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he Learning Partnership is pleased to present you with the tenth volume compilation
of winning essays from this year’s Turning Points essay contest.

Since 1999, the Turning Points program has provided an enjoyable and meaningful learning
opportunity for students to express what they value most in life. This volume of essays includes
stories which inspire a respect for youth while igniting hope that such courage, dignity and action
can be exercised where it is still sadly needed today.

Turning Points is a unique program that allows for self reﬂection through discussions with teachers
and peers. Students in grades 6-12 are encouraged to write an essay about a critical point in
their lives. Young people love to share their stories and reach their own conclusions. To write this
personal story, students revisit their past to understand its signiﬁcance in the future. Students look
inwards and outwards as they make sense of their experiences and the people who have been
most signiﬁcant to them. They develop the conﬁdence to believe that they have something to
say, and hopefully, discover that they are not alone in having problems, doubts, fears and hard
days. The sharing of their personal trials and triumphs, their everyday moments, their mistakes,
and the lessons they have learned creates powerful stories. Through this experience students gain
wisdom, skills and strengths needed to overcome their challenges.

The response and participation in the Turning Points program has again been tremendous. This
book contains 40 winning essays. The Learning Partnership received over 10,000 submissions and
this year extended the contest to entries from Grade 6 French Immersion classes. We would like
to thank the sponsor of Turning Points, for its commitment to publicly funded education and for
working with us to encourage young people to share their experiences.

We invite you to read through and enjoy the personal journeys that follow. Congratulations to all
writers who submitted essays.

Veronica Lacey
President and CEO
The Learning Partnership
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Marni Angus
Program Manager
The Learning Partnership
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“People grow through experience, if they meet life
honestly and courageously. This is how character is built.”
– Eleanor Roosevelt (American First Lady)
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TURNING POINTS ANNUAL AWARDS LUNCHEON
Congratulations to all of the Turning Points winners!
On Thursday, May 21, 2009 The Learning Partnership celebrated the successes of 40 students at our
Annual Awards Luncheon. Special guest honouree, Gerry Connelly, Director of Education for the Toronto
District School Board, received The Learning Partnership’s Recognition Award, recognizing her as a
Champion of Public Education. Gerry Connelly dedicated her career to improving student achievement,
working tirelessly to ensure success for all and aiming to close the gap between the highest and lowestachieving students. She will be greatly missed when she retires this year, but the legacy she leaves will
impact generations of learners.
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Grade 6 - English
“Ability may take you to the top, but it takes character
to keep you there.”
– John Wooden (Coach)

The Learning Partnership’s Turning Points program – Winning Essays, 2009
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Julia Hunt
Grade 6 First Place
Toronto District School Board

The Darker Side of Toronto
t’s always been there. We’re just too afraid to look.”
Have you ever had something amazingly obvious sitting right in front of you like a ﬂashing
red beacon, but you were too focused on the objects and scenery around you to notice? Well,
I have and sometimes it takes the tiniest thing, a single word to tip you off and get you to
ﬁnally see it, and let me tell you, it makes you feel pretty blind once you do.
Two years ago at Christmas my family decided to volunteer for the Toronto Star program where the names
of people who can’t afford to buy presents for their kids are submitted by concerned neighbours. What we
were supposed to do was deliver the presents to the addresses listed on the gifts.
We walked into a huge building and went to the bottom ﬂoor, where we found thousands of presents.
Almost like in the movie Paper Clips, where one paperclip represented a Jew killed in the Holocaust, every
box represented one person who couldn’t afford a present..
I took a peek into a box and found a toothbrush, a gummy bear pack, a t-shirt and a couple of other
small items. When I saw them I was positive that these presents would bring no more joy to these kids’
Christmases than what they already had. I got a Wii for Christmas; how could they want a toothbrush?
I thought we’d have to drive from house to house to deliver the presents, but almost every house on the
street was on the list, so I ended up walking from door to door. I was stunned at the number of kids who
didn’t receive presents on Christmas. I had just assumed that everyone was as lucky as I was.
There was one house that I went to that I’ll never forget. I reached for the package for that house and
found that it was attached to eight others. I brought the package to the door of the tiny house that my
three-person family probably couldn’t live in and rang the doorbell. After I handed the package to the
mother, nine children came running down the stairs of the house and leapt onto the presents. The way
their faces lit up when they saw the presents shocked me. One tiny kid seemed so happy that I wondered if
someone had slipped something in that I hadn’t seen. But the item she pulled out of the box was the pack
of gummy bears.
At that moment I realized just how shallow some of my complaints sounded. No chocolate in the house?
They probably have times where they don’t have food in the house and I’m complaining about lack of
chocolate?
This really changed my perspective on things. Now whenever my friends complain about something like
homework, I don’t say anything. All I see is that little girl’s expression gleaming at the sight of a pack of
gummy bears.
Julia is a grade six student living in Toronto, Ontario with her parents. She enjoys horseback riding, playing basketball and baseball
and reading. In her spare time she loves to write poetry. Julia recently went to the Dominican Republic to work in an orphanage;
this was an eye-opening and life-changing experience for her.
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Hannah Godefa
Grade 6 Second Place
York Catholic District School Board

The Power of Children
ompassion, excitement and the fact alone that I have the ability to do something that would
turn out to be unforgettable, just feels amazing. I have been able to collect 25, 000 pencils for
the less fortunate children of Ethiopia, a truly astonishing achievement that took much effort.
However, the smiles on those children’s faces made it worthwhile.
When my parents ﬁrst brought me to Ethiopia, even though I was happy to see my extended family, I was
ﬁlled with horror to see that many children my age couldn’t get an education because of the lack of school
materials. It made me ashamed to think that I had so many pencils just lying around in my house while
those kids were writing in the sand with twigs! That night, I thought about how the power of children like
me remained untapped. It gave me a new emotion, and I felt compelled to help in any way that I could. I
believe this is what gave me a change of mind, my own turning point.
Back in Canada, I decided to start a pencil project. My goal was to collect 25, 000 pencils along with any
other school supplies. I went around Maple and got much support from the community alone. I discovered
in the faces of so many that giving is a great feeling. But more than that, I was overjoyed on my next trip to
Africa, seeing the smiles on the faces of those who received my gift as a great treasure. The graciousness
and gratitude they expressed I will never be able to describe.
I believe that this experience has deﬁnitely changed the way I act, respond to and accept everyday life. I
used to be a self-absorbed girl, with not a care about anyone else. Now looking back at everything I’ve
accomplished, I am disgusted with the way I acted. It wasn’t until I came across the poverty of others that I
changed my perspective. And now I know this: it takes only one person to make a huge difference.
Hannah is a grade 6 student who excels academically and loves to help her classmates and teachers. She loves reading and taught
her three year old brother, Lucas, how to count and read. Hannah won a provincial writing competition in grade 3. The Minister
of Health in Ethiopia has contacted her and will assist Hannah with her new goal of delivering 200,000 pencils to more children in
Africa. She hopes to be accepted one day into Harvard University and graduate a neurologist.
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Alice Guo
Grade 6 Third Place
Toronto District School Board

Tug of War
’ve tried for a year to glue the pieces of my shattered heart back together because of a secret
– my parents will soon be divorced.
My mom couldn’t stand my dad’s violence anymore; he was a disheartening accent to the
apartment. He would slap my brother and me in the face hard enough to leave bruised,
throbbing welts that scarred my thoughts of him. His language introduced me to the world of swearing and
the accompanying baggage.
I was surprised when I woke up one day not hearing the usual nasty comments ﬂying around like an angry
wasp. My question was answered when I discovered my dad had left, which meant paradise.
My mom later told us the sad tale of how she couldn’t tolerate this “monster” living with us anymore.
Secretly, I was semi-pleased, as the fears in my world were now gone.
My outer life appeared to be back to normal. Yet, deep inside, there formed a small, throbbing
compartment of hatred and confusion. Gradually, it spread over me until I was cocooned in negative
emotions.
We had ﬁnancial problems and moved into a much shabbier apartment. Moods would become
unknowingly downbeat. I screamed and had more violent ﬁghts with my brother. I would lock myself in my
room, trying desperately to suppress the temptation to simply ‘disappear’ forever. I hated the thought of a
future that lacked my parents together.
My grades went down, meals were skipped and I couldn’t sleep. I blamed my mom for everything
detrimental in my life. She threatened to send me to my dad’s house where I would be met with violence.
Parents - who needs them? I do. Without my dad, my life is on a dreaded roller coaster. As much as I fear
him, there is always a chamber in my heart to welcome him. I’ve begun to appreciate my dad’s leaving as
beneﬁcial for my future.
My heart is beginning to put itself back together. I don’t need glue any more; it’s my understanding of this
event that binds my heart together. I don’t hate my parents for what they’ve done. I’m appreciating my
brother more. Happiness has slowly woven its way back into my life.
Alice, an extraordinary girl with spectacular talent in writing and drama, came to Canada from Adelaide, Australia. Her passions
are sports, drama, reading and writing. She has excelled in each of those interests based on one thing: her ability to persevere with
things she feels strongly about.
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Brennan Wong
Grade 6 Fourth Place
York Region District School Board

Birthday Wish
magine, instead of coming to school, getting all the holidays and taking the summer off, you
have to work in a coal mine or a factory for sixteen hours a day every day of the year! How
would you feel about that?!
Many children around the world cannot choose to go to school. Due to poverty, many of them
are forced into child labor with no hope of ever attending school. Some do not even know when they were
born because they are not registered at birth. These impoverished children are invisible and ignored. They
need our help, so what can I do as a kid???
Three years ago, I attended the Take Action! summer camp offered by Leaders Today in Toronto. I was
inspired by the various speakers who shared their experiences and taught us how everyone, regardless of
age, could work together to make a difference. Before I attended the camp, I never thought that a nine–
year old like me could help solve some of the most pressing problems in the world today.
I left the camp with many ideas about how to carry out what we learned, however, it is a big challenge to
focus on so many urgent needs around the world. Surprisingly, this all came together for me one day when
I held my tenth birthday fundraiser. I asked all my guests to donate to Free the Children instead of bringing
me gifts. We did some awareness activities at my party to honour the millions of invisible children. I was so
excited! Including my eleventh birthday fundraiser I raised over $2500 for Free the Children’s school building
projects in Kenya and China.
My last two birthdays have been my most memorable so far. I realize that I can turn ordinary birthday parties
into something meaningful. These fundraising parties empower me with the sense that, even at my young
age, there are concrete actions that can make a contribution, however small. My birthday wish is that we
should focus less on me, and more on we. Always think globally!
Brennan’s family is very important to him. His parents have inspired him to excel in class and extra curricular activities. Brennan’s
sister is his biggest fan. Brennan has a keen sense of civic duty and social awareness which has prompted him to be sympathetic to
charitable causes. His goal for the coming year is to take action to solve some of the most pressing problems in the world today.
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Amy Zuo
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Taken for Granted
he sounds of machinery had been subtle, easily overpowered by the sound of conversing
voices. It was like the ticking of a clock; unless there was silence it was unnoticeable.
Sometimes, I would strain to hear them anyway. My hands clutching tightly to the slim metal
poles of the chair, my knuckles pale against the shadows of the room. I never liked being in
hospitals, especially after this.
I was in grade two, only seven years of age, when my brother was already in the hospital. He had been born
with a thin vein, which had snapped in his head. Shortly after, he had been sent to Sick Kids Hospital.
Before it had happened I had taken everything for granted: my family, my home, my education and
everything else. Even then I had thought only, “Why me?” But only when I was threatened with losing
something important did I really understand how privileged we are to live in a place where we still have all
those important things.
Some people in the world don’t have an education. Some people in the world don’t have a home. Some
people in the world don’t have family. The life I live in Canada is only a dream for many people worldwide.
That’s what a gift living in Canada is. That’s how fortunate we are to live here instead of somewhere else
where the conditions can be much crueler.
Now in grade six my brother has long been healed; he is suffering only from minor balancing problems. He
isn’t much different compared to any other person who is his gender and age, at least, that I’ve seen. Still,
that experience has changed the way I see things, opening my eyes to new ideas about the way we live, to
a new understanding of how lucky we are to be here instead of somewhere else, possibly poor or starving.
Canada accommodates an incredible diversity of lifestyles with one major difference. The major difference
that separates us from other countries is how lucky we are.
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Marcanthony Francella
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
York Catholic District School Board

Why, God?
"Where there is a will, there is a way." Unknown
y dad, one of the most important people in my life, had a disease that could have lasted a
lifetime. My father and I had a relationship most fathers and sons could only dream of having.
It started out with my dad always looking very sick and pale, and progressed to regular trips
to the hospital. The doctor discovered that one of Dad’s kidneys was not functioning properly.
During this time I barely got to see him. As the months went on, Dad’s absence started to
affect me and my life.
At one of my hockey games, I scored a hat trick for the ﬁrst time. When I looked up at the crowd everyone
was cheering me on, but one important person was missing -- my dad. The way I felt was like nothing I had
ever felt before -- my heart was broken. On the outside I looked happy, but on the inside, I was depressed
and hurt. It was one of the most important times in my life, and my dad had to miss it. During this difﬁcult
time I stayed very optimistic. Every time I went to the hospital it made me think differently about life and
what I had that other people didn’t.
One of the things that caught my eye was that a lot of people at the hospital did not have anyone there
for them. I realized that I was lucky to have a loving family and friends who care for me in every possible
way. What also changed my life was that my Aunt Florence, my dad’s sister, had the courage to risk her
life to help my dad, to give him a second chance. She had given him one of her kidneys so she could have
her healthy brother back. My aunt’s generosity changed all our lives forever. This experience taught me a
valuable lesson: you appreciate something or someone only when it has the potential to be taken away.
Twelve year old Marcanthony lives in Toronto with his parents and younger sister. He enjoys playing hockey and video games in his
spare time, and has won many hockey championships. Marcanthony hopes to become a lawyer or doctor in the future.
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Katelyn O’Brien
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

The Unexpected
once heard the saying, “Always expect the unexpected.” I didn’t realize that something
unexpected would suddenly happen in my life. Boy, I had no clue what was coming! On
February 6th, 2002, I was diagnosed with a disease called Type 1 diabetes. It didn’t occur to
me that I was different, until the age of seven. I thought I had the worst disease in the world!
Every day, I was forced to take three or four needles in different parts of my body! It didn’t
bother me; much. I remember being in the hospital, where I would run down the hallway screaming and
bawling my eyes out because of a needle. I didn’t care about taking my medication. It didn’t hurt. I cared
about fairness. It wasn’t fair that my friends could have sweets. It wasn’t fair that my friends could have
snacks anytime they wanted. With my diet plan, I couldn’t do any of those things. Kindergarten, grade 1
and grade 2 were difﬁcult years.
I was angry, sad, upset, almost depressed because I had something my friends didn’t have. I felt different,
not in a good way. I remember at birthday parties I was limited to what I could eat and how much of it I
could consume. For example, I was allowed only one piece of pizza and a small piece of cake, with only
water to drink. I was trapped in a tiny bubble. Only very little could come in. It felt like diabetes had taken
over me. I felt like my life was over, but soon I learned it was not.
One day I took a walk through the children’s wing in the hospital. Three words kept echoing in my mind.
Oh. My. God. It was terrible looking at kids with no medication to support them! They looked sick and sad.
Others looked happy, but appeared to be desperately waiting for anything that could help them. I didn’t feel
so bad anymore. I had diabetes. Diabetes didn’t have me.
Every needle that is poked into me is making me healthier and luckier. This is my life’s turning point.
Eleven year old Katelyn lives with her parents, younger brother and her dog. In her spare time she enjoys playing hockey, basketball
and soccer. Hanging out with her friends and reading great books are two of her favourite pastimes. In the future, Katelyn aspires
to become an author and a teacher.
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Zoë Gavin
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

A Picture is Worth a Thousand Words
“For every Heaven there is a Hell...”
hen people hear that I’ve been to South Africa, they think I’m so lucky. And they’re right. I am
lucky. But not only in the way they think as in experiencing the lush trees, beautiful wildlife and
great places to live. I’m lucky because I’ve had the chance to see beyond all that.
I went to South Africa on a holiday in the March Break of 2007. I had been there before, but I
was too young and naive to notice everything around me. But, boy, did I open my eyes this time!!
It was when we were leaving to go to the airport when I really noticed. We were driving on a normal
highway through the magical city of Johannesburg when I sleepily peered out of the car window. My eyes
widened in curiosity and shock as I saw it -- a huge barren ﬁeld stood before me, with not dozens, but
hundreds of tin shacks.
“What are those?” I asked my parents, true South Africans.
My mom replied, “Those are houses. One family can live in each of them.”
I was completely stunned. The ‘houses’ were not two meters wide; the size of my school desk!! The tin
pieces were leaning on each other, not even stuck together. I was astounded at the use of the word ‘house’
to describe these shacks.
They say that a picture is worth a thousand words, but I think that the image of the poor South African
families living in a closet is worth much more. I think that it is worth a thousand lives, because seeing these
shacks will stick with me forever. That day I learned how lucky I am to be living in a great home in a rich,
safe country. I don’t think that many people know about what really happens to a great number of South
Africans, and it was a huge turning point in my life.
Twelve year old Zoë is crazy about clothes and loves shopping. She loves to write and draw and comes from a very artistic family.
Zoë dreams of becoming a fashion designer using environmentally friendly fabrics and recycled materials. Being aware of so much
cruelty in the world has made Zoë very appreciative of her life.
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Fiona Woticky
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

My Two Lives
"All the past died yesterday; the future is born today." - Chinese proverb
cannot recall a single thing, even if I try so hard to remember. I can only listen to my heart and
what my parents have told me and try to imagine those special moments that brought me
here today.
I could not tell you the name that was given to me at birth. At the age of six months, I was
called “Girl from Tongling”. A while later, I ﬁnally got my Scottish ﬁrst name and my surname which comes
from a small town in Czechoslovakia.
My name is Fiona “Tong-Ya” Woticky and my mother left me on the steps of an orphanage when I was six
months old.
My life was changed forever when my family ﬂew with me from Beijing to Toronto. I left behind my country,
language and culture. Most importantly, I left behind my ﬁrst life - my birth parents and the orphanage
where I had lived until I was two.
On one level, I have a big hole in my existence, ﬁlled with unanswered questions. Who were my birth
parents? Why did they give me up? Why did this happen to me? Not knowing the answers leaves me with
feelings of emptiness and loss.
On the other level, I know I am fortunate to have been adopted by a family who loves and cares for me.
I realize that I escaped a situation in which there was poverty and little hope, where girls were valued
less than boys. In Toronto I live in a land of plenty where everyone is equal. We are all blessed to live in a
community in which so many cultures and races can live side by side. In my second life I have found a sense
of belonging in this world.
When I grow up, I plan to return to China and share the beneﬁts of my education and good fortune with
the land of my origin. I will never forget my roots. The original name that was whispered to me by my birth
mother when I was born will always be treasured within me.
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Grade 6 - French
“Dans toutes les existences, on note une date où bifurque la
destinée, soit vers une catastrophe, soit vers le succès”.
– La Rochefoucauld - (1613 - 1680)
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Samantha Johnston
Grade 6 First Place
Toronto District School Board

