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T

he Learning Partnership is pleased to present you with the 2010
collection of winning essays from this year’s Turning Points challenge.
Now in its 11th year, Turning Points provides students with the
opportunity to express what they value most in their lives. This edition, which
includes many rich and inspiring stories, reminds us that one’s fears can be
conquered and that when you look inside, you can discover that you have the
confidence, courage and willingness to overcome the challenge and aspire to do your personal
best.
When students participate in the Turning Points program, they are given the opportunity to reflect
and engage in impactful discussions with their teachers and then, through the written word,
share with the reader about a critical point in their lives. This unique program gives students the
opportunity to look inwards -- and outwards -- as they make sense of their experiences and those
who have impacted them. Writing about their experiences, students have become ignited with a
range of emotion and develop the strength to share and express what they are feeling – ultimately
discovering that they are not alone.
The response and participation in this year’s Turning Points program has been incredible. This
compilation contains 68 winning essays which were selected from over 9,000 submissions from
students in St. John’s, Sudbury, Brantford and the Greater Toronto Area. We are so fortunate to
have a sponsor who believes in the power and spirit of Turning Points – and more than 320 judges
and teachers who reviewed all of the submissions and experienced firsthand the impact that this
program has on everyone who is involved.
To the students who participated this year, thank you for allowing us to read about your personal
journeys. By entering this challenge, you have already demonstrated that you have the confidence
and skills to making yourselves better and stronger people.
On behalf of the students who have shared their life experiences with us – and who have given us
a glimpse into their worlds and the power of their personal Turning Points -- thank you for your
continued support.

Veronica Lacey
President & C.E.O
The Learning Partnership

Marni Angus
Program Manager
The Learning Partnership
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Greater Toronto Area
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“The act of putting pen to paper encourages pause for thought,
this in turn makes us think more deeply about life, which helps
us regain our equilibrium”.
–Norbet Platt, Businessman

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010

TURNING POINTS ANNUAL AWARDS LUNCHEON
Greater Toronto Area
Congratulations to all of the Turning Points winners!

On Wednesday, May 26th, 2010 The Learning Partnership celebrated the successes of 45 students at our Annual Awards Luncheon in the
Great Hall at Hart House, University of Toronto. Over 9,000 essays were written in classrooms this year. Over 300 teacher-candidates in
three universities participated as Tier 1 judges. This year’s awards event was hosted by Susan LaRosa, Director of Education for the York
Catholic District School Board.
Each winner was presented with an engraved plaque, a monetary prize and a copy of the Anthology of Winning Essays. First place
winners read their essays to the audience. Mary Jamieson and Ralph Summers, representatives from the Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal
Area Management Board (NPAAMB) presented the awards. The Magnetics Jazz Combo from Mayfield Secondary School provided music
at the reception.

Grade 6 English
Winners
“Our lives teach us who we are”.
–Salman Rushdie, Anglo-Indian Novelist
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Grade 6 English Winners

Gabriel Benjamen

First Place
York Catholic District School Board

I Love You, Mom

I

was so glad that the day had finally ended. I had
received a late slip that morning, and I had a ton
of homework; I couldn’t take it any more. On my
walk back home, my sister told me the bad news. I was
shocked!
My mom had been admitted to the hospital. I could
not believe what I was hearing! I automatically thought,
why did this have to happen to our family? When I got
home, everyone had sad looks on their faces. I thought
of the previous night when my mom didn’t feel well. I
kept asking myself what could possibly have gone so
wrong that she had to go to the hospital?
When I asked my sister about what had happened,
she said that my mother had trouble breathing because
of her heart. At that moment, I froze. My skin turned
pale and my heart was pounding. I thought that my
mother would not survive that attack. I couldn’t believe
it; I loved my mom and I might not see her again. I
was sad and confused. My older sister was sixteen at
the time. She had to cook for us and help us with our
homework; we are a family of eight. She was the only
one who could take care of us because my dad worked
very long hours. We were all waiting anxiously for the
return of my mother. We prayed the whole rosary for her
safe and healthy return. The doctor called that day; he
said that my mom was better and that she would be able
to come home within the next couple of days. My family
and I were so happy, and we bought a cake to celebrate
that special day.
From that difficult experience I learned that we have
to always love and respect our parents. We have to be
honest about our feelings towards them. We should not
take our dear parents for granted as we do not know
what the future has in store for us. We should never say
anything to our parents that we might regret after. I love
you, Mom!
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Gabriel is twelve years old. He was born in Ontario, Canada. He currently
lives in Maple with his parents, two brothers and three sisters. Gabriel
enjoys playing basketball, and his favorite color is red. Always acting
as mediator to resolve conflicts in a peaceful manner, Gabriel aspires to
become a doctor in the future. He is grateful for the continuous support
of his parents and teachers to continue writing.

Grade 6 English Winners

Lexie White

Second Place
Toronto District School Board

Homeless Not Fearless

“w

hat you see depends on what you are looking for.”
I remember it very clearly.

It was the summer before I was entering Grade 5. I
was walking home from Pizza Pizza with my sister and
nanny. And then I saw him.

Lexie White was born in Toronto and is a twelve year old Grade 6
student. She lives with her parents, sister and adorable dog, Monty. She
is passionate about writing and would someday like to create works of
fiction for young readers. She also enjoys many different sports, spending
time with her friends, playing her flute, acting and singing.

He was obviously poor. His clothes were tattered and
his beard was long and gray. His shoes were falling apart
and his toes were poking out of the ends. He looked old,
his teeth were yellow and he was coughing violently. His
eyes were as grey as his clothes, dull and sad.
I asked my nanny for a toonie. She gave me one and I
approached the man, shy and a little curious. He watched
me carefully. Then a smile spread across his face, making
me feel warm and happy. I offered him the toonie and his
eyes, once grey and dull, came alive all of a sudden and
his face exploded with joy.
The next day we went back to Pizza Pizza but he
was gone.
I remembered when his eyes had lit up for just a
toonie. Whenever I ask my mom if I can go to the store
and she gives me a toonie, I groan because I don’t think
it’s enough. But this man was so excited over a toonie.
This realization made me feel terrible.
It’s just not fair that some people even in our superwealthy country have nothing more than the tattered
clothes on their backs.
Maybe we judge homeless people poorly and think
they are dirty and gross, but inside they are just like we
are. This was a huge turning point in my life because it
touched me in so many ways and made me think about
how other people live their lives. It makes me feel far
more grateful for what I have and has changed my point
of view about life in a dramatic and irreversible way.
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Grade 6 English Winners

Julia Michalski

Third Place
Toronto District School Board

How May I Help You?

p

acking my bags, going to the airport, enduring
the plane ride, and the long bus trip there, I was
relieved that the journey was finally over. After
nineteen hours of turbulence, we landed in South Africa.
Three years ago, my family and I had gone there to
donate school supplies and help renovate part of the
G.A.P. school.
We were also helping out different classes, which is
when the incident happened. A class of African kids and
I went over to the cafeteria where people were serving
lunch. Suddenly, the lunch lady got out a stick and was
slapping the counter to make the kids go faster. She
was yelling and screaming, but when she got to me, in
a polite voice she said, “How may I help you?” Maybe
it was because I was new to her, but I knew that new
students came every day. The only explanation I could
think of was that my skin colour was white.
This made me think of how badly people are
discriminated against around the world. The lady had
white skin too, so she treated me differently than
everyone else. I promised myself that I would never do
something like that to someone because I think that
discrimination is very wrong.
Whenever I am making new friends, or where I am
meeting new people, I always think of this moment.
Nobody should be treated differently than anyone else
because they look different. I would never do something
like that to someone else because people may not want
to be around me, and I don’t want to be around other
people who would do that.
Before my experience, I was unaware of just
how differently people see each other based on their
appearance. I don’t think anybody should act this way,
and nobody should be treated this way either. As I look
back, I realize that discrimination occurred many years
ago, and even now it still goes on.

4
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For all of her eleven years, Julia Michalski has lived in Toronto, Ontario.
She lives with her Mom, Dad, sister, two kittens, bird and tortoise. Julia’s
favourite subject in school is Language Arts but when she isn’t writing
she really enjoys skiing, snowboarding, and swimming. Julia also does
gymnastics and synchronized swimming. She loves hanging out with her
friends and having a good time after school. Sometimes in her spare time
she writes stories just from her imagination. Julia thinks that writing is so
much fun she could not live without it!

Grade 6 English Winners

Heather Batista Baez

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

The Fear of Change

“w

e do not always know what life will throw at us,
but we must always be prepared.”

Have you ever had so much fear over something so
little? I have, and trust me, I regret all of the apprehension.
Three years ago, I was an ordinary girl from the
Dominican Republic. I never had the intention of coming
to live in Canada but I’m really happy that I came. On
the first week of my arrival, I was scared. I had the fear
of being different from the others. The thoughts in my
mind were that I might not fit in because of where I came
from, or because I didn’t speak English.

Heather was born in the Dominican Republic. She came to Canada when
she was 8 years old, and she could speak only a few words of English.
Heather now lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and two siblings.
During her spare time, Heather enjoys playing volleyball, listening to
music, reading and she certainly loves to shop. Becoming a doctor would
be an amazing accomplishment for Heather. She is very grateful that she
was encouraged to write for the “Turning Points” essay contest because
Heather can truly express her feelings through writing.

I’ve realized that fitting in with the popular group or
person doesn’t mean anything to me. What matters to
me is that I make good use of my excellent health and
the chance to go to school. Millions of orphans wish to
be in my place right now. Most orphans don’t even have
the chance to go to school and yet I was worried about
fitting in.
Over the past few years I’ve learned so many
unexpected things. Before I came to Canada, I didn’t
have a clue about who I was going to be or what my
dreams and expectations were. I’m a different person
now because I have had the opportunity to chase after
my ambitions. I hope that the less fortunate kids will
have the advantages I’ve had. Getting an education in
Canada could make their desires come true.
Honestly, I can’t imagine who I would be if I hadn’t
come to Canada. This experience has made me change
my perspective towards everything. I’ve learned right
from wrong and how to persevere to attain my goals. I’ve
realized that it doesn’t matter what other people think of
me. The only thing that counts lies within my heart.
I’m fearless, but not because I don’t’ have worries.
Instead, it’s because I’ve understood that I won’t let my
fears interfere with my hopes. If there is anyone out there
who is afraid, know that it’s okay to have fears. Facing
one’s fears is how one will grow as a person.

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Joshua Aceituno-Caicedo

Honourable Mention
York Catholic District School Board

My Dad Is a Survivor

“t

here are people in the world so hungry, that God
cannot appear to them except in the form of bread”
–Mahatma Gandhi

Have your ever heard your friends say, “Hey! My dad
is a lawyer!” or “Guess what? My dad is a scientist!”
Well, I have. The only thing I would say is, “My Dad packs
bread at a factory.” I was always embarrassed to say
that, and I learned that I should say instead, “My Dad’s
a survivor.”
If you’re wondering why my dad’s a “survivor,” it
all started at the kitchen table. My parents were talking
about how they met, and then my dad started talking
about his life as a child. The only word I could think of
was “Wow!”
You see, when my dad was little, he lived in a poor
district in Guatemala. His parents didn’t have good jobs
and they earned very little money; they lived in a poor
worn-out house with a leaky roof made of rusty metal
shingles.
Not only did he live in a poor worn-out house, but
he ate very little food. He’d eat once every one, two or
three days; imagine the hunger his family experienced!
But that wasn’t the worst thing; bullies at his school
would steal food from him especially when he needed it
the most. Hearing that made me very angry; if I had been
there I would have shoved that bully to the ground and
given my dad’s food back to him.
Luckily, there was a huge turning point in the story
that I was happy to hear about. When my Dad finished
elementary school, he was supposed to go to high
school, but he couldn’t continue and got a job instead.
With the money from that job, he was able to keep his
family from hunger. He moved to Canada, met my mom
at an English school, got married, had children and now
he lives a decent life. After hearing this story, I started
appreciating the things I have that many people don’t;
I realize that people’s lives can change if they believe in
themselves and try their hardest.
6
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Joshua lives in Maple, Ontario with his parents, two brothers and dog,
Tuno. In his spare time he likes to read or draw. In the classroom he’s
quiet and independent; being around his friends helps him be more social
and talkative. His friends acknowledge his weird sense of humour and his
understanding of situations. Joshua feels a bright future ahead of him
and is grateful for the support of everyone.

Grade 6 English Winners

Emilie Gagné

Honourable Mention
Halton District School Board

Why Suicide?

i

was born two years after my brother, Stewart,
committed suicide. I have heard many great things
about him in letters from my mom, dad, and sister.
They became the walking wounded on a horrible day,
November 28th, 1996.

DEDICATION:

Stewart was on a hockey team and a curling team.
He had lots of friends who remain grateful for having
known him. Stewart was tall and had blond hair. He took
his life at the age of thirteen.

Emilie was born in Calgary, Alberta and then relocated to Grand Barachois,
New Brunswick just three weeks after birth. Her final move was to
Milton, Ontario four years ago. Emilie’s younger brother, mother and
two dogs are very important to her. Emilie’s interests include competitive
swimming, reading, and taking care of animals. Emilie is thankful for
supportive teachers who made her feel comfortable to share her story.
Emilie dreams of being an Olympic swimmer one day and aspires to be a
veterinarian.

About five weeks ago my nephew, Mark, also
committed suicide. He was 19 years old and lived alone
in Jasper, Alberta. He was a very happy person. I got
home from school and saw that my mom had tears in
her eyes. I asked her what happened and she told me
that my nephew had committed suicide. It brought back
horrible memories to my mom; guilt, pain, shame, and
so many other emotions. I was scared and nervous to
know we now had another suicide in our family.

dedicate this story to my mom, dad, and sister who
lost their son and brother to suicide. It was a very sad
moment in all of our lives.

I wanted to understand my mom’s pain. I wanted to
help others from making the decision to end their lives.
While I was writing this, I read in a book that suicide is a
permanent solution to a temporary problem. This means
that the act of suicide is permanent but if you talk about
it with people it can be prevented. We have psychiatrists,
family, and friends and trained counsellors.
Do you really want to end your life and hurt your
family, friends, and others? No matter what pain or stress
you are under, please know you are not alone! My mom
told me that when Stewart took his life, she thought that
she was a bad mom and that her son hated her. I don’t
want anyone to feel that way! Do you? PLEASE DON’T
TAKE YOUR LIFE!

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Casey Li

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

A Different World

h

ave you ever wondered how something so little
could affect your life so much? A beautiful baby
boy was born with big brown eyes, smooth skin
and soft black hair. This sweet child would soon become
the most important thing in my life. I looked forward
to the opportunity to influence his life as it would
probably be the most worthwhile experience I would
ever encounter.
My dad shook me awake in the middle of the night. I
was anxious when we reached the big building with the
blue cross. I always envisioned having a little brother. I’d
been lonely before and felt trapped, like living in a prison
cell. Every day I slept, ate, and went to school. It certainly
wasn’t paradise; however, I received a tremendous
amount of my parents’ attention.
My brother was so cute when he arrived in our world.
But as he grew older, his personality started to tear apart
like discarded paper in a shredder. He was disastrous
and annoying, and started stealing most of our parents’
attention. He even started fabricating stories to get me
in trouble.
I started to loathe him when he was two. He acquired
the ability to irritate me, and my life was now marred
with anger and frustration.
As he pestered me one day, I re-evaluated my
opinion of him. It was like a frosted pane of glass had
been removed from my vision, making things clear. If he
hadn’t come into my life, I would be so lonely. Despite his
constant arguing and annoying habits, I need him more
than he knows.
I respect who my brother is and know that without
him I wouldn’t be the same. He has helped mould me
into the person I am today. Every moment I share with
him, I relish. Even though we still fight, I always forgive
him. He’s my brother and I love him for who he is. On the
surface it may sometimes appear as if I merely tolerate
him, but I can’t imagine a world without him.

8
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Casey lives in Toronto with her parents and her four year-old brother.
She has always cared about nature, the environment and animal rights.
Casey likes to read in her spare time and help out with animals. Casey is
currently considering a career as a veterinarian or an interviewer.

Grade 6 English Winners

Rares Minecan

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Change of Heart

“a

sibling is a friend given to us by nature. A best
friend is a sibling nature forgot to give us.”
–Unknown

I live by these words.
I’m pretty lucky to have a brother. In fact, most
siblings don’t realize the importance of companionship,
or realize it when it’s of no importance any more – when
it’s too late. A brother is too often taken for granted. This
is one of the biggest mistakes one can make – and one
that I had fallen prey to.

familiar role of a cruel, self-centered sibling who doesn’t
appreciate the bliss a brother can bring.
Born to an amazing family in Transylvania, Romania, 11 year-old Rares
now lives in Toronto with his parents, younger brother, Ozzie the Bearded
Dragon, and Eckhart the Corn Snake. Besides writing, Rares enjoys
playing chess, reading, and participating in all sorts of sports. In school,
Rares excels in drama and keeps his fellow students captivated by his
enthusiasm. He wishes to be a top student and a great author, and with
the help of his teachers and parents, nothing will stop him. He sincerely
thanks his teacher who supported, and helped him find his inner-writer
ability.

It was a beautiful autumn day. The wind caressed
my face as my brother and I were enjoying a game of
catch. The mere sight of all the colourful leaves made me
happy. But when my brother threw a fastball I couldn’t
handle, things were about to change.
The hard, leather ball raced violently towards me. It
hit me hard in the middle of my chest. My breath was
instantly ripped from my lungs. At that moment I felt
many emotions, but the raging pain drowned it all. The
feeling of retribution boiled within me. I was about to
embark upon a vengeful mission.
Chaotic thoughts stirred in my mind. I heard distant
voices – whispers in my head – “Go get him!” I knew
I had to do something that would calm my malicious
conscience. I decided to strike his weak spot – his
stomach.
I curled my anxious fingers into a fist, and within
seconds an earth-shattering scream could be heard
throughout our neighbourhood. I was satisfied. The
voices were temporarily silenced. Everything seemed to
be back to normal. However, a painful regret deep within
my heart told me otherwise.
This unforgiving pain now intensifies when I witness
brothers and sisters fighting. I hate this feeling and I have
trouble controlling it. Sometimes, the sorrow visits me in
my dreams.
Regardless, these urges haunt me and never let me
forget. But I refuse to give in. I will not play the all too
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Amy Zhao

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Family Ties

I

never realized how lucky I was. I always asked for
things I wanted but never thought about people who
didn’t get what they needed. When I went back to
China and my mom told me about one of my uncles, it
changed the way I thought about myself and how lucky
I really was.
We arrived in China on the evening of December 3,
2009. We stayed with my mom’s family for three days
and then we took a train to where my dad’s family lived.
At dinner, all my relatives came over to see us. My
mom told me about how one of my uncles was very poor.
She told me that sometimes in the winter his family did
not have enough money to buy coal to keep the house
warm. But when he came over for dinner, he was really
happy. I could not tell he had little money because he
was so happy. When my mom told me about him, I tried
to put myself in his shoes. I tried to imagine living in a
cold house in the winter, I tried to imagine not having
all of the things I needed, but I just couldn’t. I felt really
sorry for him.
Now, when I go shopping, I try not to ask for things I
do not really need because I know that there are people
who don’t even get the chance to ask. I appreciate all of
the things that my parents have bought me and try to
make the most of everything I do have.
I realize now why my uncle was so happy when he
came over to see us; the most important thing in life is
family.

10
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Amy was born in Beijing, China. She lives with her twin sister and parents.
She enjoys hanging out with friends and reading in her spare time. Amy
plans on going to Pierre Elliot Trudeau High School in Markham. She
would like to attend university to study education or medicine.

Grade 6 French
Winners
“Le caractère peut s’exprimer sans les grands
moments, mais il se façonne dans les petits”.
–Philippe Brooks
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Grade 6 French Winners

Daniele Privé

First Place
Toronto District School Board

Tu ne dois pas être parfait…

l’

année dernière, je suis allée à Montréal avec ma
sœur et ma mère à la cérémonie commémorative
pour mon grand-père. Ma mère a préparé
quelques mots à dire à son sujet et quand je les ai
entendus, j’étais confuse et perplexe. Ce qu’elle disait
n’était pas toujours très flatteur. Par exemple, une
fois, il lui a acheté un collier et il avait inscrit son nom
à l’intérieur. Mais quand ma mère l’a reçu en cadeau,
son nom était mal épelé. En racontant ses souvenirs à
l’assemblée, ma mère avait les larmes aux yeux et quand
j’ai regardé autour de moi, je vis des larmes aux yeux de
presque tout le monde. J’ai également eu des larmes aux
yeux.
La cérémonie commémorative est finie depuis
longtemps, mais je ne peux pas secouer de ma tête ce
que j’ai vu là-bas. Des personnes qui pleuraient pour
quelqu’un qui avait beaucoup de défauts et qui était loin
d’être parfait. Si quelqu’un, qui ne le connaissait pas était
allé aux funérailles, il aurait probablement pensé que
mon grand-père n’était personne de spécial et ne saurait
peut être pas pourquoi nous étions tous si tristes. Mais
ce n’était pas le cas pour quelqu’un qui le connaissait.
Pour quelqu’un qui le connaissait, mon grand-père était
très spécial, assez spécial pour pleurer et être triste. Je me
suis rendu compte que tout le monde dans ma vie a des
défauts, que personne dans ma vie n’est parfait. Mais, je
les aime comme s’ils n’avaient aucun défaut. Je les aime
comme s’ils étaient parfaits.
De plus, j’ai réalisé que même si tu as beaucoup,
beaucoup de défauts, même si tu es très loin d’être
parfait, même si pour quelqu’un qui ne te connaît pas tu
n’es pas très important, rien de spécial, tout de même, tu
es juste aussi spécial pour les personnes qui sont autour
de toi et que tu aimes.
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Daniele Privé, age 11, has lived in the same old house in Toronto ever since
she was born with her mother, her father, her younger sister, Claire, and
her dog, Moxie. She loves to read, and is sometimes told by her mother
that she’ll walk off a cliff reading someday. She is a strong advocate for
the environment as well. Daniele is interested in a variety of subjects but
doesn’t yet know what she wishes to become in the future.

Grade 6 French Winners

Jason Gardner

Second Place
Toronto District School Board

200 metres

l

orsque j’étais en quatrième année, je voulais faire
partie de l’équipe de piste et pelouse de l’école. J’ai
pratiqué et essayé pour la course de cent mètres. Un
jour pendant notre entraînement, mes amis, Owen, Max
et Liam m’ont parlé. Ils m’ont dit qu’un des entraîneurs
monsieur McBurney pensait que je devrais essayer la
course de deux cents mètres. Il me le recommandait, car
il voyait que j’avais du talent pour la course à longue
distance. Je l’ai essayé avec succès et on m’a choisi pour
l’équipe. Dans la compétition de notre famille d’écoles,
j’ai fini la course en première place. À la compétition
suivante, j’ai fini en troisième place. Puisque les premiers
quatre athlètes de chaque discipline avancent en finale,
je me suis donc qualifié pour les finales de la ville.

Eleven year old Jason has lived his whole life in Toronto with his parents
and younger sister. He enjoys running and playing sports such as hockey,
soccer, badminton and basketball. Jason plays three different musical
instruments. He appreciates all the time his teachers have spent offering
extra activities like sports, music, and writing.

J’étais très excité. Je n’avais jamais imaginé que je
pourrais faire ce que j’ai fait à ce point. J’ai essayé de mon
mieux et dans la course la plus importante de ma vie,
j’ai gagné la sixième place! C’était beaucoup mieux que
j’avais imaginé! Ça a changé ma vie, car j’ai trouvé mon
talent dans la course et personne ne peut me dire que je
n’ai pas de talent. Piste et pelouse est ainsi devenue un
de mes sports préférés.
À cause de ce que j’ai accompli, j’ai beaucoup de
confiance en moi-même. J’ai appris qu’en travaillant
fort je pouvais atteindre mes buts, non seulement à la
course et dans d’autres sports, mais aussi dans toutes
les parties de ma vie. Cette année, je vais essayer encore
pour l’équipe de deux cents mètres. Même si je ne me
qualifie pas pour les finales de la ville, ou pas du tout, j’ai
la confiance que je vais essayer de mon mieux et ça, c’est
une récompense en elle-même.
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Grade 6 French Winners

Michelle Sugimura

Third Place
Toronto District School Board

Garde l’espoir

t

oujours garder l’espoir, même si quelqu’un te dit
que tu ne réussiras jamais. Tu as reçu un F sur ton
test, pas grave, tu vas faire mieux la prochaine fois.
Quelqu’un dit de mauvaises choses sur toi, tu n’as qu’à
tourner la tête et regarder en haut et te dire « je suis une
bonne personne ».
Je garde l’espoir, j’ai toujours gardé l’espoir. Voici
comment j’ai gardé l’espoir.
Quand j’avais huit ans, j’ai commencé à faire de la
gymnastique. J’allais m’entraîner deux fois par semaine.
J’ai toujours travaillé très fort. Ma mère et mon père
m’ont toujours dit que j’étais une bonne athlète alors j’ai
toujours pensé que j’étais une bonne gymnaste. Un jour,
ma mère a demandé à mon professeur de gymnastique
si elle pouvait me tester, elle a répondu à ma mère que
j’étais une mauvaise gymnaste et qu’elle devrait garder
son argent pour autre chose. Ma mère m’a dit ce qu’elle
lui avait dit et j’ai répondu, non, je suis une bonne
gymnaste, je peux le faire.
Le 5 avril 2010, trois ans plus tard, regarde où je suis
rendue. Je suis sixième dans la Province et 7e au niveau
provincial. Mon professeur de gymnastique est Olga.
Les trois dernières compétions auxquelles j’ai participé,
je suis arrivée en première place dans une et dans les
deux autres, en deuxième place. Dans deux semaines, je
vais participer aux compétitions provinciales et j’espère
arriver en première place!
Donc, tout cela veut dire que je garde l’espoir, que
j’ai toujours gardé l’espoir, même quand mon professeur
de gymnastique me disait qu’il n’y en avait pas.
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Born in Toronto, Ontario, 12 year old Michelle Sugimura, lives with
her sister and parents. When she isn’t passing time reading or writing
stories, she is at the gym doing gymnastics. Currently she stands 8th in the
province in her division.

Grade 6 French Winners

Breanna Veilleux

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

Aider la terre

e

s-tu le type de personne qui aime aider ? Des
fois, je me pose cette question. Je fais des petites
choses pour aider, comme, laisser les autres utiliser
mon taille-crayon et ma gomme à effacer et si quelque
chose tombe, je vais le ramasser et le donner à son
propriétaire. Mais je n’y pense pas vraiment, c’est juste
une partie de ma vie. Cette année, j’ai fait un projet sur
une organisation qui aide l’environnement, elle s’appelle
Greenpeace.

Eleven year old Breanna lives in Toronto with her two cats, Mocha and
Luna, her two brothers, her parents, and her fish. She likes playing sports,
dancing and camping. When she gets older, Breanna would like to be a
teacher or an actor.

Commencer ce projet était si ennuyeux, mais quand
je l’ai eu fini j’avais beaucoup appris. J’ai appris qu’il y
a beaucoup d’animaux qui sont disparus à cause de la
destruction de leur habitat. Ce qui fait que maintenant
je suis vraiment intéressée aux sujets qui touchent
l’environnement.
Il y a deux semaines, j’ai lu un article sur l’internet
qui parlait des icebergs dans l’Arctique, qui dans environ
50 ans seront presque tous fondus. Peut-être penses-tu
que ce n’est pas si grave, mais il y a beaucoup d’animaux
qui dépendent des icebergs, car c’est leurs habitats. Les
icebergs fondent à cause du réchauffement de la terre.
Le réchauffement est causé par différentes choses
comme la pollution des usines et les gaz naturels. Des
façons d’aider sont d’avoir moins de pollution, de marcher
plus et de ne pas prendre une voiture, de recycler, de
planter plus d’arbres et de plantes et de ne pas gaspiller
l’énergie. Il faut éteindre les lumières quand on en a pas
besoin, fermer le robinet après avoir fini de l’utiliser et
prendre des douches plus courtes.
Ensemble, nous pouvons faire une différence, nous
pouvons aider la terre.
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Grade 6 French Winners

Grace Kim

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Un nouveau début

c’

est tout arrivé quand mes parents m’ont dit qu’ils
avaient commencé un nouveau travail. J’aimais
mon école, mes amis et mes professeurs. Je ne
voulais pas partir, tout était parfait, mais mes parents ont
dit que je devais y aller. Mon dernier jour à cette école
était le 6 novembre 2009.
Le jour où ma vie a pris un tournant était le 11
novembre 2009. Avant que la cloche sonne, j’ai pensé
à où je devrais être? Je ne peux pas aller dans l’école,
mais je ne voulais pas aller où les élèves étaient. Tout à
coup, une fille m’a approchée et m’a demandé si j’étais
nouvelle. J’ai dit oui et elle s’est présentée. Elle m’a
conduite à la cour d’école et là les élèves m’ont entourée.
Tout le monde a crié leur nom et ils ont demandé mon
nom. La cloche a sonné. Mes amis m’ont emmenée à
la salle de classe où j’ai rencontré mon professeur et les
autres élèves. Mon professeur m’a présentée à la classe.
Je me sentais très inconfortable parce que je m’ennuyais
de mon autre école et je ne connaissais personne.
Qui aurait pensé que ce serait si difficile. Ma famille
m’a dit que c’était pour le mieux, mais une partie de
moi sentait que je n’appartenais pas là. Jamais dans ma
vie je n’avais changé d’école. Je me souviens quand mes
amis m’ont donné les informations que je devrais savoir,
elles m’ont parlé des règlements de l’école. Quand je
suis retournée chez moi j’ai beaucoup pensé. Est-ce que
c’est là où je veux être? Est-ce que c’est à cette école
que j’étais supposée aller? Quels amis sont meilleurs
pour moi? Mais après un peu de temps, j’ai réalisé que
c’est là où je veux être. Au début, je ne voulais pas avoir
un autre commencement, je ne voulais pas déménager,
mais maintenant je sais que les changements ne sont pas
mauvais. Ils peuvent t’aider à former ta vie. Tout est arrivé
pour le mieux.
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Twelve year old Grace was born in Toronto with her parents and sister.
Aside from writing, Grace likes to play sports and play on the computer.
She has joined the school volley ball, badminton, soccer, and track and
field teams. Ever since she was young her dream was to teach, especially
kindergarten. Grace would also enjoy a career as a writer. Hopefully she
will achieve one of her dreams in the future.

Grade 6 French Winners

John Tattersall

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Mon Grandpère

m

on grand-père est mon inspiration, mon héros, il
a changé ma vie. Son courage m’inspire toujours,
ses expériences en font un héros et ses choix ont
influencé ma vie de beaucoup de façons. Il est né en
1929 en Sulmona, Italie. Il était très pauvre, sa mère est
morte jeune alors qu’il était très jeune et il a dû prendre
soin de ses frères et sa sœur. Il devait travailler très fort
pour aider sa famille à survivre.

Born a Torontonian, 12 year old John is the eldest of three boys. He
started nurturing his love for reading at the age of four. John’s favorite
pastimes include playing guitar and piano, and challenging his mind with
puzzles and math problems. The more athletic side of John is his passion
for biking, skiing, playing soccer and swimming. He learned from his
grandfather that you can do whatever you put your mind to.

