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Full text of “Figments of My Imagination” 
 

Because it’s a Sunday, I drive carefully. 

My foot is light on the pedal and I gain a kind of satisfaction from doing everything right. 

First, my head tilts up to check the cars behind me, then it swivels right and left to check my 

sides. I put my turn signal on with a precise flick, and then I look to my blind spot, making sure I 

get an eyeful before I switch lanes and bring my eyes back to the main road. 

My mom isn’t the only one watching the speedometer, either. 

The second I’m in the church, though, I feel like someone has taken my clarity and thrown 

it out of a window. My mom makes stuffy greetings and I perform tight lipped smiles as the 

congregation floats towards the pews. I slip into one of them as soon as it feels appropriate and 

cross myself while fingering the car keys in my pocket. When I kneel down, I’m already thinking 

about a math assignment I have to hand in tomorrow. I figure God doesn’t want to hear about my 

stupid math assignment, so instead, I talk to myself. 

I’m unclean but when my mom stands to take Communion, I go as well. I know what she 

does and I pretend that I can see what everyone else in this room does which means that my 

complicity is no worse than their complicity. Mass hardly hinges on truth; the chant is white 

noise to drown out the sins; the stained windows keep the light from looking in on our impurity. 

In this performance, to not distort would be the worse sin; to sit in a pew rather than fold to the 

lie would be more of a confession. 

Confession is just another way of relieving that obsession with ourselves. As a kid, I felt 

confession like a shower. My eyes would close and I would let the routine sink into my skin so it 

could cleanse me of the dirt that, at the time, only felt skin deep. There was no need for guilt in 

cleaning; humans are not at fault for their inherent dirtiness; it was hygiene for the soul. 

But then why lie to the congregation and take Communion even when you shouldn’t? Why 

not divest yourself of the lie out in the open? Why did we create a space to hide, a lattice border 

that only provides a vague reminder of the human on the other side? 

Confession isn’t a shower. It’s more like sex: maybe we’re doing it for the good of the 

community, but no one’s thinking about that when they do it. And it’s always done where no one 

can see it. 



I watch as my mom stretches her hands out to take the small flake from the priest. She 

always avoids touching them—whether to avoid being tainted or tainting, I’m not sure. I’ve 

never asked her—we don’t have that kind of relationship. 

“Delilah,” the priest nods. “You look nice today.” 

Before I can cup my hands, he’s bringing his own up to my mouth, sliding the wafer onto 

my tongue. I take it because if I don’t announce his sins, maybe he won’t share mine. 

At least he’s one of the younger ones. 

 

It’s not the day of rest but I still smoke. That’s the nice and shitty thing about being human: 

everything can be whatever you want it to be, and just because God thought Tuesdays were for 

work doesn’t mean they are. Today is blessed by my mouth at the joint. 

Janey’s room is already a little too clouded, by the weed and the silence. We’re a little too 

comfortable around each other and the looseness brought on by the Blessed Tuesday is making 

me so comfortable in a way that edges on uncomfortable. I stopped smoking for a while a year 

ago when it was at its worst. 

“What happened to the guy you were seeing?” I pull the joint out of my mouth and let the 

boundaries of the world solidify again, both through act and speech. 

Janey cuts the smoke with a vague wave of her hand, “Too clingy.” 

My eyes follow the curve of her mouth to her cupid’s bow, then to her nose, then out to her 

eyes. All of a sudden, I feel clingy. I think about how confession is like sex. When I start to think 

about confessing, I leave. 

On the walk home, I stare down and place one foot in front of the other. Isn’t that funny, 

that all teenagers think the penultimate test for drunkenness is to walk in a straight line? I’ve 

been practicing since I was fourteen. 

A car passes by right as I look up and what if it were to suddenly swerve and knock me 

right out? 

I imagine the kiss of cool metal against my hot skin, and then the hurt before the 

dissolution. When stepping out of this world, I assume one has to pass through that barrier. From 

being to not being. 

I imagine my bones splintering, shattering into tiny pieces before carefully embedding 

themselves in the tissues of my body. On the smallest level, a world of fiery pain. 



                               

  My favourite scene is the one where my body is held up by a series of strings and my 

bones don’t break when that car hits me, they just fall apart at the joints. They snap and all the 

pieces of me fall to the ground and get swept away by a whirling reality. All that’s left is my 

head, attached to a series of strings, someone unknown controlling it above. 

 

And on Thursday, Janey gave her a book. 

I’ve thought about it and my life would make for a pretty boring version of the Bible. I 

might have the sin part down but just because you’re bad doesn’t mean you’re exciting. Take 

Janey — the only reason she ever does anything is because she’s not supposed to. The only 

reason she gave me this book was because she gets some kind of weird thrill from handing me 

illicit material right under the nuns’ noses. Janey read the book because it’s one of those classics 

that no one’s ever heard of. I used to find her quirks charming but there’s a certain age at which 

these things start to seem pretentious. 

Recently, when I start thinking too much about myself, I think about writers instead. I like 

the ones that don’t make it too hard to read their stuff because what’s the point of saying 

something brilliant if no one understands you? Sometimes, when I’m in the pews, I talk to them 

instead of God. Walt, William, John, Jane. They all liked God, I guess, but they all feel a little 

like gods too. When I call them by name, I can pretend they’re here. I can pretend I’m having a 

real conversation with someone besides myself. 

It’s hard to pretend I’m having a conversation with someone even if they’re responding to 

me. Janey talks my ear off as she paints her nails in the passenger seat on our way home. I’d like 

to tell her the smell is making me feel sick but I don’t know how to interrupt her tirade on Mr. 

Patrick. 

Instead, when I get to a part of the road I know, I say, “Bump.” 

She instantly pulls the nail polish away from her pinky toe. When she puts the bottle away, 

I feel like maybe being understood is overrated when you can get what you want through other 

means. I look to my rear-view mirror, taking my eyes off the road to make sure I haven’t hit 

anyone. I know that if I hit someone, it’s unlikely I would just keep driving. I’ve never heard of 

someone committing a hit and run by accident. But just the thought is enough to make me check 

every single time. 



