota's 
Zach Levine over Orlando's Aaron Gordon in one of the best slam dunk contest in years. It was fun 
had by all and had many stars, and celebrities watching the festivities. 
 
On Sunday the 14th it was the 65th annual All-Star game and the very last for retiring star Kobe Bry-
ant of the Los Angeles Lakers. Drake introduced all the players including both Kyle Lowry (a starter) 
and DeMar DeRozen  (a reserve) from the Toronto Raptors. Before the game started a tribute was 
paid to Kobe from retired NBA legend Earvin "Magic" Johnson of the Los Angeles Lakers. The West 
beat the East 196-173 in the highest scored game ever in an All-Star  fashion. Russell Westbrook of 
the Oklahoma City Thunder won the M.V.P. for the second straight year, and the game was watched 
by 7.6 million viewers on  television. Sting sang during the halftime show. 
 
All weekend fans including yours truly were able to buy All-Star merchandise, get autographs from 
NBA, WNBA, and NBA Legend players, shoot baskets and do skill contests, and watch NBA Mascots, 
dance groups, and dunk squads performed in front of the fans at the NBA Centre Court extravaganza 
on the grounds of the C.N.E.  
 
It was a wonderful weekend enjoy by NBA fans, celebrities, and players from both the NBA and 
WNBA including many current and legendary stars. It will be remembered in Toronto for years to 
come by fans  who will be waiting patiently for another weekend like it. 
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Spring Cleaning Of The Soul  By Pamela Chynn 
 
When I was teenager, John Steinbeck was one of my favorite writers. I remem-
ber the opening line of one of his novels from which the title was derived “It 
was the winter of our discontent.”  
For several  years  as I suffered through severe depression, often I think  of 
those  years  as the  winter of  my  discontent. Having gone through severe bul-
lying, emotionally I broke down. Actually, I would say it was only the first year 
that I would say I “felt” discontentment because a part of me still held stub-
bornly onto hope, enough to care enough to be frustrated, to be discontented, 
angry even.  
 
I  would  spend hours  upon  hours  inside  of my  apartment  chain  smoking  
cigarettes. Unable to find the strength to motivate myself to do even the sim-
plest of tasks like brushing my teeth or showering. All day long coffee  and  
cigarettes, and  nothing else but a constant replay of events in my  mind , like  a 
scene in a  movie or a passage in a novel that made no sense but kept reviewing 
it over to try  and  understand  how  it related to the rest  of the story.  
 
Then I started feeling what felt like absolutely numbness, emotionally I felt am-
bivalent to absolutely everything and everyone. I distanced myself not just 
physically as much as possible but emotionally as well from other people. When 
I looked out at the landscape of life I felt like I was looking out at a vast white 
field of icy coldness. Sometimes I would hear the wind howling screaming 
against my window pane as I looked out. 
Since I was twelve years old, I had religiously, every day been writing in my 
journal. Shortly after  the bullying started, I  completely stopped  writing  in  my  
journal , that  I  was  surprised  that I  had  immediately ceased to do something 
that had been a  life time habit  for me. I remember once in a group therapy ses-
sion telling this to the group. The facilitator said, “You abandoned yourself.”   
 
I was astounded. 
 
It was so true -so obviously true. I couldn‟t believe it.  
I couldn‟t stop reflecting on this statement. I came to the realization that it had 
been a survival tactic. 
Recently, I have begun spring cleaning my soul by trying to fold away the  heavy  
layers of  my   insecurities one line at a time  in my  journal . The more I  begin 
to write  again in my  journal  the  more  the  world  outside my window  pane  
looks less like a vast field of  nothing but  cold  whiteness, the  more  the  world 
at moments looks  more  and  more  full of  color  and  sound. The more I  begin 
to write in  my  journal the  more  I  begin to  believe that  maybe the next 
spring time of  my life  may  come  soon.  
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