Une bonne journée, il a dit à ses amis qu’un jour il
aurait une Ferrari. Ils ont tous ri de lui et lui on dit qu’il
n’allait jamais en avoir une. Au lieu de détruire ses rêves,
cette expérience l’a rendu plus fort et plus déterminé à
leur prouver le contraire. À l’âge de 21 ans, il a demandé
qu’on lui prête de l’argent pour aller au Venezuela, en
Amérique du Sud. Mon grand-père pensait qu’il pouvait
gagner de l’argent, car il travaillait très fort. Mais, il a
seulement pu trouver du travail dans une usine de briques
et il dormait dans une salle avec huit autres personnes.
Un jour, un accident est arrivé et le contremaître a dit
à mon grand-père qu’il était paresseux. Le jour suivant, il a
chargé tout seul dans un camion, un énorme chargement
de briques. Le contremaître l’a éventuellement augmenté
et l’a mis responsable d’une usine. Peu de temps après,
il avait sa propre usine de briques et il a réussi à acheter
sa propre Ferrari. Il a épousé ma grand-mère et ils ont eu
une petite fille, ma mère. Malheureusement, ma grandmère a été récemment diagnostiquée avec la maladie de
Parkinson, l’Alzheimer et l’Ostéoporose. Mon grand-père
doit prendre soin d’elle, des finances et de la maison,
mais il a toujours le temps de nous visiter et il est le
meilleur grand-père de tous.
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Grade 6 French Winners

Nell Sommerville

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Approfondir…

I

magine que tu es au fond d’une piscine en attendant
que ton partenaire te sauve en regardant les bulles
qui passent autour de ta tête. J’étais à l’école Victoria
Park et je faisais un exercice (victime immergée) dans la
classe d’étoile bronze.
Dans cet exercice, un partenaire va au fond d’une
piscine et l’autre partenaire le sauve. Mon partenaire
n’était pas très vite, et j’ai commencé à manquer de
souffle. J’ai considéré retourner à la surface, mais pour
une certaine raison je ne l’ai pas fait. J’ai pensé si je
retourne à la surface, je ruinerai cet exercice! Je ne peux
pas retourner à la surface.
Peut-être que c’est le destin qui a fait que je ne suis
pas retourné à la surface de la piscine, parce que si j’étais
retourné à la surface, je n’aurais pas fait cette réalisation.
Pendant ce moment qui a semblé une heure, j’ai
réalisé que les vies humaines sont très délicates. Les vies
qui ont été protégées si soigneusement, et qui ont pris
tellement de temps pour grandir en tant que personne
peuvent être éteintes dans un moment. Cette réalisation
me fait utiliser chaque moment de ma vie pour faire des
choses plus importantes pour mon avenir.
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Nell Sommerville lives in Toronto, Ontario with her two older brothers
and her parents. She loves to swim and go on bike rides, but cowers
in the face of the tiny little villains that go by the name of spiders. She
absolutely loves rabbits; to her, every other animal pales in comparison,
and she would like so much to own one, but her parents won’t allow it.
Nell wishes that she could become an amazing writer, but she knows that
wishes don’t always become reality.

Grade 6 French Winners

Neekey Totonchian

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Neekey à Owen

e

st-ce que tu as entendu parler d’une école qui
s’appelle OWEN? Mon école s’appelle OWEN et
cette école m’a enseigné à écouter en classe, à
jouer avec de nouvelles personnes et faire de nouveaux
amis. Moi et mes amis étions des amis depuis l’âge de
deux ans, mais un de mes amis je l’ai rencontré à sept
ans. Quelques de mes amis son allés dans le programme
anglais. Les personnes qui ont été transférées sont
encore mes amis. Avant de venir à OWEN je ne savais pas
comment parler aux autres mais maintenant je suis très
sociable. Aussi, quand j’étais petit j’ai rencontré la moitié
de mes amis à la garderie. Owen a changé ma vie…

Born in North York, Neekey lives in a quiet neighbourhood in the city of
her birth. She is 11 years old, keen on sports, and won the Owen school
100m competition. She enjoys spending her spare time with her friends
and family. She is very social and is part of everything at Owen school. In
particular, she enjoys doing the announcements and works on the school
yearbook after hours; she likes to write and make collages of photos. She
would like to become a fashion designer and she admires the top fashion
labels. It’s at Owen school that she has begun to realize her dreams and
make new friends.

OWEN m’a enseigné comment être responsable et
l’importance de la santé et d’être en forme. Des fois,
je n’ai pas essayé, mais les enseignants nous ont dit
d’essayer. Des personnes étaient très timides le premier
jour, je me souviens. Le premier jour, je me suis fait deux
meilleurs amis et quatre amis, mais maintenant ils sont
tous mes amis!
Je vais te parler aussi des enseignants d’Owen. J’aime
tous mes enseignants. Tous mes enseignants étaient des
filles, mais, il y a deux ans, un professeur, un garçon, était
mon professeur pendant deux ans. Owen a changé ma
vie!
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19

Grade 7&8
Winners
“Character, not circumstance, makes the person”.
–Booker T. Washington, Educator & Author
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Grade 7&8 Winners

Shaheed Joe

First Place
Toronto District School Board

Apprehension

“m

arriage is the triumph of imagination over
intelligence. Second marriage is the triumph of
hope over experience.” – Samuel Johnson

A major turning point in my life that really changed
my views and thoughts about things, that will forever
change who I am from now until death, would be the
divorce of my parents – something, that I thought if I
heard about, figured out, or happened to me, I’d be
devastated and miserable for the rest of my life. But it
didn’t. I discovered that the end of one thing was the
beginning of another. Right then, it made me realize
and understand that time and events truly never wait
for anyone. What has happened has happened. In other
words, certain things weren’t meant to be and we should
carry on.
My parents’ divorce made me realize that human
achievement can only be measured in human failure.
Human gain can only be measured in human loss.
Sometimes change is good and the end is never the end;
nothing lasts forever. Anything that could be done is
done with a cost or a consequence and this cost is either
for a benefit or harm and has an effect on everything
around it.
This event also changed my views on religion and
god. It made me realize and believe that we seal our own
fates and control our own destinies. There is no force out
there that makes things happen or change, that to me
is a lie told to keep sanity in an insane world and explain
the inexplicable since, as human beings, we fear the
unknown and there must be an answer to it, they must
make up an answer. And this ‘answer’ to them is god.
To me, when someone experiences a life-changing
hardship, they deal with it in the wrong way, for
example: getting involved with drugs or gangs. But I’ve
found a way to cope; to relieve my stress in a way that
doesn’t harm me. This stress relief is writing, poetry, etc.
I can relate to the great philosopher, Gao Xingjian, who
said, “Writing eases [one’s] suffering…writing is [a] way
of reaffirming [one’s] own existence.” To me, writing is
22
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the greatest “therapist” of them all. When I “talk”, it
“listens” to anything I have to say. It helps take some of
the load off my mind. If I have something I want to get
out or a problem to work out, then “write it out”. Words
speak just as loud as, or even louder, than actions.
This event made me realize, we should treasure the
things that really matter in life; we take things for granted
others don’t know even exist like a good education,
parents, love, friends and technology.
As bad as my parents’ divorce might seem, it’s just
one of the many obstacles in life, something that’s meant
to be and I wont’ let it stand in the way; I will move on.
The end is never the end and a new challenge awaits.
Shaheed was born in Montreal, Quebec and moved to Toronto, Ontario.
He is an outgoing person who’s fun to be around, humorous and polite.
Shaheed enjoys reading, track and field, watching television, storytelling
and writing poetry and short stories. He also loves helping others and
hopes to become an RCMP officer. He thanks his mom and dad for their
“unorthodox”, but definitely helpful ways of teaching him the importance
of a good education. And last, but certainly not least, he’d like to thank
Mme. Zamin for all the help and support and letting him know he was
more than just a class clown or another talkative kid.

Grade 7&8 Winners

Michael Tarasca

Second Place
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

407 Turnaround

y

ou can never appreciate the people around you
until they’re gone. I learned that the hard way
on September 24th, 2001. I had recently turned
five years old. My mom had separated from my dad
three weeks earlier and was already seeing new people.
On the night of the 24th, we were on our way to our
grandparents’ house to spend the night. On the way
there, the noise of Highway 407 was soothing and I was
about to fall asleep. That’s when my life changed. I heard
a deafening pop and the unforgettably loud screech of
tires. Then everything went black. I vividly remembered a
few things: fire, piles of metal, and a sight that will haunt
me for the rest of my life. I saw a man who had lost an
eye and had blood pouring down his face straight out of
the empty eye socket. I was whisked into an emergency
helicopter and passed out once again.

Any legal battle won’t change what happened on
the night of the 24th. I didn’t have any control over what
happened that night, nor do I have any control over
what decisions will be made. I look back at the short
time I spent with my mom and I don’t have any regrets.
-- except maybe just one, that I didn’t let her know how
much I appreciated her and all that she had done. Who I
am today is a reflection of what she had done and who I
will be in the future.
Born in Brampton, Ontario, thirteen year old, Michael now resides in
Bolton, Ontario with his father, step-mother, sister, half-brother, and his
dog, Hugo. When Michael is not writing, he enjoys playing hockey, video
games, and spending time with friends. A future in plastic surgery or an
NHL agent would be very rewarding for Michael. He is grateful that his
teachers have encouraged and nurtured his love of learning.

I woke up attached to a machine in a dark room on
a hard bed. I was scared. I cried and cried, yelling for my
mom. My dad, whom I had rarely seen before this, came
into the room. He told me I was in a hospital after the car
crashed. I was still scared of the surroundings. I wanted
to see my mom. My dad froze for a second then sat at
the end of the uncomfortable bed. I remember his exact
words: “Michael, sometimes people can get very hurt,
and I know that you know that. But sometimes people
get too hurt for doctors to make them better. Mom got
too hurt.” My heart stopped. I was too scared to cry. I
just sat there, frozen, pretending my dad had not just
said that. “Michael,” he said, “Mom is dead.”
Two weeks later, I was out of the hospital. I was
considered lucky only to suffer mild internal bleeding. My
sister, on the other hand, was in hospital for an additional
two months with bruises over her eyes and a broken
arm. I went to live with my dad at my grandparent’s
house for two years. My father remarried and bought
a house down the street from them. My late mother’s
parents, on the other hand, did not like the fact that my
dad remarried and my family is still in a legal battle with
them over custody of my sister and me.
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Grade 7&8 Winners

Rosa Yuan

Third Place
York Region District School Board

Realization of Reality

“l

oss is actually a form of gain; the gain of experience.”

Ever since I turned thirteen, I believed that the
teenage years were the roughest time in life. There were
constant arguments between my brother and me, and
I rebelled against everything my parents said. I was so
self-centered that I didn’t know what the point of life
was, until the word “death” emerged from the darkness
into my world. This event touched me emotionally, yet
it changed my perception of life. I started to see things
from a whole new perspective and I realized that life is
filled with beauty, warmth, and endless possibilities. I
finally hatched from my cocoon to soar through the sky
and to explore my world further.
When I was brought into this world, my grandmother
was the first one to carry me in her arms. My childhood
years were filled with precious memories from silly
laughter to raging arguments. She loved me so much
that she bought me everything I desired and I was raised
like a little princess. Perhaps that’s why I became spoiled.
Life for me was not complex at all until my
grandmother was diagnosed with cancer. When I first
heard the words coming from my mom’s mouth, I
thought it was just a lie to encourage me to be more
respectful of our family. However, when I saw tears
forming and slowly running down her cheeks, I realized
nothing was a fairytale. For the next few days I felt
extremely confused and this uncertainty led to thoughts
regarding various consequences. My grandmother and
I shared such a close relationship that I thought I would
shatter into pieces if she was taken away. I was so afraid
of the truth that without noticing I masked the facts
under multiple layers of lies. I started to gain hope in my
grandma, believing that she would never leave me in this
seemingly lonesome world. I believed that God would
pick her up and carry her through all these rough times.
As months passed, this feeling overwhelmed me;
causing my return to the person I was originally. I
watched as my grandma’s strength diminished, until
she could barely manoeuvre her own body. Despite all
24
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the obvious signs, I still didn’t realize the severity of her
illness. Instead, I just kept on dreaming and wishing that
I could get what I wished for. I expected that God would
cure her disease. However, when the last days of her
life approached, I started feeling afraid as I had months
ago. She couldn’t swallow any more and worst of all,
she couldn’t even force a smile. The depressing frown
and those experienced eyes said more than words could
ever express. Words racing through my mind carried a
deafening volume that made my head feel like it would
explode. I was confounded and overwhelmed by the
situation which created tremendous pressure for me to
handle. I just stood there silently, too shocked to let out a
sound or shed even a single tear. As she closed her eyes,
I knew it would be the last time I would see her.
After my grandma’s death, I had to face reality and
tried viewing things from varying perspectives. My new
lens revealed that I wasn’t the spoiled girl I used to be.
But most importantly, I began realizing the essence and
true value of life. The truth is that the word “life” cannot
simply be defined in the dictionary. It consists of failures,
lessons, sorrow and hope. However, we must treat each
aspect as an opportunity to learn. Even if you fail, learn
from your mistakes and never let it be a barrier to your
future path. The best learning comes from our own
experiences. Believe it or not, loss is a form of gain. It
helps us accept the reality around us and teaches us how
we should live our lives. In the end it has been said that
”it’s not the years of life that matter; it’s the life in those
years that count.” For me, the death of my grandmother
was another mountain that I needed to climb, but when
I got to the top, I saw the true beauty of the world.
Rosa is a hardworking grade eight student who lives in Markham, Ontario
with her parents and her little brother. She loves listening to music,
playing badminton, and writing poetry during her free time. She is looking
forward to high school next year and her future goal is to become a
doctor. Rosa would like to thank her parents, teachers, and the individuals
who gave her unlimited support. She would also like to thank them for
guiding her to become the person she is today.

Grade 7&8 Winners

Brianna Hanson

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

An Inexplicable Miracle

“d

on’t pass by what may seem to be the smallest
things in life, because they may turn out to be the
most important.”

“An inexplicable miracle”. That’s what they called it
as I left Sick Kid’s Hospital for the last time. It was called
scoliosis and it could have changed my life forever. I have
always been very athletic. In school I joined as many
sport teams as possible: cross country, track and field,
foot ball and volleyball. Sports were a way to stay active,
make friends, and do what I love. I never dreamt that all
of that could be taken away from me.
One day during the summer following grade six,
I was at a doctor’s appointment for a routine physical
exam. It was then, we were told that the doctor might
have felt a curve in my spine. She suggested that I get an
x-ray, “just in case.”
A month later, we were seen at Sick Kids’ Hospital.
My mother and I were very nervous because of the
uncertainty. To my shock and sadness, a doctor told us
that I had scoliosis-- a curvature of the spine. She said that
the size of the curve was right on the edge of needing
to be treated with a back brace. I had two options. I
could either take the back brace immediately, in hopes of
avoiding a growth in the curvature, or wait until the next
appointment, in hopes that it would stay the same. If it
got any worse, wearing a back brace would be certain.
The doctor said that back braces cannot be worn by
athletes. It must be worn twenty-two hours a day, which
would not leave enough time for sports. It was a hard
decision, but we decided to take a chance and decline
the back brace.

her office, my heart was pounding. “It’s an inexplicable
miracle,” she said. “The curvature has become smaller.”
The outcome was totally unexpected and so rare that
it could not be scientifically explained. I was incredibly
happy.
We have all been told by our parents and teachers
that we should be grateful for what we have, but you
can’t fully appreciate what they are saying until you
come close to having something that you care about
taken away. I have made a life-long promise to myself
that no matter how busy I am, I will continue to play
sports and make the best of every day. This experience
has taught me to be happy with what I have and who I
am. Most importantly, it taught me to believe in miracles.
Fourteen-year-old Brianna lives with her parents, younger sister, and three
pets in Etobicoke. She is an avid volleyball player for her school and rep
teams. Brianna is looking forward to going to Richview Collegiate next
year, where she will continue in the French Immersion Program. She
would like to thank her many wonderful teachers for challenging and
supporting her.

For the next seven months, I thought I was going
crazy. Every time I played a sport, the terrible image of
me sitting on the bench, not being able to play, flashed
into my head. I had recently fallen in love with playing
rep volleyball, but knew that if I had to wear a brace, it
would all be over.
In April of Grade 7, I walked back through the doors
of Sick Kid’s Hospital. When the doctor called me into
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Raluca Alexandrescu

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Every Single Day

I

used to think about ‘those poor people’, who
maybe live in foster homes, or perhaps have to live
in poverty, and I would feel sad for them. Now I see
things differently. I consider myself one of ‘those poor
people’. I remember the day I was home alone with my
dad. I was in the kitchen eating, and he said that he was
not feeling well. He fell to the floor, and I noticed that
his foot was trembling. I ran to him. His face was red and
he could not breathe. He was trying to say something
to me, but couldn’t. I was holding his head so that he
would not breathe in the dust from the carpet. He was
trying to breathe and he was still trembling. He suddenly
felt very heavy. I started to shout at him, telling him I was
calling 911. The lady on the phone told me to turn him
onto his back. At this point my dad would not even blink.
I didn’t know what to feel. I was so scared and
terrified that I, too, could not speak. The paramedics
took my dad away, and one of the ladies stayed with me.
She called my mom’s friend to come and stay with me for
the night. After a few hours, we found out that my dad
did not make it. They did not know why or how he died,
but they did know that he was dead.
I know that he, in fact, died in my arms, and not on
the way to the hospital. I will never forget that moment,
the moment of my dad’s last breath. And even though
my grandma is now here with me, I feel alone in my own
home. I don’t like the quietness in the house, and not
being able to hear his voice. I used to go to his closet
to smell his clothes, but I don’t do that anymore. It just
makes me sadder.
I know now, that life is short. I know now, that
precious moments and precious people do not last
forever. On that ordinary and simple day, my life changed;
I had no idea what was coming. Now, every single day
my life is different. Every single day, I have no dad. Every
single day, I try to smile but I know that life can be so, so
hard. At the same time, it can be wonderful. Or rather, it
will be wonderful. One day. For now, I remember my dad
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and how wonderful he was. I know that I will always
love him and know that he is there, watching over me.
Raluca Alexandrescu is an only child, born in Romania. She came to
Canada in 2006. She enjoys swimming and hanging out with her friends.
Raluca is multilingual, speaking Romanian, English and some French. She
aspires to attend university one day, and is interested in interior designing
or perhaps becoming a lawyer. Raluca would like to thank her mother
for supporting her, and her grandmother for being there for her every
single day.
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Isabel Arthurs

Honourable Mention
Halton District School Board

Balloons For Change

c

lapping, cheering and Christmas spirit filled the
streets of Toronto on this chilly winter day. The
Santa Claus Parade had begun. Floats came one
after the other, marching bands danced in time to their
trumpets and drums, and children giggled and waved as
the clowns skipped by. The environment wasn’t new to
me, I’d seen this parade year after year, yet something
stood out for me like never before.
On the corner of Bloor Street and Avenue Road
sat a man with an open suitcase full of a colourful, uninflated, array of balloons. Attached to his suitcase were
several balloon animals, planes, flowers, and giraffes.
While sitting on the cold sidewalk, he offered anyone
who passed one of his creations for fifty cents. He was
an attraction to young kids who begged their parents for
change for a balloon. The parents would give in, and the
man would thank them for their generosity.

once back down at the bill. He took it slowly out of our
hands, and then placed it deep in his pocket, and said
with a smile on his face, “How many?” referring to the
number of balloons we wanted in exchange. We told
him we didn’t want any balloons, and wished him a nice
day. He then stood, and shook our hands. He looked into
our eyes, and thanked us, again and again.
He made our day, and we just might have made his.
Everyone has something to offer the world, and everyone
has a story. There is always more than what meets the
eye. He was changing lives, one balloon at a time.
Isabel, a Grade 8 student, loves dancing and is involved in dance
competitions.

I was attending this parade with family friends, two
girls around my age and their mother. The eldest of
the two noticed this man first, and pointed him out to
us, then asked her mom for one dollar and fifty cents,
enough to buy three balloons. She handed us the money,
and we approached the man and asked him for three
balloon flowers. After we received the balloons, he shot
us the most sincere, genuine smile any of us have ever
seen. This touched our hearts immediately.
When we returned to our viewing spots for the
parade, we talked about how much that man made
our day. We then realized that this man might not get
anything to eat that night, let alone get any sleep or
have anywhere to sleep. So their mother reached in her
wallet, pulled out a twenty-dollar bill and said, “Maybe
this is enough to buy some food, and something to keep
warm.” We were excited to give this man our money; he
needed it more than we did.
When we got back to where this man was set up, we
thanked him again for the previous balloons and handed
him the twenty-dollar bill. He looked at it for a minute,
and didn’t quite understand; he looked up at us, then
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Brooke Ashbee-Haydar
Honourable Mention
Halton District School Board

A Horse With Heart

l

ast year I had a horse with a coat of smooth white
snow, a silky mane, and a tail of the richest swan.
Indy stood more than 15 heads tall. Her heart was
unbelievably full of love and loyalty. She understood me.
She never uttered a sound of disappointment on the
occasions that I’d seek the solace of her sleek neck and
strong shoulders. She never failed to catch the tears that
fell from my face; she also put a smile on my face every
day. Even as a five-year-old she was a joy to ride, whether
we were galloping bareback across Julie’s cornfields in
the middle of the night or schooling extensively in the
ring.
Her ears flicked forward with anticipation as I entered
the barn that damp day of April. I brought out my brushes
and began to curry her beautiful gleaming coat. I was
just as excited as she was for this ride because today was
the first day with no rain in more than a week. When I
mounted her I urged Indy to trot. We worked in some
circles and figure eights. The footing felt good enough
for a canter. Again, we worked in more circles and figure
eights but this time at a canter, with simple lead changes
in the middle. But to spice things up, I decided to try
flying lead changes. We proceeded across the ring on her
left lead, I asked for the opposite lead. Indy executed the
manoeuvre. But something was wrong; Indy had pushed
off on a slick spot of mud. Her hind-end slipped from
underneath her, we were heading for the ground.
Lying on her side, Indy was sliding swiftly toward a
six-inch post. I was pinched between her side and the
ground. I watched in agony as I waited to be smashed
between her back and the fence post. In what seemed
like slow motion, I glanced at my horse and was thinking
about how much I loved her. In the space of a heartbeat,
Indy bunched over every muscle in her body and flipped
over me so that now she was the one sliding into the
fence post, legs first. Her massive body slammed into the
fence.
I pulled myself to my feet. I reached down and
stroked her coat as boards protruded from between her
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legs. I urged Indy to stand, but she didn’t. Tears ran down
my face and Indy caught every one of them. I swung my
arms around her neck while I stroked her face and kissed
her. I still don’t know exactly how Indy was able to roll
over me mid air, but I don’t need to know. She showed
me the depth of her devotion that day. When I look back,
I see evidence that if you love someone very much, they
will sacrifice their life for you. That’s what Indy did. I will
never forget her.

Grade 7&8 Winners

Sereka M.

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Can a Broken Heart Be Mended?

s

ome people walk around with a different identity,
like Superman or Spiderman. In some ways, this
is me. I was born in Jamaica but came to Canada
when I was three years old, for a better life, I imagine.
Personally, I have my doubts.

learned the hard way, that hearts can be broken. What
have I done with this knowledge, you ask? I use it to try
to make myself a better person; an honest person. What
else can I do?

Now I am in Grade 7. I am a different person when
I am at school, and I am a different person when I am
at home. If home is where the heart is, then I don’t
know where mine is. Every Friday, my dad would leave
the house, to go “out”. He would say he was going to
his friend’s house, but I didn’t believe him. Somewhere
along the way, my mom found out he was cheating on
her. She told us. I cried and I cried. All night I cried, the
day she told me. I could not stop, for I knew that this
was going to affect our whole family and everything was
going to change. I thought of my little sister, who loved
my dad with all her heart. I asked myself, “What did we
do to deserve this?”

Sereka was born in Jamaica, and came to Canada in 2001. She loves
to sing in her spare time, and aspires to one day become a professional
singer. She also has an interest in becoming a doctor. Sereka values
education, and has achieved Merit Roll status throughout Grade 7. She
would like to thank her mom for guiding her through life, and her sisters
and friends for giving her strength every day. She would also like to thank
her teachers, and friends at school for their support.

As kids often do, I eavesdropped on my parents. I
found out that my dad owned another house that he
had paid for with his girlfriend. I was devastated. He had
used our family money to pay for a whole other life that
did not include us. I was heart broken and could not even
look at his face. When I did, it felt like someone was
digging a hole in it, a hole that could never be repaired.
I would sometimes see movies about stuff like
this, and I would think, “not my family, not my dad.”
I was wrong. On top of feeling so badly myself, seeing
my mom’s face in pain was terribly difficult. Even now,
sometimes my sister will hug my dad. She is too young
to understand the gravity of his lies. She is too young
to understand that love cannot always be unconditional.
And while my dad has apologized to my mom, in my
head I think, “Once a cheater, always a cheater.” And it
makes me sad because I definitely know I’m too young
to be so jaded.
When I go to school each day, I am a different person.
I am not the girl who is sad, who had her heart broken. I
am the girl with a smile on her face. I am the girl who has
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Jakub Targosinski

Honourable Mention
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

Fighting Fear

f

ear. It leads mankind to a dark chapter of civilization.
It resides in everyone; no one is immune from its
power. It especially takes a strong hold over me
whenever I take a step towards the judo tournament
floor.
But maybe I should start from the beginning. You
see, like mankind, my judo tournament prowess had a
golden age too. This golden age (so to speak) lifted off
after my first tournament in Guelph, Ontario, in which
I took third place. It continued all through the next two
years, during which I competed in five tournaments
achieving first place in all of them. I was ready to go
one step further. I wanted to compete in an international
tournament in Buffalo, New York, that was sponsored by
Judo Canada and the USA Judo Team.
This time, I felt little or no fear. One could say that
I was overconfident. I believe I simply thought that
winning was in the bag. The problem was I took my
judo one step further. My judo mindset was still at the
level of provincial tournaments that took little effort to
win. I had no point of reference for the level of difficulty
of this tournament. I had not even stepped on the mat
yet, when I had already made my biggest mistake. It was
kind of ironic. The tournament had started in my head
and I was unaware. Everyone says that 90 percent of
the game is in your head. It seems that everyone was
right. This theory also worked both ways. If you were
under confident, you would probably lose. What I didn’t
know was that being overconfident also screwed up your
chances to win.
Now for the actual physical fight. For my first fight, I
was competing against an American. Feeling like I could
take him, I relaxed and the adrenaline rush was starting
to wear off. Little did I know I was going to need it. The
referee called the start. I approached my adversary not as
cautiously as one should and I was knocked off my feet.
Cringing with disbelief, disappointment washed through
me. Within five seconds, I had lost my first international
fight. I stepped off the mat and pondered what I did
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wrong. It did not occur to me that it was my “better than
anyone” attitude that had lost my fight. I withdrew from
the present and in my head, time stopped. For the first
time in two years, I doubted myself during a tournament
and I felt that horrid, oozing feeling. Fear. I was numb
from shock until my next fight. I tried to shake off these
rotten, self-debilitating, self-governing feelings and get
my head in the game. Needless to say, it didn’t work.
This time, with fear on my side, my brain started to get
to work and concentrate. The fight was on. But the seed
of doubt was already planted in my head. I lost in a holddown during which I stopped trying too soon. I was so
close from getting out, but so far due to the limitations
of my brain. It could only take so much at one time. I
had lost.
I rode home, hating myself. It was my shot at
some serious judo, and I had fouled it up. After that I
perceived some kind of threat in a judo competition. It
was completely irrational fear that prevented me from
competing at all the next year. This year, now that I
have finally started competing again, I have lost every
single fight. This could be attributed to inactivity and
degradation of skill in judo, as I lost interest in training
sessions and seminars, but in my head I know it is because
I have fear. Whether it is a fear of loss, pacifism, or fear
of fear, it has ruined my judo life wholly and completely.
Fear is an emotional response to a perceived threat.
It is a basic survival mechanism occurring in response to
a specific stimulus, such as pain or the threat of danger.
Fear is a foggy mirror, letting you see only a part of the
whole. Whether it be the psychological or philosophical
approach, fear is a debilitating disease that makes you
a coward and a fool. It makes you unable to take risks
in a society that is based upon risk taking. It makes it
impossible for you to find what you are truly made of
(unless you are a coward, then you are made of fear).
You will never find peace of mind with a chronic fear or
paranoia rubbing away at the fringes of your conscious
self. Some fears are ridiculous, such as the fear of long
words, and some not such a laughing matter, such as

Grade 7&8 Winners

fearing death. My fear is such that I am not able to
perform at my standard level in a sport that I love. I
recognize this fear as unreasonable, yet I am not able to
eliminate it, only to suppress it.
Fear is total. It leaves nothing untouched, like ripples
from a stone dropped in a pond.
Thirteen-year-old Jakub was born in Toronto, Ontario. He loves judo,
piano and most competitive sports. He is proud to be a Polish-Canadian
and looks forward to entering the Pre-IB program in high school. He is
outgoing and strives to compete in judo on the national level.
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Winners
“Good character is not given to us.
We have to build it piece by piece, by thought,
choice, courage and determination”.
–John Luther, Author
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Caitlyn Zavitz

First Place
York Region District School Board

Me to We

t

he coming of age is a time in your life where you
encounter something that causes you to mature
into an adult. Coming of age can happen when
you lose someone you love, move to another country, or
learn about poverty in developing countries. My coming
of age came while learning about the problems of the
third world countries and the philosophy of Me to We.
Me to We is a philosophy developed by Craig and
Marc Kielburger. It states that if we start to think about
others instead of always thinking about ourselves, we
can change the world. My grade eight year was based
on this philosophy, and my first encounter with coming
of age was on Me to We day. Hundreds of young people
gathered at the Rico Coliseum for a life changing day
where we learned about war, poverty, and the struggles
of third world countries. We heard true stories from
teens and adults who have lived through war, drug
trafficking and child labour. These stories affected me on
a personal and emotional level. I could never imagine
being afraid of walking out of my front door or being
left as an orphan at five years old and having to take
care of my three younger brothers and sisters. Children
in these stories go through this and it made me so upset
that hundreds of people in developing countries have to
live like this. I left Me to We day with stories and hope,
but most of all with a different outlook on the world. My
coming of age came through the realization that not all
children are as fortunate as I am. I realized that I live in a
country where I can get an education, not be forced to
work or sent to work. Me to We day caused me to have
a mature outlook on life.
The next step of my coming of age was reading the
Me to We book. The book was personal, emotional, and
moving. There were stories about happiness, gratitude,
building schools, child labour, but especially how you can
change the world. My favourite story in the book was
the happiness chapter about Joe Opatowski and how
the Me to We philosophy changed his life. He walked
away from his hard life to make a change for the better
and joined the Kielburgers in their fight to stop poverty
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and also inspired thousands of young people with his
story and his passion. “Because some of the happiest
kids are the ones you just built a school for and they
now know they can get an education or the kids whom
you just fed because they know they will make it until
morning or Joe who simply gave a piggy back where he
found true happiness (Me to We). We had to complete
writing assignments and projects for each chapter. Our
teacher was impressed with how we were grasping such
a complicated theory of life and how we were relating it
to ourselves, the world, and to media. We understood an
emotional concept of the world and we learned that the
world does not revolve around us. We gave presentations
to the school about Me to We and because of this I started
to take on leadership roles to help promote the Me to We
philosophy. We had a Minga assembly to help promote
the philosophy and I found myself giving a speech and
helping organize the day. I was always afraid of giving
speeches in front of people but I had such a passion to
share Me to We with my fellow students that my fears
disappeared. My coming of age happened through this
book because it helped me understand the problems in
the world and put my little problems in perspective. It
also helped me become a leader and overcome my fears
of talking in front of others. It encouraged me to find a
passion to change the world.
The final step of my coming of age was having the
opportunity to fundraise money to build a library in
Nuykessa, Uganda. It was to be the first primary library in
Uganda and my class knew we had to make this happen.
We needed about one thousand bricks to build the
library and each brick was worth about five dollars. We
first sold bricks during Christmas to the students and the
staff at our school. When someone bought a brick they
received a card with a poem I co-wrote about the library
and the importance of giving at Christmas and not just
receiving. We got tons of donations and were half way to
our goal. We sold “bricks” again for Valentine’s Day. This
time we did little candy grams worth twenty-five cents.
I remember counting the money and putting the candy
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grams into bags for each student. We reached our goal
by Valentine’s Day and in the summer of 2008, the library
was built. I felt rewarded for helping change someone’s
life and from that day on Me to We matured me into
a caring, kinder and stronger leader. I know now that
the children over in Uganda have a place to go to learn
and books to read so they can continue their education.
I came of age through the reward of helping others but
also helping myself realize the importance of giving back.
In conclusion, Me to We caused me to change my
outlook on life and helped me start to think about
others. I matured through this whole experience and it
helped me develop my leadership skills along with other
life skills. It has inspired me to go to Africa in the future
to build a school. I also still try to live the philosophy
and have passed my Me to We book on to many people
so they can learn about the philosophy and also about
the importance of giving back to people. The Me to We
book, day, and our library helped me mature and come
of age.
Born and raised in Newmarket, Caitlyn lives with her parents and older
brother. Caitlyn is a gold medalist figure skater and has competed at the
Synchronized Skating Canadian Championships the last four years with
her team, as well this year at the Ontario Winter Games. She is an active
student in the school community as she is a member of Athletic Council
and various sport teams. Caitlyn was recently accepted into the health
care high skills major program at her school as she has an interest of a
future profession in the health care field. She aspires to go to Africa to
build a school with Free the Children. She is grateful for all the teachers
who have helped her improve her writing skills and who have encouraged
her to strive for success in her writing.
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Rebecca Wallischek
Second Place
Peel District School Board