What does the average person think when they hit someone?    

Are they okay? 

Or: 

What am I going to do? 

Which one would I think? 

Maybe thinking so much about what I would think is in itself, a sort of obsession. Or 

maybe it’s just a type of honesty. I’m not sure, but it feels like something someone should 

try to figure out at some point. Maybe one of those writers will get down to it. 

“What’s this?” my mom asks. 

When I look around, she’s holding up the book Janey gave me. 

“Nothing,” I walk over to grab it from her. She’s framed in the door of my bedroom and 

pursing her lips as she looks at the mess. “Janey gave it to me,” I amend when she gives 

me a look. 

“What’s it about?” 

I shrug my shoulders like I don’t know but the only time Janey gives me books at school is 

if it’s about something gay. This one’s by Jeanette something and the fact that my mother won’t 

recognize the name doesn’t stop my heart from beating at ten times its regular speed. 

“I have to go to choir practice,” I prompt when she doesn’t leave. She nods her head curtly 

before taking one last look at my room, bursting at the seams with a hidden childhood, and turns 

her back on me. 

Choir practice is the only thing I kept when I quit all church activities at the beginning of 

high school. Something about allowing the scream within you to expand and then be let out into 

something beautiful is eternally calming to me. I navigate the other choir kids and the choir 

director like I navigate the small roads of my hometown. I know them by heart and I only go the 

wrong way when I want to. 

At the last major intersection, I imagine what would happen if someone decided to drive 

into me right as I was at its center. If they just floored it and the consequence was the crushing of 

the side door and the crumbing of my body under the weight of it all. 

My hands tighten on the steering wheel and my foot feels heavy on the pedal. It would be 

so easy to just jerk— 

I turn right instead of going straight like I’m supposed to. I’m ten minutes late. 



  

It’s Sunday again but as hard as I try, my driving won’t calm. 

My body is loose and electric in a way that doesn’t happen on church days, and when my 

mom glances at the climbing speedometer, it only makes the itch under my skin worse. To press 

the pedal, press it so hard and so long that I only stop when something forces me to, feels like the 

only way to relieve the tension. 

As we approach a red light, I imagine that, instead of someone else driving into me, I do 

the inevitable and— 

(The full weight of my foot falls onto the pedal and the car instantly obeys my command, 

lurching forward. There’s almost no space between my mother’s breathless gasp and the impact 

of our car against another. My head ricochets from it and the next moment, there’s nothing but 

beige light and maybe red from the blood. Shards of bone don’t embed themselves in my tissues 

but glass does and I figure that’s close enough. 

Someone to my right—my mother—is moaning and saying my name. But her voice seems 

meaningless compared to the stinging pain and the blissful blankness of my mind. 

I don’t think, Are they okay? 

I don’t think, What am I going to do? 

I just think nothing.) 

—My foot carefully eases onto the brake and I slide into place right along the line. I hate 

the way the car hovers over the line, the boxiness of the car behind me, my mother sitting 

next to me. I hate it, I hate it, I hate it. 

But the silence grows pregnant with my hatred and I think that if it knows, maybe that’s 

enough. And I release. 
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Transcript 
 
Alexander:  Hello and welcome back to Endnote, a literary affairs podcast from the Hart 

House Literary and Library Committee at the University of Toronto. I’m 
Alexander Lynch. Before we begin, I’d like to acknowledge the land on which 
Hart House and the University of Toronto operate. For thousands of years, it has 
been the traditional land of the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and most recently, the 
Mississaugas of the Credit River. Today, this meeting place is still the home to 
Indigenous peoples from across Turtle Island, and we are grateful to have the 
opportunity to work on this land. This episode is the next installment in our Next 
Generation series, where we’re speaking with emerging writers in the Hart House 
community about their work and influences. Today, you’ll hear a conversation I 
had with Marta Anielska. Marta Anielska is an English Specialist in their second 
year at the University of Toronto. They work as a news associate for The Varsity, 
managing editor for the creative collective RANI Creative, and an executive for 
the Victoria Screenwriting Club. They write short stories on their own time and 
are developing a novel idea. You can find their work at www.ranicreative.com, 
www.thevarsity.ca, or follow their Instagram account @marta.anielska for further 
updates. First, here’s Marta reading one of their short stories. You can find the full 
text of their story on our website, hhlitandlib.ca/endnote. Enjoy! 

 
 
[The text of Marta’s story can be found above.] 
 
Alexander: I'm joined now by Martin Anielska. Hello, Marta, how are you doing? 
 
Marta:  I'm doing pretty good. 
 
Alexander: I think there's a lot to say about your story, so why don't we jump right in? When 

did you first conceive of the piece? Can you talk maybe about how it took shape 
and those figments, perhaps? 

 
Marta: Sure. So, I tend to get a lot of my ideas while I'm driving, which is weird—I do 

not care for cars, just to clarify, I have no interest in them. But driving has that 
kind of focus to it—I can put a little bit of my focus into the driving and then the 
rest of my mind can just function in whatever way it wants. And so typically, 
when I'm like writing an essay, or something, when I'm done a certain copy of it, 
I'll go out, and I'll drive, and I'll just think about what my next steps are to 
completing it. And so, I was driving—and that's the other thing that tends to 
happen, I started to—I tell some of my friends about the fact, kind of as just a 
funny quirk, you know, Oh, yeah, when I go over a bump, I always check to see if 
I've hit someone, because I'm kind of paranoid, like I always do this. And they're 
like, Yeah, that's kind of weird, are you okay? And I'm like, Yeah, I'm fine. It's 
just something I've developed over time. And through that, I kind of had flashes of 
that idea, like the idea of what happens when you get—almost like what I would 
characterize is like an intrusive image, like it just flashes in your mind, you're not 



really thinking about anything similar. But I'll imagine like getting hit by 
something, like a car, I'll imagine getting hit by a car, or I'll imagine like just 
pressing the pedal. This is not giving much confidence to my driving skills—I 
promise I’m a responsible driver. But yeah, I have these thoughts at times that 
almost just feel like they pop up into my head. And through that, I started writing 
something. And I didn't really—I have a problem with like flushing things out. I 
prefer ideas and concepts. I love character development, and I think ideas can 
come out really well through character development, but most of my stories start 
out with like, I want to evoke this idea, or I want to complicate this issue or this 
problem. And then through that, I kind of develop other things. And so, I was 
writing the short story, and it was like super bare-bones. I didn't think it was really 
going to go anywhere. And then I heard about a workshop. And I was like, Okay, 
you know what? Time to actually give this some meat. And that's kind of where I 
brought in the other identity points. First, I was like, Well, what's the story about? 
To me, it's a lot about tension. And I was like, Where do I encounter that in my 
life” And that's where her being involved in the church came from. And also 
where her relationship with Janey, her friend, came from, and that started to give 
more life to the story. 