Une inspiration pour tous
ans nos vies, on atteint parfois une période de temps où c’est impossible de dormir. Nous
tournons nerveusement dans nos lits, pensifs et inquiets. Pour certains, c’est un animal perdu,
pour d’autres, c’est un ami qui reste fort lors de moments difﬁciles. Pour moi, c’est mon
grand-père, l’homme très autoritaire et pourtant si aimable qui a été amené d’urgence à
l’hôpital.
Mon grand-père souffre maintenant de la maladie d’Alzheimer. Un jour, ma mère m’a annoncé l’horrible
nouvelle qu’il devait avoir une opération. La nouvelle est arrivée comme un grand choc. Je sentais qu’un
gros poids venait d’être placé sur mes épaules. Je n’avais aucune idée que cette nouvelle affecterait et
changerait ma perception de la vie pour toujours.
Ma première visite à l’hôpital a été douloureuse. L’endroit où résidait mon grand-père était réservé aux soins
intensifs. Quand j‘ai vu pour la première fois le couloir où il était, j’ai su qu’il n’était pas simplement malade.
Autour de moi, je voyais des personnes en bien mauvais état. La femme dans le lit voisin avait les veines
coincées hors de sa ﬁgure. Je me suis alors demandé si mon grand-père, dans l’état où il était, avait une
chance de survivre à son malheur.
Mes visites devenaient plus faciles, mais malheureusement, grand-père ne récupérait pas. Il ne parlait pas, il
me regardait confus, il appelait aussi ma grand-mère, même si elle était présente.
Ils nous ont annoncé qu’il avait peu de chance de survivre avec une infection sérieuse à sa vésicule biliaire.
La seule solution était de l’enlever par une chirurgie. C’était dangereux, mais c’était la seule chose qui
pouvait le libérer de sa douleur. Les semaines suivantes, nous avons prié pour qu’il surmonte cette étape de
sa vie.
Maintenant, je m’assois près de mon grand-père dans la cuisine. Oui, il a survécu l’opération, pas par
chance, mais parce qu’il est resté fort et il n’a jamais cessé de croire qu’il vivrait. Il m’a appris qu’on ne
peut jamais abandonner nos rêves et que si nous restons positifs dans des temps difﬁciles, nous serons
récompensés.
J’ai un nouveau nom pour mon grand–père: l’homme aux miracles.
Samantha is twelve years old and has developed a passion for creative writing in both French and English. In her spare time she
enjoys sketching, curling up on the couch with a book, and laughing with friends. She lives with her mother and older sister in
Toronto.
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Alexi Gosset
Grade 6 Second Place
Toronto District School Board

Le boulanger
ujourd’hui je vais vous raconter une histoire au sujet d’un boulanger et d’un petit garçon
très curieux.
Un jour, un petit garçon de 8 ans marchait dehors. Le soleil billait fort comme d’habitude, les
oiseaux chantaient et on entendait les petits bruits des enfants qui jouaient dans la distance.
Les cloches de l’église sonnaient midi.
Le petit garçon se mit à courir en suivant une odeur chaude de pain qui cuisait. Il ne pouvait pas résister
à cette odeur attirante. Il se mit à suivre l’odeur jusqu’à une grande maison. Une enseigne, à bordure de
couleur d’or, au-dessus de la maison indiquait « Boulangerie ». La maison était faite de vielles pierres, le toit
était fait en ardoise. Il y avait de la vigne qui montait le long de la clôture. Tout, de cette maison, paraissait
aussi chaud et confortable que le parfum qui en sortait.
Le petit garçon entra dans la boulangerie par la porte de côté qui s’ouvrait sur une cour intérieure. À la
droite, l’odeur de pain chaud était si forte que le petit garçon avait l’impression que ses narines brûlaient.
C’était là que se trouvait le fournil. Le petit garçon y entra en salivant de plaisir. Le boulanger coupait la pâte
à pain de plusieurs coups de lame de rasoir et puis poussait cette future baguette dans le four.
Sur une longue table, différentes boules de pain étaient alignées attendant patiemment leur tour pour être
transformées en pains délicieux. Le petit garçon prit une couronne de pain qui venait juste de sortir du four.
Il faisait jongler le pain d’une main à l’autre tellement la couronne était chaude. Cela devait faire mal!
Prenant une brosse dans sa main droite, le petit garçon brossait le dessous de la couronne de pain pour
retirer quelques traces de charbon de bois. Se dirigeant vers la belle maison couverte de vignes, le petit
garçon mordait rapidement dans cette couronne de pain qui laissait sortir la vapeur si appétissante. Le petit
garçon adorait la boulangerie presque autant que le boulanger.
Vous voulez savoir qui était le petit garçon. C’est mon père. Et le boulanger, c’était mon arrière grand-père.
Ma maman dit que c’est bien dommage puisque que je n’étais pas là avec mon arrière grand-père, car
j’aurais été son meilleur client parce que j’aime manger du pain.
Même aujourd’hui mon papa salive lorsqu’il me parle de la boulangerie de son grand-père tous les samedis
matin lorsqu’il revient du magasin avec des baguettes fraîches. Et il me répète souvent « Tu sais, personne
ne fait de vraies baguettes ici, comme le faisait mon grand-père ! »
Chaque jour quand j’entre dans une boulangerie, maintenant je pense au pain de la boulangerie de mon
arrière grand-père. Les boulangeries sont très différentes aujourd’hui. Maintenant les boulangeries ont
des fours très différents et un peu mieux aussi. Une chose qui est un peu énervante pour moi est que les
boulangeries d’aujourd’hui mettent souvent des noix dans leurs pains. À la boulangerie de mon arrière
grand-père il n’y avait pas de noix.
Après tout ce que j’ai dit, je réalise que la vie n’est pas comme elle était!
Je m’appelle Alexi Gosset et je suis en 6e année. Je suis né à l’hôpital North York et je vis avec mon frère, mon père et ma mère.
J’aime beaucoup faire les sports et jouer dehors avec mon frère; j’aime lire aussi. J’ai gagne le Concours Oratoire pour le TDSB.
J’aime bien regarder les Blue Jays à la télé et j’aime beaucoup jouer au squash avec ma famille `à notre club. Je joue souvent au
baseball avec mon frère au parc. Quand je suis plus grand je veux jouer au squash `a une université du « Ivy League » ou même
mieux, je voudrais être joueur professionnel du squash ou de baseball. Je voudrais aussi devenir chirurgien.
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Nika Moslehi
Grade 6 Third Place
Toronto District School Board

Mon super héros
st-ce qu’il y a quelqu’un dans ta vie sans qui tu ne peux pas vivre? Quelqu’un qui fera
n’importe quoi pour toi? Quelqu’un qui prend ta main et va t’acheter un cadeau au lieu d’en
acheter un pour lui-même? Quelqu’un qui t’a sauvé d’un feu? Quelqu’un qui est triste quand
tu es triste? Ce quelqu’un est dans ma vie.
C’est mon frère Arad. Sans lui je ne pourrais pas survivre. Mon super héros, mon frère, a
vraiment changé ma vie. Quand j’avais 5 ans et que j’étais seule à la maison avec lui, il y a eu
un feu et il m’a sauvé la vie. Il a pris ma main et s’est enfui avec moi au parc. Il est mon super héros. Mon
frère ne m’a pas enseigné comment faire du vélo, mais ce qui est plus important pour moi il m’a enseigné
comment être agréable et gentille.
Il m’a montré la bravoure. Il m’a montré l’oubli de soi, pour faire du bien à quelqu’un d’autre. Il m’a montré
le courage quand un jour, il a dû avoir une chirurgie sur sa cheville et il devait rester à l’hôpital pendant
sept jours. Quand il était petit, quelqu’un lui a dit de venir dans sa voiture, mais il a refusé. C’était vraiment
courageux. Il essaie de ne pas me montrer ses faiblesses. Lorsqu’il est triste, il le cache pour que je ne me
sente pas triste.
Une fois, il a eu une mauvaise note sur un test et il ne voulait pas revenir à la maison. Il m’a dit qu’il avait
changé d’idée parce que je lui manquerais.
Mon frère a fait tout cela pour moi et je ne l’appréciais même pas. J’ai réalisé qu’il y a toujours quelqu’un
qui t’aime comme une souris aime le fromage. Malheureusement, on ne le réalise pas toujours.
Mon frère n’est pas mon super héros, il est tout pour moi.
Born in Iran, Nika lives in Toronto with her parents and brother. This year Nika wrote a poem which was published in the TDSB
book, Urban Voices/Écho de la Ville. She has also won a trophy in Tae Kwon Do.
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Kristina Springer
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Ma nouvelle petite sœur, Orlandrah
’était un matin très froid, le matin de Noël de 2005. Ce matin-là, je suis allée à l’hôpital avec
mon père, mon oncle et ma cousine pour voir la meilleure mère au monde (ma mère) et ma
nouvelle petite sœur. J’avais 8 ans et j’avais hâte de voir ma petite sœur. Mon père et moi
sommes sortis de la maison tôt le matin avec mon oncle et ma cousine. Le trajet pour se
rendre à l’hôpital ne fut pas long, mais pour moi c’était comme des années, car je voulais
vraiment voir ma nouvelle petite sœur. Quand nous sommes arrivés à l’hôpital, nous sommes allés au Centre
d’information et avons demandé dans quelle chambre était ma mère. Quand je suis arrivée dans la chambre
où était ma mère, mon oncle et sa femme étaient assis sur des chaises et regardaient ma sœur. Ils étaient
contents de me voir aussi. J’étais étonnée, car ma sœur était si petite et belle. Depuis ce jour-là, toute ma
famille sait qu’il s’est produit un autre miracle dans la famille et nous savons qu’elle est vraiment spéciale.
Ce matin de Noël, nous l’avons appelé Orlandrah. Elle a dormi pendant tout l’avant-midi, à l’hôpital, dans la
voiture et à la maison, mais elle s’est réveillée par la suite.
Je sais que j’ai reçu le meilleur cadeau de Noël que je ne pouvais jamais recevoir. Je sais aussi que je devrai
être plus responsable de moi-même et spécialement envers ma petite sœur Orlandrah. Maintenant, elle est
vraiment intelligente pour son âge, elle sait être polie, ne pas dire des mensonges et elle est belle (comme
moi!).
Je n’oublierai jamais ce matin de Noël. C’est un réel point tournant dans ma vie parce que je sais que je
devrai être plus responsable.
C’est vraiment le meilleur matin de ma vie jusqu’à présent.
Respectful and caring of others, twelve year old Kristina has a passion for fashion and dance. She loves soccer, badminton and
swimming and spending time with her friends and family. Kristina prides herself on being organized, handing her school work in
on time, and doing what she can for other people.
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Sean Purcell
Grade 6 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Amélioration
’est ma première partie de hockey, je suis assis sur la glace, ça fait mal un peu, mais je me
relève et patine vers la rondelle, pour tomber encore! Cela devient ennuyeux, mais je me
relève. Et puis la sirène sonne. Dans ma ligue de hockey, à toutes les trois minutes il y a un
changement de lignes, même si quelqu’un est sur le point de compter un but. Alors, je patine
vers le banc, je m’assois et j’attends mon tour pour aller à nouveau sur la glace. Et puis, c’est
mon tour de retourner sur la glace. Je tombe encore.
Trois mois plus tard, la rondelle vient dans ma direction et le gardien de but laisse un vide! J’attends que la
rondelle arrive devant moi, j’essaie de frapper la rondelle avec mon bâton, mais elle est déjà passée!
Neuf mois plus tard, je compte mon premier but! Je suis retourné au banc parce que la sirène a sonné.
J’avais un sourire jusqu’aux oreilles! Je n’ai pas compté de but pour le reste de la partie. Deux mois plus tard,
nous faisons partie des ﬁnales! Nous essayons de gagner, mais nous perdons cinq à trois. L’année suivante,
je suis un des meilleurs joueurs de mon équipe. En tout, j’ai compté treize buts cette année-là. Nous n’avons
pas gagné le championnat, mais c’était amusant.
L’année suivante, sans aucun doute, je fais partie de la meilleure équipe de la ligue. Nous avons gagné
toutes nos parties, par deux buts ou plus et nous avons remporté le championnat. J’ai compté dix buts cette
année-là. Tous les joueurs de mon équipe étaient gentils. C’était vraiment amusant.
Cette année, notre équipe n’était pas très bonne au début, mais nous avons ﬁni la saison régulière en
deuxième place! Jusqu’à maintenant cette année, j’ai compté trente-six buts en vingt-quatre parties. Nous
sommes une des meilleures équipes de la ligue!
Tout cela est simplement pour démontrer, que tu ne dois jamais cesser d’essayer.
Eleven year old Sean lives in Toronto with his parents, younger sister, Nicola, and his cat, Izzy. Sean likes to play hockey: ice hockey
in the winter and road hockey in the summer. Sean does cross country and track and ﬁeld. Sean helps out at his church and enjoys
“being a kid.”
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Grade 7/8
“Character is the total of thousands of small daily
strivings to live up to the best that is in us.”
- A.G. Troudeau (Lieutenant General)
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Gideon Umadat
Grade 7/8 First Place
Toronto District School Board

The Happening
t happened one night that the police showed up at our door. I was eight. They were there to
investigate my brother, Mark, who was being accused of theft and assault. They talked to him
and to my father and then left. My dad was so mad at my brother, and that the police had
come to our house, he got out his belt and beat my brother, real bad. My dad said he did this
to teach Mark a lesson.
The next day, was a normal day for us, like any other -- as normal as it could be, after what had happened.
At the end of the day however, we were called down to the school ofﬁce, and told that we had to wait
to be picked up. Finally, when it was time for us to go, the people who came to pick us up were not our
parents but police ofﬁcers, and a social worker. What we didn’t know was that my mom had called the
police because of what my dad had done the night before. Heather, a social worker, was there to help us
sort out our problems. We ended up at the police station, as she ultimately decided we needed to be put in
foster care. I will never forget seeing my dad taken away in handcuffs.
It was strange to wake up the next day in our new home. I couldn’t even eat because of how badly I missed
my parents, even my dad. After that week we went to stay with another lady. We had to go to another
school to continue our learning. All these changes made me realize that my life was taking a huge turn, and
I had to re-evaluate what I deﬁned to be “a family.”
When the time came for us to visit our parents, we were deﬁnitely emotional; there was a lot of crying. The
thing is, I didn’t cry as much as everyone else, nor as much as I thought I would. I was happy where I was.
The people with whom we stayed were good to us. Eventually though, as things got sorted out, the day
came for us to leave our foster parents. It was time to go home. My mom was so happy. We rarely got to
see our dad but when we did, he would try to do fun things with us. I wasn’t really crazy about things the
way they were, but I realize things happen for a reason. My parents were not meant to be together and my
dad was not meant to be with us.
Single incidents in our lives can propel great changes. The foster family I was with was there at the right
time -- to bridge the gap in my family. And “family” can change from one day to the next. I don’t know
everything about life, but I do know that I can survive its curveballs if I have people to help me. And I
certainly feel a lot stronger from this experience.
Twelve year old Gideon lives in Toronto with his older brother and his mom. Gideon has a passion for cars, which he hopes will
fuel his quest to one day become a mechanic. He also loves both playing and watching basketball, cricket, and soccer. Gideon
knows how to make newcomers feel welcome, and is very helpful and friendly with his peers. While quiet at times, Gideon has a
wonderful sense of humour which he loves to share!
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Ruby Xia
Grade 7/8 Second Place
York Region District School Board

Letting Go
ivorce. The word sends chills down my spine and echoes through my head as I crawl into bed
and close my eyes, trying to ﬁnd peace within my dreams. Suddenly, my mother’s shrill, ice
cold voice cuts through the air like a blade. Her voice paralyzes me with fear and stings my
eyes, thoughts racing wild in my head as my father, a usually gentle and calm man, roars back.
I do not know why I am still shocked, even though the ﬁghts have been going on for three
years now. Maybe it’s because every time, I make myself believe it’s all just a terrible nightmare.
One night in September, my mom sat me down and ﬁnally started explaining. “Honey… now that you’re
old enough, I want you to know the real reason why your father has to leave… he does not want you to
know, but I need to tell you…” After I was born, she had discovered that my dad had fallen in love with
another younger, prettier woman and wanted to leave us. Fearing that I would have to grow up without
a father, my mother mustered up all her strength and begged him to stay, despite her pain and hurt. They
agreed he would leave after I turned twelve. She broke down, and her cry could have melted stone. I was
disgusted by my father’s actions, yet it tore me apart that soon I would have to say goodbye. My dad left in
October.
My dad’s leaving had a great impact on my life. Every day for months I lay awake in bed, thinking or crying
myself to sleep. I realized how precious the days were when we were together as one family, but my
happiness disappeared once I realized that it was all just an act. I have become more independent, taking
over my father’s roles as well as becoming a second mother to my sister.
My mom is always complaining about how my father was a wicked, cruel man who left his family and took
off. She asked once, “Would you accept your father if he came back ten years later?” Honestly, I do not
have an answer. I can never hate my father, the man who tucked me in every night and supported me with
kind words of encouragement, helping me up when I fell. It hurts when I see my mother exhausted from
work, and I cannot help but think, “Why aren’t you here to help us, Daddy?”
Today, I am forever thankful for everything my parents have done and sacriﬁced to make me happy and
to give me the chance to grow up in a ‘normal’ family. Do I want my father to come back? From a child’s
perspective, of course, I would. However, my parents have endured each other for twelve long years and I
will not make them sacriﬁce their own happiness for me once again. I will have to take a deep breath and
just let go.
Ruby, who lives with her mother and sister, was born in China and moved to Canada when she was ﬁve years old. In her spare time
she enjoys reading, drawing, painting, writing and working on her computer. She is interested in the arts as well as health and
medicine, and plans to pursue a career as a doctor.
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Gabriella Boccone
Grade 7/8 Third Place
Durham Catholic District School Board

Sooner or Later
wo days before the announcement, we had gone to the doctor’s ofﬁce. My mom, younger
sister and I had been arguing about something insigniﬁcant and inconsequential to the days
that would lie ahead. We stopped by the doctor’s so my mom could pick up her test results.
She had not told us what the test was for and I remember being slightly aggravated that she
would not divulge any more on the issue. I was even more annoyed (and mildly frightened)
when she refused to elaborate on the bad news she told us she had received. But I had quickly forgotten
the trip and my annoyance until a few nights later when my dad exclaimed to my mother, “You have to tell
them sooner or later!”
I suppose that is where it all began.
It was the beginning of January, I was in the third grade, and I cried when she told me. I cried out of fear
for my mom, and out of fear for what would come next. But mostly, I cried because I was unprepared and
uninformed about the stage three breast cancer that had inhabited her body. There was, however, one thing
I remembered hearing about cancer. It killed people. And it could very well kill my mom.
Now I am in grade eight and have a much better understanding of what cancer is and what it means for
that person. I’ve watched my mom throw up her lunch in the sink, have her blood taken, shave her head
bald, and cry from pain and exhaustion. It was all very unpleasant and I wanted more than anything to help
her.
So now I’m quite sure you are picturing me as a little girl, catering to my mom’s every need. But in all
honesty, that’s not how it happened. She was still a mom and I was still a kid. She still packed lunches and
helped me with my homework, because no matter how much I wanted to help, I didn’t know how. My
mom had always done these things for me when I was sick, but as an eight year old girl, all I could do was
try my best. I congratulated her when she made progress moving her arm again after the surgery. I helped
her count down the days of chemotherapy that remained and tried to be patient and understanding. I even
joined in when she chanted “I HATE CHEMO!” but whether it made a difference is impossible to know.
I can only be glad that it’s over—that the cancer is now gone, and that the experience has changed my life
in so many surprising, yet positive ways. It brought my dog, Scout, into our lives when my mom realized
she didn’t want to miss the opportunity to see us with our very own puppy. It taught me to appreciate the
people in my life.
But most of all, it taught me that we don’t have forever. There are no guarantees in life and I think we have
to make the best of it while we can. You can’t live your life in the past or you’ll never have a future. Live in
the moment, because the only thing that you can be sure about in life is that it’s happening. Right now.
Gabriella, a grade eight honour student from Pickering, lives with her parents, younger sister and dog. Gabriella’s love for
reading often borders on addiction and she is happiest when she is immersed in the pages of a good book. When she’s not
reading, Gabriella likes listening to music, swimming and spending time with her friends. Although she enjoyed writing this essay,
Gabriella’s passion lies in writing ﬁction and aspires to be the J.K. Rowling of her time.
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Cassie Bunsee
Grade 7/8 Fourth Place
Durham Catholic District School Board