Imperfect Is the New Perfect

I

have no fairytale to write about. I have no griefstricken tale to burden you. I’ve dealt with death,
as many of us have. I’ve experienced joy beyond
comparison. I’ve been punished for my wrong-doings.
My name is not displayed brightly on billboards for all
to see. I’m just an ordinary girl, living in an extraordinary
world, trying to make a difference. There is one thing
that not many sixteen year olds can say about themselves
– I know who I am.
Finding myself was done with great difficulty. Some
say that to find yourself, you have to get lost first. I can
finally see why. You just can’t wake up one day and say,
“I am proud of who I am.” You have to be confident in
who you are and who you desire to be. I’ve done this.
In elementary school, I was the shy girl who blended
into the background. I always wanted to express myself
and stand out more – I just didn’t know how. I had a
small circle of close friends, but that was about it. As I
moved into middle school, I found myself getting lost in
a cycle. There was pressure to dress in a certain way and
to be a specific size – I became what everyone wanted
me to be, or what I thought they wanted from me. I
found myself not being true to who I was. I knew I would
regret it.
At that stage in my life, I made two life-changing
friends who clarified my perspective. I had known
Elizabeth my entire life, and our friendship grew stronger
in middle school. She showed me that you don’t have
to worry about every little fluke, and gave me a new
outlook on life. The other, Sara, kept me grounded while
I felt myself getting lost. She, too, reminded me to live
life to the fullest. I consider both girls my sisters. Perhaps
it was their disregard of labels that inspired me to find
myself; perhaps it was because they helped me stay true
to who I was.
When we became separated in Grade 9, it was hard
not to get lost in that cycle again. I could still feel the
threat of it catching up to me. Often I was labeled as
gothic, emo or depressed because I always wrote about
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how I felt in poetry. I wore black for no reason other than
I liked the color. Most didn’t look past the color to get
to know me. All they did was judge. Slowly, I could feel
myself becoming what people saw.
This past summer, I needed change. I decided to
move past everything, I wanted to forget the people
who didn’t think I had what It took. I gave up trying to
look a certain way to please other people. I became sick
of hiding myself under clothes and makeup. As hard as
forgetting was, I did it. I can successfully say that through
my hardships I’ve discovered who I am.
Soon I found my passion for photography. After
taking a photography course, I could see myself as a
professional photographer. I became entranced by the
beauty of it, the ability to capture so much in one click of
a button. I crave it so badly that I can nearly taste it. This
opened my eyes to a whole new perspective and I knew
then that it was my path.
Through my experiences I established that I’m happy
with who I am. I accept that I won’t be at the top of
the class in math. I accept that my life is never going
to be perfect. I accept that there is always going to be
somebody else with my talent. I learned through my
struggles that it’s okay to be me. I’m always going to be
different, and I accept it.
I discovered somewhere within myself, that I’m
content. I have friends and family who love and care
about me. In my eyes, if somebody is going to make it
big, why not me? It doesn’t matter if people don’t think
I can make it. What matters is that I do!
Born in Brampton, Ontario, sixteen year old Rebecca Wallischek lives with
her parents, two brothers and her poodle, Butterscotch. Rebecca enjoys
all types of writing, especially poetry. Her notebooks are full of stories
that she hopes to publish one day. A big dream of hers is to become a
photographer. Two of her other hobbies include reading and dramatic
arts. Rebecca loves performing on stage and making people smile. She is
very grateful for all the support from her friends and family she receives
daily – without them, she would not be where she is today.
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Olivia Giovannetti

Third Place
York Catholic District School Board

Twister Trauma

i

t seemed like an ordinary summer storm, but there
was tension in the air; static that had my nerves on
end. The sky, an inky purple, glaring menacingly
down upon me, was a sinister background to leaden
clouds moving frenetically above. The rain pounded like
bullets, and the wind screamed as it shook the house.
Suddenly…quiet. On August 20th, 2009, as a deafening
silence descended upon my world, I knew that something
wicked was coming my way.

in; they’ve no regard for my privacy. Though I cringe
at these interlopers, I’ve accepted their intrusions with
grace. My room, once a No Entry Zone, is now Grand
Central Station.

I spent the next week standing, staring at what
used to be my home, powerless to do anything as the
police tape went up, and inspectors condemned it an
unsafe dwelling. It was days before the emergency
workers stabilized the structure and we were allowed in.
Eventually, with the narrow beam of a flashlight, I saw
my room as it stood, destroyed, every inch of it coated
with a mix of glass and shingles; some sticking out of
the walls, the rest ground into a find sand. I watched
helplessly as dumpster after dumpster was filled with the
treasured contents of my room, my home.

Finally, I’ve learned that a good sense of humour
can diffuse even the tensest of situations. Milton Berle
believed that “laughter is an instant vacation,” and there
was nothing my fellow tornado victims and I needed
more than a vacation. Truly, that summer’s sweetest
days were those spent camped across the street with
neighbours: laughing, commiserating, and speculating
about the future – mostly though, just laughing.

For two weeks, I bunked in my cousin’s basement
before relocating to a rental home in Thornhill. Almost
five months to the day, I find myself musing, besides the
change of address, how has the tornado changed my
life?
For one, I’ve learned to live by the words, “Grant me
the serenity to accept the things I cannot change and
the courage to change the things I can.” I knew I could
not change what happened, but I found the courage
to change what I could – my attitude. I’m handling my
situation better than I ever would have thought possible.
I now know there’s no use bemoaning the loss of what I
can’t bring back. I used to be a control freak, but I’ve seen
firsthand that life follows an agenda we’re incapable of
changing. I now take things in stride; after surviving an
F2 tornado and witnessing the chaotic aftermath, life’s
little inconveniences pale in comparison.
As well, I’ve overcome my personal space issues. I am
currently sharing a room with my younger sister and her
plethora of plush. My brothers don’t hesitate to saunter

Also, I’m far less materialistic. I once thought it near
impossible to “imagine no possessions,” as John Lennon
once challenged us to do. However, having lost nearly all
of mine, I find there are few I miss; that life’s importance
goes beyond the clutter of material items.

In retrospect, surviving the tornado has changed
my life, and me as a person, for the better. The summer
of 2010 will see my home rebuilt. I’ll return with some
token souvenirs, a myriad of memories, and a spectacular
story to tell. As my life goes on, things will get broken,
my personal bubble will no doubt be infiltrated, and the
wind may, on occasion, howl quite wickedly. However, I
now know that things don’t always go as planned, and
that the true treasures in life are health, family, friends,
and laughter in good company.
It was once said that “adversity is like a strong wind”
(Arthur Golden), and in my case it was a really strong
wind. Yet, until faced with adversity, we never truly know
what we’re capable of.
The oldest of four windswept children, Olivia, 15, spends her time
reading, writing, listening to music, playing softball, and cheering on
Sidney Crosby. She also enjoys making music, and plays the piano, drums,
guitar, and trombone. Ideally, Olivia hopes to one day find herself at the
University of Oxford, where she aspires to study literature and pursue a
career in writing. Currently, Olivia and her family eagerly await returning
to their home in Maple, Ontario. With any luck, their future will hold
nothing but clear skies and gentle breezes.
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Brittany Harrison

Fourth Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

He Didn’t Have To Be

p

ain – simple – right? Wrong. The definition of the
word pain: physical suffering; hurting. What about
emotional and mental pain, do those count? My
memories are lifelong scars cut into my heart, but there
came a year that changed my life. I finally escaped the
pain of my childhood.
It was cold, dark, and scary. I was alone, sitting on
the cool stairs. Aside from the yelling, it was a quiet,
somewhat peaceful night. I felt like screaming, but that
would mean more bruises. The yells were too loud (this
was my mommy and daddy). They weren’t allowed to
yell at each other. They were supposed to save me from
the scary monsters I had just seen in my nightmare. I
was too young to understand, but old enough to be
frightened by the heated words they exchanged. My
mom was crying and he was angry, even angrier than
the day he gave me my first scars.
This is my first memory of him, other than the
beatings. I was four, my brother, two. The man who
earns the title of my “biological father” is the one who
despised my mother and me because we were women.
He sought his confidence by destroying our lives. Not
only was my “father” abusive and vindictive, but he also
made sure that I knew I would never be good enough
for him.
The end of the year came and we moved out. My
mother took my brother and me away after an incident
that involved only me, but also included my step-sister
and step-brother. I didn’t understand why they weren’t
coming with us. We continued to move around, house to
house, school to school, until we came to Bradford. I had
just turned five when I met my saviour and my mom’s true
love – David was his name. I remember briefly meeting
him before, but this moment stood out from the rest. He
and my mom had been best friends since high school. I
liked him, he was kind and gentle, and he made my mom
laugh. I couldn’t remember the last time I had heard my
mom truly laugh. By the time I was six years old, my mom
decided to marry David. I asked a lot of questions: Why?
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Does he love you? Will he love me? What if he doesn’t? I
realize now that I had no reason to be worried.
This man saved my mother at a terrible point in her
life and he rescued me from a horrible place. He became
my father, a true father, one that I could look up to, one
I had no reason to fear. He took us home where we
would move for the last time.
I was worried though. I thought that I wouldn’t be
good enough for my new dad, but he gave me one
reason why I would always be good enough for him. This
moment changed my life; he adopted me. My last name
was going to change, my legal documents would change,
and my entire life was about to change. At eleven years
old, I was officially part of his family; I was his daughter
and he was my father. I had finally found peace, and
a place where I truly belonged. Finding this man was
the most amazing thing that had ever happened to my
brother and me, and especially to my mom. He became
the best dad a girl could ever have. My dad patched the
holes that had punctured my heart for so long. He taught
me to trust again, and most importantly, to love again.
Now, I have four siblings and a bright future ahead of
me.
The scars of yesterday will never fade, whether
mental, emotional, or in some cases, physical. I will never
forget my past, and I will always have qualities and looks
inherited from my ‘creator’, but I can finally escape from
what used to be. David didn’t have to be, but he chose
to be; my father chose me.
Born in Barrie, sixteen year old Brittany now lives in Bradford with her
parents and four younger siblings. When Brittany isn’t writing, she is
reading, playing baseball, or just having pure fun. Brittany keeps her family
and friends entertained by her random remarks and terrible coordination,
(falling on flat ground -- yes!). In the future, Brittany would love to see
herself in the field of teaching or becoming an author. Brittany thanks all
her family and friends, and perhaps her teachers :) for their continuous
support.

Grade 9&10 Winners

Silken Chan

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

My Father’s Keeper

i

can no longer remember the colour of the sky that
day. In my memory it is all so cloudy now, and all that
remains is the endless, vivid blue of the tarp sheet
draped over my father as the paramedics wheeled his
body over our driveway and into the waiting ambulance.
It may as well have been a hearse.
In the days that followed, it would occur to me for
the first time how six feet of upturned soil can hold all
the depth of eternity. At his funeral, I watched a spider
crawl onto the lacquered wood of my father’s coffin as if
to welcome its new companion, and, tracing the letters
etched into his gravestone, I wondered how on earth I
could ever say goodbye. My father was forty-two years
old…I was two.
I would like to explain that my father’s story did not
end with his death – not in my eyes. It took me eight years
to mourn him. Eight years of tracing the footsteps he
once took around our house; eight years of family seeing
his face in mine. And after those eight years, after having
served my sentence in therapy and moved away from
that beautiful house with marble floors and my father’s
shadow, I at last began to move on. Without immersion
in the setting where he died, the second turning point of
my life arrived.

his own post mortem glory. He wrote no letters to me or
my brother; he let the impact he made upon his loved
ones speak for him.
The more I heard about my father, the less I needed
to hear – because we are truly birds of a feather. We
are dreamers, easily impassioned, we follow our hearts,
quick to love, to distrust, impetuous, lonely, intense. I did
not let go of my father after he died – I moved on from
his death, and in doing so became closer to him. I did
not dedicate myself to learning more about him in an
attempt to keep him alive; I did it to sustain his role in my
life as my parent. A father’s love transcends even death.
Those eight years in the dark brought a lot of
suffering. I’ve heard that one should appreciate the bitter
for the way it enhances the sweet. But I don’t believe
that bitterness exists only for contrast. Bitterness is the
most sensitive of the tastes – the most acute, the hardest
to bear. We use it to express unspeakable frustration
and anguish, sorrow and anger, when they become so
overwhelming we need to equate them to something
as concrete as taste. And I think that it is important to
have the bitterness, the suffering, not because joy seems
brighter in comparison, but because affliction is so vital
in our understanding of ourselves.

It is important here to make the distinction between
moving on and letting go. For eight years, I had been
living in grief as persistent and dense as the dial tone of a
telephone whose receiver was off the hook, to the point
where I became disconnected from the actual subject
of my bereavement. I hardly knew anything about my
father, only registered profoundly the loss he left behind.
When I was able to step away from that, I was able to
start building a relationship with him.

Without suffering, there can be no compassion.
How can we hope to understand the experiences of
our brethren if we have known no pain ourselves? It is
compassion, not happiness, that bonds us and gives us
our humanity; it is our strength through trial and our
grace for the day. And that is our blessing – after all, only
through pressure and adversity can the toughest coal
become the finest diamond.

My father left behind an incredible legacy – in photo
albums of his extensive travels, in the margins of his Bible
and his copy of Chicken Soup for the Survivor’s Soul, and
most of all, in the stories my mother and his sisters told
me about him. Even after his cancer diagnosis, he spent
his time leaving his mark in their lives rather than crafting

Fifteen- year -old Silken Chan grew up in a beautiful house with marble
floors in North York. Her early passion for reading had her devouring
books at a rate of three per day, from Margaret Mitchell to C.S. Lewis,
from George Orwell to Louise May Alcott. Reading has taught her about
the value of human life and she aspires to go into the field of social justice
as a social worker.
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Charlotte Hengeveld

Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

On the Other Hand

m

ost people experience negative peer pressure
at some point in their lives. As soon as we are
exposed to the outside world, we are pressured
by our friends to do certain things. Some people are
rocks, impervious to the constant beating of their peers.
Others are wet noodles, easily bent into the shape that
their peers wish them to be. I was silver, strong and cold
when I had to be, but easily malleable when placed
under the heat.
Summer camp is always an adventure to all
newcomers. Over six weeks of time a person is flooded
with new experiences and is allowed to make her own
decisions.
Unfortunately, some of these decisions have an
outcome that isn’t expected and the result lingers with
you for the rest of your life.
The first time I saw the effects of the game, I thought
nothing of it. I merely brushed it off, thinking the person
had merely hurt herself. Soon, the long thin scabs started
to appear on more and more hands as the game spread,
affecting everyone it touched.
I have never been a pain junky. I usually scoff at
anyone who plays “bloody knuckles” or “rock, paper,
scissors, slap.” I had played these games a few times
but not to the extent of their leaving anything physical
behind. This new game was different. This game left
scabs and eventually scars that wouldn’t fade with a
simple cream.
I remember that moment perfectly. I was sitting on
my bed. My tent mates were playing the game known
as “ABCs” on the other side of the tent. One girl asked
if I wanted to play. My reasonable mind screamed at me
to say no, but all the other girls started to egg me on. I
agreed and headed over to play.
The game seemed harmless enough to the casual
eye. A new player could be easily tricked into thinking
this and that was why the game was so monstrous.
Assuming that everything was okay, I sat down and
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began to play. It was a very easy game to play. All I had
to do was say a word that began with each letter of the
alphabet. But while concentrating on that, I didn’t notice
another girl scratching away at my hand.
As soon as I said the last word, I knew the seriousness
of what I had just done. My hand stung as they patted
me on the back and told me I was good at that game. I
wanted so badly to be able to go back and erase what
I had just done. My one momentary lapse of reason left
evidence of my weakness and stupidity.
Eventually, everyone who played the game had to
tell their parents what they chose to participate in. I
remember the dread sitting like a cold stone in my gut.
How was I supposed to tell my parents I had participated
in a game that involved self-mutilation?
My mother still likes to remind me about my bad
decision of that summer. “Oh really? Well, you made
stupid mistakes before, haven’t you? How is this
different?” Yes, on one hand I did make a mistake and
now I have to live with the long, ugly scar on the back
of my right hand. But on the flipside, I now know that
my judgment will never lapse again under the powerful
influence of negative peer pressure. I will never be the
person to get into the car with my drunken colleagues or
give a cigarette an experimental puff under the influence
of my peers. I’ve learned to be the rock that I should be,
rather than the metal that I was before, easily bent when
heated and under pressure.
All I have to know what’s keeping me from tripping
up mentally again is on the other hand.
Charlotte Hengeveld lives in Bradford, Ontario with her parents and her
brother. She loves to write–especially horror stories. When she’s not
writing you can usually find her out on her bike or reading. She would like
to thank her parents, teachers and her friends Maddy, Jen, and Brittany
for inspiring and encouraging her writing. Charlotte is hoping to have a
career in medicine and to be a published author.

Grade 9&10 Winners

Kiana Parsaie

Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

One Too Many Times

p

ain and nothing else. That is all I felt when I fell down
a flight of stairs. Being five, I should never have
known such pain. It was a fluke, just an accident,
that I was diagnosed with this condition. Histiocytosis X
is the only word that scares me. This condition in simple
terms is when the body makes too many white blood cells
that attack the soft tissues of your body. Even though it is
not classified as cancer, it acts in the same manner.
I was admitted to the eighth floor, section ‘D’, of Sick
Kids’ Hospital. The doctors informed my parents that I
could possibly be paralyzed if the histiocytosis was not
controlled and treated properly. Giving up was not an
option; I had to suffer through the pain to make it all
go away and live a normal life. I endured going through
repeated MRIs, X-rays, bone scans, IVs and even a biopsy.
I missed two months of Grade 1 and every day
someone from my class would send me a ‘Get Well Soon’
card along with homework from my teacher. I would
spend my days sitting in a hospital bed staring straight
ahead because I was unable to move my back since the
disease attacked my T 12 vertebrae. One day, my dad
came into my room with a wheelie bed. If I wanted to go
somewhere, my parents would strap me in and push me
around the hospital like an infant.
A couple of weeks after being admitted, I was fitted
with a back brace so I could finally attempt to walk on my
own. The purpose of the brace was to keep my back still
and to take the pressure off my crushed vertebrae. The
doctors told my family that this disease was extremely
rare – 1 in 300,000 – and the chance of it re-occurring
was minimal. The only problem was that they were
wrong. One year to the day that I was first hospitalized,
it reappeared in my C4 vertebrae; bottom of the neck.
This time I was not as lucky. I not only had to wear a
neck brace, but had to undergo physiotherapy in order
to regain the use of my right arm; the pressure placed
on the vertebrae minimized its movement. The worst
part, however, was still to come. The doctors notified my
family that I had no option but to undergo one year of

chemotherapy to ensure the disease would not reappear
again.
Toward the end of Grade 4 I felt a nagging pain in
my left hip that would not go away. We went to Sick
Kids’ Hospital for my semi-annual haematology and
orthopaedic appointment; both departments concluded
that the histiocytosis somehow managed to re-appear
even with the chemotherapy. I was fortunate that it was
caught early enough and needed only anti-inflammatory
drugs for treatment.
Dr. Weitzman, my haematologist, and the head
of the Canadian Histiocytosis Association, gave me
the worst possible news. She told me that multiple
reoccurrences of this disease are extremely rare and that
I somehow seemed more susceptible to it than others. If
I care about my life I must avoid one thing -- smoking.
Dr. Weitzman was very clear, that if I chose to give in to
peer pressure and smoke, I would risk the chance of the
disease entering my lungs and that will surely give me a
death sentence. The disease is not treatable once it is in
the respiratory system.
“The past is history, the future a mystery and ‘this
moment’ is a gift, that is why it is called the present.”
This has become my mantra. I have chosen not to look
back, but rather look forward and be grateful for the
life I was given. Complaining and whining never helped
anyone accomplish great feats – instead, I have chosen
to assist others. I am a part of a world wide study to
research this disease further and hopefully apply the
scientific gains to other young children who might face
similar situations. From this perspective in some way, this
experience, although painful, has been rewarding.
Kiana is a 15 year old girl from Halifax, Nova Scotia but now lives in
Brampton with her parents, younger brother and pets; a cat named
Skittles, a gerbil named Shredder and many tropical fish. During her
spare time, Kiana enjoys reading, rollerblading, swimming and playing
with, and learning about, animals. At school, she plays the clarinet, and
at home, the piano and violin. In the near future, Kiana wishes to earn a
scholarship to the University of Guelph to become a veterinarian.
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Kabilan Thayanantha
Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

Redemption

“t

here is a difference between what you want, and
what’s best for you.”

All my life I never knew what that statement meant.
Why wouldn’t something you wanted not be what was
best for you? It wasn’t until later on in life that I realized
how wrong I had been. As a child, I always had a constant
need to be at the top of something, a hunger to win any
race, or to be able to fit into any group of people. In
most cases, this is a great characteristic to have, but not
so much in my case.
I grew up in the streets of Rexdale, Toronto – the
“ghetto” as some may refer to it. As stereotypical as it
may be, it’s the truth: most kids there never ended up
successful in life. It was incredibly easy for a good kid to
go rotten to the core living there for too long, something
I experienced first-hand.
From the age of 9, I was an overall trouble maker. I
hung around with the wrong friends, made bad choices
and did not even care for school. My teachers would all
refer to me as “the intelligent yet stupid kid”, because
I was wasting everything that I had been given. Even at
such a young age, it was unbelievable some of the things
we did in our excessive spare time. My parents had almost
given up hope that I would ever become a respected
person, because everyday I would get in trouble at school
and come home late. It would kill my parents to see me
wasting my life in such ways, but I could never see what
I was doing wrong.
Then in Grade 5, everything came spilling out. A
group of us had been caught playing dice games with
money. Although we had no idea how serious the issue
was, and were more or less bewildered that we were
being punished so severely, suspensions were handed
out amongst us. It seemed that everything my parents
thought I still had hopes of achieving had come crashing
down. This was also the last straw for my parents; they
would watch me throw my life away no longer. That
summer, my dad found a home in Brampton, and we
immediately moved from the home in which we had
42

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010

shared so many memories. As heart-breaking as it was
for my family to move from the friendly neighbours and
our childhood friends, my parents knew it was for the
best; I would never change otherwise.
I entered my Grade 6 year skeptical about ever being
happy again. I was miserable through the day, and I
remember sleepless, unhappy nights, all because I felt
so rejected at school. No one liked the new kid, and the
new kid did not make any attempts to like anyone else.
However, without anything to do at school, I began
focusing on my academics more, and the day I brought
home that first term report card is still a vivid memory
in my head. For once, my parents were proud of me, of
my accomplishments. This sparked something inside of
me; maybe I was not as worthless as I imagined. Also,
without friends to hang out with after school, I decided
to take up soccer as a way to fill up my time and also a
means to becoming fit.
At first, I was an absolute disaster on the field; I
hardly got any playing time. But I pursued my new
interests in this sport, and through my persistence and
determination, I am now playing for two local clubs, with
offers to play for other clubs as well. As my athletics and
academics developed, I became more popular in school,
making many friends and enjoying life the right way.
In the end, I realized that moving away from Toronto
was the greatest turning point in my life, and that it is
never too late to start again. Sometimes, I miss my old
friends, my old life, but when I look at who I am now, I
feel a sense of pride fill myself. I can say that I am proud
of how I have turned myself around.
Born and raised in Toronto, Ontario, Kabilan now resides in Brampton
with his parents, sister and grandmother. Kabilan enjoys playing sports,
and was part of the cross country and soccer teams at Turner Fenton. He
thoroughly enjoys soccer and plays for a team outside of school as well.
Kabilan is working hard to pursue his soccer career and would also feel
satisfied with a career involving writing.
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Rachel Vonk

Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Caught in a Nightmare

“r

achel, you don’t have to share anything you are
uncomfortable with.”

I turn to my group of friends, whose eyes are glazed
over with concern and say “It’s okay, I need to get this
off my chest.”
After saying this, I close my eyes and slip into a
memory that has been locked away for many years.
That night is Sunday, September 14, 2003. I’m nine
years old, and I’m getting ready for school the next day.
While in the bath, I hear a soft knock on the bathroom
door.
“Can you give me a few more minutes?” I reply, a
little annoyed.
She pauses and then whispers “No, I think you need
to come now.” Something in her voice compels me to
get out of the bath immediately.
As I exit the bathroom, I hear quiet voices coming from
the living room. I slowly enter the room, and everything
turns into slow motion. I look towards the front door
and see a police officer standing quietly, holding his hat
in his hands. He looks at me with a look I cannot even
describe, and a chill runs down my spine.
My mother approaches me with tears streaming
down her face and between sobs, she cries, “Dad died.”
I look to my sister waiting for her to say that this is
a sick joke, but she just stares back at me. After a long
pause, I force myself up to my room in shock.
Quietly, I just sit on the edge of my bed and stare at the
mirror. After a while, I hear a faint, almost ghostly voice
say, “This isn’t happening. This can’t be happening!”
I glance around the room to find the source of the
sound and realize that I’m the ghostly voice. Right now,
I don’t’ feel anything but the numbness throughout my
body.
The next morning my whole family drives to a
Brampton hospital where my father’s body rests. When
we arrive, my sister-in-law approaches me and asks,
“Hey, Rachel, would you like to go for a walk with me?”

Alexis explains that my father died totally unexpectedly
of a blood clot, while working on his plane at a small
airport. Unbelievable!
We then meet the rest of my family. When I see my
brothers and sister exit a room in tears, I instinctively run
to see what the problem is, but as soon a I step into that
room my stomach starts flipping. There, on a metal table,
is my father, pale and lifeless like the next patient for a
science experiment. I feel like I’m going to throw up but
I manage to hold down the nausea and I finally realize
that this is all too real. This is not just some nightmare I
can escape. I’m trapped in reality.
My father’s death has changed my life tremendously.
I have become a much stronger person since dealing with
this tragic event, both in my faith and pushing myself
to work harder in school, taking what my father taught
me and giving my best effort. Since my Dad’s death, I
have grown much closer to my family. My mother and
sister are my best friends and my brothers are like father
figures to me. I’m more understanding of other people’s
difficulties, listening and offering advice when needed.
Now, every night before I go to bed, I hug my family
and tell them how much I love them. I didn’t get the
chance to say that to my father the day he died, so I am
determined to make sure that never happens again! I
don’t take my family for granted since every day is special
and I know that the future can be uncertain.
As I slowly exit these troubling memories and return
to reality, I look around at my friends. Their eyes are
rimmed in red, and their cheeks are black from their
running mascara. Hot tears fill my eyes and threaten
to spill over, but I manage to calmly say, “This is what
changed my life forever!”
Born in Newmarket, Ontario fifteen year old Rachel Vonk has lived in
the Holland Marsh all her life. She now lives with her mother and two
black cats, Boots and Romeo. When Rachel isn’t writing, she is playing
the piano or alto saxophone, reading, making jewellery, or practicing for
track and field. Rachel loves all the sciences and is looking into a career in
the medical field. She is grateful to be surrounded by a wonderful family,
friends, and teachers who always push her to do the best she can.
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Grade 11&12
Winners
“Each difficult moment has the potential to open my
eyes and open my heart”.
–Myla Kabat-Zinn, Author & Environmental Activist
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Kaitlyn Chubb

First Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Miracles Happen

s

ilence, but for the faint hum of machines and the
steady drip of intravenous tubes. My mother had
just stepped back into the room and all eyes were
riveted upon her. Nobody stirred. “What did the doctor
say, Mommy?” I looked in the direction of the hospital
bed, where the little voice had issued forth. There sat my
seven-year-old sister, back straight and eyes determined.
She stared my mother down, who bit her lip and said
nothing. “Mommy,” the voice grew in sternness and
maturity, until it could have been uttered by the most
courageous of adults. “What did the doctor say?”
I could just barely remember a time, only four days
previous, when we had laughed with a lightness of heart,
when we had chattered with a freedom of spirit, and
when we had played freely, without a care in the world.
I watched our final moments of peace replay across the
backdrop of my mind, and with a trepidation that creased
my nine-year-old brow, I saw yet again the beach that
served as the scene of our tragedy. I saw the dangerous
abundance of zebra mussels and my sister plunging into
the waves without her water shoes on. I saw the blood
that poured from a tiny cut on her wet foot. I saw her
foot swell to twice its size and turn a disturbing shade of
mauve. I saw her lying in a hospital bed, tiny amongst
the mass of pillows and sheets. I saw the days pass, as
we waited in eternal hope.
I grew up in those days of waiting.
Twice a day, Victoria was made to soak her foot in
a saline solution. I was present only once for this ritual
and I soon found out why. My five year old sister, Linny,
and I were told to wait outside, so we sat on a hospital
bench, silent, our eyes downcast. Horrifically, a sudden
continuous scream reached our ears and slashed our
insides. Vicky’s cry of agony could have been that of
one being slowly and torturously ripped apart. Before
Linny and I could do more than cast fear-filled glances at
each other, the door to my sister’s room was swung open
with so much force that it almost bounced off the wall.
My father hurried out and sped down the hall, his eyes
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blinded by a thin glaze of tears. My daddy is a firefighter.
I had never seen him cry.
The hours pressed on. We three sisters were hardly
left alone together. I will never forget the one time that
we were. Our parents and many visitors had slipped
out somewhere, so Linny and I gathered around Vicky’s
bed. “I wish it was me and not you,” my littlest sister
proclaimed with so much sincerity in her eyes that it
could have melted even the stoniest heart. “No, Linny,”
scolded Vicky. “I’m older; I’m glad it happened to me.”
“It shouldn’t have happened to anyone!” I proclaimed,
vehemently. “It’s not fair.” Vicky only looked at me, as
if to say, “What is?”
“Mommy, tell me,” Victoria demanded, bringing me
back to the present with a ringing authority that dared
our mother to defy her. Mom didn’t dare. Drawing
herself up, she spoke the truth. “The doctor says that
they’ve figured out what’s wrong.” She paused, but at
an expectant look from my sister, continued. “He said
that... that... the poison is making its way to your heart
and that... the only way to stop it is to... to amputate
your foot.”
The room started to spin. At that precise moment,
I realized what exactly it is that adults try to keep from
their children for as long as they possibly can. It’s the
greatest I’ll-tell-you-when-you’re-older concealment
that there ever was: we will die. I pictured a thin veil
hanging between life and death, constantly a-flutter in
a gentle breeze of accidents, injuries, and illnesses, until
finally, it blows away all together in one’s final minutes
of existence.
Victoria’s operation was in two days, but even then,
there was no guarantee that she would live. My entire
outlook on life had been altered. Why live to die?
What’s the point? Where is the hope, if everyone’s life is
to culminate in one pointless inevitability?
The next morning, in the midst of misery, we received
a phone call from our ecstatic mother, proclaiming that
she had the most wonderful news. Victoria had been
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soaking her foot in her usual saline solution when an
absolute miracle had occurred. The cut had opened up
and the poison that had been inching its way towards
her heart had expelled itself backwards into the bowl of
salt water! Strings of it kept coming, causing my mother
to scream for a nurse. The doctor came running in and,
as he squeezed Vicky’s foot for the last of the poison,
whispered to my mother, “It’s a miracle.”
As I stood listening to the joyous retelling of this
astounding event, I had a second revelation. This one was
infinitely more powerful than the first and devoured my
unhappy thoughts completely in its promise of happiness:
miracles do happen. Growing up, I had thought that all
of the magic in the world had died, along with my faith
in the Tooth Fairy, the Easter Bunny, and Santa Claus.
But the magic had not left, it had just manifested itself
in a more discreet, yet equally wonderful, form -- that
of miracles.
In a matter of four days, I had climbed from the deepest
depths of despair to the epitome of enlightenment. My
sister’s accident had caused me to uncover the hidden
truth buried in a mundane world, a truth that eludes
us much of our lives, yet resurfaces when we need it
most. Good always triumphs over evil, the light always
dissipates the dark, and for every misfortune there is a
hidden ray of sun. Miracles happen.
Kaitlyn strongly believes in living life to the fullest. She is known to seize
every opportunity that arises and to confidently tackle the challenges that
accompany each. Currently living with her parents and two sisters in
Bradford (where they own a small honey farm), she works to make a
difference in her school and community by involving herself in multiple
leadership clubs and activities. She also enjoys dancing and playing
clarinet in the school band. She intends to further her education at
McMaster University, and to continue to work towards a better tomorrow.
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This essay was also recognized in the Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area
Management Board’s Essay Competition.