 
Alexander: Yeah, one of the interesting things I think you brought up about driving—and for 

what it's worth, and I'm going to trash my own driving skills in the process, I have 
a similar intrusive thing—and I'm wondering, on that point, I think that lends 
itself to the form of this story, right? Because the story is very much constructed, I 
think, as a series of these different fragments that are put together and then within 
each fragment, it seems that there's also still more fragmentation between, you 
know, different thoughts more or less fleshed out, obviously the last one is the 
most fleshed out. How did these different fragments come together as well? Like, 
is that something where, to your point, you have this initial car thing, and then the 
other fragments sort of arrange themselves or constellate themselves around it? 
Like how do those two sections sort of come together, those two ideas? 

 
Marta: Sure. So, I think that it started with like, I have these five car scenes that typically 

come to me. I also experience the first one, where I feel really in control. I'm like, 
behind the wheel, I'm very much doing everything correctly, and it feels really 
good, it feels really fulfilling for whatever reason. So I had all those car moments 
and I was like—the other thing that kind of brought it together was the idea of 
like, Okay, this girl is going to be someone who had fairly a lot of involvement in 
the church. And that kind of brought in other aspects of it. Like, what creates 
tension with that? Well, I implied in the story that she has some kind of romantic 
interest in her friend, Janey. So I was like, okay, that's one, I'm going to make that 
something that has tension with the church and why she might be uncomfortable 
with it, which is kind of where the scene of her going to choir practice comes 
from. And then also, the joint, right, weed. Like, she's a teenager, she's trying new 
things, and that also borders on the whole thing—being rebellious for the sake of 
being rebellious. At a certain point, she condemns Janey for it. And that's like, 
another part of it. So I think the way that it was constructed in my mind was like, 



How do I create tension with this general idea? And I think if I had more space—
because I was aiming for five pages, I was aiming to make it pretty short. The idea 
is that it happens in the span of a week. So it does actually kind of follow Bible 
structure in that way, as well, you know, today's Blessed Tuesday, “and on 
Thursday, Janey gave her a book.” The point is to kind of mimic these things that 
people will associate with the Bible, whether they're actually true or not, whether 
they're in the Bible is kind of irrelevant to me. But it's the idea that people think of 
the Bible when they think of these things. So it came from that. And I guess the 
other reason that I did it that way was because I wanted to show that tension is not 
necessarily a linear thing. It's not that when I feel tension, I feel it all throughout a 
day, or I feel it all throughout a series of days. I have moments and spikes and 
different kind of levels of that happening. And sometimes it builds up so much 
that you feel like you're being compressed on all sides. And that's kind of what 
happens in the last scene. So that's kind of what I was aiming for. 

 
Alexander: Yeah, and just to come to one of the kinds of tension that I'm particularly 

interested in, it comes out in a way, I think in the first scene most explicitly, the 
idea, on the one hand, of performance, and on the other hand, actually, what it is 
that the persona authentically feels, and then that internal tension makes its way 
into the story as a consequence of the various other kinds of tensions in which she 
exists: with Janey, with the Church, and the other ones that you had listed. So I 
wonder if the fact that the persona, most often I think, is forced to do or say things 
that that they don't actually think, especially with Janey with the Church, you say 
like it seems to me that there's a kind of inability there to collapse that tension, to 
actually, you know, bring any kind of resolution to that. And maybe there's some 
kind of tentative resolution right at the end, where it turns out that this whole sort 
of explosion of tension, we can say, was actually another figment of the persona’s 
imagination, but that's very tentative. Is there any resolution there, do you think? 
Or is it the kind of thing that’s just very, very ambivalent? 

 
Marta: Yeah, I think that the conclusion is ambivalent because of the fact that the person 

never enters a space where they are able to share their interiority. A lot of the 
point of the first scene is to highlight the fact of how connected the community, 
the communal, and the interior are. Because like, okay, for example, I'm Polish, 
and I remember thinking one time, like, Okay, what do non-binary people do in 
Poland? Like Polish is a gendered language, what do they do? They don't have 
like, nouns, adjectives, everything is like constructed around gender. So what do 
they do? And I searched it up. And I found a Reddit thread, it was like, Oh, well, 
non-binary people don't exist in Poland. And I was like, I don't know if I buy that, 
I don't really buy that. But what I do buy is that potentially these people do not 
have the language to describe who they are, they don't have anything that allows 
them—they don't have the space that allows them to do that. And so, the point, to 
a certain extent, was that Delilah, who's the main character, does have the 
language, because she's English, she does have the language, she knows maybe in 
the vague peripheries of her mind who she is, but because she's been so 
compressed by the space and into such a community, she is not comfortable 



expressing that in any way. So it's definitely about like—even though I think at 
times, we like to separate them, what is the internal, what is the communal, are 
they the same thing? Is who you show yourself to be the same person as who you 
are? And I think the story comes to the conclusion that no, you can be someone 
different on the inside than you are on the outside, that that is possible. But just 
like you said, because of the constraints I placed on myself in terms of the length 
of it, stuff like that, she doesn't have the opportunity to be in a space or be in a 
situation that translates that interiority in a way that is exterior. And the only way 
she can do it, which is kind of like, I think the way a lot of writers do things, is 
through the words in her imagination. Like for her it's visuals. Most of the way we 
think are visuals. So for her, it's visuals. But if it were me, when I have these kinds 
of images, my immediate impulse is to put them into language, like my immediate 
impulse is to do kind of what I've done in this short story, is to be like, Okay, how 
would I say this? In a short story. And I think that's kind of the outlet that I 
provide for her, even though yes, I agree, it's definitely not a perfect one. And I 
don't even know if it's particularly effective, I would have to explore the character 
more, I think. 