Daddy, Daddy
s I sit on my bed I look back on my life, the highlights, the lowlights, the good and bad times.
I try to recall every miniscule detail; the curve of my sister’s nose, her almond shaped eyes, her
scent - everything about my old life. But as I remember, I notice none of it, nothing is exactly
the same, and it’s all so different now. It’s as if in these past ﬁve years everything I knew has
changed. But it’s not that the things themselves have changed, no, the thing that has changed
is…ME.
My breathing quickened and everything around me slowed. It’s only been ﬁve years, I thought. How much
could have changed? It felt as if the world were crumbling around me. A crumbling illusion is a frightening
thing. It frees some; it buries and suffocates others. But the cruelest thing is that we never know which we
shall be - the one riding to freedom or the one gasping for a last breath.
“Okay,” I said to my self. “The best place to start is at the beginning.”
“Daddy, Daddy!” I squealed
“Hey, Sugar, what’s up?” he asked, his bald head shining in the bright afternoon sun.
“Daddy!” I squealed once more before jumping into his arms. “I missed you.”
“I’m sorry I was gone for so long, sweetheart,” he apologized. “ But this time when I leave you’re coming
with me!”
“But Daddy I don’t wanna go! I wanna stay here,” I cried in the high-pitched voice of a seven year old.
“Edwin, she doesn’t want to go,” my dad’s cousin said. “So don’t force her.”
“Judy, she is my daughter and I will take her wherever the hell I please. And if I can’t, then I’ll call the cops.
Got that?” he said through clenched teeth.
“You are not taking her anywhere,” Judy reprimanded. But before she had a chance to say anything else, he
had already dialed the three numbers that would change my life forever. I heard the sirens long before I saw
the actual car turning onto our street. At the end of grade one our class had taken a ﬁeld trip to the police
station, but this encounter with the policeman was completely different.
Seven years ago, I thought. Seven long years ago, I was gone -- snatched away from the people I loved,
never to see them again. The images that ﬂashed through my mind were as vivid as if I traveled through
time and was seven years old again. I shuddered as I remembered his apology and how seven years makes
a difference in how you see things. Back then I thought his apology was sincere and full of love. But now
I know that he felt neither love nor regret for how long he had left me. But the thing that stands out the
most is the grin that was on his face, not evil but not happy either. It was a grin that said, “I know things
that you don’t.” He felt only hate for me and I felt that hate like a monster inside me ripping my heart to
shreds, I felt it like claws tearing through my skin, causing a pain so intense that I felt it with every ﬁber of
my body. But the pain wasn’t physical, it was emotional and knowing that made me want to hurt, but not
just anybody. The person I wanted to hurt was Edwin…my father.
“What ﬂavor of ice-cream do you want, Cass?” asked my dad’s new girlfriend.
“Cotton candy,” I replied. “Please,” I added quickly. I could feel the car lurch as my dad leaned forward, his
face only centimeters away from mine so I could smell the alcohol on his breath.
“Please and thank you,” he yelled. “And Stephanie.”
“Yes, Edwin,” she answered obediently.
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“No ice cream for the little witch. She won’t be able to eat it,” he said as he curled his right hand into a ﬁst.
He pulled his hand back and swung. All I could see was blood. But, blood from where? “There, that should
solve the talking problem,” he said with a sneer as he leaned back to admire his handiwork. “A job well
done!”
It was my lip. He had split my lip open and was proud. He leaned forward again and gave me a slap across
the face. “For good measure,” he had said. My lip was bleeding and my cheek stung. I did the only thing a
sensible seven year old would; I cried and begged for forgiveness.
“Please, Daddy, please,” I whimpered. “I’m sorry. It won’t ever happen again. Forgive me, Daddy, please.
And thank you?” I whispered.
“There’s a good girl,” he said. “You deserved it, you know. You need to learn some manners.” Then he
patted my head.
After he ﬁnished telling me that I deserved it, Stephanie came back to the car. She looked from the blood
on the seat, to my face, and then to Edwin. “The little witch got blood all over my car,” she said angrily. I
dreaded going home that night because the blood on the seat meant another beating, and a whole week
off school so my lip could heal and so I could clean the car.
The nerve of that bastard, I thought. I couldn’t believe that I had once loved him. Couldn’t believe that the
very thought of a visit from him had once excited me to the very core. Well, now I knew better, I knew that
he didn’t love me because if he did he wouldn’t have treated me as if I were nothing more than a burden
for him to carry.
“Where’s my money, bitch? Don’t make me ask again!” he said while pinning me down.
“I didn’t,” slap. “Take,” slap “The money,” slap. I said before ﬁnally crying out in pain. Warm blood ran
down the sides of my face, as I tried to explain what had happened. “It was Stephanie!” I cried. “She took
it!” He pulled his hand back and just let it ﬂy straight toward my head. The echo was so loud it woke the
people in the apartment next to us.
“Groceries…food,” I remember trying to croak out. “Stephanie.” And before I knew what was about to
happen a ﬁst came ﬂying out of nowhere and for about half an hour I was blind in my right eye. I remember
his storming out of the room. I tried to get up and look around, but without the vision of one eye and blood
pouring from my forehead the only thing I saw was more blood. I painfully heaved myself off the bed with a
sigh.
More blood equals more beatings, more beatings equals more days off school, and more days off school
equals more time to clean up the blood.
Stephanie knew that I would get hit for the missing money, that’s why she took it. But I still can’t help but
think, that even if he knew that she had taken the money, I would still get hit. Because it’s not like he could
have taken his anger out on her. I was the weak one, the victim of choice.
As I sat huddled on my bed I could hear the way Edwin stormed through the apartment. It was only a
matter of seconds before he reached my room. I counted the steps; three, two…one! The door swung open
with such force that it dented the wall. I focused on that perfect circular dent just to get my mind off the
pain that I knew was soon to follow.
“Come here.” he said through clenched teeth. And I did. What other choice did I have? He leaned forward,
his two hands outstretched and grasping for my throat. There is no explanation for what happened next,
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no explanation for why he did what he did and no way to explain the excruciating pain that I felt. My eyes
rolled back into my head, and my breathing became shallow and wheezy. I could feel his hands squeezing
my throat tighter and tighter. I tried to kick and scream, but it was as if I had lost control of my limbs and
voice. “This is it,” I thought to myself. My last wish was to die quickly and painlessly. It was only a short time
that he held on, but to me it felt like an eternity. I felt my body relax and fall onto the bed. It’s over. Edwin
got up and left. I tried to get up, but I was too weak and collapsed back onto the bed. I tried to breath,
gulping in the sweet, glorious air, but ended up choking on it instead. That night I made a promise to
myself: “This is it, This is the last time I ever let anyone treat me like this again.”
I know that I told myself that there was no explanation for what Edwin did, but I lied. Not to protect me,
but to protect him from me, and the hate that had been growing inside me from the ﬁrst time he hit me.
His explanation was that he was having a bad day. And I was the only one for him to take it out on. Yet
again, I was the victim.
After Stephanie and Edwin broke up, I knew I couldn’t stay with him any longer. I had to get away, and he
knew it too. But where would I go? He had ﬁnally decided that his sister, my aunt, would take me in. He
dumped my few belongings in a garbage bag and left me outside the door for pickup. Like they say: one
man’s trash is another man’s treasure!
It’s been ﬁve years now and not once has anyone ever laid a hand on me in a violent manner. Nobody’s life
is perfect and mine is far from it, but at least I live with people who love me. It’s been ﬁve years and not
once have I seen the man I used to call “Daddy.” Up until a few weeks ago, that is. My aunt and uncle and I
had just visited the lawyer asking for the adoption papers so we could deliver them to Edwin. We pulled up
to his house. He was living in the basement with his new wife and two children. I watched him walk toward
the mini van, slowly, as if all the life had been sucked from his body and he was only a walking corpse. His
head was still bald but his eyes were rimmed with red and he looked like he hadn’t slept in days. His pants
were torn and too short for his long legs. His jacket was too big and ﬁlled with holes. He looked skinnier
than I.
My father said nothing to me, neither an apology for abandoning me, nor an “I love you.” But he looked
at me, and when he did I was overcome with emotions that I never knew existed. Most of all I felt pity, pity
that in just ﬁve years he had gone from being a monster to being helpless. But even after seeing him like
this I still couldn’t ﬁnd it in my heart to forgive him for abusing me, and to let go of the past. I just wasn’t
ready and I never will be ready, because how do you forgive someone like that?
But now, when I look back, he didn’t abandon me; he just gave me away because he couldn’t take care of
me. Other parents kill their children but he didn’t, and knowing that; made some of the hate that had built
up in me melt away. And now a tiny part of my heart is saved just for him because I will always love my
“Daddy.” And now I have come to the conclusion that he isn’t a bad person -- he just does bad things. But
I am done with being the victim, I am done with being weak and helpless. It’s his turn now. I just hope that
one day he will feel another emotion besides hate and anger. I hope he ﬁnds love somewhere in that black
heart of his, but I want nothing to do with him, because after losing some of that hate I feel vulnerable and
susceptible to abuse again and I never want to feel that ever again.
Cassie Bunsee is fourteen years old and in Grade 8. She lives in Pickering, Ontario with her two younger brothers and aunt and
uncle…soon to be mom and dad! In her spare time, Cassie loves to read, watch television and sing karaoke! Cassie one day hopes
to become a high school English teacher in order to share the joys of reading and literature with others. Although she enjoyed
writing this essay, her true passion lies in writing ﬁction.
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Cristina McCoy-Caria
Grade 7/8 Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Moving On
n everyone’s life, there is a moment when their perspective of the world changes. Everything
is new, dark or vibrant, unknown. Seeing the world in a new way is sometimes scary. You
don’t know why you’re thinking the way you’re thinking, or saying what you’re saying. And
sometimes it’s too late to go back, too late to smack yourself for being so foolish, acting so
stupid. The moment when the world changes may happen within seconds, or within a span of
years. For me, the change happened between the months of December and June 2007.
Grade six was the grade I was in during most of 2007. I was only eleven, and that’s what makes my turning
point so extraordinary. I wasn’t expecting the year to be so eventful, but it was. In so many ways, what
happened to me that year, made me who I am now, whether that be good or bad, I’m still not sure. The
beginning of the school year was just like any other. It took me awhile to get into the groove of the work
schedule and the annoying sound of my alarm clock at seven thirty every morning, but other than that,
everyone was the same in the beginning.
Around October I realized I had my ﬁrst real crush on a boy in my class. For personal reasons, let’s just say
his name was Cody. When I ﬁrst started liking him, it was a very innocent sort of admiration I held for him. I
liked it when he talked to me; I liked it when he sat next to me -- all the sorts of things that little girls giggle
about with their mothers. Eventually, Cody got up the courage to ask me out. I remember the feeling I had
when I said, “yes.” It was a very strong ﬂip in my stomach, and a lightheaded sensation. He was my ﬁrst
boyfriend. We would talk on the phone for hours late at night, type to each other in the early hours of the
morning when the sun hadn’t come up yet; we would hang out on the weekends at the movies and the
mall. We enjoyed each other’s company. We had our “ﬁrsts” together as well; ﬁrst time holding someone’s
hand, ﬁrst peck on the cheek, ﬁrst date, and ﬁrst kiss. At the time, it felt like everything was perfect and
nothing could go wrong. My grades were surprisingly increasing because I was always so happy. Nothing
seemed boring any more. Everything was a new and exciting adventure. Not only was school and dating
perfect, also all my friends and my family seemed closer to me than ever. Life was just one big ball of fun.
I think that’s why it hurt so much when everything got crushed, because it went from a perfect dream to
a terrifying nightmare. One terrible week in April the care free lifestyle ended. I was reading a book in my
living room at home with my family. The phone rang, and the caller ID said it was my grandmother. I passed
over the phone to my Mom, and continued reading. Something felt strange; I could feel something was
drastically wrong. My Mom answered the phone in her usual happy voice, and then she fell silent and began
screaming. I heard her fall to her knees and begin hysterically yelling and crying. I jumped from my seat and
ran to see what was wrong. My father was already in the room. He grabbed the phone and left, asking my
Grandmother what had happened. For some reason, I knew my uncle had died. The way my mother tried
to hug me while she was on the ground and the way she kept screaming, “No,” and “why,” told me I was
right. I didn’t cry at ﬁrst, I was so lost in shock I didn’t know what to say. I just knew I needed to be with
my Mother. I don’t know how long we stayed with each other crying. It felt like hours. My father came and
helped my Mom off the ﬂoor, and then it really hit me. My Mom’s brother had died. He was only forty! I
walked into my room and toppled over on my bed, holding myself in a tight ball. I called Cody, but he was
having dinner and couldn’t talk to me which only made me cry more.
That was only the beginning. I stayed home with my Mother and little sister the next day and tried to
console Mom as best I could, but it wasn’t any help. I can’t imagine how it would feel to lose your sibling;
all I knew was that my mother was gone. She was lost, somewhere in her thoughts and sorrows. She wasn’t
the same person anymore. I went to school the next day and mentioned what had happened to my friends.
Cody patted me on the back, but said nothing. When I got home from school, my Mom was crying again. I
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assumed it was over my uncle, but then I saw my Dad crying. I had never seen my Dad cry -- not even when
his father died. They told me that my Grandmother had just passed away, the one on my Dad’s side. My
Dad’s mother. And with that, both of my parents were gone. I don’t know how to explain the feeling, but
the entire house felt like a graveyard, only more depressing. No one laughed, no one smiled. Even my four
year old little sister didn’t. I went to my ﬁrst funeral at the end of that week, and my second the day after.
I had to miss three days of school, because the funeral for my uncle was in Timmins, a seven hour drive
from where I live. My uncle had three children, my cousins. They were the closest things I had to brothers
and sisters, other than my own. I had never seen them so sad; never seen so many people I loved cry in one
room. With my grandmother’s funeral, I had never seen my Father and my three uncles in the same place at
once, and it brings tears to my eyes now to remember the utterly lost expression on my father’s face. When
I got back to school, I just wanted to be hugged and held by my friends, but that wasn’t what I got at all.
My friends informed me Cody had cheated on me, with my best friend. And then I was gone. It felt like my
entire being was torn out from my body. All of my thoughts became nothing but violent cries, and the very
meaning of life escaped me.
April of 2007 was the worst time in my family’s life. I will never forget it, or the months that followed. Cody
and my best friend began dating immediately, causing gossip about me and how I was used. I couldn’t
show my face around the neighborhood and I couldn’t stand being home with my family. I cried every
morning, every night and sometimes alone in the washroom at school. No one knew what I was feeling.
No one understood the pain. Cody made fun of me to my face, and my best friend attempted to say she
thought I would be okay with it. I didn’t care anymore. Life didn’t matter. At age eleven, I didn’t care if I
died or if I lived. My grades suffered, because I didn’t care about them anymore, nor did I care about eating
or sleeping or talking with my friends. The result of that was that I lost almost ten pounds within a month,
became sleep deprived from the numerous times I cried myself to sleep, and my friends became distant. I
didn’t know them anymore, and they didn’t know me, but, somewhere out of the darkness, I had a dream
one night that woke me up to life again. In my dream, my uncle and my grandmother were waiting for
me in front of golden gates. When I walked up to them they asked me what I was doing there so early.
And I answered them,” I’m lost.” My uncle turned me around to see all of my friends playing and laughing
at the bottom of solid gold stairs. My grandmother patted me on the back and whispered to me, in that
special way, in Italian. Then I woke up, and my entire outlook on life had changed. My mother followed my
example, and soon came out of her rut. My father took the longest, but he won his battle. To this day, we
aren’t the same people we were before that year -- especially me. I found that I loved to write by the end of
May, and that changed me as well. Poetry, novels. I could let myself go, and write whatever I desired. I fell
in love with words. I began to care about my grades then, and made amends with my friends, telling them
repeatedly I was lost, but I had found my way. For some reason, they accepted what I said, and ever since
then, none of us has been closer. Cody and my best friend had a pathetic, awkward relationship, which
crashed and burned. Cody apologized over and over throughout the years since, and now, he and I are the
best of friends, closer maybe than anybody because we both share the strange bond of being each other’s
ﬁrst experience with love.
I’m not sure if the dream I had was my uncle and my grandmother saving my life, or if it was just my
subconscious mind trying to rescue me. All I know now, is that the world is a totally different place than it
once was. Because of that year, I am a stronger person. I am more determined and I get over things a lot
easier than I used to. My family and I are still close and open with each other; my friends could just as well
be called family, and I found a passion within myself. Writing. At the age of eleven, I was like a still and clear
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pond. Then a rock was thrown at me, and I rippled and waved unsteadily, and after some time, I became
calm again, but I will always be changed. The rock will always be underneath my surface, and I have learned
to deal with it, to ﬁt it in with who I am now -- a thirteen year old grade eight student. Life hasn’t been
more exciting than it is now.
Rest in Peace Doug McCoy and Anna Caria, I miss you.
Grade 8 student, Cristina McCoy-Caria, lives with her mother, father and seven year-old sister, Sabrina. In her spare time, Cristina
works on her novel which she hopes to eventually publish. She plans to apply to the University of Toronto or Brigham Young
University in Utah.
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Megan
Grade 7/8 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Happiness
eople expect me to get over things even when I don’t want to, or when I am not ready to.
Truth be told, there are times when I wish my life was different, but at the same time I am
happy. One thing I do know is that no matter what, my ‘real’ mom had the chance to do
better. When my parents divorced, it was hard for me. My mom had to take care of us, and
she struggled. When it became clear that she couldn’t take care of herself, it also meant that
she couldn’t take care of me. I spent ﬁve years in foster homes. During that time, I didn’t know, from one
month to the next, where I would be calling “home”.
I met my adopted mom for the ﬁrst time in 2008. She had seen a picture of my sister and me in the
newspaper, the feature children looking for adoption. She thought we resembled her and her little sister.
As the sun does sometimes shine, after meeting us, she chose us. It was a fresh start; a new beginning, if
you will. The day we moved in with her, we were incredibly happy. We went out for dinner and had a little
party. The only hard part was saying goodbye to the people I loved the most, the people whom I wanted to
be with. Having said that, being with my new mom is something I like a lot. There are simple things I enjoy,
having my own room. There are other things too; I don’t have to take as much care of my little sister as I
used to. Essentially, I feel like I have a real place to call home. Even though my real mom loved me, it just
was not the same.
I realize many teenage girls who have been through what I have may be angry about their lives. I, however,
am not. I try to look at every situation that is presented to me in a positive way. I hope one day I will be
able to help someone in a similar situation, to be as positive as I am. Some may think I have had it hard, or
may feel sorry for me. I do not agree. I consider myself lucky. The relationship I have with my adopted mom
continues to grow. Sometimes it is a bit rough, but that’s because it’s a typical mother-daughter relationship.
This experience has helped me to realize that not everyone is perfect and I think everyone needs a chance to
correct their mistakes -- but only when they are ready. Someone loves me, and someone wants me, and that
is a gift I will forever cherish. In our minds, we may have a picture of the way things are supposed to be.
And this picture may not always match reality. Happiness, though, does not depend on what we imagine; it
depends on our attitude in our real world.
Megan is a bubbly thirteen year old who currently lives in Richmond Hill. She enjoys playing sports and hanging out with her
friends. She is very funny, and likes to make people laugh. Megan is a caring and emotional person with a strong personality. Her
creative ideas and her strengths in public speaking will surely help her in future years.
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Nicholas Romualdi
Grade 7/8 Honourable Mention
York Catholic District School Board