Shelby Laraway

First Place
Grand Erie District School Board

Fear Is Nothing

y

ou grow up fast when you grow up poor. It is
summer, I am nine, I have three cousins, Jesse,
Justin and Shawn. Jesse is nine, Justin is ten and
Shawn is the youngster, only six. Neither of our parents
have their priorities straight, so we wake up with no
food, play with no food, and go to bed with no food. I
don’t mind though, there are mullberry trees all around
and we eat the berries till our hands are stained purple
from their juice. We sometimes find money on the
ground or in couches and we take it to the corner store.
The old Chinese lady never notices when we pay for one
chocolate bar but leave with four. She doesn’t need our
chocolate, she has an entire store full. We laugh and
we jump and we run, always running. We play from
morning, noon until night, and into the morning again.
We come home to be greeted by the smell of booze and
pot, but we are so accustomed to it that it’s like fresh
air; a welcoming embrace. The music of our home is the
gentle clinking of bottles and the cooing of someone’s
drunken snore in the next room. My aunt and uncle were
evicted for not paying the rent; what else is new? They
stay here and I am so happy to have my cousins.
The sun goes to sleep and the moon comes out to
play; we are animals. We run and pounce and howl.
We play outside while our parents play inside. They
play grown up games; they consume the drink, they fall
down, get sick, go to sleep. But we don’t care; we are
free in our kingdom to roam where we please, steal what
we need, and do what we want. It is three a.m. and we
are on the hunt in our front yard. We hear loud shouting
and the house trembles. Bursting out of the door is a ball
of people. Yelling, hitting, fighting. We see the fighter,
our target, and our instincts take over. No one can hurt
our matriarch and not deal with her pride. We attack,
as savage as the lions we are. But we are cubs, and we
are no match for the war that rages on. We run until we
find a phone and we call 911 but the woman has no
time for us, we are only children and children have crazy
imaginations.

48

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010

It is spring, I am ten. I look out the enormous window
of my father’s living room and watch a green and red
hummingbird drink the nectar from a beautiful orange
flower. Its little wings, fluttering so fast, I imagine they
make a buzzing sound, and I hum it to myself as I watch.
My dog, my protector, Storm, lays wrapped around me.
We watch the pretty bird and I know Storm wants it. He
is panting and he is so nice and warm. He is my German
Shepherd, and his fur is so soft and rough. We watch our
humming bird drink from every flower she can find, so
amazed that she would drink so close to us, separated
only by the thin pane of glass. We are hypnotized, until
the slam of a door startles us. Storm’s head snaps up
and a low growl rumbles in his big chest. The humming
bird is gone, and I am scared. A man comes in, yelling at
us. We don’t know what he is saying. He never makes
sense. He’s throwing things, banging things, and I feel
like we’re back in the wild, only this time, I am the
gazelle, and he is the lion. The lion circles me, looking
for a weakness; the best place to attack, to pounce and
rip and tear the flesh from my bones. He lunges, fists
as wide as a grapefruit I throw my little hands in the
air to cover my face, but it does not come. A roar rips
through Storm’s chest and he is the Alpha male. He takes
the blow but it does not affect him, he does not stop,
fangs gnashing, I hear crunching of bones, and screams
of pain, and yelping. The scuffle is over but I am even
more scared than before. I look up and see red; red on
him, red on Storm, red on everything; and then nothing.
Blackness swallows me. I wake on the floor of my room
to an ear piercing yowl. Storm has no tail now.
It is fall, I am ten. I stand at the front door of my
father’s, looking out. We are in Burford, there is nothing
but countryside as far as my young eyes can see. The sky
is a pale gray mixed with white and the calm sky soothes
me. I wait like a puppy waits for its master. My mom is
on her way. She is late, and I am upset. I stand there, just
tall enough to see out and I watch the empty road. More
slamming goes on behind me, but I have learned to hide
well. He catches me waiting; grabs my arm hard. The
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smoke from his cigarette makes my lungs shrivel up into
raisins; I cough. He says I am a bad girl. My mom doesn’t
want me, and neither does he. The embers burn bright
red as he inhales. I want to run, to get in bed and pull my
blankets over my head and vanish. He sees the fear, and
he smiles, an ugly, cruel expression. And he burns me.
The fire melts my skin and he presses harder. I struggle, I
scream so hard my throat is raw. And he burns me again.
The corners of my eyes are on fire and tears cause me
so much pain that I cannot cry. Mom doesn’t come for
another hour.
Winter comes, I am ten. It is dark, and the wind howls
outside the windows like rabid wolves on the prowl. The
sky is a black hole waiting to suck me up and make me
disappear. I sit on the floor of the living room looking
at the beige leather whip that is placed on the wall; a
reminder to be quiet, don’t cry, don’t move. I can’t hear
anyone, only the house, moaning as the wind pushes it
in different directions. I want to call my Nana, and I creep
slowly towards the phone, inch by inch, so slow it hurts.
It is cold in my hand, and I hold it to my ear. I am so
thankful to hear the chime of my Nana’s voice as she says
“Hello?” Then there is nothing but a dial tone. He grabs
it and I feel the phone strike my cheek and there are tears
in my eyes before the assault registers in my mind. He
clutches my wrist and twists my fragile little arm behind
my back. I hear crunching, snapping, the splitting of
my bones. There are no words to describe the pain -only blackness, mercifully swallowing me. There is twine
around my wrist so tight my hand is blue; it cuts into my
flesh. The rope is short, wrapped around my neck and
it burns. I cannot move. The pain has me, only a child,
begging for death to save me. Please, just kill me. Then I
am enveloped in darkness.

line the walls. The ceiling seems so high because I am so
small, the hall seems long because my steps are so short,
and time goes on second by second, aging me. I get to
the office and the secretary says my mom is out front;
I am anxious, she was in court today. I run to the front
door, down the pink rubber lined steps and out. The
wind chills me, but there she is, looking lovely. She came
straight from the courthouse to tell me, she crouches
down to hug me and I squeeze her. All she says is, “You
never have to go back”.
And I never go back.
I, Shelby Laraway, learned at a young age that only the strongest survive.
You must be able to run, to scavenge, to hide and most of all, take the
blow when it comes. In my seventeen years of life I have seen many
things, done many things and experienced events that could have either
made me, or broken me. “A leader” is what my Mum always told me
I was; and a leader I am. My past is just that, a past. If I had not gone
through the pain I would not be who I am today. I have learned to accept
the past for the strength it has given me. Had I not known pain, I would
not know happiness.

I am eleven, it is fall. There are leaves blowing in the
wind outside and I am glad to be inside. I am in grade six
and a loud buzzer goes off and the announcement lady
pages me to the office. I walk down the hall slowly to
make sure I waste as much class time as possible. I look
at the paintings of hand prints turned into turkeys that
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Tiffany Toong

Second Place
Conseil scolaire de district du Centre-Sud-Ouest

Jook Sing, Eh?

t

he term “jook-sing”, meaning hollow bamboo, is
used to describe an American- or Canadian-born
Chinese person who has grown up in a western
environment, such that he or she is unable to, or has
difficulty speaking, reading, or writing in Chinese. This
description fits me pretty well.
I was born and raised in Scarborough, Ontario; both
my parents immigrated to Canada from Hong Kong
in the early 80’s in hopes of raising a family in a place
that would offer better opportunities for their children.
For me, one of these opportunities came in the form of
hockey. At the rightful age of 5, I laced up my first pair
of skates. Almost instantaneously, I became consumed
in the Canadian hockey culture. This included waking up
early for Saturday morning games while my dad watched
enthusiastically from the stands with, of course, a Tim
Horton’s coffee in his hands.
Besides hockey, I had a pretty typical Canadian
childhood. My parents sent me to daycare, summer
camps and even swimming lessons at the YMCA. While
I occupied myself with these numerous activities, many
other Asian-Canadian parents sent their kids to Chinese
school, after-school math classes (Kumon) in addition to
piano lessons. At one point, my mom encouraged me
to take piano lessons, but I gave up on that idea right
away since my stubby fingers just weren’t meant to
play. Overall, I enjoyed my childhood and didn’t seem
bothered by the fact that I was often the only non-white
girl at my countless activities.
As I grew older, I began resenting the fact that I was
Chinese. If someone would ask me my ethnicity, I would
hesitantly say that I was Chinese and would always add
in that my parents spoke to me in English. Perhaps, I did
this to differentiate myself from the many other Chinese
kids that I went to elementary school with at North
Agincourt (nicknamed North “Asiancourt”).
It wasn’t until middle school that I first experienced
Chinese stereotypes and racist jokes. Luckily, I was never
made fun of directly. Yet, I was annoyed by the fact that
50
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there were many people who humorously tried to imitate
what they thought a Chinese accent sounded like. Most
of the time, I was strong enough to ignore it all and make
myself believe that I really wasn’t Chinese, and therefore
the remarks didn’t apply to or affect me.
This past October, our hockey coach informed us
that we would be playing Team China as part of their
Vancouver Olympic preparation. At the time, I didn’t
really draw much importance to it - I didn’t even know
China had a women’s hockey team, let alone know that
they qualified for the Olympics!
The big day came, and I prepared for it just like I
would any other game. I remember one of my teammates,
Jocelyn, cracking a joke, “Tiff, you’ll be playing right at
home tonight.” I just laughed it off. Before the game,
there was a player-meet-and-greet, however not much
meeting and greeting went on as both teams sat at
their respective tables. I felt a sense of security and pride
sitting with my team, knowing that I was part of a group
of Canadian girls who played hockey.
The game turned out to be a huge event; the stands
were packed with little girls from our hockey league and
other members of the community who had come out
to support us. During the opening ceremonies, as their
roster was being announced with such names as Jeng
Fengling and Qi Xueting, I remember laughing inside my
head. I thought to myself that “Toong (silent g)”, my last
name that people constantly mispronounced didn’t seem
that bad compared to theirs. I took the opening faceoff, I’m sure this was no coincidence; my coach probably
sensed a need to give me that opportunity. Right off the
start, Team China swiftly moved the puck into our end,
and nearly scored that very first shift. They quickly took
control of the game with their crisp passing, fast puck
movement and great speed. By the end of the game,
they had skated off with a well deserved 3-0 win. I was
amazed and pleasantly surprised at how good they were.
I was most impressed with their work ethic; these girls
never gave up and won every little battle on the ice.
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After the game, dinner was provided to us by the
Mandarin restaurant and consisted of North American
style Chinese food. I then felt more comfortable sitting
with these accomplished athletes, knowing that the game
was over, and I could now begin to relax. I even got the
opportunity to talk to their captain, Wang Linuo, who
informed me that she grew up in a small village north of
Harbin, China. Given the circumstances, she had to leave
her family to pursue her dream of playing hockey at the
Olympic level. Only at this point did I realize that their
hard work and dedication got them to where they are. I
started thinking of similar values that my parents tried to
instill in me while growing up, and really began to feel
a deeper connection to the talented Chinese National
Women’s Team.

Tiffany, born and raised in Scarborough, lives with her parents and older
brother, Tim. She is currently competing at the highest level of women’s
hockey with the Etobicoke Jr. Dolphins. Tiffany has ranked 1st in her grade
for the past 3 years, and has received numerous athletic and academic
achievements awards. She looks to obtain a full hockey scholarship to a
D-1 university in the States. Tiffany aspires to pursue her studies in the
medical field. When not playing hockey, she enjoys hanging out with
friends, travelling, and reading. She is grateful for the continued support
of her family and friends.

On the ride home, I remember discussing with my
dad the possibility of my immigrating to China, obtaining
my citizenship, and playing for their Women’s Olympic
Hockey Team. At that moment, I realized my mindset had
changed - I was now prouder than ever to be Chinese.
There have been numerous times in my life that others
have been quick to judge, stereotype and generalize the
Chinese culture, myself included. Much of this ignorance
may stem from the fact that, as a ‘jook-sing’ I was so
consumed with the western culture growing up, that I
never bothered trying to understand the Chinese culture.
But in just one game, I quickly learned that regardless
of our upbringing, these women and I were not that
different at all. In fact, we had much more in common
than I had ever imagined. When I came off the ice that
game, I felt a sense of accomplishment being able to play
against a team of that calibre. But most importantly, I felt
a sense of pride, that they too, were Chinese.
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Dylan Martin

Third Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Summer of Change

“d

o what you love,” is a phrase we have all heard from
just about every famous and successful person who
has ever had an interview or written a book. At
first I thought that these people could say this because
doing what they loved made them millionaires, if not
billionaires. I always wondered if a garbage man could
say he loved his job, and if people would take his advice
of doing what you love. Little did I know my opinion was
about to change completely. The true meaning of this
common piece of advice was about to reveal itself to me
in a life changing moment.

be an engineer, a doctor, or a lawyer, some career that
makes six-figures, but there is something about pulling a
trailer, working in the sun, and the satisfaction I get from
a hard day’s work.

This revelation didn’t happen overnight, it didn’t
happen in a day or even a week. It was a build up of
events that spanned over the past few years. Years of
work and indecision have led to a realization that focused
my present and directed my future.

This change sparked a feeling inside me that I hadn’t
felt about my future. I felt secure; I finally had a plan and
it involved exactly what I loved doing. At first, I was one
of the only people who hadn’t decided on their future.
Most of my friends wanted to get into the health field
or be an engineer. I almost went along with them, if it
hadn’t been for my revelation. I will now be heading into
the business field. I plan to get a Bachelor in Business
Administration (BBA) and grow my dad’s property
maintenance company into one of the greats, such as
Clintar or Sunshine.

It started off as a typical summer day for me. I rolled
out of bed knowing I would be working alone while my
dad was at his primary job. My father, one of the most
inspirational people in my life, had started a property
maintenance business to help the family financially. My
task to complete that day was to mow the majority of
the local lawns. After a quick breakfast, I loaded the
trailer with all of the required equipment, heaved it onto
the hitch of the truck and drove off into a grey world.
The sky was solid grey with thick clouds; it was going to
rain today. I was going to be miserably working in the
rain all day.
I loved driving that truck with a trailer; it gave me
a sense of power and pride. I finally got to the biggest
lawn on my route. I dropped the trailer gate, hopped on
the tractor, brought the engine to a trembling roar and
at that moment, the rain began to fall. Something was
different this time. I didn’t complain. In fact the contrary
happened: I broke out in a smile. I had been working
all summer and the idea had crossed my mind to run
my own property maintenance company, but I was, and
still am, a 90% average student whose plan was to have
a career with the largest income possible. I could easily
52
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Something happened on that gloomy day that
solidified my future and changed the way I thought
about my upcoming decisions. I no longer thought about
taking the easiest path possible. I am still dumbfounded
by that moment. I’m not sure what happened, I just
know that something clicked and I decided that doing
what you love is the most important thing in life.

This career may not be the easiest path possible. It is
going to involve years of building, endless hours of hard
work, finding reliable people, and securing contracts
from the giants that rule the industry. At 17 years of
age, I have already experienced 12 hour days in the
scorching sun, and I look forward to the challenge of
working through many more. I have been in the room
observing the negotiation of contracts for future work
at big commercial locations. I love it, and I want that to
be my life.
It is no longer about making the most money in
the shortest time; my life has become about longevity
and being happy in the long term. There is no longer a
piece of me that wants to take the easiest route and it is
evident in my daily life now. Simple things like homework,
I complete fully even if I could stop half way and easily
thrive in the classroom. I no longer follow my friends into
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situations that I would not enjoy simply because they are
doing it.
I have become exactly what I have always wanted
to be. I know where I’m going in the short term, with a
plan for the long term. I have made my family incredibly
proud of my academic achievements, as well as my plans
for the future. I am doing exactly what I need to do for a
successful life, and I am loving what I am doing.
Dylan is a proud resident of the Carrot Capital of the World, more
commonly known as Bradford. He is known for his rich sense of humour,
and athletic abilities, especially pertaining to basketball. He enjoys rising
to any challenge placed in front of him and the glory which follows victory.
Dylan has aspirations to obtain his MBA from the DeGroote School of
Business and to contribute his talents to society in order to make the
world a better place.
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Eghosa Imasuen

Fourth Place
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

Hair

s

hort, long, curly, coarse, wavy, kinky, straight, soft,
nappy. These are different words that have been
used to describe hair. As a female in our society, I
feel I have to go out of my way to make my hair look a
certain way. As an African female it seems I have to go
even an extra step to achieve the hair our society has set
as the ideal. That hair ideal is one in favour of European
hair, specifically long, straight, silky and blonde. Why
is it that words associated with European hair are seen
as the standard of beautiful hair while words that we
consciously and sub-consciously associate with African
hair are seen as the enemies, as the things that should
be avoided at all cost? I’ve come to realize that in our
modern day society there is no place for my hair.
I am a seventeen year old, Nigerian female, born and
raised in Canada. Like the majority of those of African
descent I have a hair texture that has been described as
nappy, kinky, or coarse. To me, my hair is my hair, be
it whatever texture it may. The issue that bothers me is
the use of words that are connected to my natural hair
texture as words that shampoo commercials claim their
product can remove from my hair to achieve beautiful,
luxurious hair. More importantly, why are the same words
being used negatively in commercials targeting the black
community?
Until the fourth grade I had worn my hair natural,
usually styled by my mother, in five braids and tied with
colourful hair ties. When I was eight, my mother took my
sisters and me to the local black salon and we had our
hair permed followed by a touch-up every few months to
straighten the new growth. At the time, I did not realize
these were dangerous chemicals I was putting in my hair,
or that I was participating in a form of self-hatred. The
only thing I was thinking was that my hair, in some small
way, looked like the other girls, and in my predominantly
Italian school, none of the other girls had nappy hair.
When I watch T.V. it’s rare that I see a person of
African descent with her natural hair texture. It’s almost
always either processed with chemicals to be straight or
54
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covered with a weave or extensions emulating European
texture. On those rare occasions when a black person is
seen on television with naturally textured hair they fall
into a select few categories. There’s the African exchange
student, usually with a very short close cropped afro or
tight twists, the Rastafarian sporting long dreadlocks, the
flower child or hippy wearing her hair in a big fluffy afro,
and the sassy diva with her big, tight afro, shiny outfits
and bad attitude. In an entertainment industry where
those of African descent have a hard time finding roles
based on their skin colour, it’s not much of a shock to
find that hair styles can also be limiting.
My hair is my hair, be it whatever texture it may,
though I didn’t always think that way. For me, it’s taken
some time to come to terms with my hair and truthfully,
I’m not as comfortable with it as I would like to be. I feel
lucky that I never hated my hair. I sometimes wondered
what it would be like to have hair like all my friends in
elementary school, but I never wished for it. What made
me realize this media hair bias was when I experienced first
hand how this bias was affecting the black community.
When a shampoo and conditioner commercial came on
and my little sister said, “I wish my hair was like that,”
it hit me hard. I knew what she meant; I knew exactly
what she meant. I asked her anyways, “What do you
mean you wish your hair was like that?” and when she
replied she meant she just wished she had good hair like
the girl in the commercial, who happened to be white, it
hit me harder.
Good hair and bad hair. I hate how these terms are
something of the norm in almost all black communities.
One could simply say that they’re just terms, and that
my hate stems from my own interpretation of them. The
problem is that no matter how much I try to re-interpret
them myself, to tell myself nappy hair is good hair, I will
always know that when I hear someone else say good
hair they definitely do not mean nappy hair. It’s almost
impossible to re-interpret something you were taught
from such a young age and are re-taught almost every
single day, and as much as I feel I should be upset with
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my mother for chemically processing my hair against
my will, I somewhat thank her. Kids can be curious and
hurtful all at once and seeing as I was ‘one of a kind’
in my elementary school, I fear that had I not permed
my hair, I would have been treated differently and have
grown up to be a person who hated her hair and in a
sense I would be hating my Nigerian heritage.
Initially, I felt as though in our modern day society
there seemed to be no place for my hair, but I realize that
doesn’t have to be true. If there is no place for my hair,
then I’ll make a place. If they don’t have television shows
showing me how to maintain my African texture, I’ll find
out how on the internet. If a guy doesn’t like me because
my hair is not straight, I’ll find one who does. There is
no reason that hair should be used to make people feel
inferior, and I’m not going to let that happen to me. My
hair is my hair, be it whatever texture it may.
Seventeen year old Eghosa Imasuen lives in Brampton, Ontario with her
mother and three sisters. She was born and raised in North York where
she at a young age developed a love for art, fashion, and science. Eghosa
plans to enter a career in either forensic science or fashion illustration.
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Alisia Bonnick

Honourable Mention
Conseil scolaire de district du Centre-Sud-Ouest

Big Girls Don’t Cry

e

ight. Eight hundred. Eight thousand. Eight million.
How many tears are shed yearly? How about in a
lifetime? Statistically, we spend a third of our lives
working, and another third sleeping, but how much time
is spent laughing and crying? Don’t emotions determine
-- no, govern -- our lives? Then why are there no statistics
for emotions?

Unusually, my mom was not waiting for me when I
left school that day. It was only after a long wait that my
uncle arrived to pick me up. Since I was living with my
grandmother at the time, I didn’t find it odd that she’d
be at home, only that Mark, my step-dad, was there as
well. It was a quarter to four when we got there; he
didn’t finish work until five.

Emotions are tricky things. The good ones are
treasured, but the bad ones are re-pressed beyond belief,
forgotten. Everyone has suppressed recollections, some
deeper and harder to find than others, but undoubtedly,
always there.

I was told that my mother would be home later that
evening and readily believed the lie. Nevertheless, it
didn’t take a genius to know that the vibes in the house
weren’t what they used to be, and that nothing was
quite the same as it had been.

These are mine.
There are many extraordinary things in life. The way,
for example, we unknowingly learn a lesson every day.
The way we realize that there is a reason for every bad
day. The way that, eight years ago, I would never have
envisioned myself where I am today. But, every now and
then, there is an event that reminds us how small we are,
how little we know, and how brief our existence can be.
January 14, 2003, was a very…cold day, in every
sense of the word.
I’d like to say that it began as most days did, and that
everything else in my life was going smoothly, but there
would be no point in lying.
I got ready for school, divorce floating in the back
of my mind, but incessantly creeping into consciousness.
It had been there for three years but the on-going
custody battles kept it fresh in my mind. I packed my bag
wondering if I would have to testify, then walked out the
door and into the car, dreading the decision I would have
to make.
Choosing between either parent wasn’t the hard part;
it was knowing that the parent with a better lawyer was
also the best liar. I was only nine, but I had seen enough
of the world to know that life sometimes favoured the
dishonest over the sincere.
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Soon after, I was told that my mom was in the
hospital, that it was nothing serious, and that she would
be home by the time I woke up. Still uneasy and unsure,
I trusted my family members, and apprehensively fell
asleep.
She wasn’t there when I awoke. There was only Mark
who, shortly after, offered to drive me to school. I asked
him where my mom was and he made up now forgotten
excuses that deceived me yet again.
Another day at school fared nothing in comparison
to the evening that followed. This would be the evening
when family members would explain that my mother
had a brain aneurysm and that she was to undergo
surgery. Being too young to understand the effects of
this affliction, I was left to my own investigations.
As far as results go, I was only interested in its survival
rate. I sincerely hoped that there was no gravity in the
situation, but my hopes were fruitless.
My mother was the most important person in my
life. As innumerable truths collapsed before me, she had
remained my pillar of strength, my symbol of hope –
the one thing I could depend on. And now there was a
ninety percent chance that she wouldn’t make it through
surgery.
Waiting is the most stressful aspect of life. The brain
imagines the worst, and that’s what I did. I’d already cried
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countless hours and now visualized my life, motherless.
Though I loved my step-dad, Mark, much more than my
biological father, I knew that the law would obligate me
to live with him. I pictured that life: my father, the stepmother I loathed, and the city I would grow to hate as
well.

Alisia, a sixteen year old only child born in Scarborough, Ontario, lives
with her parents in the city of her birth. Alisia has enjoyed creative writing
since the age of four and is proud of completing a writing course as well
as a couple of manuscripts. A career in psychology seems as prominent
as writing in her future, but for now she enjoys music, movies, shopping,
and going to Tim Horton’s with her friends. Ultimately, her infallible
enthusiasm is enjoyed almost as much as her indisputable humour by her
teachers and peers.

Then again, the surgery could save my mother’s life.
Her faith could save her life. But, I like to think that I
saved her life. I like to believe that the thought of me
living on my own in this world left her no choice but
survival. At least that way, I could believe in some higher
power that never made mistakes, that took only from
those who were strong enough. This incident proved
that I hadn’t been strong enough to live without her, but
that I could be.
I learned that I could deal with whatever came my
way, higher power or not.
So, why are there no statistics for emotions?
Simply because emotions cannot be measured. They
vary being to being, as experiences do, as wise decisions
do.
Eight hours of incessant crying, only to be more
relieved than I’d ever been. Eight years spent remembering
the anguish of that day. But more importantly, eight years
of living every day optimistically knowing that another
memorable eighty lay ahead.
This forgotten memory, along with many others,
defines me. It is the reason for who I am and for who I
will be. And that does not vary from being to being.
I believe that the worst thing we can do as humans is
to forget. It often surprises me how quickly we forget the
winter’s cold, the summer’s heat, deception and despair.
I think that if we forget our lowest points we can never
attain our highest. So I make sure to reminisce on my
turning point, to cherish it.
And to never forget it.
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Damindra Liyanage
Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

Mental Emancipation

I

remember frolicking in the days of naivety. I
remember lying my head down on a soft white
pillow. I remember the lightness of my feet without
having to anchor insurmountable burdens. The feeling of
youth is a memory that was performed, but I remember
how it started. It started with patches.
There were lightened patches of skin on my forehead.
With each passing day, the lightened patches became
lighter and whiter. I didn’t care for the changes, but I
carried on with my life. My mom was worried; she had
a sinking feeling that these patches were no random, or
temporary patches; rather, they were the same patches
my grandmother had suffered from almost 22 years ago.
I was immediately scheduled for an appointment with
a skin specialist. I can vividly recall the day. My mom and
I walked into an empty room. The lights were dim, and
there were a few patients. A man reading a newspaper
noticed our arrival; he tactfully lowered the paper and
studied my face. I childishly hid my face behind my mom’s
silhouette, and hoped he did not see what I was hiding. I
sat down on a chair and waited for my mom to join me.
I could still feel the man’s piercing stare hit my face, my
face panged in shame. Pulled from the silent scrutiny in
the waiting room, the receptionist led me into a smaller
room where my mom and I anxiously waited for the
dermatologist. The young doctor walked in with poise;
she was tall, fair and attractive, and upon one glance at
my face she diagnosed my white patches as ‘Vitiligo’. She
skimmed through the disease, and insensitively uttered
the words, “There is no cure.” This phrase left an eternal
effect on my consciousness. I could read the worry on my
mom’s face. We left the imposing building with a bitter
taste that never quite went away.
My mom quickly informed my dad, who was travelling
in Sri Lanka at the time, about my skin problem. Two
weeks later, my dad came back to Canada. Among all the
sugary sweets, new garments, and souvenirs he brought
back, there were stacks upon stacks of packages lined
with newspaper. Upon closer investigation, I discovered
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these packages were filled with herbal potions, oils,
and mixtures that shared nothing in common but a
nauseating smell and a “possible” cure. My dad’s arrival
and the unravelling of these packages marked the start
of my battle with Vitiligo.
The herbal treatment did manage to control but
never completely cure me of Vitiligo. The long list of
dietary restrictions and the copious amounts of medicine
I took on a daily basis made living a chore. My confidence
veered off into a depthless swamp of misery, and it was
only a matter of time before I started looking as bad as
I was feeling. I resisted less and less my own self-hatred.
Before long, I had made myself comfortable with my
state of mind, for I was already defeated.
If it wasn’t for one coincidental event on an ordinary
day, I would have undoubtedly remained rotting in the
swamp of misery.
I had finished school and taken the bus to Square
One. I stepped out of the bus, and walked into the
crowded swarm of people. I rushed past the crowds
idling on the pathway, avoiding their imposing stares. I
no longer had my mom to hide behind as a shield when
people stared. I reached the sign “19 North Hurontario”,
and I stood beside the bus stop’s steel pole, wishing for
the bus to come quickly. While I was keeping the steel
pole company, I noticed a figure approach me. I turned
around to see a man in his late 50’s. He had grey hair, and
near his temples grew untamed white bunches of hair. He
wore a green wool jacket, and underneath was a striped
red shirt tucked into a pair of stripped-grey trousers.
He wore frameless glasses, and carried an old side-bag.
However, it was not his attire, nor the limpness in his
stance that caught my attention. It was the discoloration
that was smeared all over his face. I looked at him in pity,
in rage, and most of all, with hostility. For a moment, I
became the spectator and he was the spectacle. I felt the
humiliation he felt, I felt the loss of identity he felt, the
sadness, and the inhibition. My face flushed, my heart
raced. Just in time, the 19 North bus arrived. I pushed my
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way through the entrance, and sat down on an empty
seat. Once again, I was the spectacle in the midst of the
faces around me.
Four years later, I still find myself going back to that
day, the moment when I encountered the elderly man
near the bus stop. This man was clearly affected by the
same spiteful condition that I had. What I failed to see was
that he had neither sadness, nor resentment in his eyes.
I could now see beyond his patched face, his expression
was serene, calm. The corner of his mouth let out a smile.
For so long I had envisioned him as a shamed creature; in
retrospect I realized that this creature I had created lived
only within me. It thrived upon my insecurities, and for a
long time, it controlled me.
I cannot deny the crippling effects that Vitiligo
has had on my self-esteem, and confidence. There is
however a truth that most sufferers do not ever find.
There is a cure for this disease. The cure is not tangible,
and it is not prescribed. The cure lies with the realization
that true beauty lies in depths where the eyes cannot
see. I have mentally emancipated myself from the realms
of superficial beauty, and in doing so, I have come to
recognize the beauty that exists within me.
Seventeen year old Damindra has developed an eclectic persona due to
the various cultures and countries in which she has been immersed. Her
creative nature allows her to produce thought-provoking works using
both the pen and the paintbrush. Though at times timid in a classroom,
she makes it a habit to put forth issues that rarely enter the limelight.
This September, Damindra intends to study Visual Arts in the hopes of
becoming a high-school art teacher. Damindra is passionate about her
belief that all individuals are capable of persevering, and reaping the
benefits of their own determination.
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Kathryn Lupton