 
Alexander: One of the things I'm thinking about in relation to ways of articulating interiority 

is the way that literature appears in the story, which is very gentle, it comes up in 
a couple of different ways that I'm sort of interested about. Two come to mind. On 
the one hand, so there's the book that Janey gives Delilah, and I was really 
interested, on the one hand, to get your take on literature as an interpersonal, 
device of communication, what it is that that looks like. So, two related questions, 
that's the first one, and the second one is about talking to the incarnations, the 
mental incarnations of—oxymoronic as that is—of Whitman, Shakespeare, 
presumably Milton over Donne, and Austin, and what it means to shape one's own 
interiority in relation to literature, by reading literature, by looking for writers or 
literary figures with whom we relate or you know, that we feel express some 
aspect of who we are. 

 
Marta: Yeah. So, for the first one, Janey gives her this book. Yeah, obviously. And it's by 

Jeanette—I do have a specific author in mind, and I feel like people could 
probably figure it out. But I won't say it here necessarily. I think that that's 
actually really interesting. Because I think to a certain extent, it's, again, kind of 
the way she considers the book is a manifestation of her feelings for Janey 
actually, because on one hand, she is irritated by it, I think. Like Janey hands her a 
book and she's like, Oh, goddammit, why do you have to do this every time? 
You're just being rebellious for the sake of being rebellious. She's annoyed with 
her. But on the other hand, you know, there's the moment where she hides it from 
her mom. And she, like, you know, she stores it away. And you get that hint, 
Jeanette, of who wrote this book and what it might mean to her. And you also get 
the clue that it's about “something gay,” right, very vaguely. I think that that in 
itself shows that Janey does mean something to her. Like, I think her hiding the 
book, in my mind, is her kind of like mixed feelings towards Janey, in terms of 
like, this is something she still wants to store away. And it's kind of the same way, 



like, I think I'll just preface now, I have actually considered making this a longer 
story, like this is kind of—I've considered exploring some of these things a little 
bit more. So that's why I might say a few times, like, This would be something 
that would be important to her. Like, in my mind, I think I want to express that the 
book itself is something that would help her and would allow her to work through 
something, which is again, slightly ironic because of its source and kind of her 
feelings towards it at the beginning. 

 
Alexander: So that's the interpersonal piece, and I'm interested as well about the intrapersonal 

piece and where it is that that comes into things.  
 
Marta: I think with the intrapersonal, she views the authors—which are like, William, 

Walt, Jane, John, very standard names, I feel, in English literature—she views 
them as some way to break down a barrier with greatness within herself. And I 
think that's obviously also clear in the fact that she's like interested in doing things 
like critiquing the church, right? She's kind of like thinking more deeply about, 
like, what's going on in her life. I think she's just like, on the edge of 
consciousness about some of these larger ideas. And she views these people as 
people who have achieved some kind of greatness and their ideas, but she doesn't 
know how to process them as people who have done that, like she doesn't know 
how it could have been a person who has done that. So her way of breaking that 
down and being like, I can do that too, I guess, in a certain light, is in the terms of 
coming of age. I think one of the things that's important in a coming-of-age story 
is establishing who you want to be in life and what your role is, and what you 
want to do. So in in the span of like a coming-of-age, I don't think she necessarily 
knows who she does want to be. But I think that her breaking down that boundary 
is saying, I can be something great. And that's why she says something like, 
William, Walt, Jane, John, I can call them by their first names, because they're my 
friends, or why she says like Jeanette, right, which gives you basically—like, it 
doesn't give you a lot of information on who the author is. So even something like 
that, I think it is her way of blurring those lines, which again, is kind of interesting 
in terms of like, how much of a hypocrite is she if she's trying to, like, break these 
kinds of traditions in this odd way, but simultaneously criticizes Janey for her 
method of doing that. Like, I think that she's very unforgiving to the only other 
teenager we see in the story, who's also like, theoretically going through their own 
kind of hardships and their own kind of discovery of identity. She's pretty 
unforgiving of them, considering that she has her own ways of doing the same 
thing, I think. 

 
Alexander: Actually, that's exactly what I want to move to—thinking about how it is that 

“Figments” negotiates this relationship to tradition, because I think, to your point,  
the opening fragment, in my mind, was very bombastic, I think, in more or less 
playful ways, although it becomes serious towards the second half of that. And 
then I think, at the same time, nearly immediately after, does it criticize Janey for 
this kind of, like, vulgar contrarianism. And so that's exactly, I think, the thing to 
ask: how does the story strike that balance between on the one hand, you know, 



literature and the church and these other sources of tradition, and then on the other 
hand, how, in fact, to rupture with that tradition, to renovate that tradition? 

 
Marta: I don't like to pull a lot from my life in terms of, like, what I write, but I do think 