The Smile
am a compassionate and sensitive twelve year old who usually volunteers to help others.
Before my experience, I didn’t care much about other people and how bad their lives could be.
I worried only about myself and those close to me. However, after this event, my life changed
forever. I became more generous and more grateful for what I have.
On a cold winter night I was traveling on a bus with two hundred other young people. We would be
feeding the homeless in downtown Toronto. I was feeling nervous, yet excited. As the bus approached the
Scott Mission, I glimpsed out the window and saw a lineup of homeless people. They seemed very cold and,
I imagined, very hungry. We ﬁled out of the bus singing Christmas carols. We were ushered towards a group
of tables covered with bags of food and various articles of clothing. When the homeless walked by the
tables we were to hand them the food and clothing of their choice. As the hours passed, we started to feel
what the homeless must feel on a daily basis – a bitter coldness from head to toe.
There was one man who took only one bag of food. He didn’t take any blankets, gloves, or anything that
would help keep him warm. I told him, “Please, take another bag of food or some clothes. There is plenty
to go around.” He replied, “There are other people who still have to get their food. Once the line is gone,
I will come back and take what is left over.” I again encouraged him to take more items, but he didn’t; he
just walked away in the cold. As the day went by and the line became shorter, the man came back and took
what he needed. I looked at him and said, “God bless you.” His face lit up, he gave me a large smile and
had tears in his eyes. He replied, “Merry Christmas and thank you for the food.” The man walked away
down the street singing Christmas carols
On the bus ride back to the church, I began to feel very grateful for what I have. The experience made me
feel so appreciative for the little things I take for granted. I don’t have to wait in line for my meals every day.
I don’t have to wait in line to be handed a piece of clothing and I don’t have to wait in line to see if a bed
will be available to me at night. Yet with what little the homeless have, some still manage to have smiles on
their faces. The smile of that man made me become a more compassionate, grateful and patient person.
Now I volunteer happily to organize charity events at school and I don’t take my life for granted. It is funny, I
went downtown thinking that I would change someone else’s life and came back changed forever.
Nicholas, born and raised in Maple, Ontario, lives with his parents and two older brothers. He enjoys writing, drawing and playing
sports in his spare time. On Friday evenings he attends the Oasis Youth Group with his brothers and enjoys participating in various
religious activities. Every year the Passion Drama of Our Lord is presented. Recently Nicholas played the part of the Good Thief and
one day hopes to play the role of Jesus.
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Edith Barabash
Grade 7/8 Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Privileged
“Most human beings have an inﬁnite capacity for taking things for granted.” – Aldous Huxley
ife is made up of numerous turning points. They shape our lives. They intertwine like a web,
each delicate thread weaving into the other, representing something that has helped us
become the people we are today. Turning points are used to open the eyes of those who see
the universe through a dull lens and to enlighten one’s perspective on the world, just as mine
did for me.
It happened during the war of 2006 between Israel and Lebanon. I sat curled up in a ball on the bare ﬂoor
of our dreadfully hot bomb shelter. The confusion and fear of the war overwhelmed me. It paralyzed my
body, but still set my heart to full speed, thrumming like a hummingbird’s wings. It was an airless, conﬁned
area, much to my distaste. My body recoiled every time I heard a bomb reach the ground. The radio’s
desolate droning echoed at the other end of the room and the television illuminated the space in front of
me. I looked up at its small screen and that’s when it hit me. Everything abruptly fell into place. My head
spun. Guilt drained my body of any other sentiment.
On the television screen sat a family of so many I could scarcely count them, all kneeling together in a
bomb shelter. The people were as thin as sticks, their faces ravenous and emaciated as they sat clustered
together; the war outside imprisoning them. What was I thinking, pitying myself? I took in the brief shots
of the rest of their feeble house. That dreaded guilt dug deeper, wrenching at my throat. The worst thing
about it was that they were all sitting in an appallingly small area regardless of the large quantity of people.
It suddenly made my unappreciated shelter look more like a mansion. This kept me up all night, reﬂecting
on the atrocities that had befallen on that deprived family. I despised being in a war, but as difﬁcult as my
experience was, theirs was so much more. No snacks to eat whenever they wanted, no toys to occupy
themselves and being unable to indulge themselves with anything; is that the proper way to live life? Is that
fair? We had food to eat whenever we felt like having some. We had toys and games to pass the time. They
had none of that! Yet why did I pity myself? Ah, yes. They had what many of even the wealthiest families
lack; the power to put things into perspective and to know that what we truly need to survive is simply love
for one another.
My turning point was one of those that make you truly value and become aware of what counts in life. It
opened my eyes to an extent I didn’t think possible. Many people are not content with what they have and
don’t realize what they ought to have cherished until it is gone. They have never felt the nauseating tug of
starvation in their stomachs or the excruciating pain of longing for a home, for food, for water. They ﬁnd it
hard to imagine the thought of ﬁghting for survival; the bone chilling notion of not living to see the sunrise
of tomorrow. This lone family I saw sitting in their overcrowded room with scarcely any resources caused me
to open my eyes and embrace the fact that, although I, too, may struggle at times, I am still privileged to
have what I have.
As these webs continue to shape me, to help me as the years pass by, I know for a fact that I will never take
what I have for granted; not while there are still families such as those, huddled up together, awaiting the
unpitying fate of tomorrow.
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Grade 9/10
“The true test of character is not how much we know how
to do, but how we behave when we don’t know what to do.”
– John Holt (Educator)
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Emily Gong
Grade 9/10 First Place
York Region District School Board

Painting to End Poverty
t the very moment that I was born, in my heart a tiny seed had already begun to sprout. This
seed was called Visual Art. As a toddler my sensitivity to colour and eagerness to create urged
me to make crayon scribbled masterpieces on the walls of our home. Visual Arts allowed me
to express myself; it became my passion.
Under the inﬂuence of my grandfather, a calligrapher and landscape painter, I began to explore and
experiment with a wide range of media. Finally, I found my love for painting with watercolour. I painted
for hours, accomplished numerous paintings and began to develop my skills in watercolour. In grade seven
during a school art show a few of my teachers and friends’ parents asked to purchase my paintings. I
considered the idea and started to sell and complete commissions.
In the beginning I regarded art primarily as a hobby. I had never predicted that my love for art and
willingness to help others would dramatically impact on and become such an essential part of my life. That
is until I realized my paintings could do much more than just be enjoyed by the viewers. In my seventh year
of school, I was moved by a documentary that was shown to our elementary school about AIDS in Africa. I
was overwhelmed with emotion and at that moment, I became determined to make a difference for these
less fortunate people. However, I had no idea how I would achieve my goal. It seemed like an unreachable
goal at the time because I was only one thirteen year old. When the “Voices for Africa” Campaign was
launched, I seized the opportunity and became actively involved. The objective of this campaign was to
raise money for the Stephen Lewis Foundation, within the community, although, I felt that this was not
nearly enough. To make a larger contribution I decided to sell my artwork in my school on Arts Night and
donate the proﬁt I made. That night, I put up a sign explaining what I was doing. I set up a small table,
and displayed my artwork on it. In the four hours few people actually paid attention to me but those who
did gave me their support and told me that I was doing a good deed. My ﬁrst donation was very small yet
when I submitted it, I encountered a feeling that I had never experienced before. I felt pride and felt more
joyful than I had ever been before because I knew every dollar that I had donated would bring hope to the
lives they reached on the other side of the world in Africa. Being able to use my artistic ability to help others
became the turning point in my life.
Even though my donation was not extravagant, I was motivated because I was able to put forth some effort
by using my talents and abilities. Most importantly, I was taking action to become the change that I wanted
to see in the world. Over the course of a year, I expanded my “business”. Also, I gave speeches on the issue
in my elementary school to raise awareness. When “Voices for Africa2” approached the following year, I
donated three of my best original watercolour paintings and put them up for auction at the Newmarket
Theatre. The next day I was ecstatic to hear that one of my paintings went for the highest bid of the night
-- one hundred and forty dollars. The time and effort I committed to the Campaign paid off and I proceeded
to experience success with my growing fundraiser.
Up to date, I have donated and auctioned ﬁve of my original paintings, sold over 50 prints, 600 cards and
with the continuous support from the teachers, parents and staff at my elementary and secondary schools, I
have collected over one thousand dollars for the Stephen Lewis Foundation. The Stephen Lewis Foundation
guarantees that through their grassroot community based projects, even a small amount of money can
make a big impact on the lives of the Africans. Every second a person in Africa dies from AIDS. If we do not
take action, innocent people will continue to suffer and die.
From the moment I sent my ﬁrst donation off, my life and my perspective on the world had been changed
forever. By coming of age, I realize that this is what I want to do with my life. This year will be the third
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annual “Voices for Africa” Campaign. My upcoming initiative is to raise another ﬁve hundred dollars before
May 2009 by participating in the auction and selling artwork at both my elementary and secondary schools.
“I have a dream. I have a dream that one day…” no one in the world will be troubled by the HIV/ AIDS
pandemic. No one will ever be neglected, estranged or suffer physically or emotionally from AIDS. Every
human will be able to stand up tall and hold their heads up high with dignity. Families will never be torn
apart due to deaths; children will not be abandoned and become orphans. Everyone will have adequate
food and water, a proper education and live each day in safety and happiness. My future goal is to start my
own charitable organization to bring attention to this problem and convince people to provide a helping
hand. My past, present and future was, is and will be dedicated to making this difference. I will strive to turn
my vision into reality. To me success is knowing that someone in the world has breathed easier because of
my existence.
From the moment I sent my ﬁrst donation off, my life and my perspective on the world had been changed
forever. By coming of age, I realize that this is what I want to do with my life. This year will be the third
annual “Voices for Africa” Campaign. My upcoming initiative is to raise another ﬁve hundred dollars before
May 2009 by participating in the auction and selling artwork at both my elementary and secondary schools.
“I have a dream. I have a dream that one day…” no one in the world will be troubled by the HIV/ AIDS
pandemic. No one will ever be neglected, estranged or suffer physically or emotionally from AIDS. Every
human will be able to stand up tall and hold their heads up high with dignity. Families will never be torn
apart due to deaths; children will not be abandoned and become orphans. Everyone will have adequate
food and water, a proper education and live each day in safety and happiness. My future goal is to start my
own charitable organization to bring attention to this problem and convince people to provide a helping
hand. My past, present and future was, is and will be dedicated to making this difference. I will strive to turn
my vision into reality. To me Success is knowing that someone in the world has breathed easier because of
my existence.
Born in Beijing, China, Emily came to Canada with her parents when she was six. Emily is actively involved in her school: she plays
in the band, participates on the Music and Student Councils, and is co-president of the O.S.A.I.D Committee. Emily’s favourite
pastimes are dancing, singing, swimming, and most of all, drawing. In March Emily placed third in Ontario in the Royal Canadian
Legion Poster Contest. This year Emily held her third annual Voices for Africa Art Sale and Auction where she raised $715.00 and
donated 100% of it to the Stephen Lewis Foundation.
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Samar Wazir
Grade 9/10 Second Place
Peel District School Board

The Evils of the World
he weak were never able to forgive, as it always had been an attribute associated with the
strong. Every summer, my family and I would spend vacations in our village house in Pakistan. I
loved everything about my village and it was all because of my best friend, Sasha. Her parents
took care of our house and looked after our ﬁelds while we were away in the city.
As soon as I would reach the village house gate, I would jump out of the moving car and dash towards
Sasha’s house. As soon as she saw me her eyes glittered and her mouth opened wide as if her jaw was
going to fall in excitement. She ran so quickly towards me that my eyes could not keep track of her pace.
Her hugs were so tight that I almost needed an inhaler to catch my breath. We talked for hours about how
much we missed each other and all that happened while we were apart. I brought pictures to show her all
the places I recently visited. Finally, I showed her the pictures of the boy I liked at school and when she got
to know that he had a twin brother, she giggled like a child and had the most sheepish look on her face.
Whenever we were as hungry as war soldiers, fruit trees were our saviors. Sasha climbed up in seconds as
if she knew each and every branch of the tree; it took me a while to make my way upwards as it the tree
seemed as tall as Mount Everest. Sometimes we went to the sandy place near the lake. Sasha loved to study
but due to absence of schools in the village she could not learn to read or write. Instead, I taught her all the
letters of the English alphabet by writing them down in the sand. She did not like math at all but I forced
her to learn simple addition and subtraction. After our little study session, which would never last too long,
we made sand castles.
After two weeks passed by, I waited for Sasha but there was no sign of her anywhere, so at last I went to
her house. As soon as I went inside I saw women, all wearing white, sitting by a bed. I did not see Sasha. I
went closer towards the group of women and heard them moaning with grief. As I moved closer to the bed
I saw Sasha lying pale in a cofﬁn. I could not feel my feet and my heart sank. I was still as a statue. I could
not stop crying, I just could not. My tears would not stop. I did not know what happened next but I fainted
on the spot.
After I felt better, my mother told me that Sasha’s brother killed a man from the other village and as revenge
they could not ﬁnd Sasha’s brother so they raped Sasha instead. When I heard the word ‘rape’, I could feel
my heart ripping. Later, Sasha was killed by her own grandfather as she was considered a black mark on the
family’s pride. She was only thirteen -- just an innocent kid.
The sudden death of Sasha turned my world around. It introduced me to the whole concept of women
considered as property instead of human beings with equal rights. Raping and molesting women for the
sake of fun, revenge and power should not be tolerated and it was always ranked as one of the biggest
crimes in all religions of the world. Sasha taught me to live life to its fullest because one never knows about
tomorrow. She also inspired me to ﬁnd happiness in the small things in everyday life. Currently, my family
and I fund a school in my village, Malikhel, in Pakistan, which was founded by our family in remembrance
of Sasha. Our goal is to educate the children of our village so that they can see the difference between
right and wrong. Moreover, this incident has made me very patient and just. I always make sure people are
treated well and are given what they truly deserve. It is not acceptable for anyone to punish someone for
mistakes committed by others. In conclusion, punishment is not always the key to solving problems as an
eye for eye only ends up making the whole world blind.
Samar grew up in Northern Pakistan and immigrated to Canada with his family two years ago. They love it here as they share their
values and adopt values from Canadian culture. Samar likes to go to beaches and parks where he relaxes and has fun. Samar is
also a big fan of hockey and badminton.
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Zuhair Zaidi
Grade 9/10 Third Place
Toronto District School Board

Learning with Perseverance
earning something new can be a scary experience. One of the hardest things I’ve ever had to
do was learn how to swim. I was always afraid of the water, but I decided that swimming was
an important skill that I should learn. I also thought it would be good exercise and help me to
become physically stronger. What I didn’t realize was that learning to swim would also make
me a more conﬁdent person. Not having a very extroverted nature, this area of learning really
helped me.
New situations always make me a bit nervous, and my ﬁrst swimming lesson had put me in the same place.
After I changed into my bathing suit in the locker room, I stood quietly by the side of the pool waiting for
the teacher and other students to show up. After a couple of minutes the teacher came over. She smiled
and introduced herself, and two more students joined us. Although they were both older than I, they didn’t
seem to be embarrassed about not knowing how to swim. I began to feel more at ease. We started a
friendly conversation which gave me extra conﬁdence.
We got into the pool where the teacher had us put on brightly coloured water wings to help us stay
aﬂoat. One of the other students, Mary, had already taken the beginning class once before, so she took
a kickboard and went splashing off by herself. The other student, Jerry, and I were told to hold on to the
side of the pool and shown how to kick for the breaststroke. One by one, the teacher had us hold on to
a kickboard while she pulled it through the water and we kicked. Pretty soon Jerry was off doing this by
himself, traveling at a fast clip across the short end of the pool.
Things were not quite that easy for me, but the teacher was very patient. After a few more weeks, when
I seemed to have caught on with my legs, she taught me the arm strokes. Now I had two things to
concentrate on, my arms and my legs. I felt hopelessly uncoordinated. Sooner than I imagined, however,
things began to feel “right” and I was able to swim! It was a wonderful free feeling - like ﬂying, maybe - to
be able to shoot across the water. I decided to go swimming nearly every day and did friendly competitions
with my friends. Swimming was a common bond among us but it also made our friendships grow stronger.
Soon I became a part of a swimming gala at my school. I started with beginners’ competitions and as
the time passed I had moved on to higher levels. People who thought of me as a ‘loser’ began to realize
that the term had lost its value. They decided to come forward with a hand shake. Since I was not a very
optimistic person, it took me time to return their gesture. I wanted to be careful with people who did not
like me for who I was but because of what I did. The time and space helped and I became friendlier with
them. My company taught them to be more accommodating so that they do not hurt people or set up
barriers to friendship..
Finally, my life changed for the better! Learning to swim was not easy for me, but in the end my persistence
paid off. Not only did I learn how to swim and to conquer my fear of the water, but I also learned
something about learning. Now when I am faced with a new situation I am not so nervous. I may feel
uncomfortable to begin with, but experience has taught me that in any situation as my skills get better, I
will feel more conﬁdent. It is a wonderful, free feeling when you achieve a goal you have set for yourself.
It’s also important to understand that one should never be without hope. Hope gives direction for many
achievements directly and indirectly. I always try to do my best in the hope of progress!
Zuhair was born in the United Arab Emirates, and came to Canada from Pakistan. He is an interesting person who is helpful,
obedient, caring and punctual. Zuhair loves reading and watching and playing football. He is a supporter of the Manchester United
team. He enjoys politics and may work towards becoming a lawyer. Zuhair volunteers in the rehabilitation and support programs
for World Orphans through Project Life.
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Noel Tse
Grade 9/10 Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