Honourable Mention
Hastings and Prince Edward District School Board

Cherish the Goldfish

t

he mother and daughter bond is one which can
never be replaced. When it is lost, the grieving
process is much different than the loss of a family
pet. If a child is given the responsibility of a pet goldfish,
she eventually learns about the misfortunes of death.
One morning, she finds Eddie floating upside-down in
his bowl, and sheds a few tears while Daddy flushes him
down the toilet. Then, after a day of school, the child
returns to find vibrant, fluorescent life swimming in the
bowl. It is named Ernie or Fred and the child goes about
her life as if nothing happened; it is almost as if the fish
awoke from the dead, as fresh and animated as the day
before.
When a child loses a family member, however, the
recovery from grief is a long struggle. Sometimes, full
recovery never occurs. That child is left with a scar the
size of the Atlantic Ocean and her heart occasionally
feels subjected to equally freezing temperatures. But to
lose a mother is worst of all. There is no one to provide
the gentle, unconditional love that only a mother can
give.
At three years of age, I barely knew how to speak,
let alone comprehend the meaning of the word ‘cancer’.
When I heard Mom tell Dad that she had this disease, I
didn’t know the horrors that were associated with it. I
never knew that tiny cells could have enough power to
overtake a person solely by multiplying in number.
At five years of age, I waddled into Mommy’s hospital
room, relieved to escape the suffering cancer patients
whom I saw from the hospital halls, all caught in the net
of fate. Their faces haunted my nightmares for years.
“Hi honey,” Mom croaked from the back of her
throat. “Good morning.” She was smiling, though a tear
traced the contours of her pale cheek.
Dad inched just inside the door. His face bore an
expression overflowing with pain and sorrow. I never
understood why.
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I sat on the edge of Mom’s bed, eating stale apple
pie and sipping tart apple juice a nurse had offered me.
Mom asked me the usual questions.
“How’s school, sweety?”
“Oh, it’s great Mom. I get to colour and draw all day.
Sometimes we get playtime.”
“Oh, really? And who do you play with?”
“My friend, Christina. She’s the best. Umm, Mommy,
what’s wrong?”
Something wasn’t right this time. Mom’s voice
contained a pinch of concern. To this day, I wonder
whether that concern was for her near end or my future.
Perhaps she was concerned for both.
“Nothing, honey, I’m just fine.”
The next weekend, Dad came home and found me in
the living room of our apartment. He asked to speak with
me alone, took me into my room, and sat on the bottom
bunk of my bed. His eyes brimmed with tears that swam
down his cheek, like tiny, incessant waves skimming the
ocean shore. I’d never seen him cry before that moment;
Dad was the strongest human being I’d ever known. I
looked up at him, reflecting his facial expression.
For the longest minute of my life, we sat in silence;
Dad, shuddering every few seconds, and I, searching for
the truth in the creases of his face. I couldn’t bear the icy
silence any longer.
“Bobo, your mother has passed away.”
Dad had called me Bobo ever since I could remember,
but only when he wanted to have a “father-daughter
talk”.
“What does that mean, Daddy?” The sting in his
words caused me to tear up as well.
“Honey, you won’t see your Mommy again.”
“Why?”
“Mommy has gone to heaven.”
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That was it. My mother just disappeared like a horrific
magic trick. She had held me afloat in the deep, dark
sea and it was as if she’d vanished into the Bermuda
Triangle. I’d never see her face, or hear her gentle laugh
when I did something for attention, or have guidance
to whole-heartedly depend on throughout my life: I was
motherless.

Kathryn Lupton lives with her father and stepmother in Marmora, Ontario
and is looking forward to studying English at university this fall. She has a
passion for literature and wishes to travel to a third world country to teach
young people about creative writing. As an active member of her school
community, she is part of the school band and is the Student Council’s
Co-president. She would like to thank all of the strong women in her life
who have molded her and supported her over the years.
Rest in peace Lucinda Fairbrother: 1958 - 1997.

You see, I had a fish once. He passed away one
morning, I cried, and Daddy had to flush him down the
toilet. But when Mom passed away, there was no new
mother to take her place that afternoon. Each day, I
would wake up, looking forward to enjoying Cheerios
for breakfast with my mom. I longed to kiss her awake in
the morning, yet she was never there to kiss. I eventually
realized that Mommy really wasn’t coming back. I
remember asking myself: Did my fish have cancer, too?
As I grow older, I am beginning to understand that
my mother might have passed on, but that this does not
mean I can’t find motherly qualities in my other strong
female guardians. My grandmother, my aunts, and my
stepmother have all taken part in molding me into the
individual I am today. They’ve given me the insight and
the inspiration it takes to be an independent young
woman.
The only advice I can give to any young people who
have or are suffering the loss of someone as vital as a
parent, a grandparent, or even a close friend, is to not
lose sight of the course ahead of you. Fight the cold
water, grab on to the nearest piece of driftwood, and
trust that it will guide you to safe land. Your instincts
and the people around you will help you swim to safety.
Love these people as they show love to you. I didn’t have
the knowledge then that I do now. I was too young
to understand that I should have cherished every last
moment with my mother. But now, I know that she
would want me to keep myself afloat, with or without
her.
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Chelsey Tremblay

Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

The Permanency of Change

p

ain is always a memorable experience, whether it
is emotional or physical. However, when the pain is
self-inflicted, for whatever the purpose, it makes it
a much more vivid memory with more depth to it. In my
case, this self-inflicted pain left behind a beautiful scar
which I will proudly wear for the rest of my life.
The tattoo parlour had a distinctive smell; a cross
between sweat and sanitizer. My heart raced in my chest
as I looked around the spacious area painted a striking
red with multiple dark accents such as samurai armour,
numerous fake skulls, and a dark mahogany desk which
shone in the light streaming through the windows. It was
clearly a centerpiece in the room and also served as a
way of separating the tattoo area from the piercing area.
It all seemed surreal, as I had never expected a tattoo
shop to be so beautifully decorated. I could feel my
endorphins rushing through my veins, not from fear but
from longing.
Something permanent was a completely foreign
idea to me. It seems that nothing in life is permanent.
People change, perceptions change, we change, and we
cause change. Nothing ever stays the same. To have this
etched into my skin was a frightening idea; there were
so many bad situations that could arise from this. What
if I regretted it? What if the artist made a mistake and my
design had to be altered? What if it wasn’t exactly how I
wanted it to look? There would be nothing I could do to
change any of those things.
Change -- it’s a comforting thing. It means nothing
ever stays the same. It means despite your attempts to
ensure your stability, the river of life will cause you to move
upstream and morph your tactics, changing and solving
your problems while creating new ones. It means that
you won’t have to deal with the same thing day after day
and that each and every day something new can happen.
So why would I want to get something permanent, the
complete opposite of change? Change; change made me
crave permanency. After my grandmother died, it really
set in that nothing was permanent. That despite the
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medicine she took, the love she gave, and the memories
we had together, she still wasn’t going to be in my life
permanently. I was sick of change after my first largescale experience with it. Thus, I craved permanency.
To have something permanently etched in my skin to
remember someone I love was the perfect way for me
to create permanency. It would be on my skin forever
to mock the changes of my life, to show that despite
the twists and turns my life took, I would always have a
little piece of me that could not be altered, crossed out,
or erased.
Rethink, redesign, rewrite, repeat. Finally, I was
ready. Buzz buzz buzz. The artist checked his tools for
any problems, the needle happily bouncing away in his
hand. “Are you ready?” he asked, knowing it was my
first experience with this, and not certain how I would
handle the pain.
I took a slow breath and collected myself. “Yes,”
I answered, bracing myself against the chair. I felt the
needle tease my skin, hovering just above it before
coming down with full force. The pain was a shock; it
was as if someone was attempting to rip my skin off inch
by inch.
“Stop!” The word came out before I had time to
process it. He obliged and the angry needle retreated
for the moment, the buzz wearing down and eventually
dying. I let out a breath I hadn’t even realized I’d been
holding.
No, I thought to myself. I won’t change my mind.
This was something I had thought about and planned
restlessly for months on end, forever changing the
design to make it perfect. I took a deep breath, savouring
the feeling of fullness in my lungs for a moment before
forcing it out. Slowly my breathing returned to normal,
though the sweat was unpreventable.
“Are you ready?” the artist asked, holding the
needle without bringing it to life. I closed my eyes in
silent prayer.
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“Definitely,” I responded, collecting myself. Buzz and
the needle was alive and pumping pigment into my skin.
I could feel my skin become red and angry, like a dog
that clearly showed its anger by baring its fangs. I bit my
lip to prevent myself from crying out to stop. The needle
sent vibrations up my entire back, like messages between
nerves. I could feel the artist’s movement. From left to
right in beautiful calligraphy, just like my grandmother’s
writing which I had admired in her letters. How I longed
to write like that. Hers was an ocean current, calm and
wavy, while mine was marred and distorted like fresh
claw marks.
After forty five minutes of inexplicable pain, the artist
finally leaned back to admire his work. I had gripped
the chair so hard my nails were forever imprinted in the
chair’s leather covering. I took a moment to let my body
settle; I’d put it through too much today, and I knew
it. My mind was unchanged, but my body was weak
and protesting the subway ride home, wishing to rest. I
hesitantly fought gravity to get to my feet, and looked in
the large mirror situated a few feet away from the tattoo
area.
There, on the left side of my back, the words sat. I
admired their beauty, realizing that it was finally done.
Nothing could reverse it; nothing could take it from
me. It was finally mine: A quote from Robert Service,
an ancient poet with wisdom that still correlates with
today’s society, which is why my grandmother admired
his work. “For life is not the thing we thought, and not
the thing we plan.”
It is ironic that the only permanent thing on my body
speaks of change.
Chelsey was raised in Mississauga by her mother. She works part-time
in a grocery store, and she spends her spare time either with friends or
reading. Her favourite reading material is poetry, so it’s only fitting that
her essay is centered around an excerpt from Robert Service, her favourite
poet.
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Joel Vaughan

Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

A Quantitative Metamorphosis

s

tatistics are everywhere. On a daily basis we are
confronted with the quantitative, whether it is
populations, probabilities, or percentages. With so
many impersonal integers bombarding one every day, it
is difficult to find any emotional attachment. The obese
child is four times as likely to be depressed. 5, 709,
329 Jews were killed in the Holocaust. These fantastic
numbers are imposed with the intention of surprise,
though often they blend into pop-culture hearsay. Such
facts are worth deliberating for entertainment’s sake, but
it is almost impossible to make an actual bridge between
such verities and actual values. Brushing off statistics was
an everyday experience for me, and I learned to ignore
them before I even attempted an emotional connection.
Daily statistics desensitized me into believing that the
Holocaust count was just a number, that there really were
no depressed obese children. I had lost all connection
between quantitative and qualitative. It would require a
significant event to change this inflexible way of thinking
to which I so often resorted, though turning points are
rarely tame.
We begin on a relatively commonplace night. I was
being punished for my procrastination, and I had been
crunching math homework since sundown. Being well
past midnight, I was notably curious about the scuffling
outside my open door. I was satisfied to see the shadow
of my father stumbling down the front staircase, armed
with a comforter and pillow, footsteps muffled by the
carpet. In retrospect, this was unusual; my parents had
been fighting often lately, but my father’s being driven
to a separate room was an oddity. There hadn’t been
any yelling, but there never was. Although my siblings
and I knew about them, “disagreements” were hidden
from us. After all, we were a regular family: Mom, Dad,
and four children. Our picket fence wasn’t white, but
it was a picket fence nonetheless. Although Mom and
Dad had been at odds lately, this was the first time in
my memory that their relationship hit a rough patch -certainly this wasn’t anything worth a second thought.
I recall justifying these assumptions with the fact that
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my parents had known each other since grade two. I
had this advantage over my peers; I had a family with a
foundation.
Enter Kathleen, my younger sister of two years. The
hour was well past her usual bedtime, and the fact that
she had silent tears pouring down her red cheeks gave
me an initial shock. Almost immediately though, it hit
me. Her bedroom was upstairs, and she probably caught
a few lines of tonight’s bout. Kathleen had always
been especially sensitive to these arguments and this
must have led her to pop the question she had asked a
thousand times before: “Are Mom and Dad going to get
a divorce?” I hadn’t considered this in quite some time.
“No.” I assured her, and I knew it, too. No, things would
be fine. And that was the end of our discourse; she went
off to bed, still upset, but satisfied in the assumption that
I knew what I was talking about. Kathleen put too much
trust in me.
Cut to the next day, a Thursday -- a warm day. School
was mediocre, and afterwards I pulled a short shift at the
local library. It was after these hours of exertion, walking
through the parking lot with my mother that I became
privy to a very interesting statistic: Fifty-five per cent of
men are guilty of committing adultery. This statistic,
however, doesn’t mention twelve months with a family
friend, multiple exchanges in the past that were meant
to be seen as “hints”, or a world of put-on emotions
that now made my family life seem suddenly plastic and
insignificant. Mom was not so callous as to describe
these despicable deeds in such an effortless phrase, but
such abbreviations are necessary. The English language
cannot do justice to such painful descriptions.
I gave up. I wasn’t particularly shocked anymore, nor
extremely sad; I simply no longer cared. The combination
of a destroyed family foundation, the average amount
of stress from high-school, and the always meddling
teenage hormones threw me into a seemingly permanent
downward spiral. I didn’t enjoy anything, feeling barren
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and empty. I still can’t comprehend how my mother
must have felt.
It was a long road back. The abridged version would
be “I got my shit together” but in reality the story would
include a counsellor named Denise, a tedious suburban
move, and communication between the “remaining
members” of my family. It wasn’t until I found my way
out of this plummet that I realized what had launched
the spiral in the first place. I had become the impersonal
number that I refused to relate to, and therefore I refused
to relate to myself, resulting in my transformation into an
empty vessel.

Though born in Newmarket, Joel now resides in Bradford, Ontario with
his mother and three siblings. In his spare time he enjoys reading, writing
and listening to artists ranging from Liszt to Metallica. Being musically
inclined to some extent, Joel plays percussion in a few school bands. He
looks forward to a future of English study, and thanks all who have helped
him along the way.

It was then that I realized the quantitative-qualitative
association. Though statistics may be heartless and
unrelatable, they are not meaningless digits. Obese
children are becoming depressed -- actually depressed.
5, 709, 329 Jews were killed in the Holocaust. This
number isn’t just a tally, it is a summation of more
terror, confusion, shock, and oppression than any one
person could ever endure. Men were killed. Women
were killed. Children who could barely understand the
concepts of racism were brutally murdered. 5, 709, 329
isn’t a number. 5, 709, 329 is anything but.
This realization transformed my perspective. With the
daily bombardment of statistics, I can now differentiate
between mindless knowledge and important fact. I
became the very number that I disregarded so stubbornly,
and I now find that I can relate to all the other numbers
that confront me. Not only can I sympathize, but I can
empathize and even take a plan of action. This epiphany
has created a whole new reason to live, and for the first
time I can feel real emotion for 5, 709, 329 faceless
people. My experience in being a digit has connected
me with all other digits, and I am proud to leave no
number behind.
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TURNING POINTS ANNUAL AWARDS LUNCHEON
Brantford
Congratulations to all of the Turning Points winners!
On Wednesday, June 16th, 2010 the Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board joined the Learning Partnership in
celebrating the successes of seven essay award winners at the Woodland Cultural Centre in Brantford, Ontario. Award recipients
were presented with engraved plaques, cash prizes and beautiful Dream Weavers blankets blessed by an Elder. Ralph Summers,
Special Projects Officer, emceed the event; Mary Jamieson, Youth Service Officer (NPAAMB) and Rod Thompson, Director of
Programs (TLP) presented the awards. Amos Key Jr., President of NPAAMB, brought greetings and congratulations.

NPAAMB
Brantford
Grade 9&12 Winners
“Every trial endured and weathered in the right spirit,
makes a soul nobler and stronger than it was before”.
–James Buckham, Author
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Michael Lickers

First Place
Grand Erie District School Board / Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board

Leaving the Life

“I’

ve seen the man use the needle, seen the needle
use the man, I’ve seen them crawl from the cradle
to the gutter on their hands. They fight a war but
it’s fatal, it’s so hard to understand.” – Megadeth

There are times in our lives that change us, sometimes
for the better, sometimes for the worse. The change may
be something of colossal importance to one person, and
of none to another. There was a single event, unnoticed
and insignificant to the world that caused a man to give
up a life of sex, drugs, and crime.
It’s a beautiful day outside, the sun is shining on the
rooftops of the tenements, the garbage in the alleyway
almost seems to glow in its light. The air smells of
pollution from the nearby factories. The only thing that
Zach had said on the phone earlier was, “Get over here
immediately, we’ve got work to do.”
I am anxious and slightly afraid; Zach sounded
different on the phone, a slight edge to his normally calm
tone. I’m heading to where Zach lives. “Ghetto ain’t just
for minorities bro,” Zach had said. I quicken my pace,
pushed onward by a sense of urgency.
Arriving at Zach’s, I hear a shout, “If it’s Mike, c’mon
in, if not, scram!” I enter the small, poorly lit room. It’s
a mess, beer bottles and empty food containers strewn
around haphazardly, and every visible surface has traces
of cocaine on it. The air smells strongly of cigarettes and
THC. The place looks exactly like the hell hole I remember
it to be.
Sitting on what looks like a cross between a bean
bag chair and a giant turd, is a thin young man with a
sunken face, grey-blue eyes, a broken nose and thin lips.
There’s a cigarette between his nicotine-stained fingers.
He looks up at me from behind his shaggy brown hair,
and says, “Took ya long enough,” with a voice that can
only be gained by chain smoking and doing more drugs
than any human has ever seen.
“Yeah, I had to walk,” I reply.
“We’re goin’ to check on Scott,” he growls.
68

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010

I raise my eyebrow, “Why? Somethin’ wrong with
‘im?” I ask.
Zach takes a long drag of his smoke and then puts it
out on the turd-chair, “Haven’t heard from him in a few
days, he won’t answer calls and nobody’s seen ‘im.”
I look at Zach, “Who’s drivin’?” I ask.
Zach laughs, “Dee’s gonna drive!” he says with a
grin. Danielle is Zach’s on and off girlfriend: an oxy addict,
kinda crazy, and definitely of no help to Zach’s drug use.
We drive out to Scott’s place in the bush. Scott lives
alone. Twenty years old. A heroin addict and a high
school dropout. The house isn’t really his; it’s abandoned.
He took up residence there about a year prior.
We get there faster than we’d thought. If he’s here,
he won’t be at his best, and if he’s not here, we’ve got a
hell of a job cut out for us,” I say stoned face. Zach just
nods. We leave the car and come to the door. Zach looks
terrified, so I put on my most serious face and say, “Let’s
go.” He grins and we push open the door.
The inside of the house is disgusting, the floorboards
are rotting and broken, the wallpaper is peeling off, and
the ceiling has just sunken down. There’s no real furniture
in the whole place, just some sleeping bags and an air
mattress. The air smells bad, but I don’t say anything,
dismissing it as the smell of an old house. We walk for a
bit without a word. Zach eventually breaks the silence.
“Do you smell that?” he asks, cautiously.
“Now that you mention it, yeah, I do. I wonder what
it is,” I reply.
We eventually head upstairs; the smell is much
stronger here. There’s a closed door at the end of the
hallway, a bathroom if I recall correctly.
“That’s where the smell’s coming from,” Zach says,
pointing at the doorway. Every instinct in me is telling me
to run, to get out of the house as quickly as possible and
to never look back, but I grit my teeth and push onwards;
I need to find out. I take a deep breath and start to walk
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towards the door. I am almost certain of what the smell
is now. I feel sick to my stomach but I push the feeling
down.
I put my hand on the doorknob. Zach just nods –
he looks as sick as I feel. I open the door and walk in. I
immediately regret it.

Mike Lickers currently resides in the boondocks, just outside Hagersville,
Ontario with his parents and two sisters. He is quite active in the music
community and runs audio equipment for various institutions. Mike
spends a lot of his time with his friends on the Six Nations Reserve or in
the tenements of the city. He’s a tenacious young man with a powerful
sense of family and friendship, and will not hesitate to help someone in
trouble. Mike’s favourite past time is rocking out with his band, playing
bass, singing, and being generally awesome.

The smell is overwhelming. Zach is staring into the
room in horror; I turn my head and vomit on the floor.
I knew what it was the whole time, and yet I continued
on. In the bathtub lay what was once the body of Scott
-- partially rotted, maggots crawling on top of the body.
I vomit again, but I can’t look away from him. His eyes
leaking fluid, bone showing through in places, muscle
sinew in others. I break my gaze away and see the tools
of his demise. Five dirty syringes, the remains of a line of
cocaine, and an empty bottle of pills.
Suicide.
I turn around and look at Zach, and he knew what I
was thinking. We look at each other sullenly. I say, “Let’s
go,” and then walk out the door.
Scott’s death hit us pretty hard, but it made us realize
that we were living too dangerously. Zach cleaned up
and moved to B.C. I gave up the drugs and the crime.
We were changed forever, all because of one event,
unknown to the rest of the world, a story that will never
be in the papers and never be remembered by anyone
but us. His death was incredibly significant to our lives;
it changed us for the better. He will live on forever in
our battle worn hearts. We crawled to the gutter, but
climbed back out. We went through the fires of hell, and
we have the scars to prove it.
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Shelby Percival

Second Place
Grand Erie District School Board / Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board

The End Is Where We Begin

t

hursday May 22nd, 2008, is one day in my life
that I will never forget. That day provided me with
a life changing moment, a turning point in my
life. This turning point wasn’t minor; it was, in fact, a
major change for me and I have had to adjust to it. My
experience made me a better person and brought out
traits within me that I didn’t know existed. It changed the
way I view aspects of life and it had a profound impact
on my values and beliefs. I was in the type of situation
most people don’t even think of. This was the day that I
tore my anterior cruciate ligament and this is the story of
how it changed my life forever.
A single hour, a single minute. That’s all it took for
my life to change completely and irrevocably. When I first
hit the ground, the pain was unbearable. The first thing I
thought of was playing soccer again. I didn’t realize that
I actually had a serious injury. The next day it was time
for the doctors. I had been up most of the night, and the
one thing that bothered me the most was that I didn’t
know what I had done. I remember my step dad trying
to determine the same thing, and even he couldn’t have
guessed what I did. The walk-in clinic was first, and then
my family doctor, then the MRI at the Brantford General
Hospital, then onto an orthopaedic surgeon. The only
previous surgery I had was to remove my tonsils. The MRI
had determined what my doctor feared after a particularly
painful visit – my anterior cruciate ligament (ACL) had
snapped in half. It was decided that my surgery date was
September 9, 2008. By this point, crutches had become
my best friends and travelled with me wherever I went.
My surgeon went over the procedure with me, saying
it involved several small incisions, a microscopic camera,
and some metal rods. The fact that I was going ‘under
the knife,’ didn’t really hit me until later. All I wanted to
do was push past everything and try to regain a normal
life.
In the weeks leading up to my surgery, I began
gaining strength. I had decided to fight back hard against
what had limited my mobility. I was getting better with
the crutches and the pain wasn’t as bad anymore. I had
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a system for every situation I encountered, like climbing
the stairs. I started to teach myself to walk. First it was
just small distances, but I would gradually try to increase
them. I soon accomplished walking without the crutches.
My independence started returning. The crutches turned
to a cane and I would walk around the house sometimes
using nothing. I tried not to think about what I was
doing, or I would have lost all of my confidence. Soon
enough I could feel my surgery date bearing down on
me, and I wasn’t even afraid. I was ready to get on with
my life and start fresh.
The recovery process and rehabilitation were almost
as hard as spending my summer on crutches. After that
summer, I never wanted to look at crutches again. I went
to physiotherapy three times a week. Walking like a
normal person was the objective that my trainers and I
worked towards. My knee used to make constant clicking
noises which were often painful. My independence was
again taken away just as it returned and my confidence
decreased. I pushed past my impediments though and
was able to accomplish what I wanted for so long. I could
walk again. Walking is one thing people always take for
granted. I worked more with my therapists in order to
get back to soccer. My parents paid for a fifteen hundred
dollar brace for me and today I play soccer two to three
times a week. I’m back to where I began, well almost.
Throughout the ordeal, the experience had a
profound impact on me and my life. I am an independent
individual and this freedom was taken from me because
of my injury. My limited mobility also caused me to miss
countless weeks of school. Coming in for exams was a
hassle and the pain afterwards was almost unbearable.
This experience has taught me that no matter how
impossible a situation seems, you can almost always
overcome it. My mom told me that night that I shouldn’t
go to practice and I ignored her. I never really believed in
superstition but I do now. She also said that everything
happened for a reason; my life changed for the better
because of it. This year I have undertaken more roles
than in previous years, such as organizing Relay for Life. I
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am now more vocal about my opinions than I have been
in the past. It has changed me emotionally and I rely on
myself more than ever now. I know now that my family
is my support system and I can always count on them.
There were experiences I missed and adventures I can
never take because of this. I live my life differently for the
pure fact that I don’t know what’s going to happen next.
This has brought me closer to my family and made me
more confident of my abilities.
The way I look at my ordeal is that it was both a
horrible experience as well as a blessing in disguise. It
gave me the courage to move forward in my life and
leave behind the things that were now irrelevant. When
I was told that I needed knee surgery to reconstruct my
ACL, I thought that was the end. The end of my summer,
the end of soccer, and oddly enough I thought it was the
end of a part of me. However, I was wrong. My end was
my beginning; it was the beginning of the next chapter
in my life.
Shelby is a senior student in the Laurier Program at Brantford Collegiate
Institute. She has a passion for learning and her favourite subject is
history. Shelby plans to attend York University and continue on to law
school. Shelby lives in Brantford with her dad and brother, as well as
with her mom, step-dad, youngest brother and dog, Soccer. Her family’s
nickname for her is “Bijie.” She is an avid soccer player and fan -- Portugal
is her favourite team. She is often referred to by her classmates as
outgoing and funny. Her future goal is to make her dream of becoming
a lawyer a reality.
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Marissa Martin

Third place
Grand Erie District School Board / Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board

Wounded Wings

w

hen I was younger, I was so oblivious to the world
around me. I always had my head in the clouds,
and if anything went wrong, I would block it out
and think of only the good memories. That has always
been a problem of mine. I tried to block out everything
and everyone. I thought I could block out the truth.
My crisis, though, happened over a period of time.
I was fed lies all my life and the naïve kid that I was,
gobbled down every little morsel of them. I would wake
up to drunken people screaming and fighting with each
other. I was insulted and rejected by the person whom
I used to call ‘father’. I have never experienced what
a normal family should be like. This was my normal:
drinking, fighting, and pain.
Only two people in this world affected my life
tremendously: my grandma and my mom. My grandma
is the one who saved me from this hellhole I was living
in. She saved me from the destructive path I would have
taken if I stayed any longer.
My mom, now, is a different story. My mom is a very
complicated person, like myself. I was a quiet little girl,
and because of that, I didn’t have many friends. I had my
twin sister, or my mother. Although my sister and I were
inseparable, we never saw eye to eye, so most of the
time I gravitated towards my mom. She was my angel,
my goofball, my best friend, and most importantly, my
teacher. She embraced every good quality I have: respect,
honesty, loyalty, caring, and love. Every time I would feel
down, my mom always knew the words to lift me up. I
didn’t have to say a word and she knew exactly what I
wanted to say by the emotion on my face. I could tell
my mother anything and she wouldn’t judge me. No
matter how terrible anything would get, no matter who
would leave me, I would always have my mother…or so
I thought.
My mom has been through a lot in her life. Like my
grandma, she was sexually abused when she was nine
years old and never really got over it. My mom has been
involved with drinking and drugs since she was eighteen.
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I never really knew any of this until I was taken away
from her when I was fifteen. I would always run from it;
I could never fully accept it. The truth is my mother is a
drug addict.
From the time the CAS took me, until now, she has
been on a roller coaster ride. She’s tried rehab three times,
got arrested for possession, lived from house to house,
always borrowing money, and in and out of jobs. All she
desired was drugs -- losing her house, car, and eventually
all her kids. I can’t imagine wanting something so badly
that you lost everything you ever loved.
I thought I was very close to my mom, but she is the
type who always needs love from a man. She was in a
relationship with my little sister’s dad for ten years, and
he treated her like shit, always physically and mentally
abusing her to the point where she believed she deserved
it. I would always be the one trying to comfort her by
saying, “You don’t deserve that!” or “You can do way
better than him!” What I really wanted to say was, “Isn’t
my love enough to make you happy? You don’t ever
need a man; you have me!”
My mom was depressed for a very long time. She
suffered from anxiety attacks. She would sleep for days
at a time. I can’t remember the last time she was ever
happy. The sad reality is that I felt her pain and became
just as depressed as she was. I always felt like no one
loved me. My sister was so angry at the world that we
would end up in fist fights, while my mom was sleeping
the pain away. I felt so worthless. I wanted to die when
I was fifteen!
No one ever knew though. People would always say,
“I always see you smiling.” The smile is what healed my
pain, even if it was temporary. I was able to smile, laugh,
and joke with people all day long, but as soon as my feet
hit that doorstep, my heart would sink. I was only a child
and all I dreamed of was happiness. I wanted everyone
to feel joy. What can I do? Where can I go? Nothing…
nowhere. I felt so much pain because I loved so hard,
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cared too much, and wanted change so badly. I couldn’t
change, not only a lifetime, but a century of suffering.
The turning point in my life though, is not who I’ve
been, or what I’ve been through, or who I’ve loved, but
writing this essay right now. The process of reliving my
past and putting everything into words has made me
think. It has shown me that even though I feel weak, I
am strong. That no matter how badly I suffered, it’s for a
reason. That my love for someone will never change over
time and that there is good in everything that happens.
My mom is not a perfect person, but there is one
thing that is good in her, and that is me. All I want her
to know is that if I can face my fears of expressing how
I feel in words, not run from my past or the truth, that
maybe she can do the same. She is worthy of happiness
and true love. All she needs is to see what I see in her
and to use everything she has ever taught me, even her
mistakes. My mother is nothing but an angel, who has
fallen, and I believe one day, she will be able to fly.
Marissa Martin moved to Canada when she was five years old, with her
twin sister and her mother. After being removed from her mother’s care
at age fifteen, she and her sister were placed in her grandmother’s home.
Here she developed a passion for art and is very excited to be attending
Mohawk College in the fall for Graphic Design. Marissa has a knack for
creating beauty. She is very artistic and empathizes always with her peers
and teachers alike. Most importantly, Marissa is thankful for the guidance
and love her grandmother has given her.
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Karlee Martin

Fourth place
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Broken

w

hen I think of respect, I think of how I respect my
grandmother for every little thing she has ever
done for me. She may not know this because
I don’t really tell her these things, but it seems that
whenever I think of respect, I never think of my mother.
It’s not like I never had respect for my mother, I just lost
all respect for everything.

mom that, too. She didn’t listen to me, like always. Jodi
had this snake-type look, the obvious leach who uses
you. Of course, my instincts were right; Jodi was a crackhead who helped ruin my mother’s life completely. He
got my mother hooked on crack/cocaine. I don’t know
which one she used, maybe both, but honestly, I don’t
want to know.