some of this is me looking back and being like, what was I like in high school? 
What was my critique? Like, what did I do? Who was I as a person? And I think 
that one of the conditions of being a teenager is that, again, you're just starting to 
edge on that consciousness that other things exist, and they exist outside of you. 
And they are their own structures. I think the other thing is that you don't really 
understand how you fit within those structures, so your immediate impulse is to 
go against them, because you don't see your place in them, so you are contrary. 
There's a self-consciousness to critique as a teenager that comes with a kind of 
vague understanding that you don't really know what you're talking about yet. It's 
also very subconscious because, again, Delilah does not think about herself the 
same way she thinks about Janey. She recognizes this kind of aimless contrary 
spirit in Janey, but I don't know if she recognizes it in herself. And I think that in 
some cases, it is aimless—like, for example, the one line where she says 
something like confession is like sex, I actually find that kind of a juvenile line, to 
be perfectly honest. Like, that's something I would probably never think myself. 
That was something I chose for her to think as a character. Because I think that 
comes from both a misunderstanding of confession, and a misunderstanding of 
sex. And I think that's kind of the point. She, in a way, she compares it in a 
metaphor, because she doesn't understand, because they're alienating to her. And 
so, the comparison serves to show that. But yeah, I think that's kind of the idea of 
critique in the piece, I do think there are some better critiques that she's hitting at 
in there. But I think the other thing is, again, to separate the artist from the 
character. She is not me, these are things that potentially I thought at some point, 
but I think that she is in a place of critique of the church especially which like—
again, I'm not particularly interested in even thinking about the Roman Catholic 
Church—she is at a place that I am not anymore. And I'm in a way, I'm looking 
back at myself. And I'm thinking about the kind of insecurity that comes with your 
critique as a teenager, and the kind of understanding that you don't really know 
where you're going with it. And it's that constant balance between arrogance 
versus insecurity versus kind of merciless cruelty to other people who are going 
through the same thing as she is like. I really do not think she treats Janey nicely 
in this piece. And it's also because of her own like emotional baggage. Like it's 
probably not fair. But I don't know, that's what a teenager is, like a teenager is not 
a fair person, a teenager is a person who is going through their own shit. And they 
don't have any other outlet for it except for on other people or on other systems 
most of the time.  

 
Alexander: I'm curious about this final scene, and I'll make a note of that because I'm not sure 

if listeners are looking at the transcript itself, but the way that the final fragment is 
structured is that it begins sort of direct speech, and then there's an em-dash into a 
parenthetical where, within that parenthetical, the actual car crash is imagined, it 
doesn't actually happen if listeners were confused about that, and then it jumps 



back to direct speech with another em-dash. And I'm curious on that point, how in 
fact, this play of the imagination works its way into the piece? Is it perhaps 
making some kind of commentary on any mode of the imagination, say, literary 
imagination more broadly? Any of these questions, I'm interested. 

 
Marta: Sure. Um, so I'm the kind of person who has always kind of intermittently wanted 

to be a writer. But my parents have always been like, no, you should do math or 
like, no, you should do this other thing, because, let's face it, the career prospects 
aren't dazzling or anything. But I've always come back to it again and again. And 
the way I kind of do that is I have like a different career that I've wanted to do, but 
every time I've kind of thought more about that career, I've realized that I don't 
actually care about doing the career itself, but that I do like the story in the career, 
that what I like is the kind of image I have of the career and what could happen as 
opposed to what actually is the nitty gritty of that career. And I think that's kind 
of, for me, the role that imagination plays in this piece. The imagination is this 
massive landscape, where you are able to do all of the things you wish you could 
do. I've recently read The Bell Jar. And I think that The Bell Jar actually has like a 
similar feeling in it. There's a part where Esther Greenwood, who's the main 
character, talks about how like, I need to do more things, I need to have an affair, I 
need to travel to different countries. And I don't know if this is a feeling a lot of 
writers get, but this is a feeling I've always had, that in order to be a writer, I need 
to do more, I need to have more experiences. And I don't know how true that is 
anymore. Because I think that like for example in the story, to kind of pull it back 
there, what Delilah’s imagination allows her to do is it allows her to act out these 
kind of like almost bordering violent fantasies that she's getting from this 
incredible conflict within her and do it in a space that is not necessarily 
comfortable, but that is to some extent safe, like it's a place where she can kind of 
compartmentalize those feelings, and maintain them in a way that is okay, before 
she moves on to the next point. And so, I think that like perhaps my favorite 
paragraph of the entire piece is the one where she's talking about how like she 
wishes the car would hit her and she would come apart at like the joints. And she 
kind of imagines like the car hitting her, and she comes apart like a puppet. And I 
like that part, because it's just so weird. And it doesn't make sense. And it's an 
image that like doesn't really fit in people's brains, it's something that would not 
actually happen. That's kind of the point. It's like an experience that is not 
possible. But it's her favorite image, because it's the one that makes most sense to 
her considering the conflict she's feeling. And I like that as an image, this idea that 
she can form that manifestation of her conflict in a solid way that uses things she 
recognizes from reality, but is not something that could actually happen. 

 
Alexander: Mm hmm. Yeah, I think that's an interesting blend. I wasn't sure what to make of 

the puppet thing, because I was like, I've never been hit by a car, but I can imagine 
that that isn't how it happens. But okay, so my intuition was, was confirmed. I 
mean, the most basic level of intuition was confirmed. Um, so to maybe get a bit 
broader. Can you speak to some of the influences on this piece, in particular 
literary or artistic influences on this piece in particular, but then, you know, also 



just broadly, maybe some of the authors or works that you keep returning to and 
that have informed your writerly journey. 

 
Marta: Sure. Um, so I think that the three main ones that come to mind—considering the 