East Meets West
y name is Xiao Mei and I am from Hong Kong. I immigrated to Toronto three years ago with
my mother and brother. My father stayed in Hong Kong to continue his business, but wanted
us to live in Canada in hopes of a better future. I was sad to leave because I missed my friends
in Hong Kong. Because my spoken English was poor, I was very quiet.
In Hong Kong, I attended a school where we learned English but all my friends were Chinese, so I did
not speak English often. When I arrived in Canada, I regretted not studying English harder. I attended
Valleywood Middle School as a new student in grade eight. It was such a change for me. There were few
Chinese at school and I did not make any friends. Usually, I would isolate myself during lunch, and never talk
to anyone. I was reluctant to speak in English because people would laugh at me. The ones who teased me
were the cool people. Whenever I spoke, they would imitate my accent and laugh. They thought the way I
dressed was old fashioned. I was so jealous of them. They had many friends and spoke English perfectly.
I took ESL classes to learn English. In Hong Kong, I attained excellent grades. However, in my new school, it
was very difﬁcult for me keep up because everything was taught in English. I did not understand what the
teachers said. My English writing was not too bad, but once I started reading out loud, I would stumble and
feel embarrassed.
My best subject was math. My mathematics grades were the only ones where I received an ‘A’, because
my previous school was very advanced. In my effort to keep things normal in Canada, I would spend entire
nights devoted to doing homework. French was my hardest subject. I already had to learn English and I
thought it was very unfair that I had to learn French as well. All my classmates had started learning French
a long time ago. Still, I worked hard and being in ESL did help. There were not many ESL students and the
teacher gave me more attention.
I envied my brother who ﬁt in with the Canadian culture so easily. He spoke English ﬂawlessly. Although he
didn’t achieve high marks, he had many friends to play with. He was much happier in Canada than in Hong
Kong, and was popular at school.
After a while, I noticed that the popular girls at school wore clothes from Nike. I wondered, “If I get clothes
from there, maybe they will like me.” I asked my mother if I could buy new clothes. She was surprised, “But
your clothes are so beautiful! Why do you want more?” I explained, and because she noticed how sad I
was, she gave me some money to go shopping. She also added, “Soon you will ﬁnd out that how you look
will not affect your popularity.”
I went to the Nike store, and as I browsed, I could see that the clothes were very expensive. Even though I
did not want to spend that much money, I bought a pink t-shirt with Nike printed on it. The following day, I
wore it so school. I asked the popular girls if I could join them. They stared and one of them said, “Who do
you think you are, trying to sit with us? Why are you wearing that Nike shirt? Only cool people go to that
store. You are not allowed to sit with us. Go away.”
I was shocked. I thought wearing something like this would guarantee a spot at their table. I turned around
and saw someone in front of me. Blinking away tears, I saw a girl cleaning up rice from the ﬂoor.
“Oh! I’m so sorry. Thank you,” I cried. My lunch had spilled. The girl smiled and looked up at me.
“It’s nothing. Do you want to sit with me for lunch? By the way, I love your shirt. I’m Rachel,” she said. Her
grin was genuine. I followed her to the table. In front of me was a group of people whom I had never seen
before.
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Textbooks were laid across the table and everyone seemed to be studying. They were really worried about
their upcoming math test. They didn’t understand what they were studying though. I broke the silence to
introduce myself and was surprised that no one laughed at my accent. “Do you need help with math? I can
help you.”
“Really?” Rachel exclaimed. “We don’t understand this chapter.” For the rest of lunch, I helped them.
Though my English was limited, I was able to teach them. My new friends were amazed. I had not been
happy since I moved, but now I was starting to feel comfortable. “You don’t think my Chinese accent is
weird?” I asked. The girl sitting beside me said, “No, I moved here from Russia. My friends are really nice.
They taught me English.”
That night, I was overjoyed. I had been accepted at school. My mother noticed the change. “I am glad you
are adjusting to life in Canada,” she told me.
For the following days, I tutored my friends. After their test, they told me they received the highest marks in
the class. With my new friends, I was not lonely anymore.
That was the turning point in my life. Now I am in grade ten and though I still have a slight accent, I speak
ﬂuent English. I am the president of my school’s Chinese Culture Club. I am proud of being Chinese and I
help immigrants adjust to living in Canada. From this experience, I learned that if I was willing to be brave, I
could learn a lot. I realized that true friends do not care what one’s nationality is, or what your appearance
is like. Having strong friendships is another big aspect of school. This experience changed my life because
I saw things with a new perspective. When I see an immigrant at school, I always put on a big smile and
greet the person. I remember how horrible I felt when I ﬁrst arrived and want no one to feel the way I did. I
no longer feel ashamed of my background. Instead, I celebrate it and use it to teach others. I can also learn
from people of different cultures. I enjoy eating different types of foods and learning about customs of
other ethnicities. Living in a culturally diverse country has expanded my mind.
Noel lives with his parents and two younger brothers in Toronto. In his spare time, he plays piano and creates jigsaw puzzles. His
favourite hobbies are reading ﬁction and non-ﬁction alike; his favourite sports are hockey and swimming.
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Matt Dias
Grade 9/10 Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

The World Next Door
Mercedes ﬁlled every driveway. Palm trees lined the front of every gigantic house. The people
we saw looked like movie stars. I looked left and right, analyzing each mansion, trying to
decide which one was the biggest. As I did, I thought to myself, “Why would people down
here need us to come build them a house? Why would the Habitat for Humanity organization
send us here? After all, Tijuana Mexico was only twenty minutes from San Diego, and San
Diego was a paradise. It was hard for me, a kid in grade three, to comprehend.
Pieces of wood, metal, scrap, old crates, and used tires: the people in Tijuana used these materials to build
their homes. Each shack was built on top of another, all the way up the muddy hill. I couldn’t believe what
I was seeing. I felt sick after twenty minutes of driving through this part of Tijuana. The people were ﬁlthy.
They ate whatever they could ﬁnd. Their living conditions were dirty and beggars lined the streets as we
entered the bazaar area. These were the slums. These were their homes.
The eye opening drive through the city seemed to never end. We ﬁnally arrived at the hill where we would
be building the house.
The family that we were building this house for was already there. They had three small children. The
father’s income was eighty dollars a week as a mechanic and they’d been living in shacks made out of old
crates. One kid in the family was around my age, so we started playing together. His name was Pablo and
he wore a plain white T-shirt and raggedy, ripped jeans. We just started running around and helping carry
wood to the people building the house. Pablo and I couldn’t understand each other but we stuck together
anyway. We played together all day, jumping into piles of dirt, rolling down the hill. We were just being kids.
I thought of my friend, Pablo, as we left the hill that day, and I started to think of our differences. Pablo
would go to sleep on a dirt ﬂoor in a crummy shack. I would go back to the hotel, go swimming in the pool,
have a hot meal, take a shower and sleep under bed covers. Pablo would drink dirty water out of a barrel.
I would go to the vending machine and get a Coke. Pablo would put on the same ﬁlthy clothes he wore
the day before. I would pick out my clothes from a wardrobe. I would play with Pokémon cards while Pablo
would play with pebbles. I’d take a bus to school. Pablo didn’t go to school. I learned how to play sports.
Pablo learned how to steal.
My experience with Pablo taught me a lot. Despite the massive differences between his life and mine, we
were just two boys not worrying about where we came from, what kind of house we lived in, and what
kind of clothes we wore. We ignored the differences in our world, and in doing so, we created our own
perfect world.
It has taken time for me to fully understand this trip. I realize that my father didn’t take me on this trip to
help build a home. He took me so I could see ﬁrst hand, the lifestyle and living conditions of those people.
Before this trip I never thought of the other people in this world. I didn’t care for them; I didn’t even know
they existed. But after this trip my eyes were opened to the world and its imperfections. I now take the time
to ﬁnd out what’s going on in other countries. I am also considering a career path that will help end poverty
and keep me involved as a global citizen. My interest in world issues has made me become a more globally
aware person about the poverty in the world, which in this case, was just next door.
Matt was born in Newmarket and raised mostly in Bradford, except for a four-year hiatus in Cincinnati, Ohio which led to the
experience and story above. Matt lives with his parents and two younger sisters, dog and cat. He is an avid soccer player (goalie)
and has been a member of the Provincial soccer team for two years and currently plays with the Mississauga Falcons. He hopes to
pursue a professional soccer career, but also has an interest in business and economics. His soccer pursuits have provided him the
opportunity to travel to many different countries, including Chile, England, Ireland and Scotland. Matt is an active participant in all
classes he attends and enjoys thinking “outside the box.”
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Aparna Dintakurti
Grade 9/10 Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

Pieces of Paper
cradled the little girl in my arms, watching her round chocolate eyes staring back at me with
innocence. She was oblivious to her past, her present and her future; a future in which she
must wed and live in another house, with another man. The word ‘marriage’ has always held
a special place in my heart. I imagined it to be the union of two soul mates by a bond of
love. And that’s what my cousin believed as she walked down the aisle with her father, in a
glittering gown of white -- memory I treasured even as I gazed at the infant I was holding.
It has been two years since my cousin was married, and yet I remember that day as if it were yesterday.
Her ﬁrst visit after the start of her new life made me anxious, as I noticed her smile paled into gloom. The
second visit made me nervous as I saw red marks of blood entrenched on her hands. The following visits
made me disgusted as more and more bruises appeared on her skin. I snapped out of my memories as a
dark man caught my attention. A surge of hatred spread through my veins as I watched him stare at the
photo of my cousin that hung on the wall. He was her husband.
I often heard my aunt crying on the phone, each time promising her daughter that she had almost ﬁnished
collecting money for her dowry. Each time she spoke with her she begged her son-in-law to excuse them for
the delay. But the truth was he was hurting my cousin and there was nothing any of us could do about it. I
watched in horror as every day she was beaten until her tears dried up and her screams faded into silence.
Many times I saw her walk into the house carrying her suitcase because she had been thrown out by her inlaws. The reason being - she had not yet provided the money.
Days passed by and I noticed my cousin’s soul slowly leaving her eyes. She would endure the pain, never
uttering a single word. One night she arrived yet again, holding her suitcase. She glanced at me once and
broke down. The months of pain and misery came splashing down in a gush of tears as she ﬁnally tore open
her heart and told me the truth. “He doesn’t want the child,” she cried, “because he thinks my dowry will
be given to the child instead.”
I watched the man seated across room, seeing the monster that was hidden behind his innocent façade. My
cousin was sent back immediately to her in-laws after delivering the baby girl that I now held in my arms. A
few days later my family received my cousin’s battered corpse, covered in blood. The man who had sworn to
stand by her for the rest of her life, sent her to a place where nobody could reach her, bruise her or hurt her.
Today I question her fate for she did not deserve the whips or the pain. I question myself for not standing up
for her, I question why she had to be submissive because she was a woman, and he was a man. I question
her parents for giving her to someone who craved money more than her. I question the society, whose
rules ensured her continual abuse. I question why a girl must give money to spend the rest of her life with a
stranger. But my questions have never been answered.
I looked at the little girl in my arms, the last token I had of her mother, oblivious to her tomorrow, which
may be ﬁlled with the same tortures my cousin suffered. And that’s when I made my decision to stand up
to the injustice a society enforces on girls. That’s when I decided I don’t want my daughter to be orphaned
like the chocolate-eyed girl in front of me. That’s when I decided that I will never let anyone leave this world
because of a dowry. That’s when I decided never to let pieces of paper that we give value to, rule my life.
Aparna, currently studying in the International Baccalaureate program, was born and raised in southern India until the age of six
when she immigrated to Canada with her Dad, Mom and older sister. She took an interest in writing in Grade 6 when she was
assigned to make a poetry book for class. In her spare time she likes to write ﬁctional stories and poems. Aparna is recognized
for her outstanding academic achievements along with her artistic and dancing abilities. She hopes to become a neurologist, a
profession inspired by her family.
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Maninder Chahal
Grade 9/10 Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

The Secret
t is a day in my life that replays itself again and again. My dreams transform this phenomenon
into reality, into an event I’ve actually gone through for the past ﬁfteen years that my soul has
lived. It was Saturday, as I could recall, not any usual day, but one of the gloomiest days of my
life, because I had received an injection from the doctor and was crying loudly. It was perhaps
not the needle that stung me, but something else. My mom came rushing out of the kitchen
and tried to calm me down and as she stared into my glistening eyes, she noticed that the right eye was
extremely red and suddenly her joyful face fell into silence.
I was one and a half years old and had no clue what was going on. As soon as the news hit my dad he
rushed me to the doctor. Dr. Verma checked my eye and despondently told us that I had contracted a
disease. “Is it curable?” my dad questioned sadly. “No, I’m afraid his eye has no light,” he said. “The
disease will spread to his other eye and could eventually kill him!”
At the time we lived in Chandigarh, India .My neighbors told my parents that they should take me to PGI,
one of the most reliable hospitals in the city. Despite their weak state at the time, my parents stood up and
took their son to PGI in the hopes of saving his life.
So there I was -- caught between life and death. Were my play days over? Could I ever fulﬁll my parents’
dreams? Would I ever get to soar beyond wonders and explore this world? These, among others were some
of the questions I would ask myself in later years. Several tests and scans were done on me, twenty-six to
be exact. Every time they checked me, they would put me in a humongous, white looking machine. It was
hollow in the middle, more like a cave and every time I entered it I would go crazy and start crying, crying
until the bed they put me in was soaked, crying until no more tears could come out of my eyes.
The doctor gave the test results to my dad and as he scrolled down the paper to ﬁnd answers he came
across the word, “TUMOR.” Yes, the doctors said I had an eye tumor and surgery was mandatory or the
tumor could spread to my other eye and make me blind. The red light of the operating theater went on and
my right eye was pulled out of its socket and removed. After the operation, my eye was given to my dad to
be taken into the laboratory. I can’t describe in words the pain he must have felt when he carried his own
son’s eye. My grandparents had arrived to comfort my parents. They said, “Look at all the children in the
world who are blind; at least your son has one eye to see this beautiful world.”
I was alive, but didn’t feel like it. My right eye was missing and a bandage was on top of my right eye
socket. The laboratory had further examined my eye and my dad rushed to get the report. It read, “Your son
had no tumor, but had a disease called Court disease, that is most common in boys. His eye should not have
been taken out because the disease is curable.” My dad fell on the ﬂoor and yelled, “Taking his eye out was
an accident!!!”
Today, I live with an artiﬁcial right eye. This tragedy has changed my life forever because now I’m a disabled
person and sometimes made fun of. Since learning about this accident, I’ve changed, because now I see all
the disabled people in the world as my friends and I can imagine the excruciating pain they felt when an
event like mine took over their lives. When I look in the mirror, I tend to ignore my eye, but strive to discover
my inside, who I really am, and how I can make a difference in this world. I am like a bird soaring beyond
the heavens and trying to forget my secret. I tend not to disclose it, because it’s truly my life secret.
Brought up in a tiny village of India, Maninder is currently sixteen years old and in Grade 10. He is a dedicated individual who
shines in his school because he helps those in need and strives his best in every class. He believes that being an active participant in
society is essential. He is on the school’s track team and loves to play soccer, football and baseball. Adventure books have always
fascinated him. Maninder’s dream is to become a doctor who can make a difference in this world.
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Shawn Karim
Grade 9/10 Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

Taming the Beast
am awakened by the screams and yelling. The room is dark. I turn on the lights and I see
my sister. I can see the fear in her eyes. She tells me to go to sleep, but I refuse. I’m begging
her to tell me what’s wrong. She gives me no reply. The ﬁrst thing that comes to my mind is,
“Where is my mom?”
I run downstairs and immediately notice a glass vase broken on the ﬂoor. In the kitchen, I see even more
evidence of a massacre. There’s glass everywhere from broken bottles. I go outside and my dad is standing
there in the rain with a blank expression on his face. There is a marathon of thoughts and images running
through my head. I’m struck with confusion, not knowing if I should sit and do nothing or try to help.
I hear a scream and I know it’s my mom. I rush downstairs and through the front door. It’s dark outside. I
can barely see. The cold icy rain is stinging my skin, sending chills down my spine. The muddy grass under
my feet gives me a sense of exhilaration.
All this comes to a violent stop when I feel his dominant presence upon me. His hand is resting ﬁrmly on my
shoulder. “Come on, Shawn, let’s go inside or you’ll get a cold.” His words are kind and sincere, but I think
to myself, “Why am I in this situation? Is it not because of you?”
With a burst of anger and hate I scream at him, “WHERE IS MY MOM?” He looks at me with a surprised,
yet cold face that makes me freeze where I am standing. Our eyes meet, and I can see the rage in him,
building up to the point where he can’t control it. Before I can move, I feel a blunt pain to the side of my
head and I fall.
Then just as suddenly as I had been knocked down, I am picked up again. “GET INSIDE RIGHT NOW!” I
don’t listen. I stand there, just to take another blow to the face. This time when I fall down, all of the energy
that I have compressed inside of me bursts out. I get up and run down the block.
I don’t know where I am going, because there is nowhere to go. I run until I catch something in the corner
of my eye. That is where I see her -- in between two houses, braced against the brick wall.
I yell, “MOM!” but she just tells me to go away. I don’t understand until she ﬁnally says, “I don’t want him
to know where I am.” I turn around and go home and see two police ofﬁcers talking to my dad. Then my
mom steps through the door.
My dad has always been an abusive person, but it wasn’t until after that day, that I found this anger and
hate within me. I never told anyone about it, I just let it build. Eventually, my dad just up and left. It made no
difference to me. He wasn’t there, but I still had this beast lurking inside me, trying to ﬁnd a way out.
That was my mistake -- letting my anger control me. I really messed up. I let all of that hate out on
somebody who meant a lot in my life, and I lost her. I always promised myself I would never be like him, but
in that moment I realized I am everything like him. I look like him, I talk like him, I have his blood running
through my veins.
Then one day, a good friend saw me throwing my life away. She sat me down and talked to me all night.
Her words and actions meant everything to me. She made me think about that day in the rain when I
looked into his eyes and I saw the anger and the hate bottled up inside of him. That is when I realized that I
don’t have to be like him and I will never let this thing inside of me control me ever again. I have turned my
life around. I am no longer that aggressive, hurtful person and although it was my friend who truly made
me realize this, I have made some profound changes within myself. Since then, I have come a long way and
I am making a conscious effort to not only improve my behaviour, but also to improve my life. Even though
sometimes I know I have this beast inside of me, I can now proudly say, it’s tamed.
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Umu Sowe
Grade 9/10 Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