Respect is a big part of my values, and when I lose
that respect, it is really hard for me to get it back. When
the person responsible is your mother, it seemed like she
would have had to do something horrible. Basically, it was
the decisions she made in her life. Every little decision she
made affected me in a lot of ways. Most of my mother’s
decision making was influenced by men. It seemed that
mother always depended on men; not just for money
but for providing her with love. I couldn’t understand,
however, why it was, that that “love” she had always
seemed to make her cry.

Slowly, but surely, I was losing my mother to drugs.
She would leave us in the house for four days at a
time, without food, without heat, without water and
with garbage strewn everywhere. Of course, being the
teenager that I was, I would drink and smoke weed.
Alcohol and weed would help me forget about all my
problems, at least for a little while.

Fighting seemed to be a big part of my life. Waking up
to drunken people screaming at each other, sometimes
throwing things at each other was a regular occurrence.
All I would be thinking about was how I would get up
for school in the morning. Next came the swearing;
I heard almost every bad word ever created. Most of
these situations involved one person: Craig, my little
sister’s father. He used to be the source of all my pain
and screwed up thinking. He used to call me “b-tch”,
“c-nt”, and “fat cow”. After four or five years of the
mental abuse, I actually thought everything he told me
was true. I thought I was worthless and dumb, and the
ugliest person alive. I don’t think I ever got over all of that
because I still think negatively about myself and believe
that some of these things are true. The worst part is that
my mother knew all of this was happening, and ignored
it. Did my mother even love me?
After my mom finally got rid of Craig, she found a way
to draw in an even worse problem. When I thought no
one could be worse than Craig, she brought Jodi around.
From our first meeting I knew he was trouble; I told my
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I had complete freedom to do whatever I wanted.
Then when my mother came home, she would wonder
why her daughters were drunk. Of course, I took every
chance I had to yell at her. I told her the complete truth;
I never held anything back, even if it hurt her. The sad
thing was, I never ever felt badly for doing it. It got to a
point when I hated going home. I would have the most
amazing day at school then go home and feel so much
pain, anger, and sadness.
The day I was taken away by the Children’s Aid
Society is the day my mother lost me completely. What I
mean by this is that day she lost all my trust and respect,
and trust and respect is everything to me. I remember my
mother telling my sister and me that we were going for
only a few weeks. But I was yelling at her, “You and I both
know that we are going to be gone for good.” I think I
was even more furious because Jodi was in that house,
my house. Even before all of this, I told my mother that if
he stayed there then we were going to get taken away.
I may have been young at the time but I wasn’t stupid. I
knew who he was and what he did. But it appeared that
my mother would rather have Jodi, than have her own
children. It hurt in so many ways that I don’t think I will
ever get over it. This didn’t happen just once, but twice
in my life.
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To forgive is a hard thing for me to do, even for little
things. I will never ever forgive my mother completely.
I will always have in the back of my mind that she will
screw up, then hurt me again and again. I will always
think that she will never change. I’m not saying that
I never want to see my mother, because I do. We will
just never have a normal mother-daughter relationship.
There will always be doubt. I’m just going to live my life
to the fullest. I’m going to do all the things that I want
to accomplish, all the things that no one thought I could
do on my own, like graduate high school, go to college,
get an apartment, buy myself a car, and travel the world.

Born in Davenport, Iowa, Karlee Martin is eighteen years old, living with
her grandmother on the Six Nations Reserve. She originally moved to
Canada because her grandfather had the insight to keep her with him in
order to protect her from a life in foster care. Karlee has two sisters, one
of whom is her twin. She likes to hang out with friends and family. She
is a good student and is attending Mohawk College in the fall, where she
plans to take a General Arts and Science program, hoping it will guide her
in selecting a career. She is grateful for the positive influence her teachers
have had on her, as they have helped her through hard times. Karlee
would not be the person she is today without the positive influence of
school.

The one good thing about my mother is that she
taught me A LOT. When I was little, she taught me to
respect others, to be polite, to be honest with everyone,
and to get a good education. What I have learned on my
own is responsibility, to never give up on what I believe
in, and most of all, to learn from my mistakes, or more
suitably, someone else’s. No one is perfect and everyone
makes at least one mistake, if not more. The key is to
learn from the mistakes I have made, and then change
for the better. I’m still learning everyday, the things to do
and what not to do. Now it’s my choice to choose the
right path for me, for a better life; a life of happiness.
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Hattie Anderson
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She’s Too Young

I

t was two weeks after my 16th birthday; I was
sitting in second period when, “Ms. Calloway, could
you send Hattie Anderson to the guidance office,”
interrupted the class over the intercom.
My heart was racing, my hands were sweating. I
knew the reason I was being called down there, but no
one else did. As I walked through the door, I was directed
to the office were the school nurse was sitting. At this
point my heart was racing like crazy!
The nurse handed me a cup; I needed to know. I
handed the cup back to her; she a put a stick in it. The
question came, “Hattie, are you going to be disappointed
if you’re pregnant, or are you going to be happy?”
I couldn’t answer her questions. All I thought was
“Wow! I’m 16. I shouldn’t be sitting here. What’s
everyone going to think? What are my parents going to
think or do?”
“Congratulations, Hattie, you’re going to be a
mom,” the nurse said. I froze. I didn’t know what to say,
my mind was blank. All my thoughts stood still. I wasn’t
just a teenager anymore; I was going to be a teen mom.
As I walked through the halls, I was lost for words.
I had to go back to class, but I knew as soon as I
walked in, I’d have to tell him, Willard. We’d been dating
for half a year. Everything was going so well, you know,
it was a reach for the stars, over the moon kind of thing.
We had just moved in with each other and he was my
best friend.
I sat beside Willard and told him right then and there,
“I’m pregnant.”
Willard’s face looked so scared. He got really quiet,
then said, “I’ll be here, with every choice you make.”
I guess you could say it never really hit me about
my being a mom until nine months later on August
11, 2008. It was my third day of being in labour. Most
teenagers would be having fun at the beach or hanging
out at the movies right about now, but not me. Willard
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and I were trying to figure out, with my midwives, what
the best solution for me and my unborn child would be.
I was trying to have my baby at the Birthing Centre.
A birthing centre provides a homey birth experience for
the mother, baby, and extended family. In most cases,
birthing centres are freestanding buildings, although
they may be attached to a hospital. Birthing centres
may be located in residential areas and generally include
amenities such as private rooms with soft lighting,
showers, and whirlpool tubs. A kitchen may be available
for the family to use.
Things were just too complicated; the baby was stuck
in my pelvis. My body hadn’t matured yet; overall growth
was not yet finished. Becoming pregnant during the teen
years poses some serious health risks, not only for the
teenager, but to the unborn child.
We decided that I needed to go to the hospital.
As soon as I arrived I was sent to the maternity ward
where I was hooked up to many wires connecting to my
stomach, my chest and my arms. The pains I was feeling
were so horrible!
Needles were being pushed into my arm every time
I had a contraction. I remember Willard saying to one
of the nurses, “Do you want me to poke you with that
needle and see how you like it?” Willard stood beside me
one hundred per cent during my pregnancy and labour.
I remember hearing a beep, beep, beep which was
the heart rate of my unborn child. The rate was dropping.
A million things were going through my head. I feared
for the safety of my unborn child.
It was no longer my choice as to what I wanted or
how I wanted to give birth. The doctor said I needed an
emergency C section; I had no choice. I was so upset. I
didn’t know what was going to happen. Everything was
going so fast. The next thing I remember a nurse was
pushing my bed down the hallway and Willard, wearing
some nurse’s outfit, walking beside me. Then he was
gone. The doctors made him stay in the hallway until the
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surgery was finished. It was not what I wanted, I needed
him, wanted him. I felt so alone and scared.
I was put on a cold table, needles once again being
pushed into my arms, tubes being shoved down my
throat, and something being pushed in me. I wanted
to scream, ”WILLARD!” but everything went black. On
August 11, 2008 at 5:30 p.m. the most beautiful, most
wonderful baby boy arrived into my life weighing 8 lb
and 2 oz.
I woke up from my surgery at 7:30 p.m. As soon
as I woke up, I saw Willard standing there with Brian
Dean Anderson, tears rolling down his face. “He is so
beautiful,” Willard said. The first time I ever looked at
him he smiled at me and tears ran down my face as well.
I did it; he is here -- healthy, nothing wrong with him.
My baby boy was finally here.
The next four months were great. I had everything I
wanted: my son and his dad. I really thought I had it all
and nothing could go wrong.
Then Willard started to change. I was a fool in love.
Willard was always putting me down and making me
feel terrible about myself. Finally I had enough; I couldn’t
take it any longer. We broke up when Brian was five
months old.

This is my reason for my writing. I think that no
woman should have to struggle or go through the pain
I have.
Just live your life, get an education, do “you”, and
wait for that one special someone. I don’t know what
goes through Willard’s head or if he even thinks about
Brian. I’m determined to give my son the things in life he
deserves, no matter how long it takes. I’m going to keep
doing “me,” no matter how much Willard wants to see
me fail and be unsuccessful in life. I’m determined to be
successful.
In the time I have struggled with having my son, I
have learned that my heart is very strong. It can endure
anything, much more than I thought it could. I can always
find a way to push through.
Born in Niagara Falls, New York, eighteen year old Hattie now lives
in Hagersville, Ontario with her mother and son, Brian. Hattie enjoys
working out, taking her son to the park, and writing poetry. She hopes
that writing about her life’s turning point will send an important message
to young girls about the major obstacles one faces as a teenaged mom.
Hattie hopes to become a child and youth worker in her future.

I couldn’t believe Willard’s attitude. He was so rude
about coming to see Brian. Anytime I asked him for
anything for our son, “Ask my mom if you want it so
bad,” Willard would reply. This was such a hard time
for me -- a single mom, a teenager trying to figure out
who I was. I was going to school, working, and trying to
maintain time for my son.
Don’t get me wrong. I love my son dearly. I just wish
I had waited longer, lived through my teen years, had
completed school, and not had to struggle day by day.
I always worry that I’m not spending enough time with
my son.
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Intimidation Turns to Confidence

D

uring my time alive, I’ve experienced many turning
points, most of which have made me the person
I am today. Looking back on them, there’s one
turning point that was significant. This turning point
gave me a different outlook as I came to understand
that people can be the same in many ways but still
hold different beliefs. Some of these people may have
acquired different viewpoints from observing the way I
do things as well. This big turning point occurred during
my first term of attending high school.
The first day of elementary school couldn’t compare
to my first day at high school! It wasn’t the classes that
were giving me trouble, or the fact that my lock wouldn’t
work, though those were troublesome reasons enough;
it was my sense of feeling intimidated that was the
challenge. I was intimidated because there were so many
new people at school and I recognized only a couple
of familiar faces. In elementary school I knew almost
everyone. The fact that almost everyone was of the same
race except for some of my friends and me, made me feel
even more intimidated. I had never experienced a feeling
like this where I was too scared to make new friends. As
the days went on, I realized that a change was needed.
The middle of the semester came. My feeling of
intimidation finally left as I became great friends with
people I once feared. Now every day I go to school all my
fears are gone, except for fears of not passing my courses.
I became good friends with some of the new students I
met, and I went to their homes for visits. Meeting all the
students I did, made me realize that no matter where I
am, I can make friends because we’re really all the same
inside. Just as long as I’m true to myself, people will
respect me for who I am.
This whole high school experience so far has changed
my outlook on people and how alike we all are. This
different outlook on people will make life easier for me
in the future at other schools, and possibly, even when
I get a job. This made me realize that everyone is like
everyone else and we shouldn’t be afraid of anyone. It
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gave me more courage, which will help me in the future
with whatever may come my way. Now my intimidation is
gone and instead of being scared, I’ve gained confidence.
Today I’m happy with the choices I made making the
friends I did going into my new school. Just as soon as I
met my first friend, I quickly began to build my friendships.
My feeling of intimidation was still with me when I
started meeting new people, but as my friendships grew
stronger my intimidation grew smaller, and soon it came
to an end. When I get older, I will probably look back
at this and laugh at it. I was so scared of nothing really.
This has changed my life because it gave me confidence.
I now know no matter where I am, and who I’m with, I
will have the confidence to make new friends.
Ashlee Williams is a Grade 9 student at Cayuga Secondary School. She
enjoys playing sports, mostly baseball! She likes to write and read, having
finished reading the whole Twilight series. Ashlee likes listening to any
kind of music. She discovered she liked writing when she was smaller
and realized English was an easy subject for her. She is proud of her
accomplishments in English.

TURNING POINTS ANNUAL AWARDS LUNCHEON
St. John’s, Newfoundland
Congratulations to all of the Turning Points winners!
On Thursday, May 27th 2010 The Learning Partnership celebrated the successes of nine Grade 7 students at the first Turning
Points awards event at the Fisheries and Marine Institute at Memorial University, St. John’s, Newfoundland. In this pilot, 553
students from ten schools participated in writing Turning Points essays.
Derrick Moore, Program Manager for Turning Points in Newfoundland and Labrador, hosted the event. Darrin Pike, Deputy
Minister of Education brought greetings from the Department of Education. Janet Vivian-Walsh, Assistant Director of Programs,
brought greetings from the Eastern School District.
A performance by the Prince of Wales Jazz Ensemble provided entertainment. The room was filled with emotion as the young
writers read their winning essays.

Newfoundland
Grade 7 Winners
“Of all the people you will ever know in a lifetime,
you are the only person you will never leave or lose.
To the questions of life, you are the only answer. To
the problems in your life, you are the only solution”.
– Anonymous
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Tara-Marie Hefford
First Place
Eastern School District

Daddy’s Girl

E

very little girl dreams of being Daddy’s princess, to
be spoiled by her daddy, and for him to scare away
all of those boys. I was one of those girls, but my
dreams were crushed and buried when my parents filed
for a divorce, which changed my life, and made me the
person I am today.

This incident affected my life because I had to work
for things that I wanted, and I learned that some people
have to work for things every day, and even then, they
might not get them. This turning point made me a
stronger and better person.

The divorce started simply, my father said he would
pay for my education, my extra-curricular activities, and
my food and clothing, but it began to go off track when
he never did anything he said he would.

Tara-Marie is an outgoing grade seven French Immersion student living in
Cavendish, NL. She lives with her mother and sister along with their dogs
and cat. She loves animals and all sports. She is a very dedicated hockey
player. Tara-Marie’s goal in life is to join the Canadian Coast Guard. She
would like to thank her family and teachers for supporting her writing
efforts.

Meanwhile, the bills piled up, we had hardly any
food in the cupboards, and we had to fight for what we
needed. After one year of this, my mom decided it would
be better if she went to work. She would work part-time,
so she could drive me to hockey or my sister to skating;
something my father never did.
I loved my father, although I rarely saw him. He was
home for only two weeks a year, at Christmas. He was
very committed to his job in Alberta. I would talk to him
every night on the phone before crying myself asleep.
However, the phone calls stopped. After two years
of not having a conversation with your daughter, do you
think you would forget her smile, her middle name? My
father did.
Anyone in the world can be a father, but it takes a
real person to be a dad.
I have learned that everybody wants to be happy,
nobody wants pain, but you can’t have a rainbow without
the rain…and that whatever doesn’t kill you only makes
you stronger. I still have to go through a lot, like having
to accept the fact that my family picture consists only of
Mom, Robin, and me. My Dad also forgot my birthday.
It was difficult, but my family is fine now, and even
though it’s just us three, we are the perfect family. Even
the family photo doesn’t bother me anymore. I guess if
my father really wanted to be part of my life, he would
be in the photo, but he isn’t.
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Abigail Goldsworthy
Second Place
Eastern School District

The Saving One

“T

he righteous cry out, and the Lord hears them; He
delivers them from all their troubles.” –Psalm 34:17

It started in grade three. Just simply running off
somewhere and crying for hours. I had no clue what was
yet to come. Three long years of self-harm addictions,
counselors, suicide attempts, questioning my self worth…
that was what came, and it hit me like a ton of bricks,
driving me into a hole that seemed impossible to escape.
Impossible, that is, until one life-changing weekend.
My sister, a devoted Christian, invited me to a yearly
event called YC, where thousands of teens basically
worshipped for a full weekend. Desperate for something
to believe in (after trying several other religions and
covering my whole body to chant “Allahu Akbar”
nineteen times to a god I barely believed in), I agreed to
go. This was the best decision I ever made.
As life-changing as it was, it didn’t just happen right
away. I had quite a good understanding of Christianity,
considering I come from a Christian family. But, there
were people around me crying and laughing, and that’s
what I didn’t understand. How could they feel His
presence and I couldn’t? Why would He speak to them
and not to me? And I thought I knew, then. I’d come up
with an answer: I thought I just wasn’t worth it. I figured
I had done too much against Him for Him to forgive me.
I couldn’t have been more wrong.

done in your past. He cares about the present. I began to
cry tears of joy, and then I laughed. I laughed for the first
time in a while. I shot my hands up in the air and called
out to Him. I confessed I was a sinner and I welcomed
Him into my heart. The tears I was crying were no longer
tears of lamentation. I knew I had been healed.
Every inch of depression, anxiety, addiction,
exhaustion, and temptation melted from my heart down
to my feet and bounced off the tips of my toes. Memories
of sleepless nights and disappointment at the sight of
the rising sun faded away and I felt truly happy. I began
to laugh uncontrollably, and I finally understood why He
didn’t speak to me first; I simply didn’t let Him.
In conclusion, God was my turning point. He picked
me up out of the seemingly impossible hole of depression
and addictions. Now I am able to smile at something as
simple as a bird chirping. I’m so glad He saved me. Now,
my mission is to tell as many people as possible my story,
and maybe reach out to the broken people in the world
who are in the same situation I was in.
Abigail Goldsworthy was born in St. John’s, Newfoundland. She lives with
her mom and her sister in a small town called Placentia. She loves reading,
writing, and listening to music. She also likes to sing and often sings in
church. She wishes to become a writer for TV shows about things that
happen in an average teenager’s life and how God can help, so people
can acquire a good message through television. She is also considering
becoming a motivational speaker.

It was the second day of the event, and I was still
confused and feeling like the whole thing was a waste of
time and money. A waste until Pastor Preston started to
speak. For sixty minutes, he spoke about his life and how
God turned it all around. At the end of it, he asked the
crowd if anyone needed prayer. Before I knew it, my feet
were carrying me up to the stage, and I was relieved to
see a wave of people follow.
After prayer, I was already crying enough, but then
Starfield came out on the stage and sang “The Saving
One,” The part that got me was the bridge: “Anyone
who calls upon His name, they will be saved.” In that
very moment, it hit me. God doesn’t care what you have
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Madison Cahill

Third Place
Eastern School District

Wake Up Call

T

wo years ago my mom was told that there might be
a mass on her thyroid. It was early October and we
were at a dentist appointment. The dentist advised
my mom to see our family doctor about the lump just to
make sure it was nothing serious. I didn’t think much of
it at the time. I know now that I was naïve to think that
nothing could ever really go wrong, but I was in denial.
I honestly could never imagine something like cancer
affecting my family’s life!

Two months later the doctors had removed my mom’s
whole thyroid to insure that the cancer was completely
gone. They then did a follow up of radiation to kill off
any cancer cells. My mom is now cancer free, and living
life to the full.

The next couple of months after the dentist
appointment were just like regular old days. Although
my mom was sometimes undergoing the tests that the
doctor had recommended we continued on with our
regular routines. We even went on a family vacation to
Prince Edward Island in the summer!

I believe that everybody experiences at least one
thing that will change their lives forever, a turning point.
For me my turning point was more like a wake up call, a
reminder that life isn’t a right, it’s a gift, and you should
appreciate each day like it’s your last, because it very well
might be.

It wasn’t until the blood work came back that things
started to actually get serious. Whatever results were
in the blood work concerned the doctors, and after a
few more tests it was confirmed that my mother had a
mass on her thyroid. My parents met with a surgeon who
recommended surgery for a biopsy. Five months later my
mom had surgery that removed a part of her thyroid.
The surgeon was confident that the mass removed from
her thyroid was benign, which meant that it was not
cancerous, but one month later I found out that my mom
had cancer.
I found out while I was eating supper. I just nodded
my head and listened as they told me about how the
mass they removed wasn’t benign after all, it was
cancerous. They told me that the doctors were almost
positive that there wasn’t any cancer left in her body and
that everything would be okay, but I still ran to my room
and cried. I cried for my mom and I cried for myself. I
cried because I didn’t believe it, they had to have made a
mistake. This was my mom -- the woman who cares for
me, who would read me endless stories before I went
to sleep, who would check for monsters under the bed,
who comforted me when my cat ran away; she had
cancer.
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Surprisingly my life hasn’t really changed at all, my
mom is still my mom, and she still cares for me, laughs
with me, and teaches me right from wrong, but now I
feel like I have a better connection with my mom.

Madison Cahill is an ambitious grade seven student at St. Anne’s Academy
in Dunville, Newfoundland. Madison was born in Thompson, Manitoba
and moved to Newfoundland with her family three years ago. She enjoys
singing, playing the guitar, piano and clarinet. She is also involved in
various sports such as hockey, soccer and basketball. Madison hopes to
one day find a career in the medical field.
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Francis Pittman

Fourth Place
Eastern School District

Ever Since

S

ome people come, some people go, but sadly a
person went for me whom I loved very much. Poppy
Dick and I had a very special relationship. We had
lots of fun together. Poppy Dick had a heart condition
for as long as I can remember. He could never chase after
me or anything like that, but he always played with me
and kept me entertained. We would pretend we were
riding in boats or cars, and I was always the driver. He’d
lie down and I would sit on his back and pretend we
were going lots of places. The time I spent at his house
was always fun and I loved going there, especially for
sleepovers.

had to visit a funeral home a couple times since Pop’s
wake and it reminded me of how sad I felt losing Pop.
When I am playing hockey in our arena, I skate around
the back of the net. I still picture him there watching me.
I know he would still be the proudest person in the arena.
Francis lives in Fox Harbour with his parents and older brother, Evan. He
is very outgoing. His favourite activity is playing hockey; he also enjoys
playing soccer and basketball. When not playing sports, Francis enjoys
riding his dirt bike and playing guitar.

When I became involved in sports, my number
one fan was Poppy Dick. He never missed a game of
hockey, soccer, or softball. Of course, he was biased.
He thought I was the best at whatever I was doing. Pop
always watched my hockey games from the same place –
standing around the glass behind the goalie net.
One sunny day late in August, I came home from
playing with my friends and I saw that everybody was
sad in my house. So I asked what was wrong, and they
said that Poppy Dick just died in the hospital. I said,
“Oh my God!” I fainted and I was so terrified. I couldn’t
believe what I was hearing. My parents said it was all
true, so I had to believe them. A few days later, we had
Pop’s funeral. I met so many people at the funeral home
who shook my hand and told me stories about Pop when
he was a little boy living in Merasheen and people who
worked with him throughout the years. Before they
buried Pop, my brother and I each placed one of our
hockey medals in his casket.
All of this changed my life because it was my first
experience with death and it made me realize how
important my family is to me. I try to visit my grandparents’
houses more. They are getting older and I want to spend
as much time with them as I can. I always pay a lot of
attention to them because some day they won’t be there.
It also made me not like going to the funeral home. I’ve
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Hailey Burden

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

My Mom

H

ave you ever had a loved one sick with cancer
while you’re left wondering if they’ll get better or
die? I have. My life felt like it was crumbling apart
the day I found out my mother had cancer.
It was just a normal day in grade three. I was outside
with my brother when my dad called us inside. We went
in and sat by mom on the couch. Then they told us mom
had cancer. At that moment, I burst into tears and my
heart shattered. I immediately asked if mom was going
to die. That was my biggest fear. Everything seemed to
disappear and my heart felt like it was being torn apart.
Everyone was really sad when they found out the
news of mom’s cancer. I never believed something like
this would ever happen to my mom. I was shocked and
scared.
My mom had to have many surgeries and she had to
stay in the hospital a lot. I tried to visit her as much as
possible. I really missed her while she was in the hospital.
Nothing was the same when she wasn’t at home. While
she was sick, I started to think about what life would be
like if she died. I hated the very thought of losing my
mom.
Thankfully the doctors found the cancer early and
were able to help mom get better. My mom no longer
has cancer.
My mom is so important to me and I can’t imagine
life without her. She means so much to me. She is a
very special person. If I need to talk to someone she is
always there. She never pretends to listen, she always
listens to me.
Every time I think about what could have happened
to her, it hurts. Then I remember that she’s still here and
it’s okay.		
Mom’s getting cancer was definitely a turning point
for me because I learned to appreciate her a lot more
than I used to. I don’t take her for granted anymore. I
know how much I need her in my life now.
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I’m so glad my mom doesn’t have cancer anymore. I
really hope it doesn’t come back because I don’t want to
lose her. I know life would never be the same without
her.
Thirteen year old Hailey was born in Newfoundland, Canada. She lives
with her mom, dad and younger brother. Hailey loves the piano and
has played for nine years. She has participated in the Kiwanis Music
Festival and has received awards for her piano playing and singing. She
also swims competitively. Hailey plans to be a marine biologist when she
grows up and would like to train dolphins because she has love for them.
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Carissa Garland

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Alberta Bound

F

amily, I finally realized, is the best thing in the world.
Unfortunately, it took a big awakening for me to
understand just how important family really is!

The phone rings and a man on the other end asks for
Dexter. Mom hands him the phone with a smile on her
face. He hangs up. The room goes quiet, and he tells us
the news.
It was four years ago when my dad got a phone call
saying he was accepted for work in Alberta. Everyone
looked happy, but I was small and I didn’t know what
was going on. As I got older I found it more difficult to
watch my father go away. Dad would be home for a
week. Then, in a flash, the week was over. Dad would
take a suitcase, and we’d end up at the airport with our
hearts broken over and over again.
At first when my dad went away, I took it hard,
crying my eyes out on the day he left. In grades 5 and
6, I started to change. I felt like everything was my fault
and I got so mad that I started hating everything and
everyone. Eventually I stopped listening to everyone and
did whatever I wanted. In the end, my mom got mad at
me because I wouldn’t listen to her or tell her anything.
I hated the days when I came home from school, only
to find the seat at the dinner table where my dad sits,
empty, or on sunny days when I went outside, only to
find the yard empty. I was sick of looking out at the
crowd, knowing that my Dad missed another concert or
speak off.
After a while, I started to lose trust in everyone. I felt
like everyone in my life was waiting for the right moment
to walk out of it. My friends didn’t help that much either.
They kept asking things like, “Is he gone yet?” or “When
will your dad be home?” So for awhile the only person
I hung out with was my best friend, Savannah. It always
seemed like it was she and I against the world. She was
also the only one I knew who would never walk out on
me.

my fault that he had to go in the first place. Spending
time with my family now is always the highlight of my
day. I never want to stay in school any longer than I have
to, only because it’s another second lost without my
family. I appreciate everything my Mom and Dad do for
me, and everything they have given me. I’ve learned to
trust now. I know now that my father never walked out
on me; he just had to make a difficult decision to make
my life better. I try not to get mad, because it has been
said that every sixty seconds you spend upset is a minute
of happiness you’ll never get back. Also, if my mom tells
me to do something, I’ll jump up and do it. When 9:30
hits, my phone will ring and I’ll talk to my dad about
everything. Nothing goes unsaid in my house anymore!
I know it hurts to leave your family because I’ll never
forget the hurt and pain in my father’s eyes when he has
to say goodbye and in his voice when I tell him about
something he missed. It took a while but I now know
that no matter what, my family will always be there.
Also, I’ve learned to appreciate and respect my family. I
now realize they only do things that are the best for me.
In the future, it will be my family and I against the world.
My dad comes home tomorrow! He will be greeted
with a big bear hug and a kiss. The phone will go to sleep
as our 9:30 phone calls end for a while. Instead of being
told, “I love you, goodnight,” over the phone, I get to be
put to bed with a kiss and a hug! I love life!
Carissa Alma Garland was born in St.John’s. NL. She moved to Caplin
Cove in 1998 where she currently lives with her two sisters Michaela and
Chantae, mother Juanita, father Dexter, and two dogs Rascal and Coco.
She’s involved in many groups like drama, volleyball, badminton, concert
band, beginner band, traditional band, concert choir, SADD, math team,
and public speaking. She loves math, English and science. She is also
involved in the Sea Cadet movement and just finished her first year. She
has won multiple awards in Tricon Elementary, including female athlete of
the year 2009 and the James Brookings Memorial award for top student
in grade six. She also won two leadership awards in 2008 and 2009 given
by the Eastern District School Board. In the future she plans to get a
Communications Degree and work in television.

Now I’m a teenager and my dad’s home a lot more!
I’ve learned that he doesn’t’ hate me and that it was never
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Aleshia Morgan Lahey
Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Life’s Like An Hourglass

W

hen you or someone you know loses a loved one,
you will often appreciate life much more than
before. Recently, I have learned to appreciate life
and that you should treat each day as if it was your last.
But no matter what happens, you have to continue to
smile.
In March of 2010, my uncle passed away from cancer.
He was in the hospital for a very long time. He was very
sick and was losing his memory. His family grew worried
when he began to get very sick, very fast.
A few months before he grew ill enough to be
admitted to the hospital, his wife had a baby girl. Like
any new parents, they were thrilled to have a new baby
to join their family.
When his family was told that his treatments were
no longer helping him, they were devastated. They
knew it was only a matter of time. My great-aunt, his
grandmother, would phone us and tell us how he was
feeling or if he was getting any better. His family was
having a hard time accepting that it was only a matter of
time, and that all there was to do was wait.
One afternoon, my great aunt phoned to tell us that
her grandson had passed away. Although everyone was
upset about his passing, they were also relieved that the
waiting was over and he was no longer suffering.
When he passed away, I sat at home and suddenly
realized how short life can be. This young man was only
twenty-seven. He had a good life; a beautiful little girl, a
wife and a house. He died at a young age and this made
me realize that no matter what happens you need to
keep a smile on your face because you don’t know when
your life will end. Also, when you have a bad day, you
should try to find something good about that day.
A quote that I think describes life is, “Life’s like an
hourglass glued to the table.” This means that you don’t
get the chance to relive anything, although some of us
wouldn’t even if we could; you should still treasure every
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moment. I never realized how true this quote was until
our uncle died.
What I’m trying to make everyone understand is that
life can be much too short to have regrets or to leave
something unsaid. Realizing this has been the greatest
turning point in my life so far.
Born in Carbonear, and now living in Heart’s Desire, 12 year old Aleshia
lives with her grandparents and mother. She enjoys singing, drawing and
socializing with her friends. She is an active participant in her classroom
and school choir, and welcomes new opportunities to learn. Her goal is to
become an archeologist.
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Tanisha Newell

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Almost Torn

“w

hen life takes you and blinds you, don’t stand
still, move forward,” is a saying that got me
through the awful loss of my grandmother. I felt
discouraged, broken, and confused. A dreadful time in
my life made me a lot more of the optimistic person I am
today than I ever was before.