kind of performance versus interior, I feel like I have to say Shakespeare, like 
there's just, it's right there. It's so obvious that I have to say it. Shakespeare, I 
enjoy that conflict he has, he really likes that one where it's like, who are we on 
the inside? How much are we performing? How much is it in that interaction of 
the two? I would say that that's kind of like, conceptually, one of the ideas that 
often sticks in the back of my mind, because writing style, I don't think there's as 
much Shakespeare. So the other two that I would say—I really do like magical 
realism. I don't think that the authors I'm going to name necessarily fall in that 
spectrum, but I wanted to say that kind of in conjunction also with the idea that 
my favorite part of the piece is the one where you get kind of this weird image 
where she gets hit by the car and she comes apart like a puppet. I like magical 
realism because to me, magical realism is not the fantasy that ]I don't know a lot 
about. I don't read a lot of fantasy, but it has enough magic elements that I feel 
like, there is something being manifested, like there's a metaphor here, and it 
interacts with the real world. And it tells us something. And so, kind of going off 
of that, one of like the people I like most: Toni Morrison is probably one of the 
authors that's impacted me the most in the past three years. Toni Morrison is one 
of those people, because firstly, I just love her style. Like I think she writes 
beautifully. To me, it's just like very lyrical. And I have always wanted to write 
like that, because I think actually, Toni Morrison's is the kind of work that sounds 
beautiful when you read it out loud, like you read it out loud and you're like, 
Yeah, this is really good. And the other reason is, like just going off of like, 
Beloved, for example, Beloved, I think in any way you want to frame it, is a 
metaphor—like, obviously, literature is generative. It has lots of interpretations, 
etc. But I think like the main conflict of Beloved is a metaphor for like, I would 
say generational trauma, maybe other people have different takes on it. But I think 
that that's always in the edge of my mind. The other thing that I'm also—related to 
that, Virginia Woolf, most people don't know that, I think most people don't know 
that Toni Morrison actually wrote her thesis on Virginia Woolf and William 
Faulkner, which is interesting to me, because when I rewrite Beloved, I noticed a 
lot of techniques that Virginia Woolf uses to a very different end in Morrison's 
writing. I think that the stream of consciousness, for example, is used in ways that 
are really interesting, because I think Virginia Woolf kind of pulls you away from 
time, like she tries to show you that time kind of isn't a factor, like she's trying to 
build up the interior of people's heads more or their minds, while like Toni 
Morrison, I would argue, is almost like the opposite in certain respects. Like she's 
really trying to show you how time isn't real, but the events that happen are really 
important, like that they—that time almost isn't real because the things that 
happen, are just always somewhere, they're always like lurking somewhere, and I 
do really kind of like that style. So Virginia Woolf is there as well. And then the 
other thing that I would say, perhaps for this piece, specifically—so like, I don't 
really like alternate endings, they confuse me. But originally, this piece was 



supposed to end with her actually doing it. Like I have the move where I make her 
imagine it and it doesn't actually happen. But originally, when I conceived it, I 
was like, she actually does it. And the reason why I pulled away from that was 
because I don't really care for it anymore. I've always been into horror, that's kind 
of like my last influence. I have read quite a bit of Stephen King. I like horror 
elements, which are present in things like Beloved, I like the kind of trippy, mixed 
up, confused horror elements, which I think kind of come into this piece a little 
bit. And the reason why I pulled back from that specific ending is because to reuse 
the word, it felt juvenile, it felt wrong for the character, for the story, it felt unreal, 
not true. As much as like the actual ending for me, which was like, how does this 
actually conclude for most people? And I think the way it actually concludes for 
most people is that they have to let it go. That they, there's the tension is there, but 
there's something that's compressing them so much that most people would not do 
this. And it felt weird to end it that way. So yeah, that's kind of what I would say 
are my influences for just broadly and this one in particular. 

 
Alexander: Right. Um, yeah, so we're going to continue getting broader, I think, and I'm 

wondering about journey. When did you become interested in writing? When did 
this sort of take shape in your life? And how has that sort of progressed over time? 

 
Marta: So, I can't really remember when I really started writing, I've always been writing 

really, for as long as I can remember, or at least I've always been interested in 
telling stories. And as a kid, I was interested briefly in visual art, but honestly, I'm 
awful. So that was never going to happen. So I started reading more and more and 
I started writing, I think, like early stuff was what you'd expect from kids, like 
some young adult stuff, some kind of like really, I would call almost like garish, 
like crappy pulp fiction. You know? And then I kept writing throughout high 
school kind of on a prompt basis, more like to practice, I never expected it to 
become something I actually pursued. But I wanted to get better. Like, I thought, 
I'll do this other thing, but maybe one day I'll publish a book. And I, so I kind of 
kept writing on like a prompt basis. That was pretty much, I never really wrote 
like anything full I don't think in high school. And then in grade 11, I was actually 
in IB. So, I took IB Literature, and I—that course kind of changed my life. 
Because I realized, Oh my God, they've been teaching me English wrong. That’s 
basically what I realized, like, no offense to grade nine and ten English, but it’s 
just like, kind of not English. I understand why they have to introduce it to us in 
that way. But I don't think I could ever go back to a grade nine or ten English class 
because it would just be it would be too much. Um, but yeah, I, you know, we 
started learning more about like, close reading, and I got to read some other books 
that have been like, hugely influential on me, like The President by Miguel Ángel 
Asturias, which is like also magical realism. Like, I read that, and I was like, Oh 
my God, I don't understand what's going on, this is amazing. That's the kind of 
books I really like, the ones where I've no idea where it's going, what's going on at 
first. Um, and then I wrote another short story in grade 12 for a short story 
competition, which didn't go anywhere. But the reason why I think that was the 
case was because I was doing it as a side thing. Like, I think that it's the same 



thing with like, a celebrity says, I'm gonna write a book now, because anyone can 
write a book. It's like, no, not really, like, you need to practice writing, you need 
to become better at it. And then, like, so I actually went into—so I'm in my second 
year  and I came to UofT expecting to do an economics degree, believe it or not. 
And even as like, and then halfway through first year, I, I just couldn't do it. I was 
like, Oh my gosh, I can't believe it. I feel like my entire life has been leading up to 
the moment where I realized I'm just supposed to become a writer, like, I've come 
back to this over and over and over again, every time I give up, because I think it's 
not likely to happen. And then I come back to it anyway, like, what does that say 
about me as a person? What does that say about what I care about? I'm taking five 
classes this semester, three of them are pretty math heavy. And the only one I care 
about is my English class. Like, that's not a good sign. So that was kind of the 
moment where I was like, I'm just gonna do it, you know, like, it's, I don't care 
what it takes, I don't care how much I have to work. I'm just going to go for it, 
because that's the only thing I really care about. And that's when I kind of started 
investing myself more. That's why I really started writing more for The Varsity. 
That's why I went into RANI Creative. That's why I, like, started Screenwriting at 
Vic. It's all like really different types of writing. But the point was just to get me 
to write, was to just give me as much possibility of that as, like, as I could have, 
and diversify myself as a writer so much that like, it would be impossible for me 
to fail, which, that being said, I still think it's very possible for me to fail. So that's 
kind of beside the point. So yeah, I think that's kind of my writer's journey. Now 
I'm in a position where I think like, I'm, I'm really inspired. And I'm really happy 
that I'm doing something about it, because it feels like I'm getting somewhere with 
it. But at the same time, I think I'm like, always nervous. And I'm always 
comparing myself and I'm always saying, well, like, look, I'm building up all of 
this hype, and I feel like I'm doing better. But what if I waste my chance? And 
yeah, it's a really uncomfortable feeling. 