Everything Happens for a Reason
wanted to face the things that were hard. I wanted to be able to say, “Things were not
always easy, but I was able to pull through.” Most of all, I wanted to be able to wake up in
the morning optimistic of what life entailed for me.
As a girl raised by a single mother, I saw all the struggle and hardships she went through. She
had three jobs at times, and still had trouble paying the bills. The quote, “When one door closes, another
door opens” didn’t hold true for my family. Doors never opened. My mother never seemed to catch a
break. I saw her go through a divorce that ate at her from the inside out. It killed me to watch my mom go
through that. Some nights I heard her cry herself to sleep. I would crawl into bed with her and console her; I
knew she hated me to see her like that. I felt helpless and useless. I could not ﬁnd anybody to blame except
for myself. I used to think, maybe if I was not such a burden things would not be the way they are. Every
night when I went to sleep I wished that I would not wake up to see the next morning.
As if things were not already bad enough, the kids at school were mean. They thought a name that was
unusual and different was funny. I was the centre of cow jokes. Eventually, the teasing took a toll on me. I
soon faked illnesses to stay home from school. When I ﬁnally did go to school, I found ways to stay indoors,
or to disassociate myself from the other kids. I would go home, lock myself in the washroom and sit in the
corner. I cried my eyes out before anybody came home. Before I realized it, I had a habit of crying myself
to sleep. I wanted to disappear more now than ever before, however, nobody knew what was going on. I
refused to let people see my weakness, and my vulnerability. I forced myself to act as if everything was ﬁne.
I was now in a phase where I had no idea who I was, and who I was becoming. I felt invented! I felt as if I
was made up, a ﬁctional character. I refused to tell anybody about anything; I kept everything bottled up
inside. I smiled and said all the right things when I needed to. I tried to act as if life could not be any better.
Almost three years of not knowing who I was and where I ﬁt in passed. Things just kept getting worse, but
one day things changed. I got a call from the volunteer coordinator at the Sick Children’s Hospital. They
needed volunteers to help them put together a fundraiser. I said yes without hesitation. Helping people had
become a new habit I picked up; it seemed to help me get my mind off of the disappointments in my life.
There was just something in knowing that I could help make somebody else’s day better, even though mine
may be unpleasant. Walking into the elevator, I read a sign that helped deal with the grieving of a lost one;
it read “…everything happens for a reason.” For some reason reading that quote gave me chills, and I was
about to ﬁnd out why.
I got out of the elevator and saw twelve babies in the Neonatal ICU (Intensive Care Unit). Before I knew it
tears began to stream down my face. There were twelve innocent babies ﬁghting for their lives. They had
more strength than any lion, more courage than any tiger, and they were braver than any bear. Looking at
them made me want to change. These tiny babies made me want to ﬁnd strength that I did not know I had
before.
From that day forward my life changed. I found strength, courage, and bravery that I never had before. I
wanted to face the problems in my life and deal with them; no longer holding them in, hoping they would
go away. I wanted to smile and mean it, look in the mirror and be proud of who I was, and where I was
going. I took life for granted, and never took the time to actually sit down and see how blessed I actually
was. Yes, I may have faced many hardships, but what I realized is that many people have it worse. The
quote, “everything happens for a reason” had so much meaning when I look back on it. I noticed that
sometimes people come into your life and make a difference; they were meant to be there to serve some
purpose, teach you a lesson, or help ﬁgure out who you are and who you want to become. At that time in
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my life things were horrible, painful, and unfair. When I look back on it, I have come to the conclusion that
without eventually overcoming those obstacles in my life, the mean kids, and the guilt of being a burden, I
would have never discovered my potential, my strength and my heart.
Umu was born in Canada to African parents and lives at home with her mother and older brother. She wants to become successful
in the ﬁeld of business. Her spare time is spent reading or practicing for the wrestling team.
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Grade 11/12
“The final forming of a person’s character lies in their
own hands.”
– Anne Frank (Diarist & Concentration Camp Victim)
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Piratheeca Vimalarajah
Grade 11/12 First Place
Peel Board of Education

Broken by Fear
ear is not the natural state of civilized people.” Aung San Suu Kyi, a Burmese political leader
whose work was dedicated to promoting democracy in her country, spoke the words. These
are the words that would have empowered her nation into a state of stability and oneness,
eliminating any sort of vileness that was once among the people who lived there. However,
in some cases, words themselves are not enough to destroy the presence of monsters that
terrorize a nation full of innocent people. This I found out in the summer of 2001, when I boarded a plane
and ﬂew half way across the ocean to the land of the Democratic Socialist Republic of Sri Lanka -- a nation
experiencing warfare, armed hostility, casualties on a daily basis and aggressiveness amongst civilians who
have grown accustomed to the company of fear. It was home.
The slow pound of my heart sounds like a drum buried somewhere inside me. I cautiously remove my
leather-thronged Jesus sandals and squat down over the earth where a white pipe is buried under muddy
leaves and dead grass. I squint and see a small trail of dagga dusted on the ground near where the pipe
has been thrown away. I look back up again and feel sweat trickle down my back as I move. The sweltering
heat from the sun causes beads of sweat to line the nape of my neck. Around it, I am wearing a naga bead
necklace; it was given to me as a gift from the local ‘rebel’ tribe. The necklace is made of ﬁfty-six strands of
old padre beads and tiny seeds that are painted white and woven together, held by a rusty clasp. It hangs
low against my chest that rises high and low, and high again, from my heavy breaths.
I stretch my legs against the hot ground underneath a blue gum tree with my back held straight against the
trunk. Slowly, I rest my head, inhaling as I close my eyes.
The streets of the township were crowded with men and women, most of them on motorbikes and a few
others who traveled by foot. Starving children clung to the dirtied skirts of mothers and hid behind them,
barefooted and almost naked, revealing swollen bellies, with only a few torn pieces of clothing on each of
them. They were all villagers from a nearby bush land, who kept to the sides of the street, all except for one
little girl among them. Me.
A yellowish-brown jeep without any doors drove into the middle of the street and stopped where there
were several large dustbins with lids that had fallen onto the ground. From inside, four Sri Lankan military
police ofﬁcers wearing loose ﬁtting uniforms and khaki-coloured caps emerged with long, metal batons in
their hands.I saw one of them gripping the end of a rag wick wound around his left hand; it was attached
to a Molotov cocktail. Little did I know, I noticed this too quickly and failed to realize what was in the other.
The crowd was silent, even the children. Nobody stirred. Maybe they had already realized. Maybe they
didn’t.
“Traitor! Traitor!” the villagers screamed as a woman, bending over the concrete road, exhausted by hunger
and about to die, dragging herself by her lower body, causing grains of sand to rub into her bleeding ﬂesh,
was let go by the ofﬁcer. The hard, leather boots of all four police ofﬁcers met her frail body all at once, as
they took turns kicking until she was so damaged that all she did was lay there, crouched on the ground
with her arms and feet tucked in beneath her, lamely defending herself.
One of the four men shouted in Tamil and the others complied as they reached into the back of the jeep
and pulled out a long piece of barbed wire similar to the ones that connected electricity lines. He walked
over towards the woman. I wondered about whether I was going to die in the next few seconds, about
doing something, about taking action, when I noticed something. Like the others, the woman was dressed
in khaki-coloured clothing. I watched. The woman could barely move, slowly rocking herself from side to
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side on the ground, as her dark hair and brown skin became ashy from the dirty ground and bloodstains
soaked through her uniform. “Traitor! Traitor!” Two of the men tied the woman’s hands with the wire as
she whimpered, and the fourth poured a thin, dark liquid over her that ﬁlled the air with a strong, familiar
odour. Gasoline.
I remember seeing the police going around arresting people for not carrying their passes. Memories of the
police treating the villagers very badly come ﬂooding back. I always felt unable to do anything about it.
Many days I would have arguments with my mother. ‘Why didn’t we go shout at those police ofﬁcers? Why
didn’t we stop them?
The leader shouted again and reached into one of the dustbins from where he pulled out a smooth glass
bottle. The woman was drenched in gas and the stench became stronger. The ofﬁcer stood over her body
and threw the bottle on the ground. It shattered only inches away from her head. The mouth of the bottle
was now in his hand, broken with sharp edges on one end. Traitor! He pried her legs open and shoved in
between. By now her screams were frantic and grew more desperate by the second.
I was down on one knee, silently watching. The crowd of villagers jeered and I thought it almost seemed like
they were trained to, but it was hard to tell. Among the group, there was even a fat woman who laughed
as if she couldn’t contain herself. The woman on the ground begged and pleaded with the ofﬁcers. They
looked down at her and returned to the jeep.
I was appalled at what was happening. I was appalled at what the rest of us were doing. At the time, being
a witness to something this horrible was shocking. But by now, I’ve come to realize that for many people
back home; this was the norm. Fear was the norm.
An old rubber tire was taken out from the back and soaked in the dark liquid that was poured from a red
container. The ofﬁcers spoke in Tamil as they approached the woman; she was still breathing, her chest
heaved up and down and the tire was thrown around her thin body like a big necklace, constraining her.
The crowd became louder.
By now, I had crawled near the abandoned dustbins, surrounded by an enormous scattering of old
cardboard boxes and plastic bags all over the muddy ground. I dropped to my knees, changing the position
of my own necklace as I held the clasp up at eye-level and then, dropped it. Now, I could see the woman
clearly. But I had missed it. In a mere matter of seconds, she had been ignited.
My heart raced, beating frantically as I tried to erase the tight image of a dead girl soaked in a pool of
blood. The dead girl’s face was slightly grey, her eyes were still. But something inside me was screaming ‘Do
something!’ Sadly, I couldn’t...I knew there was nothing I could do.
I open my eyes and see it is almost sundown as I now sit under the shade of the blue gum tree. The tree is
near a river I often visited as a young girl and by the riverside is my backpack. I turn to my side and slowly
I begin to realize something. The fear inside me intensiﬁes as it grows stronger by the second. What I’ve
come to realize is this: I will always be haunted by the vivid memories of corpses and killings and anger and
pain, of starving children, their swollen bellies, of killer executioners, often the police and most of all, fear. I
was only a little girl, but I knew. Always.
Piratheeca, currently a Grade 12 student, lives in Brampton with her parents and younger sister. She aspires to attend McMaster
University for undergraduate studies and then move on to law school. She is an active member of varous non-proﬁt organizations
within the Tamil community.
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Cheyenne Puil
Grade 11/12 Second Place
Toronto District School Board

A Fish in the Sea
now. The city looks cold, bleak and boring. This is not South Africa, not the exotic paradise I
left behind. No, this is Canada. Whoopee.
These are the thoughts that have gone through my head on this plane ride. I can’t quite
place how I’ve changed or grown because it’s part of me now. Thinking of the people I met is
painful. I miss them already. The grey clouds outside reﬂect on Quill’s eyes as she turns and says quietly, “I
think it’s time.” I nod and pull out my worn-out journal. As I turn the pages a ﬂood of memories hits me.
My mind becomes a blur with…
The Makalali Bush Camp volunteers were all crowded into the van and getting jostled around. On our way
to an AIDS orphanage called Holy Family Orphanage, I gazed out at the antelope, giraffe and zebra we
passed, and thought about all the charity infomercials I had seen. As we arrived, children ﬂocked around the
car like pins to a magnet. We had money, good health and we symbolized hope. They, in turn, were victims
of poverty, poor health and disparity. Such opposites. The day was spent playing games and talking to as
many people as we could.
Sweating from playing tag, I stopped for a break and noticed a girl with the smile of a soldier standing alone
in the centre of the playground.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
She replied, “Nombelelu.”
“How old are you?”
“Sixteen,” she said smiling.
“Me, too!” I exclaimed, happy that I had found someone my age.
Then I really took her in; how she was unnaturally short and undeveloped for her age and how her skin
lacked vitality. Instantly I was unhappy, feeling like I had been slapped by reality, all the warmth draining
from me. My thoughts tumbled around in chaos as I incoherently muttered, “But we’re the same…” We
stood there facing each other while I thought of our very different lives.
I didn’t know anything about Nombelelu -- her favorite things or her hobbies. The little I did know
unfortunately seemed to deﬁne her for who she was: an orphan with AIDS. I imagined what she might be
thinking about me: This girl from Canada does not have AIDS, and she probably has a family, too. As I stood
in front of Nombelelu, my empathy for her circumstances evoked a recent frightening memory… .................
Quill and I scuba dive in the Indian Ocean with our instructor, Anne. At ﬁrst we clumsily adjust ourselves and
have difﬁculty balancing with our ﬂippers. I conjure up an image of Nombelelu as a toddler learning new
things. Quill and I follow a secure rope that is attached to the bottom of the ocean. An octopus catches my
attention and I don’t spot the knot of ﬁshing wire. I keep swimming until I am jerked back. For the ﬁrst time
in my life I actually feel trapped, and fear spreads throughout my body. I think of Nombelelu going through
life like a ﬁsh in the sea, not knowing what lurks in the shadows waiting to ensnare her.
I quickly tap Quill on the back so she will stop. She waits while I attempt to untangle myself. Thinking I’m
free of the awful rope I make the OK sign and continue swimming. In my mind I see Nombelelu ﬁnding out
she is HIV positive. She thinks it will go away; it won’t hurt her. Like the wire that persists in holding on, her
disease does the same. I am still caught. My desperation is matched by hers. The HIV has turned into AIDS.
I look up ahead but visibility is less than three metres. Just as I cannot see in the distance, Nombelelu can
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no longer see herself in the far future. Nombelelu has been entangled deeper into the destructive disease;
its hold is tight and constricts her freedom. Quill and the instructor swim further away. I can’t see them
anymore. They are not caught; they have futures and can go on. Without thinking I try to call out to them
but the water swallows my sound; no one can help me. There is no cure for AIDS. I look at my hands, tools
that enable humans to accomplish so many things other creatures cannot. I grab on to the wire. My hands
shake with the effort, and the wire slices into my skin. I wrench myself free from the menace and swim
quickly away. A ﬁsh couldn’t get away, lacking the necessary tools to free itself. South Africa’s government
does not provide enough information and health care for people to deal with AIDS and stay healthy. What
could Nombelelu do? A ﬁsh without proper tools, a girl trapped in the vicious cycle of poverty; what could
she do?
In these brief moments I understand how valuable life is and how much we have in Canada. Nombelelu and
I walk to a bench and sit down. She starts chatting to her friends while I am left wondering, how a careless
ﬁsherman could drop that wire? Nombelelu already does not live a life we consider normal. She knows
it will be short. She has no family. Yet she still smiles and has fun. She does as much as she can do. She
knows life is precious and tries to appreciate every moment she has left. I, on the other hand, waste time on
ﬂeeting things. Why do I do this when I have a life of possibilities that she never had and never will? Quill
and I leave the orphanage late in the afternoon with tears ready to fall.
I stop reading. I feel the plane dip and know we are starting the descent. Quill keeps on reading, but I can’t.
I think, “Life is precious. Why waste it on matters that don’t mean anything?”
The plane shudders, my ears scream in protest and we are on the ground. -- in Canada, land of
possibilities…
Sixteen year old, Cheyenne, is the youngest of four children in her family. She is interested in ecology and loves the performing
arts. She takes several dance classes a week and participates in various activities at school such as the drama and music program.
She was awarded Best Overall Dancer at her dance school in June 2008 and was chosen to be a leader in her school’s Leadership
Program. Cheyenne’s volunteer experience in South Africa has inspired her to open up her eyes to the world around her and
continue to ﬁght for the causes she is most passionate about.
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Rebekah Bruce
Grade 11/12 Third Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Art, Ties, and Chuck Taylors
don’t have a good memory. I don’t remember my ﬁrst day of kindergarten or how old I was
when I lost my ﬁrst tooth. I don’t remember if I ever beat up my little brother, whether I cried
or not when I got my ears pierced or even who I teased in the schoolyard.
I do, however, remember the ﬁrst time I wore a tie to school. I remember standing in front of
the mirror, wondering what people would say. Would they think it was stupid? My goal at that time was to
gain others’ respect by being different, or even more so by looking indifferent.
I remember walking into class that day, bracing for the worst, yet hoping for the best. I remember my relief
when people started coming up to me, saying they liked my tie. I liked hearing their compliments. There
was nothing special about the tie itself; it was an old tie that my dad didn’t wear anymore. It was the image
that it gave me; by wearing a tie, I was making a statement; I was being original. I had this notion that
every person who walked by me would notice that I had the courage to wear a tie and they would become
jealous. It made me different. It made me a rebel. It made me stand out from others.
As I walked home with my best friend one day, I noticed another girl walking the opposite direction to us.
I’d seen her before. We walked past each other often on our way home. She was short, wore glasses, and
had curly hair. She dressed normally, except for one small detail. She wore a tie.
This time, I wasn’t wearing my tie. I felt naked. I became the person who should be jealous. Without my tie
to hide behind, I became an average person in normal clothes. By wearing a tie she was stripping me of my
identity.
I wouldn’t let her do that to me. I wanted to tell her that she wasn’t the only girl who wore a tie. I wanted
her to realize that her tie didn’t make her any more special than anyone else. If I couldn’t be original, neither
could she. I don’t even remember what I yelled. It was either “poser” or “wannabe.” I just remember this
overwhelming intent to destroy her spirit.
She showed no reaction, just kept walking like she’d never heard me. This confused me. It didn’t hit her like
I wanted it to. Without much thought, I brushed it into the back corner of my mind. I’d let it grow dusty
and forget about it, because I’d never see her again.
I was surprised on the ﬁrst day of grade nine, when I found her sitting beside me in geography. I pulled out
my sketchbook and began to draw, ignoring her. She pulled out her sketchbook and began to draw as well.
Looking at her feet, I saw a pair of black Chuck Taylors, almost identical to my aqua blue ones.
I didn’t know why this bothered me so much. How could I be angry at her for being like me? But I realized
my anger was rooted in the fact that she was exactly like me, except she seemed so much more nonchalant.
She didn’t have anything to prove, she did what she wanted, wore what she wanted.
I didn’t hate her for wearing a tie like I did, I hated her for making me question my “originality”-- that
something I’d worked so hard to build. She made me realize I can’t wear something or do something just
to make other people think I’m cool. My “originality” wasn’t something that I put on each morning. She
challenged me to look at myself, and to be myself, instead of pretending to be myself.
I learned to be comfortable in my own skin, and grew out of wearing ties. Once I accepted myself, I was
able to welcome her into my life as a friend instead of an enemy.
Maybe it was our love of art, ties, and Chuck Taylors that somehow drew us together, but today she is one
of my best friends. The reasons I’d call her my best friend are the exact reasons that I hated her, how similar
to me she was, how different like me she was, and how comfortable she was in her own skin.
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A while ago, out of curiosity, I asked her about that day walking home from school. She said she didn’t
even remember it. Still, it remains vivid in my memory, and I wondered how something that seemed so
paramount in my life wasn’t even a memory for her. I apologized, and she accepted it, but I still regret how
I acted that day. It reminds me that I am capable of wanting to hurt someone. A simple word has so much
power, and once said, can affect not only others, but yourself as well.
She helped me realize that it wasn’t important for me to be different, but to be myself. A tie couldn’t give
me my identity. I learned that though ﬁrst impressions may be lasting, they are not always true. If I kept
on hating her, I would have missed out on not only an amazing relationship with her, but with myself as
well. I can’t let someone know the real me, unless I know who the real me is. I couldn’t be true friends with
someone until I was true to myself.
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Randy Lawrence
Grade 11/12 Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