Death is not something that should be feared in this
world, but should be embraced as going to a better place;
a place of much peace, kindness, and friendship. This is
the optimistic turning point in my life; I can honestly say
that I will never be the same person as I was before.

Three years ago, my mother entered my room. As
she handed me my supper, sadness was looming over
her face as she walked out. I couldn’t imagine what had
been on her mind at the time, but little did I know I was
soon going to figure out the awful thing. The next day
she gave me the terrible news; Nan was in the hospital
and wasn’t well. Confusion and fear overwhelmed me. I
broke down in tears. My grandmother’s cancer had come
back once again.

Tanisha attends Amalgamated Academy in Bay Roberts, Newfoundland.
Born in St. John’s, she lives with her parents, Patricia and Dean, and with
her older brother, Jamie. She enjoys painting and drawing. Tanisha is
hoping to become a forensic scientist after graduating from high school
and would like to continue her love of writing. She would like to thank
her family and friends for all their amazing support.

My mother was starting to worry. My grandfather,
depressed, always went to visit my grandmother in the
hospital. Feeling worse, she had to be transferred to a
better equipped hospital in St. John’s, where the bad
news was discovered. The words that I will never get out
of my head, “Nan was going to die.”
On August 21st, I was outside with my friends just
playing as I watched my mother pull up in the driveway,
tears streaming over her face. She called out to me to
come inside. We both sat down. I clearly remember
her saying, “Nan is gone.” Tears drenched my pale,
depressed face. Mom didn’t look that much better than
I did. I glanced outside to see my friends anticipating my
return. My mom asked me, “Do you want to stay inside
for the night?” Here is where my turning point clicked
in. My response was, “NO!” I was determined to look on
the better side of all that I had been through that week.
At my grandmother’s funeral, I heard everyone
reminiscing with stories of great memories that would
stay close to their hearts. Though sadness was clearly on
my family’s faces, it is still the great times that we will
remember. Nan will never be forgotten. She had left a
huge mark on everyone’s heart. Her kindness and love
that she showed towards people would never be left
behind, no matter what.
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010
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Sarah Power

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

The Show Must Go On

I’

ve always been pressured to “live up to my family
name.” There are my brothers who can play many
different instruments, make people laugh, and
perform really well. My mother, who has a fabulous
voice, can sight read any piece of music. I’ve also got
my sister who can sing and play the tuba. As you can
plainly see, music is in my blood. Music is a passion of
mine so I thought this musical theatre class would be
effortless. Everyone was expecting a “show stopping”
performance…and that’s exactly what they got.
I decided to enter a musical theatre class in the
Kiwanis Music Festival two years ago. At the competition,
my stomach was turning like a steamroller. I still hadn’t
processed through my brain that I was finally going to
perform.
I stood on stage and looked immediately towards
the audience. Their expressions were blank but they
looked as if they could swallow me whole. I could feel
the scorching spotlights and the intense gazes of the
audience locked upon me. That is when my thoughts
went into overkill. What if I fall off stage, what if I forget
the lyrics, and what if they don’t like me? My nerves were
pushing me closer to the edge, and I was struggling to
keep my balance.
I opened my mouth but my nerves were shaking my
voice. Hearing myself “screw up” caused me to crash
as I burst into tears. All the confidence I had before was
shattered, yet I was still determined to finish. I was just
holding on.
I then sucked up my tears and attempted to sing
again. This time I sang only two words. My nerves had
pushed me off and I was too hurt to get back up. I was
so upset and frustrated that I stormed out of the theatre
unable to continue.
When I was out in the theatre lobby, I fell to the
floor heartbroken and disappointed. I couldn’t grasp
what was happening to me. It was like my mind was
split in two parts. One part was determined to finish, and
the other was too afraid and fragile. I felt like the two
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parts of me were at war. It was painful. My mom tried
to comfort me, but no one could stop the hatred I was
feeling toward myself for giving up. All the fun memories
I had from performing in the past were forgotten. After
that experience, I never wanted to sing again.
Last year I sang a solo part in a Christmas concert
at our school and that was the first time I had sung
since the incident. I think the reason I did this was so I
could redeem myself and finally move on. I love to sing.
Learning to let go of the bad memories has helped me
move onward to overcome this obstacle and continue
my love of singing in the future.
Sarah is a grade 7 student from Amalgamated Academy in Bay Roberts,
Newfoundland. She takes part in most of the music programs at her
school playing many different instruments. She loves music, dancing and
drama. Sarah lives with her Mom, three brothers, sister and her Dad. She
loves making people laugh and enjoys being with her friends. Sarah’s
passion is to pursue a career in the performing arts.

TURNING POINTS
Sudbury

Below, Communications Officer, Gina Tullio, and Religious Education and Faith Development Consultant, Joan Yawney, and
teachers participate in the teacher in-service activities in December 2009 in Sudbury.
The Sudbury Catholic District School Board celebrated the success of their winning essay writers on October 28, 2010 in the
Board Room of the Sudbury Catholic Education Centre.

Sudbury
Grade 9 & 10
Winners
“When you consider that Shakespeare produced his
great writing with a bird’s tail feather, you realize that
it isn’t always what you have to work with that matters,
but how you work with what you have”.
–Richard Fernandez
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Grade 9&10 Winners – Sudbury

Jordan Barberio

First Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Stripping the Blue Chair

“I

t is better to have loved and lost than never to have
loved at all.” – Alfred Lord Tennyson

Since I can remember, going to Nonno and Nonna’s
meant seeing “Father”. Though he was much like one, he
wasn’t my father; his name was Father Patrick J. Moore.
He lived with my Nonno and Nonna and they took
care of him. He was a priest and the most deep and
caring person I have ever met. He was always there for
me. Having a Father in my life was something I took for
granted; I never imagined that one day he might not be
there.
We pulled into Nonno and Nonna’s long driveway.
I always went to Nonna and Nonno’s when mommy
needed to do errands. Mommy knocked on the door as
I perched on the ledge. The thick wooden door swung
open and I was immediately greeted by my Nonna’s rose
perfume as she swept me into her arms. I visited with
Nonna then ran to Father’s room, curly blonde pigtails
flouncing as I went. I arrived outside his door and peaked
in to make sure he wasn’t sleeping, skipped in and sat
crossed-legged on the colourful quilt on the bed. There,
as always, was Father in his blue chair with his kind,
blue eyes framed by his knit blanket, footrest up and
crucifix in hand. I would spend hours in there, talking the
whole time, sometimes asking for his crucifix to hold,
and running my fingers along the medallions that were
welded to the metal. He listened to me the entire time.
I would bring all my toys in there and pile them on him
and then take them back. It was our little game. I would
run toy cars along his chair, play with the reclining lever,
and wheel around in his wheelchair. No matter what I
did, he never stopped listening the entire time, soaking it
in with his clear blue eyes.
I skipped in one day to find him sitting in his blue
chair that was always a comfort to me, but something
was different. Instead of saying hello, he was squinting.
“Gina, is that you?” He couldn’t see me. It was as though
his blue eyes, usually as clear as a summer’s sky, had been
clouded over. Though he was having trouble seeing me,
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I told him who I was and proceeded to talk. Later Nonna
told me he had glaucoma, which was a disease of the
eye that made him unable to see. I didn’t worry about it
too much. After all, he was still the best listener.
One day when the wooden door swung open, I
knew at once that something was wrong. It was the way
Nonna looked at me that gave me an uneasy feeling in
my stomach. As I started to skip off to Father’s room,
Nonna called me back. Confused, I ran back only for
her to tell me that she was coming. We headed down
the hall together and she opened the door when we
arrived. I peeked through and saw Father sitting in his
blue chair. He asked who was there. Nonna answered
and recognition flickered across his face. She said that
she had brought me with her but this time there was
no recognition etched in his face. He didn’t remember
me, even though I had spent all those hours with him. I
just couldn’t understand it. The uneasy feeling returned
to my stomach. This time I didn’t know how long I
could keep it down. We continued on and Father said
mass with Nonna’s help as he could no longer see the
readings. Nonna told me Father was just getting old and
having memory problems. I realized that this was natural
and vowed I would still talk to him. As time went on, his
memory got worse. He couldn’t remember who anyone
was. He would wake up and not know where he was or
even who he was. One day my mom came into my room
and sat on the bed beside me. I looked up to see her eyes
welling up with tears and found myself crying before I
even knew what was wrong. She picked me up into
her lap and managed to get the news out that Father
had died. I was shocked and grief enveloped me like a
sheath. We both sat there hugging as the salty tears ran
down our faces.
That day I realized that not everyone will be with you
forever and you have to cherish every moment you have
with them as if it were your last. I learned a lot from
Father. I aspire to be as good a listener as he was because
some people just need someone to talk to as I did with
him. I go to his room now, and a lot of his belongings are
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gone. The blue chair was never blue; it was covered with
a blue blanket. As the blue chair has been stripped, so
has my grief. Although Father could no longer remember
me here, I know that wherever he is now, that he does
remember me – and I will always remember him.
Born in Sudbury, Ontario, fourteen year old Jordan lives with her parents,
brother and dog, Macy. She enjoys playing various sports, playing piano,
and being outside. She plans on attending university to become a speech
pathologist, to assist people who have trouble expressing themselves.
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Another Person’s Mistakes

“E

very new day is another chance to change your
life.” –Author Unknown

The door opens and then clicks shut. My mom is
home. Instead of greeting her, I just listen. What does
she say? What does she do? Is she angry or upset? If not,
maybe I’ll go see her to talk. If she is, I will let her stomp
off to her room, boyfriend in tow, and brace myself for
what I would likely hear.
My mom and her boyfriend used to fight. It would
always be about one of three things: money, drugs, or
the money going toward drugs. Sometimes the fights
became uncontrollable; they would throw things and
punch holes in the walls. The fights would always end
with them leaving to go downtown with their so-called
“friends”. They would come home around two or three
in the morning with their “friends”, leading to yet
another fight come morning. Wash, rinse and repeat. My
sister would look at me; tell me they would be back soon
and not to worry. With one look in her eyes I could tell
she wasn’t so sure. We watched as the fights got worse.
My mom was a mess. I had always looked up to her;
not anymore. She never knew the effects she had on
my sister and me. During one fight, my mom tried to
take her life with a bottle of anti-depressants. She took
the closest bottle of pills to her, unscrewed the cap, and
put the pills in her mouth. It took one look at us for her
to spit them out. The tiny white pills covered the floor.
The rest of the day, the four of us just lay on my mom’s
bed, crying and laughing. I thought this would end it.
Unfortunately, it did not.
So many times, I just wanted to ignore the adults
until they left. Slowly, I stopped getting drawn in and I,
myself, left. I would go just about anywhere. The fights
lasted the whole summer, into the school year, and into
the next summer; by this time, I was entering the seventh
grade.
That October, we came home to find a note in the
mailbox. It was from the Children’s Aid Society. My mom
freaked. She kept saying she was a bad mother. I was
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trying to convince her she wasn’t. I was trying to convince
myself. My mom said she would change as long as we
didn’t tell the CAS what was going on. The naïve twelve
year old that I was believed her.
The rest of the week came and went with the feel
of a whole year. The CAS lady finally came and with one
glance I hated her for no reason other than she had the
power to take my mom from me. We talked; I was too
much of a coward to tell her what was really going on.
I told her I had no idea what she was talking about and
that my mother didn’t do drugs. I was a horrible liar. I have
no idea how she couldn’t see through my transparent
mask. A part of me wanted her to. She didn’t, but after
reviewing the case, the worker came back and told my
mom she had to make some decisions, and fast.
The day before the Halloween of 2007 became the
best and worst day of my short twelve years. My mom
gave up her responsibilities as our mother. We went to
live with our grandparents. Through all the tears and
goodbyes, my mom told us she was only doing this for
us, and although it was hard for her, she knew it was the
right thing to do. It was the first time I had been proud of
my mom in years. The following August we went to live
with my dad because he said we were his responsibility,
not our grandparents’. I still see my grandparents often,
and I am perfectly happy.
I still look back on those days when I wasn’t in the
“perfect” family. I watched my mom fall from a woman
of stature to someone I couldn’t recognize as my mom.
My life spun me around and I never had a say. In the first
thirteen years of my life I had experienced more than
most do in a lifetime. In those years, I changed from a girl
to a young woman. I had ambitions and knew I was going
to accomplish more than my mother had. I know I will
never let a man treat me the way my mother’s boyfriend
treats her. I will be independent. I will always be there
for my children, and steer them away from hardships.
I will never do any form of drugs because I know the
effects they have on a person and on a family. I know
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I can rise above my surroundings and become a better
person, a stronger person, and a person forever changed
by another person’s mistakes.
A Sudbury native, 15 year old Kayla lives with her dad, stepmom and her
sister, Melissa. When Kayla isn’t in school, she enjoys being a member of
the Blue Saints Drum and Bugle Corps and travels in Canada as well as
the United States. Kayla also likes to spend time with her friends, going to
the movies, hanging out at the mall or just walking around. Kayla hopes
to study bio-medical engineering at Carlton University. Kayla is grateful
for the experiences in her life and how they have made the ultimate
difference.
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Four Kisses

W

ho knew that four kisses could last a lifetime? On
April 8th, 2002, my dad was getting ready to go
on a business trip, and I was at dance class. After
dance, I went home with my mom and soon enough, it
was bedtime. So, I put on my pyjamas and hopped into
bed. When my Dad came into my room to tuck me in, he
gave me four kisses, one for every day that he would be
gone and to get me through the week. He also told me
to speak clearly when I said the Morning Prayer at school
on Friday and then I went to sleep.
My Dad left at 4:45 a.m. the next morning before I
went to school. At lunch time Connor and I came home
for lunch, as usual, because of his peanut allergy, and
then it was time to go back to school. After school, I
remember Connor and I sitting at the kitchen table having
a snack while my Oma started supper. Then my Mom
came through the side door with the priest, crying. This
was when I found out that my Dad had passed away in a
vehicle accident on the highway while he was travelling.
I was in a state of shock and immediately started
crying along with my mom. Because he was only four
years old, Connor had not yet realized that Dad was
gone and was never coming back. This event was going
to change our lives forever.
On April 11th, Connor and I, as well as other close
family members, got to see Dad for the first time after
the accident. There he was, in Room 6, lying in a casket.
To me, he looked like he was sleeping and was going to
wake up any minute, but he never did. My Mom, Connor
and I knelt on the kneeler and said a prayer for my Dad.
Then, Mr. Lougheed asked us if we had any questions.
Connor and I asked why he was so cold and how his
long legs fit in the coffin. Connor also asked to see Dad’s
watch because it was missing.
On the Friday of that week, I remembered about the
prayer that I had to say at school that morning. I had
stayed home for the past few days, and when I asked if
I could go to school, my Mom said I couldn’t. I insisted
that I go because I needed to say the Morning Prayer for
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my Dad and off we went. Mrs. Belrose and Mrs. Bradley
were in the office when I showed up to read my prayer.
They hugged me really hard and I began to say my prayer.
I did a great job just like Dad wanted me to. Then I went
quickly to see my classmates and they all said that they
missed me, loved me and told me to come back soon.
Finally my family and I got ready to start our difficult day.
When we got to the funeral home, Connor and
I raced to Room 6 where our friends and family were
waiting for us. We knelt down and said a prayer and at
the end of the wake, we said our goodbyes to Dad. The
next day was his mass at St. Stanislaus Parish, where we
sat in the front pew which was different from our usual
seating place at the back. On April 15th, Dad was buried
at the Civic Cemetery.
This experience has changed my life in many ways. My
Mom, Connor and I have become the three musketeers
and have adjusted to our new lifestyle. One thing for
sure is that Dad will always be with us, in whatever we
do, forever and always. He is with me in everything so
I know that I have no reason to be scared and it will
always be okay. Now I know that when it is my turn to
go, he will be up there waiting for me to give me kisses
for the years that we were apart.
Fourteen year old Grade 9 Marymount Academy student, Corissa Vande
Weghe, lives in Sudbury, Ontario with her mom Luanne, step dad Joe
Mione, her brother Connor and two step siblings Marica and Matteo.
Corissa enjoys writing fictional stories and poetry. Aside from writing,
she is an aspiring athlete and enjoys playing basketball, soccer and any
sport that will get her heart pumping and legs moving. Corissa also enjoys
volunteering and helping out members of her community. In the future,
she hopes to become a doctor and possibly work for Doctors without
Borders.
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Fourth Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

More Than I Could Chew

T

he lengths people go to in order to impress others
can be absurd, even funny. The lengths people go
to in order to impress the opposite sex are, more
often than not, absolutely hilarious. Most people won’t
even consider why they’re risking so much dignity and
injury for a relationship; in addition, their showing off
usually doesn’t pay off. In that sense, people are quite
persistent. Then there are those who cannot be classified
as regular show-offs; they go further than that. They
overshoot those confining borders by bragging into sheer
awesomeness, pushing the envelope further than most
others would ever dare to go. It is then, people wonder,
“Just how far is too far?”

very memorable; she had all the same features as Aliissa,
except somehow, Aliissa was much more attractive.

This brings us to an extremely hot day in the middle
of July, a time when I was at my cottage at Penache Lake.
Creeping up to my Mom to set my plan in motion, I let
out an exaggerated sigh as I neared her.

At the back of the boat, on top of a pile of lifejackets,
was a two person water tube shaped like an air-mattress.
Though it did have handles…

“All right Connor,” said Mom, “I’ll drive you to Eric’s
camp…”
“Thanks, Mom!” I replied.
Eric was a lot like me: a funny and semi-athletic
person. He was also my idol, best friend, cousin, and
elder (by one year).
When I got to Eric’s camp, I was not only greeted by
Eric, but also by Eric’s girlfriend, Aliissa. Aliissa was tall,
my height to be exact, with straight brown hair and a
freckled face.
After we were introduced, I found Aliissa to be
hilarious. The gold medal for “Funniest Moment of My
Life,” which was previously held by a memory of my
friend falling down a flight of stairs, was overtaken in
30 seconds. In another 30 seconds, Aliissa also took
the silver and bronze. It continued like so until my sides
ached and I was gasping for breath.
As I regained my composure, Aliissa’s older sister
showed up. Her name was Melissa, and she was really
tall (an entire head taller than I). Besides that, she wasn’t

Melissa and Aliissa took Eric and me to their camp a
short walk away. However, their camp turned out to be
a lakeside house, complete with a lawn and patio! I saw
Aliissa’s Dad in a patio chair on the dock, showing off his
physique in a bathing suit and cowboy hat.
Then I saw the boat. It was one of those sleek, green,
all-American macho speedboats that also doubled as a
state of the art fishing vessel. I could tell he didn’t fish
because there wasn’t a fishing pole in sight; moreover,
his fish finder was on the floor.

“Why don’t we go tubing?” Melissa suggested.
“On the air mattress!?!” I complained.
“Sounds like a great idea!” remarked Aliissa’s Dad.
Soon we were in the middle of the bay.
“All right, who wants to go first?” asked Aliissa’s
Dad.
“We’ll go
enthusiastically.

first!”

volunteered

Aliissa,

quite

As Aliissa and Melissa put on lifejackets, I helped Eric
tie the air mattress to the motor with a long thin rope.
Eric’s face was that of determination, as though he’d
been given an order by the CIA that he was to best the
girls in tubing.
Aliissa and Melissa swam out to the tube, which had
been carried out by the ever growing waves.
“All right, girls,” said Aliissa’s Dad, “Thumbs up for
speed up, thumbs down for slow down, and a halt sign
for stop.”
“We’re ready!” yelled Aliissa. She and Melissa were
on the air mattress, holding onto the handles.
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I had hoped that the girls would fail miserably so that
Eric and I looked manlier in comparison, but I was sorely
disappointed. They held on like pros, supporting each
other and balancing themselves perfectly. And every now
and then, one would stick a thumb up.
Then Aliissa’s Dad made a sharp turn, turning Aliissa
and Melissa around so they rode the waves beside the
boat, sideways.
It looked like they wouldn’t fall off until, all of a
sudden, they barrel-rolled off either end of the air
mattress. They laughed it off once they got to the boat. I
made a short prayer apologizing for my sins. If I did die, at
least I would be cleansed. Eric and I put on our lifejackets
without a word. As I passed Aliissa, she whispered, “Try
to top that.”
As I was swimming, half my mind was screaming,
“Go back, you’re going to kill yourself!” while the
other half was giving me a pep talk, something like,
“Sometimes it’s a good day to die, but it’s also always
a good day to have breakfast!” (quote from 1998 film
“Smoke Signals”).
Then I finally mustered up the courage to grab onto
the two left handles of the air mattress. Eric was on
the right side. As we started moving my knuckles went
white; on the other hand, Eric had one thumb up.
I was holding on for dear life as we picked up speed.
Eric took the bouncing quite stoically.
Suddenly, we were sling-shot sideways and we
caught up with the boat, which was completing a sharp
left turn. Eric was forced to hold on with both hands and
my teeth were chattering so loudly the sound blended in
with the four-stroke motors. I was about to fall when I
got a burst of adrenaline.
“I can’t fall off now,” I thought to myself, “there are
girls watching, and Eric’s depending on me.”
Afterwards, Eric and I wore matching faces of
extreme determination.
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Our intense concentration was enough to get us
stable. When we straightened out, I stuck my right
thumb up and Eric his left. The boat sped up to the point
where we hovered over the tube.
Then the boat started turning, and our rope seemed
to stretch as if time had been suspended for Eric and me.
After a few seconds of standstill, we were flung through
cyberspace, or at least that’s how it felt.
Eric and I were able to hold on with both hands until
the air mattress hit a huge wave sideways. When we hit
the wave, we were hurtled fifteen feet into the air, where
upon I backhanded Eric in the face and he kicked me in
the stomach.
After an entire era of freefall, we landed upsidedown into the water, where my lifejacket snapped off
and I found myself cursing Aliissa’s Dad for not spending
a bit more on better lifejackets. Nevertheless, I was able
to re-surface after overcoming my dizziness.
Until I got on the boat, I hadn’t noticed the big red
mark on Eric’s face, and that’s when I started to feel the
urge to throw up. We were bombarded with “Are you
okay?” by everyone on the boat, even though we were
in no shape to answer. I was dedicated to not throwing
up on Aliissa’s Dad’s boat.
Then Aliissa kissed Eric on the cheek and I mouthed
the word “nice”. Afterwards, I promptly gagged up a
litre of water.
The rest of the day went by pretty regularly, but I felt
like I had passed a test, a test of my own inner manliness.
Facial hair grew in the next day.
***
Some might ask, “What did he accomplish?” Well,
he accomplished this. He accomplished enduring an
experience and recording a story, a memory, one that
could be retold to others. It’s a funny story, but also
one with meaning. It is being told without shame and
without remorse. It is being written to be read and to be
reread. It is a memory that will be remembered, for that
is its purpose. That is its accomplishment.
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Stephanie Gustas

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Then It Hit Me

T

he realization that death occurs hits you once
someone close to you dies. I never realized death
could be so harsh, never realized that it was of such
importance. When my grandpa passed away in 2007, my
life turned upside down. He lived far away from me, so I
never got to see him much. I last saw him on his seventy
fifth birthday in September and he was hospitalized
shortly afterwards.

the seven of us, I understood what was actually going
on. The adults tried to distract the younger children by
treating this as a vacation would be handled. I specifically
remember spending a day at the indoor playground
being distracted from all the commotion.

My parents told me he was ill, but I was young and
didn’t understand what was going on. I didn’t think much
about the situation at all. My parents went to Ottawa
to visit him. I was upset that I couldn’t go, beginning
to grasp an understanding of what was to come. They
returned after so long and said my grandpa said hi. I was
very happy that he remembered me, his grandchild, and
thought of me.

My younger cousins weren’t sure what was going on
and we all watched stuff being packed away and cleaned
out of the apartment. My grandpa’s building was being
emptied of all his belongings. One night, all the adults
gathered and read his will, crying over the caring effort
he used to include everyone. I was given a small glass
figure, and we brought home his china wedding cups.
I don’t remember my grandma at all, to be honest, and
I don’t’ know if I ever knew her. Regardless of whether
I knew her or not, we also have a framed picture of her
and my grandpa. This picture means a lot to me.

On a Thursday night, my parents were getting ready
to go to work. My dad was in the kitchen and my mom
was brushing her teeth in the bathroom. My sister and
I were playing with dolls downstairs in her bedroom. I
remember it like it was yesterday. The phone rang and
I answered it. It was my Aunt Joanne, my mom’s little
sister. She was devastated, choking on her words, so that
she could barely speak.

To this day, I am still angered that I never got to say
goodbye. I miss my grandfather and wish he was still
here. It is a well known fact though, that people come
and people go. I wish he was here to see me graduate
and to see all the success I have had since then. However,
I have kept living my life, and his death has made me
realize the reality of life. When my grandpa passed away,
it gave me confidence to do everything.

I told my dad the phone call was for him and he gave
the phone to my mom after hearing the news. Next, my
mom stopped brushing her teeth abruptly. My sister and
I were peeking through her door. She didn’t go to work
that night. My dad did, though, being the man he is,
acting all tough and manly. My sister and I kept playing
dolls until late that night because we weren’t aware of
what was going on yet.

Born in Sudbury, Ontario, fifteen year old Stephanie lives with her younger
sister, mom, and dad. She enjoys shopping, chatting with friends and
dancing as well as acting. She often finds herself humouring her friends
with her booming voice. A very open minded and opinionated person,
Stephanie intends to pursue a career in law.

However, my sister and I were told the news soon
enough. We then packed our bags and headed to
Ottawa for the funeral of my grandpa. You would expect
someone to be upset about going to a funeral and losing
a loved one. I was happy, though, to be able to see
the family I usually don’t see, and to get to spend time
with them. Since I am one of the older cousins out of
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2010

101

Grade 9&10 Winners – Sudbury

Leah Kiviaho

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Not a Usual Day

D

eath and mortality are hard things to comprehend,
especially at a young age. For children, realizing
people are mortal is not their first priority. Children
probably don’t even realize what has been stolen from
their lives when, for instance, their grandparents pass
away. But as the years fly by and after deaths of many
loved ones, one begins to understand that humans
are mortal. Human beings are capable of dying. But
perhaps they will see that they have to move on after
these passing’s, and learn from the loss. This will surely
aid them in the future where they will face many more
hardships that deal with the lack of immortality. These
deaths should help them realize that life is too short to
dwell on sorrow. Also, people must comprehend the fact
that many more deaths are always awaiting them, sitting
inside of people they see every day. Their mortality bone
is always ready to break.
***

us to get settled into place. A strange aura hovered over
our heads, but it was too different for us to recognize;
therefore, we didn’t see what was ahead of us. For all
I knew, I was in trouble for something I had done at
school. Once we were buckled up, my mother told me I
wasn’t going to sewing class.
At first, I was angry, hollering, “What? Why not?” I
thought it was punishment. But when there was no reply,
I knew something was up. I’d been in trouble before,
but they usually waited for me to get home first. And I
wondered why Steven had been called down on the P.A.
system to get picked up, too. Was he also in trouble?
Wait, I’d already ruled out trouble. My thoughts stopped
dead when this short, simple phrase left my father’s lips.
“Grampa died today.” my father stated simply and
paused. Our parents gave us both looks of sympathy,
even regret, and then my dad looked over to my mother.
Misery covered his face.

School students are usually bussed home after a
long day in a stinky class. If not, they walk back to their
domain. I was one of those kids who rode the bus for
about an hour before I finally got back to my comfort
zone. However, every Tuesday, I’d be picked up by my
mother to go to sewing lessons. Typically, I loved to avoid
the horrid bus ride, but one day, September 28th, 2004,
changed the way I saw things; changed how I saw life.

We were talking about my father’s father, so he
probably wouldn’t want to talk much more; therefore,
my mother continued for him. “He passed away in his
sleep this morning. He was resting on the couch and
when he didn’t wake up, Gramma called the ambulance.
Even Tippy,” -- my grandparents’ dog -- “was on edge.
Gramma said Tippy knew something was wrong.”

It was a Tuesday, and I walked through the busy
school in haste to meet up with my brother, Steven.
When I caught up to him trudging down the noisy
hallway, we exchanged greetings and continued out of
the insane asylum.

For a little while, my mother spoke soft words of
comfort, but I didn’t hear the words. I didn’t even know if
or when she stopped, or that the van had been started. I
sank into my now stiff chair, and got lost in my thoughts.
All I remember was that I just wanted to be alone for the
next few hours.