 
Alexander:  You've led into the next question I wanted to chat about which is that you're 

involved in a variety of writerly organizations, as you just mentioned, RANI 
Creative, The Varsity, Screenwriting at Vic, and I'm interested in to how as to 
how these different involvements, you know, sort of work together, combine in 
interesting ways and appear in your writing and how those things sort of, as I say, 
take shape. 

 
Marta: I used to be a debater, so my mind just immediately combines everything into list. 

I'm like, firstly, this is the first reason Um, so the first thing for me is editing. I 
edit a lot. I copy edit for the Varsity, I am the managing editor of RANI Creative. 
So, at the end of each issue term, I edit all the articles that we have coming in. 
And then even in screenwriting, I haven't edited a lot, I edited like my first piece a 
while ago, but I'm editing in some capacity in all of those organizations. And I 
think editing is really important and I really enjoy editing because I think editing 
is about deconstruction. It's about saying like, What are the different parts of this, 
what is it, what is it trying to accomplish, and how do I push it to accomplish 
more, or in a way that is better? And I like that for a few reasons. Firstly, it does 



feel like it improves my writing. My favorite way of editing is to print out my 
work and then go through it line by line with like a red pen and rewrite the 
sentences I tend to rewrite. I don't edit, I just rewrite. Because I like to reconceive 
the way an entire sentence is shaped or structured, rather than like changing 
specific things. That's kind of the first reason. The second reason that I like editing 
is actually also because of Toni Morrison. Toni Morrison was an editor, and she 
wrote her first book, while editing. She wrote, I think, The Bluest Eye while she 
was an editor, and she edited for Random House to support her and her two kids. 
She was a single mother, I'm pretty sure. And that was always really inspiring to 
me, primarily because it was like, I can have both, I can do both. And it's a way to 
support myself, but it's also a way to learn and to write while I do it. And that 
being said, I do think the writing scene is really different now, like, um, people go 
to editing school now, I don't know if that was the case in the 80s. Like, there's 
kind of an entirely different scene in the publishing space right now. But that's 
kind of the first reason why I do all these things, like I do think editing is hugely 
impactful. The second one is a little bit more diverse. Like, I think I get something 
else out of each one of them. For The Varsity, I think I actually get better at 
dialogue. I have to interpret a lot of people's speech, and I have to incorporate 
them into quotes. So I actually think I get better at dialogue, just because I learn 
how people speak, even if it is kind of in a professional capacity. And I get to 
meet a bunch of different people, right? Like, I get to kind of understand different 
ideas and stuff. And the second reason why is because I understand more than I 
ever did about how nothing is objective. The process of choosing what I'm going 
to include in an article is always challenging, even though I have to do them really 
quickly, because depending on what you show people, they will understand a 
different idea of what you're trying to convey. And I actually think that that 
influence is also clear in “Figments,” because it's a lot about the kind of 
relationship between what you reveal and what you don't reveal and how that 
impacts you, but also how it impacts the people around you. So I do think that's 
there. With RANI Creative, honestly, I want to get more into writing short stories. 
I started with writing an analysis of Frank Ocean’s music because we had a pride 
theme, and I wanted to talk about how Frank Ocean’s ambiguity and his 
ambivalence on things like his sexuality really helps me and really gives me a 
vision of myself as a creative and how I interact with my identity in terms of my 
art. And that's why I did that. But in general, I want to actually turn more to 
fiction in RANI Creative, like, in terms of my own personal work. And the last 
kind of thing about RANI Creative, I think it can be really lonely sometimes being 
like a creative person, or a person who's interested in fiction, for example, if you 
don't have a community, just because you have all these things you want to talk 
about, and when you talk to people who aren't as passionate about them they're 
like, Why do you care about this you know? Like, I've had moments where I've 
talked about one specific speech in Hamlet for, like, an hour to my parents, and 
they're like, No, you can't do this to us, we have no idea what you're talking about 
you, you can't do this. And I think that really sucks. So I did want to find like a 
place where I could talk about these things with people who would understand and 
with people who would appreciate it. And with Vic Screenwriting, I think the 



reason is pretty simple: I wanted to get into a new medium. Screenwriting for me 
was the kind of thing where I was like—I don't watch a lot of movies, and I'd like 
to watch more, because I would like to understand the narrative form. There are 
things you have to do differently. But as cliche as it is, I do like the idea of the 
medium is the message. I do think you can learn a lot by comparing mediums. I 
can understand better the purpose of a novel, if I understand how narratives are 
shaped by movies, or are shaped in screenplays.  

 
Alexander: Right, yeah. I was just thinking about bringing McLuhan into it, because I was 

actually—there's an upcoming Endnote episode that actually hits on exactly the 
same point that I was just working on yesterday evening. So I guess more to look 
forward to there for listeners. One more question. I think, again, you touched on it, 
just thinking about the future. Next literary goals, next projects, any of these 
related future-oriented things that you're thinking about right now?  