Happily Ever After
n the streets of Toronto, at the intersection of Keele and Eglinton, is where you could ﬁnd
me. All around that area was what I called home. School and church were close by and the
supermarket was not far either. As a kid, I ﬁgured this was all I would need in life. I come from
a single parent household, with my mom and brother, and like many black kids, I grew up
not knowing my father. My mother didn’t talk about him much but when she did, even the
neighbours knew. “A liar! A cheat!” she would say. “Good for nothing prick!” would ring from the top
of her lungs throughout the whole house. It never bothered me much though, seeing as how none of the
other black kids at school had fathers. Besides, I always had my brother Martin to look after me.
I was told my father looked like him, my brother I mean, and I believed it because my mother would take
her anger out on him. She’d often beat him with her trusty belt or shimmering hanger. And the day would
continue as if nothing had happened. Big for his age, he did all the manual labour around the house. From
cleaning and vacuuming the car, to cleaning and ironing my poopy pants, he was the closest thing to a
father I ever knew. My brother and I would wrestle a lot. Coming from a low-income family; there wasn’t
much else to do. With the weight, age, and size difference, he would win every time, and send me crying
off to Mom. She’d always take my side and have my revenge. In those days, beatings were a part of our
every day life.
As kids, we didn’t have the luxury of toys and videogames, so my brother would steal for us both. Action
ﬁgures like Batman, Spiderman, and Wolverine and once, a Gameboy, would suddenly appear under the
Christmas tree. I knew it was wrong and sometimes tried to stop him but it felt good to have things other
privileged kids had. Being older now, I don’t think I would have survived without him. At sixteen, the
constant pressure of manhood on his shoulders became too much to bear and he eventually ran away from
home to live with my grandmother. If I knew or cared enough to see the pain and anguish building, I would
have done much more to stop it, not realizing at the time that his leaving would change my life forever.
After a period of depression, my mother quickly went back to her old angry ways and there was no one else
to put it on but me. I was only eleven then, but even I knew that I was in deep doo-doo. I felt responsible
for my brother’s decision so I accepted her pain and my fate, and took every beating and every hurtful word
like a champ. In my mind I thought, “It’s only for a time.” Only for a time lasted six years and my submission
to my mother’s behaviour only made her worse. I felt that I was growing from being a happy child to an
angry black man; the world wouldn’t give me a chance and I knew something had to give. I saved loose
change to take the bus to granny’s place, where I started to spend most of my time. Given my mother’s
limited space and ﬁnancial issues, my brother was much happier there and I, too, wanted a piece of the
pie. My mother’s younger siblings, my aunt and uncle, lived with my grandmother as well, so as much as
she wanted me to be with her, there was no room in what seemed to be paradise. While my brother was
progressing in life, I felt alone, and had to learn to fend for myself in a dysfunctional home.
My mother’s behaviour consumed me. I pushed all the good in me away and simply gave up. My grades
slipped, and I skipped classes and took no subject seriously. That was life for me for a long time. For a week,
every summer since I had been ten or so, my mom sent me off to camp. I remember my ﬁrst summer there
as being fun, not because of the friends I made or activities and whatnot, but the bounty of food. There
seemed to be an endless, truckload of food that I’d never seen or dreamed of before. In short, I came to
loving the place and wanted to go every year. The counsellors there remembered me as a child and saw the
change in me when I got older. I became more quiet and introverted. A man named Rafer Johnson whom
I called Ninja, took me under his wing and made sure I wouldn’t allow myself to go down “the path”.
He was an older black gentleman whom I respected greatly for his past was far worse than mine. Once a
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common hoodlum, a thug dedicated to crime, he had surpassed all adversities and hardships in his life and
became a youth leader.
I felt that he was the ﬁrst person to come along in years; to believe in me and my future. His spark of
passion for life ignited in me a strong desire to live once again. I eventually got a job at the summer camp,
helping other black youth like me realize their importance in the world and teaching them to never give up.
I wish I could say that’s the end of my story and that I’ve lived my life happily ever after but those summers
never last forever. Eventually, I was back home for the year to ﬁnish my high school diploma.
Stuck in my rut once more and feeling my life slip away again, my grades began to drop. I told myself,
“Hey...If I can just get one of these kids to believe in themselves again, that is all I want to accomplish in my
lifetime.” But there was no way I could come this far and give up again. I wanted more; I wanted justice,
and I wanted freedom. Feelings of guilt, shame, and defeat were no longer an option. The ﬂicker of hope
was still alive in me but had no air to breathe. I received a call from my brother, who was now doing well
for himself, playing college basketball all over the world, visiting places I only dreamed about and we talked
for hours catching up on lost years. The heartache of my situation led me to ask, “What makes you want
to keep going?” Assuring, in many words what he told me was simple, “Be your own inspiration.” I’d seen
him go to the wire, and endure more than any human being should have to, yet he told me that I was the
one who was stronger. He recalled that when we were kids, I always encouraged him to be a better man
and always looked for the positives in life; even at times I gave him the food off my plate because I knew he
was hungry. Then it hit me that the good that I forgot in myself, he had remembered, and held on to it all
these years. Despite his unfortunate childhood, he found the positive he could pull from it -- me.
All these years, my brother and I looked up to each other, seeing only the other’s strengths. From that one
phone call I learned that inspiration can be found where you least expect it and that every day is a new
beginning. I believe whole heartedly that perseverance is a birth right given to all people no matter what
their obstacles. The joys of life are born in a mind that appreciates what they have and matures to dream of
a bright future. “Happily ever after” is a promise for those who want it.
Nineteen year old Randy is currently completing his senior year of high school. His essay is about the hard times he has had
with his mother and family. He likes to think that having matures, he has surpassed his obstacles and can now look back on
those days and laugh. Randy’s passion for inspiring and improving the lives of today’s youth has led to his involvement in City of
Toronto community programs. He plans to attend university and attain a degree in social work. His achievements include earning
lifesaving medallions and writing the Turning Points essays itself. He also works hard at his hobbies: comedy and dance. He has
done a few stand-up shows and plans to do more. He plans to have his own comedy show and to build community centres all
over Canada in support of youth.
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Alexandra Auger
Grade 11/12 Honourable Mention
Conseil Scolaire de District du Centre-Sud-Ouest

Bridging the Ocean
ith eyes shut tight and if I permit myself reﬂection, I can see Montreal and the snow at
Christmas. I’m not sure, not now, not any longer, if there was really a storm that year or if the
image is a side-effect, relative to the in-between state of consciousness required to evoke such
memories. The years and blank spaces in the photograph album may have painted that picture
inadvertently. But, what I do remember, and this quite clearly, is the feeling of togetherness
that attached my tiny, somewhat broken family unit. Mother was alone to care for my younger brother
and me, and perhaps it’s that mental fog once more, but I recall her doing a very good job of it, given the
circumstance. The last January saw the city covered in ice and the power would cut out full days at a time.
When that happened, we’d leave the house bundled like colourful holiday packages and Mother would
lead us, linking big-medium-small hands through the snow banks to the library for a story, or to The Bay for
warm socks. We’d change boots right in the aisles.
Yes, she did a good job at holding the family together, and so it was no surprise that when Mother was
offered a higher-paying position in Toronto, we saw only opportunity. Our things, the life we’d built for
ourselves, were packed neatly into cardboard boxes and dropped again in front of a door with peeling
brown paint in Don Mills.
It would be the ﬁrst of many tiny-bedroomed rentals in and around the city, not-quite-homes where we
spent nights. Sure, there were plans for renovation -- a fresh coat of paint, some inexpensive decorations,
perhaps, but often our projects sat half-ﬁnished. Sometimes we didn’t even bother unpacking, knowing
we’d move again soon, knowing putting our best things out on display would only be a reminder of a life
passed by.
Over the years, togetherness eroded.
As soon as I’d learned to use the public transit and had secured a small number of stable acquaintances, I
was always on a bus, always in any direction but home. It didn’t matter what we did, really, or how late we
stayed up on the streets. Sometimes we got into trouble -- ordinary teenaged mischief that will leave a few
scars. But I knew my limits, and must have only come across as more rebellious than I was. In truth, most
nights were lonesome affairs at the public library. I wasn’t interested in hurting people or causing problems.
I was just scared.
At home, Mother faced the cold realization that a new city meant solitude and that her new job did little
more than weather and wear her down. She’d fallen victim to her sadnesses, addicted to unhappiness,
addicted to liquor, searching for satisfaction at the bottom of her plastic cup. In a small notebook my
brother had composed juvenile poetry to embody mature themes. At fourteen, he had spent the same
number of days locked in his cramped bedroom, away from people and away from school, succumbing to
an early depression. And no one was prepared to save them: they were drowning, that much was evident.
They were drowning and the ocean terriﬁed me.
The ocean grew so ominous I’d go as far as to put it between us. Under the pretext of an academic
semester abroad, I’d run as far as France. Complete immersion offered enough culture shock at ﬁrst to
forget almost entirely. I was living as part of a family that had known no major hardships, speaking in a
language that made my tongue heavy. And yet, as much as I studied and kept my swift feet moving, I was
only running into myself. Problems are not solved by aeroplane rides, I reasoned, and the ocean, though
salty, oughtn’t be so bitter. Thinking I would admit defeat, I packed my things in the manner I’m so used to,
and boarded home-bound.
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A man with greying hair and a wrinkled face sat beside me, turning his calloused hands over and over. He
noticed me. And because speaking with strangers is easier than conﬁding in those you know, I listened. He
told stories of a son and how fast the latter had grown, up and away. How quick he’d been to forget, how
willingly he’d gotten caught up in trouble. The father’s voice faltered. He missed his son. During a lengthy
pause I inquired if perhaps he was going to visit someone, feeling guilt creeping.
“A funeral.” He looked down at his feet. “They always leave you before you’re ready”.
At that moment we dipped below the clouds in preparation for landing, and the city I hadn’t seen in a halfyear, the steel chessboard that had taken me in so many years prior, peaked through, inviting me again. Life
was still there, continuing, waiting.
I was ready to kiss the paved streets of the life I knew, that stability and constancy, the moment I arrived.
But tonight, tonight I reasoned I had other plans. As chance would have it, a forty-six-year-old father, a man
who had known death and whose name I’ll never know, had taught me about the importance of family.
Disembarking, he tipped his hat, wishing me luck in life, wishing for me to tell those I love that I do.
Excitement mounted as the plane descended. Tonight, I had other plans. Tonight, adhering to a plan that
had been years in the (secret, subconscious) making, I would hug my mother and hug my brother -- not so
different now than they had ever been -- and let my family know just how much I had missed them.
Alexandra is a twelfth-grade student born in Montreal and raised in Toronto. Currently, she lives with her mother, a few too many
pet cats, and in a bedroom that’s too small. Her interests are devoted mainly to the arts: writing, painting, photography, and
music. In the future she hopes to publish written works and master hot-air balloon ﬂight.
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Joshua Spring
Grade 11/12 Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Masaera F.C.
t started with bags. Plastic bags – nothing more, nothing less. They had probably been used
to carry maize home from the market, maybe to deliver bananas to a neighbouring farmstead.
Whatever their former purpose, the bags now carried a deeper meaning. They told of
generations of sedulous labour with little reward, of destitution, and of hope. And those bags
delivered their story right to me.
There was a sweetness in the air unlike anything I’d ever smelled before. The banana groves and towering
palms shot past as we sped along a dirt road on our way to Masaera, a small farming community nestled on
the slopes of Mount Kilimanjaro. I, along with my immediate family, had embarked on a journey. We were
to volunteer for two weeks in the village. I had little idea of what lay ahead.
In the hospitality shared by all Africans, we were welcomed graciously and what little those around us had,
they offered to share. We were given a place to stay by a linguist scholar, Canute Temu, who was considered
afﬂuent by village standards. Canute made sure our needs were met and our bodies sated.
In the weeks leading up to the trip I dreamt that I would be changing the world. I’d step off the plane and
be swarmed by half-starved Tanzanian children, whom I would shower with apples and oranges. Their smiles
would remain with me forever and both the world and myself would be changed for the better. Initially,
things didn’t quite go as I had dreamt.
My mother, a family doctor and obstetrician by profession, was to put her medical training to use
volunteering out of the village dispensary. My father, my brother and I, however, did not have such
knowledge. We had only our determination and a will to help. With minimal resources and limited time,
there wasn’t much we could do on a large scale. We decided that we would make our impact on the
community through recreation -- through sport. We decided to establish, coach, and manage a village
soccer team. I didn’t instantly see the potential for positive change that the project wielded. It began as a
pastime for me; it helped the hours under the merciless African sun roll by unnoticed. But it soon meant
much more to me. It soon meant everything.
Canute called a village meeting where my family and I were introduced as honoured guests. Since all of our
Kiswahili was incoherent to say the least, Canute took it upon himself to explain our concept to the village
elders who pondered over it for quite some time. They, like me, had doubts as to whether a soccer team
would be a good application of three able-bodied men who would work for no fee. In due time we would
all be proven terribly wrong.
Word was sent out and posters were put up. The ﬁrst practice was to be at the St. John Mission ﬁeld the
following afternoon at four o’clock. Boys and girls aged thirteen and older were welcome to attend. Nobody
expected a substantial turnout. Masaera is a village rooted in tradition. There was maize to be harvested and
dresses to be sewn. There was not time for such silly endeavors. Be that as it may, the younger generation
paid no heed.
Four o’clock seemed as though it would never come. I was nervous. I wasn’t sure if anyone would come, or
if the language barrier would be one too mighty for me to overcome. The walk to the ﬁeld was only two
kilometers but it felt much longer. The adrenalized sound of children intensiﬁed as I neared, as did my own
adrenaline. I took one step onto the ﬁeld and couldn’t believe it. There were multitudes of people. Some
old, some young. But they all shared one common desire: the desire to come together. A little overwhelmed,
I found myself absentmindedly walking right into the centre of the ﬁeld. It was then that I saw it. It wasn’t
out of the ordinary, or wouldn’t have been to most. To me, it was everything. There were two young boys
kicking it around, beaming. It was the plastic bags. The boys had tied together plastic bags and were using
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them as a soccer ball. The thought didn’t occur to me instantly. It took a moment to root itself in my being.
But once it had, the seedling of realization blossomed into a ﬂower that overtook my consciousness. These
two boys had never seen a soccer ball before. The thought itself was epiphanic. The countless privileges that
had been handed to me all my life ﬂooded through my head. I was born with so much yet had appreciation
for so little. I felt terribly guilty for not realizing it during any one of my other ﬁfteen years of life. That guilt
was soon to be replaced with enlightenment.
Concealed in an opaque plastic bag I carried four soccer balls. I was about to share with these children what
they had so often dreamt of, yet never glimpsed. As I opened the bag, things seemed to happen in slow
motion. Heads turned, jaws dropped, and I heard a chorus of exhilaration quickly crescendo to a climax.
What then broke out could only be described as hysteria. I distributed the soccer balls to adoring recipients
whose smiles will remain with me forever. Some say dreams don’t come true. I beg to differ.
Seventeen year old Josh is student from Toronto, Ontario. His trip to Tanzania in August 2008 deeply affected him. In the future,
he hopes to return to Tanzania, as well as other under-developed countries, to share what he can with those in need.
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Jaclyn Hodsdon
Grade 11/12 Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

A Canvas for my Imagination
have lost my imagination. I don’t know how or when or where, but I know that I am unsure
how to get it back. My imagination was once a canvas: an intricate design of thoughts and
ideas, but it seems as though my canvas is almost completely blank. What was once an
abstract collection of creativity, dancing around my mind in a dream-like wonder is now an
empty capacity of my brain, eager to be nurtured by the tiniest ounce of inspiration. The bare
canvas that is my mind collects a constant amount of dust as it idles, much like an unused book. It is ironic,
however, that reading is the main stimulant of one’s imagination.
The library is much more than shelves of books. It is a place where imaginations run freely over countless
pages of stories in countless works of literature. Stories of dragons guarding castles, stories of wizards
ﬁghting evil, stories of detectives solving crimes, stories of medieval Kings and Queens, and the list goes on
and on. As I wandered down the aisles on one of my usual trips to the library, I heard an intriguing noise.
I heard the subtle sound of a child’s laughter — a sound that I hadn’t heard for a very long time, a sound so
pure and innocent I curiously went to investigate. I strolled past the children’s section and found the source
of this impossibly gleeful and happy sound. Then he laughed again.
He couldn’t have been more than ﬁve years old. He had overalls and glasses with a giant book open over his
lap. He had a book bag by his feet and books surrounding him on his chair. Then he laughed again.
With every page that he turned, he laughed and laughed. He giggled and smiled. The sound of his juvenile,
high pitched laughter ﬁlled the children’s section in the library, and I couldn’t help but listen. Without a care
in the world, this little boy read his story, with a look of utter amusement on his childlike face. He pushed
up his tiny glasses and turned the pages of his enormous book, so engrossed in the hilarious tale he had
become a part of.
At that moment in time, I envied that young boy. I envied him because he was the child I once was: a child
who spent countless hours alone in the solitude of the library, alone with my stories, my thoughts, and my
inventive imagination.
My imagination is a part of me that I neglected greatly as I grew through adolescence. As I became
occupied with school, my friends, my appearance, my computer, as well as additional materialistic ideals, I
lost touch with my innocence and youthful fantasies. The colours of my canvas are now faded and lifeless.
Seeing and hearing that little boy laugh in the library made me realize what I had lost, and it made me want
to do something about it. It not only inspired me to try and re-develop my shrivelled imagination, but it
made me want to help children to form theirs.
I applied to a program at the library called Read-a-Holics which consists of reading to a child on a weekly
basis. I was accepted to be a volunteer and I was extremely excited to be helping a child learn how to read.
The library offered me so much when I was younger, and this program gave me the opportunity to give
something back.
My reading buddy’s name is Natalie. She is a twelve-year-old girl who attends a French immersion school
and struggles with reading English as a result of this. I have been reading with her for ﬁve months now
and she has really come a long way. Although I spend only one hour with her every week, it really makes a
considerable difference in the long run. I have never felt such satisfaction, such fulﬁllment, such joy as I do
every moment I spend helping her read, learn, and use her imagination.

Pg. 58 | The Learning Partnership’s Turning Points program – Winning Essays, 2009

CompiledEssays_Press.indd Sec1:58

10/21/2009 11:44:53 AM

I have gained back some of my former wonder and creativity by reading with Natalie. I hope I can help more
children in the future by reading with them, as well as writing stories that will inspire them. Building an
imagination is one of the most basic forms of creativity that we learn throughout our childhood, and I think
it is essential to hold on to a piece of that fascinating inquisitiveness as we grow and mature.
My canvas is slowly coming to life; I am beginning to sketch my ideas colourfully and more vibrantly than I
once did. I am learning how to use the brushes to create imaginative interpretations in a more mature way.
Reading as a child and recently reading to Natalie has helped to fuel my love of the wonder of words. As I
pursue a writing career, I must let my thoughts run wild on the canvas that is my imagination.
Jaclyn, a grade twelve student, lives in Bradford, Ontario with her father, Mark, her mother, Nancy, and two younger sisters, Jenna
and Mallory. She has been passionate about reading and writing for as long as she can remember. Walking to the Bradford Public
Library with her mother on a regular basis when Jaclyn was very young was where she became consumed in the world of books.
Not only does she love reading, but she loves writing poetry as well, and one day hopes to share this gift with others. She is
grateful to be recognized in this year’s Turning Points competition and encourages others to pick up a book that may inspire their
imagination.
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Emily Ma
Grade 11/12 Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

The First Lesson
“While other people are struggling for their future, I’m struggling to live”.
his quote applies so well to both his life and mine. It remains engraved in my memory as I
remind myself everyday how fortunate I am to be alive.
I still remember that cheerful, brightly painted room that reeked of disinfectant mingled
with a sweet ﬂoral scent. It could have been a nice place to reside with the comfortable bed
and the great service, if not for the undertone of death that was part of the package. The sole reason of
the familiarity that room and I shared was because he was there -- my brother. He was only four years old
when he was diagnosed with Acute Lymphoblastic Leukemia, but despite his young age, he understood
the seriousness of the illness more than my six-year-old self could ever comprehend. Everyday was a battle
for the next day yet he never complained, whined or cried and he accepted the seemingly cruel treatments
dutifully. He received every dose of bitter medication and each needle without contempt. I could not ﬁgure
out whether these drugs that were supposed to cure him were saving him or weakening him as his body
soon became frail and colourless. Nonetheless, my hope was always rekindled after seeing the brightness
in his eyes and the persisting smile on his face. He never blamed anyone for the pain inﬂicted on him and
he greeted each person who visited him with gratitude and respect. His strong will to ﬁght was incredible
for such a young child and he was determined to overcome this trial, though he did not battle alone.
Supporting him was an army of individuals consisting of family, friends and even strangers equipped with
encouragement and faith that he would continue persevering.
As his condition worsened, the doctors suggested a bone marrow transplant, which required a donor.
Seeing as I was the only family member suitable to provide the marrow, I gladly underwent surgery to
extract my bone marrow for him. I always felt so helpless around him partly because I did not know how
to react to his suffering or how to console him but for the ﬁrst time I did not feel useless or weak; instead
I was able to experience just a fraction of the pain he endured. In this way, I felt much closer to him and
that put me at ease. The treatment was only temporarily effective but within those few months, we were
encompassed in a realm of bliss and relief and I witnessed the happiness that a child was supposed to have
etched on a pure, innocent face.
Approximately a half-year after the bone marrow transplant, the cancer relapsed and he required a
lymphocyte transplant, which I provided for once again. As terrifying as it was, I would have done anything
for him because what I suffered was not even a quarter of what he had gone through. His optimism was
something that amazed yet disturbed me at the same time. He was always hoping for the best while
everyone else was looking at the worst. I always wondered how an individual at the brink of death could be
an optimist. I could not grasp the notion of leaving a familiar surrounding to an unknown place. But about a
month before his death, he said something that struck me rather deeply, “When you go to heaven, I’ll show
you the washroom”. I was amazed by his maturity that surpassed mine. For him, this was an acceptance of
fate and as for me, it was an end to the injustice that I felt for so long. I understood that he found selfpeace through his understanding of the most fundamental aspect of living, which was death.
He fought cancer for two long years and succumbed to the disease at the age of six. Cancer took so
much away from me including my brother and my naivety of a perfect world but it also gave me a new
perspective on life. My perception of existence changed and led me to realize that we have to cherish our
lives and the lives of others because we never know when we will lose them. Anything can occur in an
instant and there is no guarantee to life. The courage and optimism he possessed became valuable assets
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for me and I grew emotionally stronger as the result of overcoming this struggle; more practical, realistic,
brave and less selﬁsh. His existence was a blessing and he left us with precious memories that are ingrained
with his unfaltering, enduring presence. Though my brother lived a short life, he taught everyone who knew
him a lesson that would carry through a lifetime.
Emily was born in December 1991 in Mississauga, Ontario to two loving parents with a zest for living. Along with her beloved
brother and younger sister, they have provided her with a warm home environment that helped develop the skills and morals she
possesses today. When allowed leisure time, she enjoys playing a variety of musical instruments including the piano, violin and ﬂute
as well as participating in a range of sports such as tennis, badminton, swimming and skating. In the future Emily will continue to
embrace every experience, ﬁnd beauties in life, and ﬁnally, strive towards simplicity.
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Nick Wannamaker
Grade 11/12 Honourable Mention
Hastings Prince Edward County District School Board

Jaded Thursdays
t was a regular Thursday for me. I woke up and Mom wasn’t home. I didn’t know where she
was, but I knew she would be back . . . sooner or later. My brothers and I got ready for school
and carried on as usual. I was a troubled, out-spoken kid then, thinking the lifestyle I had
adapted to was normal. But it wasn’t. I discovered that later on in the day when they called
me away from my seventh grade class and asked me if I could please go to the principal’s
ofﬁce. As I walked to the ofﬁce, my mind was in a race with my feet, trying to ﬁgure out what offence I had
committed this time. But before my mind could catch up, I was there, knocking on the door of her ofﬁce.
The door opened, revealing my mother, drowning in a pool of her own tears and sadness, as well as two
people whom I did not recognize. I took a seat and began realizing the situation I was in. As the tears
began to break me down, I realized it was happening again, only this time it was as if I was more aware of
it happening, and the reasons behind it. I was being taken away from my mother once again; I was being
ripped from the clutches that had nurtured me from the stage of infancy. The two people turned out to be
the reapers of my fate, sent by their mother agency, the Children’s Aid Society. They began to explain how
they had received a phone call from a doctor the night before. That previous night, my mother had decided
to dip into an old habit; she dipped herself right into an overdose. I shattered, like a mirror, into pieces. The
disappointment overwhelmed my heart to the point of gasping breaths. Choking on my own tears, I walked
to my locker to retrieve my belongings. I was going for a ride with the male of the two reapers who were in
the ofﬁce. He was taking me to my new home for the next chapter of my life. It was a long, quiet ride -- a
time to think.
Let us zoom out a little bit, and take a look at life beforehand. I was the poor kid. So what? I had friends,
and a sarcastic, mean sense of humour. I was the kid in public school who was suspended many times -the kid who hated authority. So every time I was in trouble, I’d ﬁght it, like a self-employed lawyer. It never
got me anywhere, but it provided a bit of fun. Everyone thought it was awesome that I had the “guts” to
say what I did. But back in that ofﬁce, I could see the hurt in her eyes. I could feel the hurt inside myself;
it was one of the most uncomfortable environments to be in. I had someone telling me that my life was
going to totally change from here on out. After the “taking” and “distribution” of my brothers and me,
I knew “The Man” had won his case. I no longer felt that bit of excitement and joy I once did. I was left
broken, bloodied, and bruised. I was a wounded lion, with nothing left but the rest of his days. And I hated
it. I hated them. I hated everyone. It was about this time that I stopped discussing my emotions, feelings,
and basic opinions with those around me because I felt no one cared to listen. Besides, no one would
understand.
Being taken away from my mother at the age of twelve caused a ripple effect in the ocean I had called life.
Its waves altered and disrupted my destined path in new ways. Being moved to somewhere new, where
I had to adapt to a new environment, new people, and a new life changed me. I met new people who,
otherwise, I never would have met. These people have impacted my life in good and bad ways, helping to
create who I am -- some in good ways and some ways bad. I have a very dark perception of life, and an
overall hatred of the whole idea of what our lives are and what they are going to be. But, like everyone, I
have my ways of coping with the loss and the rioting emotions. There are positive ripples also, as odd as
that seems. For example, I am planning on attending college, getting a good career, and helping kids who
are going through the same things I was and am going through. I believe that I can really make a difference
in some kid’s life, or at least, so I hope.
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It was a regular Thursday, but that Thursday would change me forever. Now, I’m just me, being me, and
that’s all anyone can really do. In hindsight, my situation was a horrible time for me, and still cuts at my soul.
But it has painted a brighter future for me, granted me more opportunities, and the friends I have made
since are remarkable people. They have all been the artist’s hands in molding what I am today, and who
I’ll be in the future. I will go on facing yesterday with a frown, today with a grimace, and tomorrow with a
smile.
Nick is currently a grade twelve student who will be attending St. Lawrence College in the fall. Nick writes,” I could dwell on
memories from a challenging childhood, but my mind does not operate in that manner. Remembering the past means recalling its
joy and sadness, both gone. In turn, I ask my readers this: How can one deliver answers, when all one has are questions?”
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2009 Turning Points Adjudicators
We would like to sincerely thank all of our judges for their time and support of the Turning Points essay writing
program.

Tier One: Faculty of Education, teacher candidates at OISE/UT and York University; French students at
Glendon Campus
Course leaders: Adele Jeffrey, Mindy Pollishuke, Laura Pinto, Mary Reid, Bev Strachan, Jackie Spence,
Jennifer Sipos-Smith
From the Ontario Institute for Studies in Education/University of Toronto:
Adele Jeffrey’s students: Gregorio Battistella, Susan Bianchi, Miranda Carney, Katherine Cordi, Frances
D’Amico, Eric Delgado, Michael Goncalves, Brigitte Anna Halper, Stephen Hull, Marzena Kotapska, Lien Thi
Le, Rosanna Magliaro, Ryan Manahan, Marta Michna, Ellen Louise Mullally, Leonard Petronzi, Jose Preto,
Nadia Rajakariar, Riccardo Sanita, Katherine Schmeer, Michelle Marie Silva, Seungyoung Song, Kira Tarabelli,
Amalia Vuia, Lianne Rose Aliermo, Maurino Alphonso, Jose Amaral, Caitlin Breech, Suzanne Da Silva, Nadia
Dalchand, Tracy Fernando, Nadia Ficaro, Lindsay Hamilton, Anthony Iocco, Mariane Ivancic, Justyna Marie
Kubicki, Stephanie Kwong, Angela Mangone, Romilla Martin Gomes, Lindsey Joy Pacheco, Melissa Pinto,
Nicole Michelle Ramos, Rosanna Ricitano, Fiorella Scarpitti, Marina Sigareva.
Mindy Pollishuke’s students: Annamaria Aceto, Dana Aldcorn, Yasmin Ayub, Kristen Bosyj, Andreas
Charalambous, Steven Chen, Mandy Cheng, Brock Criger, Daniela Cuddemi, Lesley Davis, Julie Diamond,
Cailin Drijber, Mahshid Ghodsian-Zadeh, Christie Gordon, Jacqueline Green-Oliveira, Matthew Hallford,
Kristie Heriban-Nixon, Kevin Hulbert, Sarah Hutchison, Leila Jeddi, Neera Kaileswaran, Gabrielle Kamel, Julie
Kang, Jos Kleingeld, Sureka Kulasingham, Myoungsun Lee, Indra Liepins, Luke Lockyer, Megan McRae, Stella
Mok, Tahira Munir, Lauren Murphy, Lisa Orpana, Nicole Palmieri, Elizabeth Pettigrew, Shoja Rahi, Melissa
Sanna, Terence Schonberger, Rebecca Skill, Gianna Strazzeri, Ann Szeto, Jenny Tam, Esther Tang, Dean Tesic,
Patricia Tillson, Carol Tsang, Ryan Warring, Kirsten Witteveen, Vilija Ycas.
Laura Pinto’s students: Leigh Agozzino, Jennifer Apuzzo, Baldev Bhullar, Kiranbir Bhullar, Jesse Clair, Andrea
Hardie, Jon De Forest, Laurie Fernandez, Hayley Green, Erin Hashimoto, Selin Horasanli, Melissa Hotham,
Nicole Indellicato, Emily Lane, Daniel Leko, Anthony Lograno, Bryan Lovasz, Christopher Martins, Marija
Milicevic, Nick Nagribianko, Peter Nagy, Irfan Noormohamed, Alan Oldham, Nemanja Pjanic, Alka Sachdeva,
Laura Sandford, Nidhi Sarao, Douglas Sikkema, Stephanie Slokar, Jennifer Sousa, John Stefanik, Ryan
Tabone, Neven Vuic, Stephanie Spares, Dennis Lindsay, Keller Stacey, Melanie Wirz, Seoyoung Cho.
Mary Reid’s students: Ade Adegbite, Slagiana Aliu, Meaghan Allen, Ruth Annis, Shabitha Arulpragasam,
Shabari Banerji, Ewa Basiukiewicz, Jeremiah Blake, Michael Brown, Michelle Clouthier, Sarah ClyneSanchez, Domenic Donatelli, Thomas Eason, Christine Elstub, Kimberley Ferguson, Ian Finlay, Jesse
Grosman, Dell-Allen Guthrie, Heidi Hehn, Margaret Hodgson, Stephen Howlett, Monica Ibrahim, Elizabeth
Jack, Christopher Johannsen, Denise Jung, O’Neil Kamaka, Stephen Koshurba, Colin Ladd, Heather Laws,
Melissa Line, Laura Lorenz, Stephanie Lougheed, Kyle Mackenzie, Katherine MacLellan, Sabrina Mansour,
Rebecca McDonald, Leslie Middaugh, Magda Mizgalewicz, Candice Montague, Alicia Munnings, Dustin
Murray, Gurjot Natt, Irene Ng, Yael Padawer, Melissa Paraboo, Megan Prashad, Ashley Reis, Neil Renwick,
Jody Roberts, Yana Romanovsky, Katherine Ruediger, Joshua Sager, Robert Schmidt, Neeru Sekhon, Emma
Sheppard, Robert Shields, Sun Sim, Peter Siwak, Sanja Stanic, Andrea Tavares, Gillian Thomas, Min Tong,
Ko Chun Tsai, Katherine Tulloch, Katarzyna Ulbin, Gaelan Varn, Kelly Warmington, David Wilson, Carmen
Wong, Christopher Wong, Marie Young.
Bev Strachan’s students: Alisha Alladina, Shannon Barber, Danna Blower, Adrienne Brookbank, Carla
Butcher, Colin Byrne, Giovanna Casciato, Rosemary Chubb, Sarah Churchill, Allison Coutts, Kristina
D’Angelo, Emily Drinkwater, Sheila Duggan, Megan Fehlberg, Urszula Fiedorczuk, Alison Fitzsimmons,
Emerald Foon, Francis Drew Garvey, Virginia Gater, Janice Gill, Alicia Hankivsky, Carol Henderson, Megan
Inkol, Steven Killeen, Jacqueline King, Jennifer Knappe, Chelsea Laird, Catherine Lee, Karen Lidor, Megan
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Linton, Nannette Maassen, Lianne MacDougall, Madhavi Maniar, Kathryn Marriott, Cora Marta, Paul
Micallef, Clara-Lynn Naccarato, Dany Nachman, Richard Narine-Singh, Nelly Nashid, Raven Naumann, Tanya
Ngo, Christine Oliveira, Aimee Oster, Kelly Palma, Michelle Pereira, Barbara Peros, Penny Phillips, Kristin
Priede, Lina Samuel, Sharrone Sandor, Erin Schaus, Shannon Treacy, George Vatzolas, Cassandra Vizzari,
Elaine Wilson, Sandra Winger, Eva Winter, Kimberly Yang.
From York University Faculty of Education:
Jackie Spence’s students: Saada Awaleh-God, Doris Beletic, Dhara Bhatt, Mina Choi, Mi-Sun Choi, Bishakha
Chowdhury, Helene Donnelly, Douglas Falshaw, Samia Hamoud, Janelle Harewood, Esi Hayford, Samantha
Hinitz, Trumaine Jackson, Michael Johnston, Karolina Kacprzak, Erica Knapp, Martin Koprowski, Stella
Lomonaco, Maria Lopreiato, Dawn-Marie Marciello, Lisa McElroy, Tania Mendez, Michelle Menezes,
Marianthe Papatheodorou, Chintan Patel, Heather Ross, Salma Salim, Sandra Schmitter, William Sestito,
Anita Simonian, Jennifer Smith, Stephanie Sunde, Imran Syed, Monique Tamaya, Andrea Teixeira, Many
To, Martha Tran, Contessa Turner, Shiranthi Wickramasinghe, Ekaterini Ziogou, Samara Zoetmulder, Elissa
Zweig, Manaza Ahmad, Sonia Aimola, Tamaira Blackwood, Kathleen Conroy, Wendy Dwyer, Heather
Falagario, Shikara Graff, Yvonne Hao, Sonia Kumar, Sharon Mendicino, Suzanne Methot, Chad Mills, Laura
Noseworthy, Konstantina Peristeris, Simran Sandhu, Tonya Seltzer, Jonathan Silveri, Gillian Small, Samuel
Tecle, Elizabeth Thomas, Jason Watt.
From York University Glendon Campus – Judges for French essays:
Jennifer Sipos-Smith’s students: Nadia Khan, Cindy Miranda, Carolyn Palmer, Anna Piatrovich, Kathryn
Robson, Biljana Teodorcevic

Tier Two: Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Head of English................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Annette Bourassa-Wilson, Convener, French Immersion .................................... Toronto District School Board
Shirley Chan, Coordinating Principal, Schools to Future ..................................... Toronto District School Board
Dana Clarence, Director of Professional Affairs .......................................... Chartered Accountants of Canada
Anna Maria DiGiammarino, Principal.........................................................York Catholic District School Board
Rosie DiManno, Reporter ............................................................................................................ Toronto Star
Penny Dobson: Teacher, French Immersion ........................................................ Toronto District School Board
Don Ekstrom, Senior Manager, Employee Relations Advisory Services ..............................RBC Financial Group
Lies Ferriman, Teacher Coach ............................................................................ Toronto District School Board
Gail Fraser, Manager of Partnership Development ............................................. Toronto District School Board
Janice Hambrock, Principal .................................................................................. Halton District School Board
Sol Kasimer, National Advisor ...................................................................................The Learning Partnership
Ian Kennedy, Director of Finance and Administration................................................The Learning Partnership
Noeline Laccetti, Literacy Consultant ............................................Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board
Victoria Leigh, Teacher ...................................................................................... Toronto District School Board
Shamina Maharaj, Life Coach & Facilitator .............................................................Unleash the Power Within
Farah Nasser, Anchor/Reporter ............................................................................................................City TV
Stephen Rensink, Teacher Facilitator ............................................................York Region District School Board
Alessandra Saccal, Public Relations Manager ...............................................................Staples Business Depot
Janet Stickney, Coordinator Partnership Development ....................................... Toronto District School Board
Christine Suski, Manager of Strategic Initiatives, Sales, Strategies & Support ...................RBC Financial Group
Cheryl Thornton, Author/Storyteller ............................................................................................. StoryValues
Rita van Landegham: FSL Instructor ................................................................................ University of Toronto
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In Appreciation

We would like to recognize the involvement of the following schools in the Turning Points program:

Conseil Scolaire de District du Centre-Sud-Ouest
École Secondaire Étienne-Brûlé

Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board
Ascension of Our Lord Catholic Secondary School
St. Augustine Catholic Secondary School
St. John the Baptist Elementary School
St. Mark Separate School

Durham Catholic District School Board
St. Elizabeth Seton Catholic School

Grand Erie District School Board
Pauline Johnson Collegiate and Vocational School

Halton District School Board
Bruce Trail Public School
Florence Meares Public School
W. I. Dick Middle School

Hamilton-Wentworth District School Board
Flamborough Centre School
Glendale Secondary School
Sherwood Secondary School
Spencer Valley Middle School
Westdale Secondary School

Hastings and Prince Edward County District School Board
Centre Hastings Secondary School

Lambton Kent District School Board
H. W. Burgess Public School

Peel District School Board
Glenforest Secondary School
Harold M. Brathwaite Secondary School
Riverside Public School
Turner Fenton Secondary School

Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board
Holy Trinity Catholic High School
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Toronto Catholic District School Board
Notre Dame Catholic Secondary School

Toronto District School Board
A.Y. Jackson Secondary School
Broadlands Public School
Brooks Road Public School
Donwood Park Junior Public School
Dunlace Public School
Earl Haig Secondary School
Fairbank Middle School
George Harvey Collegiate Institute
Glenview Senior Public School
John Fisher Public School
Maurice Cody Public School
Oakwood Collegiate Institute
Owen Public School
Seneca Hill Public School
West Hill Collegiate Institute

York Catholic District School Board
Blessed Trinity Catholic School
Divine Mercy Catholic School
Father Bressani Catholic High School
Holy Family Catholic School
St. David Catholic School
St. Elizabeth Catholic High School
St. Gregory the Great Catholic Academy
St. Theresa of Lisieux Catholic High School

York Region District School Board
Armadale Public School
Beverley Acres Public School
Carrville Mills Public School
Castlemore Public School
Coledale Public School
Crosby Heights Public School
Donald Cousens Public School
Franklin Street Public School
Kettleby Public School
Richmond Hill High School
Silver Stream Public School
Sir William Mulock Secondary School

The Learning Partnership’s Turning Points program – Winning Essays, 2009 | Pg. 67

CompiledEssays_Press.indd Sec1:67

10/21/2009 11:44:53 AM

In Closing
The Learning Partnership and Turning Points also wish to thank…
•

The teachers who facilitate the Turning Points program and encourage submissions from their students

•

All participating students who share their compelling stories

•

The sponsor of Turning Points for its ongoing commitment to publicly funded education and for
working with us to encourage young people to express themselves and their experiences through
writing

•

Stefania Stilisteanu, for effectively managing the electronic submission of essays

•

Julia Arnold, for her on-going support in program planning and for her work on assessment and
evaluation of the essays with the teacher candidates

•

Jacinthe Dallaire, for editing the French essays and for her assistance with French translations
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Forty winning essayists were celebrated at an awards luncheon held at The Great Hall, Hart House, University of Toronto on May 21, 2009
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