 
Marta: Sure. I think that I'll probably end up expanding on “Figments” a little bit more 

and maybe posting it with RANI creative. I think that's probably what I'll end up 
doing for the next issue, because it fits with the theme pretty well, and I have a 
pretty good jumping off point for it, especially considering my course load in the 
next semester. It might require, it will require work but I have a place, right. I 
have a foundation where I can start from as opposed to starting like an entirely 
new creative project. And then the other thing I'm looking forward to this year is, 
um, I recently read The Name of the Rose by Umberto Eco. And like, the book 
was fine. It was okay. I mean, if you dig 14th-century monasteries and stories 
about monks dying then sure, try it out. It was interesting. But otherwise, what 
really impacted me about the book was the postscript. You know, I got to the end 
of the book, I was like, I've read 500 pages over two months ago, it took me two 
months, I've read 500 pages over this time, am I really going to read the 
postscript? Am I'm really gonna put myself through that? And I was like, This is a 
borrowed book, so yes. And I read it, and I'm really glad I did, actually, because 
there's a part where he says something that I found really interesting. And it was 
like, it was his first novel that he was writing. And he said that the thing he knew 
he had to do before he started to do anything else was construct the world. Like 
it's set in the 14th century, so he had to read like so many manuscripts from monks 
and stuff, like he had to do so much like weird research to kind of develop the 
space that he wanted the story to exist in. And he was like, this is really important 
for writers to do. Because once they do this, the story happens itself. Like once 
you place the constraints of your world, on the characters, and on the kind of 
environment, you create that environment, the story will push itself because 
tensions and questions will arise through that environment. And I had never really 
thought of storytelling that way. Like this is actually one of the reasons why I've 
kind of edged away from fantasy is because I always found the idea of 
worldbuilding kind of tedious. But I think he kind of changed my perspective on 
that. And that started to make me think about—I developed a novel idea over the 
summer. And I was like, it feels a little bit early for me to write a novel. Like it 
feels kind of like, you know, English students being like, Okay, I'm writing my 



novel, and it's like, okay, it's probably bad. Also, I follow artists’ trajectories—
Zadie Smith. Zadie Smith is wild. She completed her first novel at 24. But I 
searched up the way she did that: she published a bunch of short stories in 
university during her undergraduate and someone discovered her, right. So for a 
while, I was like, cynically, like, Okay, so what I have to do is I have to publish a 
bunch of short stories during undergrad, and hopefully, someone will like, pick up 
my work and ask me to write a novel, which is like one in a million, right?  

 
Alexander: Yeah.  
 
Marta: And yeah, and I read Umberto Eco’s book, and I was like, it feels kind of cynical 

now that I'm, like, so excited to write this novel, to be like, No, I'm actually gonna 
write short stories so that someone can discover me. Like that just felt really 
cynical. So I think what I'm actually gonna try to do in the next year is start the 
novel, because I'm really excited about it. And it's gonna be really difficult, it will 
definitely take—I don't know, it'll take me a long time, because it's got massive 
amounts of research is necessary to it. And like, I don't think that undergraduate 
prepares you very well for like actual research. Like, I don't know if this is the 
case in later years. But I spoke to a TA about it recently, and they were like, Yeah, 
undergrad really focuses a lot on close reading, as opposed to like, finding literary 
sources and kind of like the stuff you develop in your graduate. And I do actually 
want to do a graduate, a PhD in English. I do actually want to do that. But um, 
yeah, I was like, You know what, I may as well get a head start this summer on 
writing that or like, trying to start putting together the pieces for what I want to do 
with that. Because that's really what I'm excited about right now. And like, if I'm 
excited about it, then I may as well just go for it. Like there's really no point in 
being cynical about it, especially because I'm in a pretty good position to do it.  

 
Alexander: Yeah, I mean, if you're excited about it, there's certainly no reason to put it off 

right and do all the other like boring laundry list stuff that you didn't want to 
spend time on. And just a light-hearted question to end it off. You have three 
invites for a literary character dinner party—and we’ve got some authors, so 
maybe some of their characters will appear—who would you invite? 

 
Marta: Okay, um, actually probably Darl. He's the first person that comes to mind, from 

William Faulkner's As I Lay Dying. I just think he’s so weird. He’d be the funniest 
person at a dinner party like he's just got such a weird arc. You know, I think he'd 
be pretty funny. The second person I would invite is Mrs. Ramsay from To The 
Lighthouse. I think her dynamic with Darl would be really fun. Completely 
different class levels—that whole part where she, like, plans out the dinner party 
and it goes so well, that would be gold. That would be so cool to watch. And then 
okay, three, I'm gonna say Hamlet, because again, just the dynamic, it just plays 
really well to me, the three really different characters, and I really would like to 
meet Hamlet. Hamlet is, oh my god, he's so—they're all so funny in their own 
ways. They're just, they’re characters, that’s exactly what they are. 

 



Alexander: In the truest sense. Well, great, Marta. It's been so great to speak with you. Thanks 
so much for joining me.  

 
Marta: Yeah, thanks so much. I appreciate it. 
 
Alexander:  Thanks again to Marta for joining me! Before we end the episode, I have a couple 

of announcements from the Literary and Library Committee. Are you looking for 
an opportunity to publish your writing? The Hart House Literary and Library 
Contest is open for prose and poetry submissions until January 25. Winners will 
be published in the Hart House Review and will also receive cash prizes. Visit the 
hart House Lit and Lib Committee website, hhlitandlib.ca, for contest details. 
Nature has long been an influence on art and more than ever, it is important to get 
out in a safe way. A collaboration between the Hart House Lit & Lib and Farm 
Committees, "Write Outside Your House" encourages folks to explore nature 
spots around Toronto through writing. We will highlight writing locations from 
across the GTA every 2 weeks, starting January 25th, to inspire your creative 
process and bring you in touch with nature. Don’t know what to write about? We 
will also post prompts for every location.  “Write Outside Your House” will be 
available through both the Lit & Lib and Farm Committees’ social media, and on 
our website, hhlitandlib.ca. Wanna share the fun? Tag us with #hhoutside for a 
chance to win a prize at the end of the year! For more information, check out 
hhlitandlib.ca. And that’s all for this episode! As always, you can find the full list 
of works discussed on this episode, and all episodes of Endnote, on our website, 
hhlitandlib.ca, along with literary events, opportunities, and news from the rest of 
the Lit and Lib Committee. Endnote is a podcast of the Hart House Literary and 
Library Committee, and I’d like to thank the committee for their ongoing support 
for Endnote. Our theme music is by Cameron Lee. Our next episode will be 
released on January 29th. If you enjoyed this episode and want to hear more, you 
can subscribe to Endnote wherever you get your podcasts, or visit our website at 
hhlitandlib.ca/endnote! I’ve been Alexander Lynch. Thank you for listening! Talk 
soon. 

 