Once outside, we crossed the surprisingly dull, quiet
parking lot and arrived at our ugly green-coloured van.
There, we were confronted by both our mother and
father, instead of just mom. But that was only the first
shock.
I remember it perfectly: dad was in the driver’s seat,
mom in the passenger’s, my brother and I in the back
seats. The van was oddly silent as our parents waited for
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When we got home, I went to my calming room
to sink deeper into my thoughts and let them flood my
mind. It was then that I realized that it is insanely simple
for someone I love so much to be ripped out of my life;
physically gone, but still remain in my memories. I learned
that when people are born they are destined to die, and
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that I must get to know them the best I can and treat
them with respect before their time has passed.
But, what can strike someone like a kick to the gut,
and can hit them hardest, is that they might not have the
time to share. Some kids are merely nine, like a red-head
in a regular English class had once been. At that age,
it is nigh impossible to understand death, but an older
person can also learn that they can’t reverse the effects
of nature. Once someone dies, they’re dead. There’s no
change to be made; nothing can be done. All relatives
can do is share emotion over the memories that they had
of the deceased.
In addition, one can start to understand that they
shouldn’t let the past sadden them. They have to be
strong and learn from the past. One should try to keep
the good memories alive, no matter how hard it may be.
If they don’t, there is a chance that the person dominating
that memory could be lost forever; for everyone is mortal,
perhaps even in memories.
Born in Sudbury, Ontario and fifteen years old, Stephanie lives with her
younger sister, mom, and dad. She enjoys shopping, chatting with friends,
dancing and acting. She often finds herself humouring her friends with
her booming voice. A very open minded and opinionated person, she
intends to pursue a career in law.
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How to Survive Grade Eight

N

eck strain, headache, back ache, and relentless colds
may be considered as isolated health issues that the
average person experiences throughout their life,
but in reality, the sum of these symptoms represents the
collective condition known as stress. Stress, whether we
are conscious of it or not, is taking its toll on the average
person every day. Children, like adults, experience the
repercussions of stress, despite the age difference and
the environment that surrounds them. Society in general
considers stress as being a circumstance of adulthood
with all the responsibilities that go along with that stage
of life; however, stress and how we react to it, is not
age specific. The difference with experiencing stress in
adolescence may be in how it is manifested.
The grade seven and eight science curriculum states
that students are expected to prepare and present a
science project (research, experiment, or innovation) to
a committee of judges. This takes place within a two
month time period. I was introduced to this curriculum
requirement in grade seven, and was not at all looking
forward to presenting an entire project of this magnitude,
by myself, to complete strangers. I was twelve years old,
and in my view, this was a lot of pressure. At the time, I
was already feeling anxious because of all the hype and
nervous energy from my teacher and my classmates. So,
first things first, find a partner, pick a topic, and get to
work.
TWO MONTHS LATER: (the morning of the science fair)
I stared down at my bowl of Cheerios, not quite
absorbing that this was breakfast, and I had to eat it soon,
or I would miss my bus. I just could not force myself to
take a bite. I was too nervous. I looked at the clock and
thought about what I would be doing an hour and a half
from now. The judges would be walking in; eyeing my
project, and making their way over, ready to make their
assessment. I thought about what I would say:
“God, I mean good morning. My name is Carli
McDonald, and this is my science fair project.”
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Just thinking about it gave me the chills and the kink
in my neck that had formed two months earlier, throbbed
in pain. This would be a prime symptom of my stress.
When I arrived at the school, I met up with my
partner, set up our project, and started reviewing what
we would say. We were about halfway through reviewing
when a male judge interrupted us, and then asked if we
could explain our project. My heart skipped a beat and
my pulse shot through the roof. I looked at my partner,
Anna, who was looking at me with an expression like:
“SAY SOMETHING!”
I cleared my throat and then began to speak. I
introduced the project, then Anna started to explain
our hypothesis, then I explained our statistics. The entire
time, the judge just looked at us with a blank expression,
occasionally scribbling things down on his clip-board. It
was my turn to talk again; I had to state the conclusion.
I was just about to begin when I got the weirdest feeling
in the pit of my stomach. I tried to take in a deep breath,
but that didn’t help. Then my legs went all numb, and I
could’ve sworn I had jelly for limbs. I looked up at Anna,
but she was smiling at the judge.
Things were starting to get really bad. My vision went
black and white and I had to grip the table to keep myself
up. Half my face went numb, and I felt a bead of sweat
on the nape of my neck. I looked over at the judge, who
was waiting for me to say something. I wanted to ask
him if it would be all right for me to go to the bathroom,
but I didn’t think my legs could get me that far. I gripped
the table even tighter, but my legs were shaky, and I was
very warm. The last thing I saw before I collapsed on the
ground was the terrified look on Anna’s face. And then,
there was nothing but the dark.
I opened my eyes to the strangest sight: people were
leaning over me, a doctor checking my pulse, Anna crying,
my dad smoothing my hair, the judge staring down at
me with wide eyes. Oh, this is not good, I thought.
For a second, I was completely confused. I had no
idea where I was, or why I was on my school’s gym floor.
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And why was everyone staring at me? Then I looked up
and saw the project, sitting on the table, and everything
came together. I fainted. Oh my god, I fainted at my
school’s Science Fair!
I was brought to the teachers’ staff room, where my
parents met me and spoke with the doctor. They claimed
that I hadn’t been sleeping well over the past couple of
weeks and I was way, way, over stressed. I spent the rest
of the day sleeping at my Godmother’s house, after my
parents went back to work. I had no idea how I was
ever going to be able to show my face at school again.
Thankfully, it was a Friday, so I had the entire weekend
to think about it.
I knew that if I hadn’t been so worked up over some
silly project, everything would have gone smoothly, and
I would be at school celebrating with the rest of my
classmates the end of our first Science Fair. Instead, I was
lying in bed with a cold compress, watching Regis and
Kelly. At least I now had a pretty good idea what my
topic for next year’s Science Fair would be -- The Effects
of the Science Fair on the Human Body.
It would appear that this experience had
demonstrated that stress is not selective, and it can come
upon anyone at any time. What is important is learning
how to mitigate and manage your stress, regardless of
your age. By doing so, life will be much more enjoyable
and certainly less stressful. By altering one’s perception
to be more positive, individuals may find they are well
equipped to managing their stress. Life will throw you
the odd curve-ball, and it is your outlook that will help
you catch them.
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Sandy Qiu

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Word That Lies Deeply Within

T

he feeling of making someone leave on purpose
is horrible. I felt like a monster when I tried to
persuade my grandmother, my dad’s mom, to
leave. Even though I am not sure whether it was me, or
the fact that she truly didn’t like Canada that made her
leave, I still felt disgusting. The feeling of regret will never
fade away. This feeling has stayed within me, forming
a huge regret that I can never change. Even though
everything happened when I was six, this event still had
a dramatic effect on my life. I never had the courage
to tell anyone about this, not even my parents. Later,
when I was twelve, I decided to do something nice to
counteract this horrible thing I once did. I promised never
to lie again, and I will never do something that horrible
ever again. I have tried my best to keep that promise
and I just hope that one day I will have the courage to
apologize to my grandmother, even if it wasn’t my fault
that she left Canada. Secretly, deep inside my heart, I
love her; I just haven’t told her yet.
My grandmother, on my dad’s side, was not an easy
woman to live with. She expected everything to be perfect
in her life. Furthermore, she never realized how hard my
parents worked for money. She spent my dad’s money
without thinking about the cost at all. However, that
issue was nothing compared to her attitude. She would
expect everyone else to do the chores, while she just sat
around watching everyone else work. In addition, she
would complain to my mother’s parents, who also lived
with us, about preparing meals that she believed were
unhealthy. They would argue constantly. Sometimes,
they argued to a point where there was no end to the
bickering, and that was the beginning of everything.
I could no longer handle my grandmother’s rude
comments and her negative attitude, and so, I secretly told
my grandmother to go back to China when I was alone
with her in the car. I was only six years old at the time,
but I acted as though I was mature enough to instruct
her. I insisted that she leave, so my other grandparents
would be happier. However, her leaving did not make me
happier. In fact, it left me crying to a point where I could
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not stop. My mom, and her parents are now happier, but
what about my grandma and possibly me?
Secretly, I wish she would have ignored me and
stayed in Canada. I wonder how much regret and guilt I
could possibly hold in before going crazy. This secret has
bothered me for years and probably will in the future.
However, this was also an important event that helped
me to become the person I am now. Without this regret
in my life, I would not have decided never to lie again.
I may have become the rudest person on earth, and lie
all the time. In addition, I would not have realized that
real happiness comes from speaking truthfully every day.
I want my grandmother to come back, but is it too late
now?
Now that everything is as it is, and I can no longer
change what has happened, I only wish everyone could
forgive me. I truly wish I had never said anything like
that to my grandmother. Now that this story has been
revealed, will I be judged based on this, or will people
judge me based on the person I am now? Will my dad
get mad if he finds out it was all my doing? I hope they
will not judge me as a bad person when they find out
someday about this one thing I have done but regretted
all along and never had the courage to say, “I’m sorry”.
After all, I hope no one will travel in my footsteps because
the feeling of regret will bother you forever and always.
Pursuing this further, the most powerful thing you can
give someone is courage, and the most powerful thing
you can take away from someone is their right to stay
with their family.
One late September, a baby girl named Sandy was born in the Toronto
General Hospital, Ontario, Canada. She moved to Sudbury, Ontario, with
her grandparents, parents, and one younger brother at the age of eleven
from Cambridge Ontario. Sandy likes to sit in the sun and talk with her
friends during the summer and write short stories in the winter. She is very
satisfied by her mathematical achievement as she was able to complete
grade nine math in grade eight. She sees herself becoming a doctor in the
future and helping people in need of medical assistance.
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Courtney Svab

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Last Christmas Gift

L

ive every day with a smile, because no one is
promised tomorrow…

person I know. Things must have been tough, but she
was always smiling, right until the day she died.

There was one last Christmas present under the
tree. Mom reached under the branches and handed the
beautifully wrapped gift to me. There were tears in her
eyes as she said, “This is a gift to you from Grandma.”
She told me that grandma wanted to give me something
special so I would never forget her. I carefully opened
the package and inside was a gold locket with flowers
engraved on the front.

My grandma did many things for me. She put together
my hope chest for when I am older and move out of the
house. She made me laugh, when her hair started to
grow in and I said it looked like a mini Mohawk. She even
put some purple hair spray on her little Mohawk to make
me laugh. She is such an inspiration to me.

My grandma was diagnosed with lung cancer in
January 2008. She received radiation and chemotherapy
every day for 7 weeks. I remember my mom was sad and
worried during the course of the treatments; so, I tried to
remain positive and hopeful. By Easter, my grandma was
sick from all the treatments and started to lose her hair.
In August, we celebrated my grandma’s 70th
birthday. All her friends and family were invited and we
had a party in the clubhouse. I helped my Mom and Aunt
Wendy decorate the clubhouse and set up the tables.
When everyone arrived, my grandma told a story about
how everyone in the room was part of her circle of life.
Some people were family, and others were friends she’d
made in all the different places where they lived.
In October, my grandma became very sick. She was
unable to make the trip to Toronto to see the musical,
The Sound of Music. This was one of the first movies
that my grandma had taken my mom and aunt to and
it was her favourite story. We had bought her tickets for
her birthday. She insisted that we go and enjoy the show
and tell her about it when we came back. She was so
happy that I saw the musical but I could tell that she was
disappointed that she hadn’t been able to go with us.
On October 18th, 2008, my grandma got so sick
that she had to be admitted into the hospital. This was
especially hard for my mother since it was my mother’s
birthday. We visited grandma many times. Whenever
we were there, she was in a good mood and was really
positive. I realize now, that my grandma is the bravest

My grandma loved me, and she didn’t want to be
forgotten. So she bought me a tiny gold locket and
she bought my mom and aunt silver heart necklaces
for Christmas. She wanted us to have a symbol of her
love and to know that she would never forget us, so we
shouldn’t forget her. She died on November 18, 2008.
Not only were her family and friends sad to see her go,
but even the nurses at the hospital cried.
The next month came, and Christmas arrived. I was
disappointed because I had been so sure that she would
live until Christmas, but she hadn’t. Then, I unwrapped
the small locket, and I knew that even though she was
gone, I would always have a piece of her with me, and
that I would never forget her.
A year has passed, and I still miss her. I don’t think
that I’ll ever stop missing her. However, her death has
taught me something. I learned that I should never take
people for granted, and I should live each day with a smile
because no one is promised tomorrow. Even though my
grandma is gone, the memories that I have of her and
the last precious gift she gave me will always remind me
how much she loved me and how special I was to her.
When it’s my turn to go, I’ll be able to see her and say, “I
never forgot.”
Fourteen year old Courtney is currently a Grade 9 student at Marymount
Academy in Sudbury. In her spare time, she loves swimming, reading and
being with her friends. She has no siblings and is close to her parents. She
loves learning and can’t wait to see what the future holds. She is grateful
for the helpful suggestions from her teachers and friends.
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“During my eighty-seven years I have witnessed a whole
succession of technological revolutions. But none of them
has done away with the need for character in the individual
or the ability to think”.
–Bernard Baruch
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Jennifer Roy

First Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

An Unforgettable Encounter

T

hroughout the course of life, we encounter many
people; some we dislike and others inspire us. The
select few who have an impact on our lives, we
will never forget. I shall always remember the day I met
Eva Olsson. She has taught me to love life, count my
blessings and always remain positive. She has inspired
me to be a better person and to never let anything hold
me back.

It came as a great surprise when in Grade 10 my
geography teacher announced to us that Eva Olsson
would be coming to our school for a presentation. I was
ecstatic. I could not believe that I would be meeting the
woman whom I so greatly admired. The entire week my
only thoughts were of meeting Eva. The morning of her
presentation I woke up, hardly knowing what this day
would bring. I was about to meet my hero!

It all began in Grade 9 when my geography teacher
introduced us to a memoire entitled “Unlocking the
Doors” by Eva Olsson. The book described Eva’s horrifying
experiences during the Holocaust. As I have always been
very interested in history, I borrowed the book.

I got to school and could not sit still throughout
any of my classes. I was eager to meet her. When we
gathered in the gym for the presentation, I saw a petite
80-year old woman in a green suit with a burgundy
blouse. I instantly felt a connection with this woman.
Her presentation was mesmerizing. Eva spoke of her
experiences in the concentration camps with the “Nazi
Bullies,” associating them with everyday problems faced
by many adolescents. She spoke of intolerance and hate.
She spoke with compassion, strength and determination.
She wanted to make a change in our world.

As I began to read it, I was completely blown away.
Eva was born in Hungary into an incredibly conservative,
High Orthodox Hassidic family. Her father was extremely
strict and severe, monitoring her every movement.
She possessed many liberal views and suffered greatly,
continuously being punished for her outgoing and
unbounded nature.
Once Hitler took power of Hungary, the Jewish
community lost every right and freedom. Her entire
family was sent to the Auschwitz concentration camp.
She was then sent to a work camp along with her sister,
Fradel. As the end of the war approached, they were
relocated to Bergen-Belsen. The morning of April 15th,
1945 Eva was liberated.
Her entire family, with the exception of her sister,
had been killed. Eva decided to live in Sweden, where
she met her husband, Rude. Together they immigrated
to Canada and began a new life together. In 1962, Rude
was hit by a drunk driver, sustaining many injuries that he
could not overcome, and he passed away in 1964.
After reading Eva’s story, I was so inspired by the
courage and strength of this woman. Throughout her
entire memoir, she was never once negative or bitter. I
could not believe that someone who had endured such
horrors could remain positive and optimistic.
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I was asked by my teacher to present Eva with a
token of gratitude from the school. I approached her
and, instead of merely taking the gift as most guest
speakers would do, she hugged me as though we were
old friends. She was so small and fragile, yet strong and
spirited.
She came to our classroom and we asked her many
questions. She answered without any hesitancy regarding
difficult subjects. I could never imagine continuously
recounting to complete strangers the most horrific
moments of my life, relating the story of my country,
family, and husband’s death. I respect her for having that
courage.
That evening she made yet another powerful
presentation, this time to the public. I felt like I could
listen to her forever. After this presentation, my teacher
introduced me to her: “Eva, this is your biggest fan.”
We spoke of her book and then I presented her with
a bouquet of flowers I had purchased earlier. I chose a
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bouquet of chrysanthemums, which she mentioned as
her favourites in her memoir.
She opened the card, on which I had written
with care; “Because I know they are your favourites.”
Without even opening the bouquet, she looked at me,
her deep brown eyes full of wisdom, knowledge and
understanding. When she looked at me I felt as though
she could see into my very soul; it did not matter what I
did in the past or how I looked, only who I was.
I am not an emotional person, and I very seldom cry,
but when she looked at me and her eyes began to tear,
I could no longer contain myself. She hugged me and I
felt a wave of emotion course through my body. We both
cried as we held each other. I cried for everything she had
been through. I cried for meeting her. I cried because I
felt loved. While hugging Eva, I felt I had the source of
kindness in my arms.
That evening, I had such difficulty parting with her, as
I knew I would most likely never see her again. I hugged
her one last time and left the school overwhelmed. I had
shared with her one of the most touching and heartfelt
moments of my life. Every time I think back to that
day, that instant, all those emotions rush back. Now,
whenever I have a bad day, I think back to Eva and my life
feels blessed. My small everyday problems are meagre
compared to her suffering. I strive to emulate her positive
outlook and optimism in my everyday life.
She is my source of inspiration, my muse. She relates
her painful experiences to fight intolerance and hatred
in our world, to prevent atrocities such as the Holocaust
from ever occurring again. It is because of people like Eva
Olsson there remains hope and virtue in this world.
Born in Ottawa, eighteen year old Jennifer lives in Sudbury with her
mother. She loves to read and spend time with her family and friends.
She also enjoys playing soft-ball and running. Jennifer’s goal is to travel
the world and return to Egypt. She had always been fascinated by the
ancient Egyptians and was able to realize her dream of visiting this
country. Jennifer plans to go to Laurentian University to receive a Bachelor
of Science degree.
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Shelby Eyre

Second Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Subtle Charisma to Win the Heart

T

here was once a Christmas that left me with a
memory significantly more important than any
present St. Nicholas has brought. I knew nothing
of surgeries, foster care, or delayed development; I knew
only that there was something about this boy that was
about to change much more within me than I would have
expected. This Christmas visit allowed me to discover the
story behind Mikka, however, I learned much more than
I would have ever imagined.
My heart clenched in fear of something new as we
neared the house. We were greeted by the amiable foster
mother, and suddenly I felt the need to turn away. I liked
living my modest childhood of pleasure and spoils; I was
accustomed to it. New things, well, they broke me down
– twisting holes into the perfect dream that has kept me
captivated from day one. I wanted to turn away, but I
knew I had to meet him.
Mikka’s entrance to the room left both my mother
and me speechless. I could not take my eyes off of him.
He ambled toward my mother and me, assisted by his
colourful walker. His amble was less of an awkward
shuffle and more of a fierce stride. The bright yellow,
fire-truck red, and midnight blue colours accentuated
the determination in this young boy’s eyes. Like the
freed prisoner from Plato’s Allegory of the Cave, Mikka
presented a face full of pure truth. He smiled. It was an
honest smile that proclaimed more than a lifetime of
struggle. I had never been so close to such truth.
When he loosened his death grip from the walker,
it felt as if my heart was being flung from the edge of a
cliff. This boy was forcing his fingers to release his firm
grasp on safety. I thought it was hard to walk from the
car to the door, yet here was this boy attempting what
no one would have ever expected. Both my mother and
his foster mother sat, staring with me, with paralyzed
smiles of shock upon all our faces.
Mikka stood there for a moment, growing accustomed
to the balance of his lean, but bigger, build. If I were
him, I would have cried for help, but Mikka’s blue eyes
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were fuelled with a new intelligence. He accepted my
compassion, and also introduced me to his courageous
spirit. I was meek in his shadow as he overcame adversity,
like a rose whose thorns fought off the negative world.
Whereas I would cling to security, Mikka would face the
wrath of Plato’s sun, gaining strength in knowledge and
asking pity from no one.
There were approximately five steps between the
blonde boy and myself. We all watched, mesmerized, as
he slowly placed one foot in front of the other, without
the support of his walker. His foster mother immediately
ran to his side, ready to guide him back to his walker, but
he pushed her away. The first time I heard his voice, he
was telling his mother that he could do this.
This visit was introducing me to the idol I should
have known my whole life. Here was a young boy who
was building his own identity, a person surpassing all
expectations. While doctors and family educate him
about all of his disabilities, he, himself, was determining
the outcome. Had it been me, I would have given up a
long time ago. At eleven years old I was learning more
about the hidden suffering of this world than I had ever
known. Mikka was developmentally delayed and suffered
from muscular dystrophy. He had been placed in foster
care after having been rescued from near starvation. I
felt the breakfast in my stomach churn. How could this
happen? There was so much to take in.
I opened my arms wide to catch him as he reached
me. I enveloped his wool sweater with my cotton-clad
arms. He fell into my embrace, exhausted but smiling. I
could hear my mother sniffling beside me and his foster
mother clapping in victory. I felt, in that embrace, as
though not only was I giving my heart, but gaining his
power. I felt weak in his arms, while he felt strong in
mine. I embraced, for the first time, the consequences of
the unknown, the realization that the truth provides facts
which we must have the strength to question. I lifted him
up onto the couch to sit beside me and as he spoke, I
saw on his face that he was learning in this world, just as
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I was. This small boy was intimidating me. He sat there,
swinging his legs and talking enthusiastically about his
Christmas with a life in his eyes I had never before seen.
This important visit showed me the diversity in the
world, and more importantly, the strength of my own
heart. I always accepted what I saw or was told as the
truth, but Mikka showed me that, if you question things,
you will discover a hidden truth that may or may not be
the secret to a happy life. Like the prisoner from Plato’s
cave, Mikka took what he had known as the truth and
used it as a spring board to grow. He taught me how
to become my own person by relying solely on my own
merits. My mind grew and my heart evolved. It is those
who live a challenging life who uncover the secrets to a
world we may never know.
When I look back on Christmas of that year, I am
reminded of Mikka walking defiantly towards me. He
owned a curiosity that enabled him to overcome his
disabilities. He did not accept the limitations being placed
upon him. Unlike me, Mikka strived to move forward,
paving his own way. To this day, I continue to follow in
his footsteps. My Christmas gift that year was discovering
my idol in the cousin I never knew existed.
Shelby Eyre has been a lifelong resident of Sudbury, graduating this year
from Marymount Academy with honours distinction. Shelby is an avid
reader and has a talent for creatively capturing life experiences within one
of her endless novels or poems. She is planning a future in economics
and international relations where her unique ability to invoke emotion
with a simple phrase will be an invaluable asset to her learning. Shelby is
looking forward to her future as her career has the potential of bringing
her interesting life experiences overseas.
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Alexandria Tsimiklis

Third Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Final Goodbye

I

t is a Thursday. I lay in my bed with the curtains drawn,
a faint light crawling underneath my closed door. I
force myself to get up, not wanting to face the day
ahead of me. In a split second, your life can completely
change. It takes only one moment. One mistake. One
coincidence. Then it can all be over. That is all it took to
take the life of my friend, Michael.
As a child, you are oblivious to the dangers of the
world around you. Everything is sweet and pure, everyone
and everything harmless. Innocent. The best years of our
lives are spent like this, living for the moment, at the
tender age of five.
I remember when I first met Michael. It was my first
day of Senior Kindergarten at Corpus Christi School. Our
teacher had placed our desks beside each other because
our names were sequential on the attendance list. He
was a small boy, with thick chestnut brown hair, honest
eyes, and a beautiful smile. Always laughing, he was
truly one of the most kind-hearted boys I had ever had
the pleasure to meet. It was no wonder that we instantly
got along.
The years blended as we finally made our way to
grade six graduation and went our separate ways. That
following September I attended Marymount Academy,
with a few of my friends from my previous school.
Although we promised it would not get in the way, it led
to losing touch with my old classmates.
So here I am today, on this cold silent Thursday.
Glad Tidings Tabernacle. My first funeral. Monday was
supposed to be like any other regular school day, but
the weekend’s events had begged to differ. I started the
week, unusually cheery for a Monday morning. It was not
until second period anatomy that I realized something
was wrong. There was an unfamiliar tension in the air. So
caught up in my good mood, I hadn’t detected it. Quickly
brushing it off, I tried to concentrate on my work. A
sudden whisper. I heard my name. Instantly, my stomach
dropped and I could feel my cheeks getting warm, the
feeling of embarrassment and anger when you are
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aware that someone is talking about you. I looked over
my shoulder to see my friend, Tessa, looking at me, an
uncertain look in her eye. She clearly had something to
tell me. In the next moment, my world came crashing
down. The previous day at 6:30 p.m., my friend from
elementary school, Michael, had been in a snowmobiling
accident. He hit a rift in the ice, flew feet into the air, and
at that moment, it was all over for him.
My thoughts are broken by the sniffling sounds of
sobs from my cousin beside me. I remember where I am
and, looking up, I can see a collection of photos on the
screen above. I can’t cry. I feel heartless looking around,
only to see not a dry eye but mine. A baby photo, a
birthday, our grade two class photo with Michael and
I beside each other in the first row. His multiple sports
jerseys, trophies, school plaques, and his shiny John Deere
tracker from his law mowing business all face us, sitting
beside the casket. A knot is growing in my stomach.
I can feel the warm sensation of a tear rolling down
my cheek. I never got to say goodbye. The knot in my
stomach grows tighter. I had just seen him a few weeks
ago with his sister, passing by. But as usual, I failed to
say hello. I had done that a lot lately, thinking that the
people I knew so well six years ago wouldn’t recognize
me. How could I have been so careless? To think I didn’t
take the time to keep in touch over the past couple of
years. My friend from elementary school had grown up
to become a very accomplished young man, and then I
realize it only at his funeral.
On a day like this, God can’t provide us with as many
answers as we have questions. There are so many, “if
onlys” and “whys” passing through my mind. It hurts to
breathe. I am a Catholic girl, but I have still wondered if
there really is a life after death. For Michael’s sake, I hope
there is. I am torn as I realize that it takes the death of
someone close to me, to make me finally take the time
to reflect on my own life and loved ones.
As the service comes to an end, the choir sings Mike’s
favourite country song. Hot tears stream down my face
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as the irony of the chorus plays. “And it’s a great day to
be alive, I know the sun’s still shining when I close my
eyes”. The lobby of the church is a sea of black. Making
my way to the door, a familiar face catches my eyes,
followed by two more. I stop. There in front of me is the
Corpus Christi graduating class of ‘O4. The next minutes
are a blur through tears, as I am welcomed with warm
embraces. I am five years old again, I want to forget all of
the dangers and worries, and live a life blind to the fears
of the world.
The walk back to the car takes what feels like forever.
I drag my feet through the snow, watching my black
boots part the white fluff in front of me. I look back at
the church to see the contrast of people clothed in black
against the white snow banks. Climbing into the back
seat of my truck, my knees are shaking uncontrollably. I
look out the window, as the sun’s warmth fills my face.
I close my eyes, trying to block out the pain. It truly is a
great day to be alive. Never again will I hesitate to say
hello. And this is how I say my final goodbye.
Born in Ottawa, Ontario, eighteen year old Alexandria Tsimiklis now lives
in Sudbury, Ontario with her family. She attends an all girls Catholic high
school, where she is an accomplished student, athlete, and president
of the Girls’ Athletic Association. Outside of school she enjoys playing
the violin, which has been a passion of hers for the past twelve years.
Next year she is attending Laurentian University to complete a degree in
Chemical – Environmental Engineering.
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Anonymous

Fourth Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Lying Through My Teeth, I Open My Mouth to Laugh

D

yke, gay, queer all have differing original meanings
but one similar ulterior meaning, which I thought
would help explain my…condition to my parents.
As it turned out, I was wrong. It has been the most
difficult thing to explain in my life.

I still kept the part of me they would hate inside. I was
still too afraid. I decided to stop attending their church;
unfortunately, my decision was not respected, and I was
dragged to church until Grade 10, four years later. I
learned patience and acceptance.

I was raised in a strict Roman Catholic family. I had no
sense of personal identity. The world outside church every
Sunday did not exist. If something was inappropriate,
slightly lewd or violent, it had no place in our reality. In
Grade 3, I began to upset this seemingly utopian life by
realizing flaws in their religious dogmas, but I had no
idea how to express my dissent. I have no recollection of
the following years, but I do not believe they were happy.
Death visited our family, and it was a trying time for my
parents; it would be wrong for me to make it harder. I
learned guilt.

When my friend asked me in Grade 9 if I was bisexual
or a lesbian, I answered that these descriptions were too
restricted, as gender wasn’t a factor for me in appraising
people’s character. A new identifying word arose from
the conversation. The word was pansexual, which means
that a person has romantic affections not based on
gender. Unlike bisexuals, pansexuals have the capacity
for sexual attraction towards a transsexual or transgender
individual. That is how I indentified my sexuality; it was
easier than a black and white world. Some people find
it easy to have strict outlines for what is and what is not.
To me, something always falls through the cracks; I think
it may be a character flaw, as I make everything much
more difficult. I have digressed. Later, in Grade 9, I told
one of my friends I wanted to kiss her. It was a complete
shock; I did not mean to say it and she did not want to
hear it. Needless to say, she distanced herself from me
(though she was very kind about it), and I began driving
my other friends away as if I had the plague. I wanted
to protect them from the confusion I faced. I had to take
their feelings into account before my own. I learned
loneliness.

Between grades six and seven, I did become a
tribulation to them. I was seeing girls the same way boys
in my class were seeing girls – in a new, slightly fascinated
way. I had heard about this – homosexuality – and when
I looked it up in the dictionary, I felt it described my
feeling in a way, although I did not prefer one gender
over the other. Being homosexual was a sin, according
to my parents; they must have hated “them” – whoever
“they” were. This frightened me; it must have meant I
was evil. I learned shame.
My family began to disgust me more than I knew
was possible. If ever there was a discussion about the
homosexual community, for example, the gay marriage
dispute, they would express their contempt, and I found
myself defending these people’s right to love each
other without persecution. This raised questions about
my own sexuality, but not real suspicions, as it was
impossible a member of their family could be afflicted
with homosexuality. I learned indifference.
In Grade 7, I met an older lesbian who accepted
it as a good part of her life. Talking to her made me
feel more normal, not like such a sinful monster after
all. This changed my attitude towards my parents, but
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I was alone for what seemed like a long time; the
summer of Grade 9 was spent aimlessly plucking at grass
stems. I started Grade 10 in the fall without friends, and
no desire to speak or to be alive. Eventually, by the end
of the first semester, my friends and I had forgotten all
about our divide, as the resiliency of youth is useful for
mending hurts. In the second semester, I had my first
girlfriend. Our relationship was based on her curiosity
and a mix of my intrigue and pity – we lasted two months
and four days. I learned transience and the basis of a
meaningless relationship.
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September, Grade 11: without my realizing it, I fell
in love with a girl in my music class. Apparently I flirted
shamelessly, although I only noticed myself actually
speaking (for once) in her presence. I did not know if I
would be rejected but I wanted to know, so I asked her.
Well, it was more of a confession of my affection – it
kept us both without sleep for two days. She said yes,
and we are still together now. I learned trust.
After a month, we decided to tell our parents about
our relationship. I did not want to; I thought I would be
crucified. First, at supper, I asked my parents if they knew
what a pansexual was. I received a negative response,
and then after much evasive commentary, I said, “that
is me.” They laughed in my face. In anger, I stupidly told
them that they didn’t deserve to know anything else. My
mother swept in like a vulture on a baby zebra’s carcass,
demanding to know who ‘she’ was. I finally broke, and
told them. I never expected that weakness in the face
of adversaries. Threats to change my school ensued, as
well as a trip to the psychologist, and questions about
where they went wrong. They could not understand
there was nothing wrong with me. I learned betrayal,
disappointment. I felt some part of me was ready to be
rejected and I wanted that rejection.
Here I am, not crucified, still at my high-school
sixteen months later. I do feel like I failed my parents and
completely disregarded my upbringing, but I am content
with this, as I have found a whole new person who was
inside of me, and that person is finally where she wants
to be. Not a dyke, gay, or queer, just me, the way I have
evolved into what I am meant to be.
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Amanda Campagnaro

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Break Even

“I

finally understood what true love meant…love
meant that you care for another person’s happiness
more than your own, no matter how painful the
choices you face might be.” (Nicholas Sparks – Dear John)

have time for a girlfriend. He said he wanted to remain
friends; however, this would interfere with my efforts to
move on and forget the past. I wanted our relationship
to be completely over.

Love is a sacrifice, the outcome is unknown, and you
may never receive what you give; but that is what this
selfless emotion is all about. I was once in love, or at least
I thought I was. My first relationship was like nothing
else I have ever experienced. I revealed to another person
all my secrets, aspirations, weaknesses, and strengths,
hoping he would accept me for who I was. How it all
began is a story of its own: the picture-perfect courtship
that everyone envied. The aftermath of our demise left
me shattered and broken. However, I prevailed and grew
stronger with each day that followed.

A month later, I still felt I needed some closure, so I
wrote everything in a letter with the intention of reading
it to him. We agreed to meet. I remember the night was
calm and the air was cool. I sat uncomfortably in the
passenger seat of his truck, feeling sad that this would
be the last time. And so I began.

After one wonderful year, out of the blue, tragedy
struck with the intensity of a hurricane. Pat began
to change, while I remained the same. He no longer
returned my phone calls and always conjured up excuses
to cancel our plans. I sat through the rain and cold to
support him at all of his football games. Sometimes, I
felt as if I was staring into someone else’s eyes, which
scared me. I felt like a stranger in his presence. Although
I was scared, I continued to wear the necklace he had
given me, faithfully. I kept the pendent close to my heart
because that was all I had left of him.

“I am writing to you because I need closure to this
situation. Although I am angry, I want you to know that
I mean everything I’m about to say. I believe that your
feelings did change, but how you handled it was wrong,
and that contributes to the anger that I feel. I don’t cry
because I miss you or still love you; it’s because I am hurt.
Feeling like I’m not good enough for you has definitely
been difficult to accept and overcome, more so, because
I tried my very best, throughout everything, and my best
was never good enough. I always pushed you forward
and was always there to support you in every endeavour.”
Tears were streaming down my face, my vision became
blurry, but there was no need to look at the page below.
The words were flowing out of my mouth.

For our one year anniversary, Pat went to Toronto to
visit friends, leaving me alone at home; he didn’t even call
or text me. I truly thought that seeing his friends would
help revive him from what I thought was a depressive
state. I wanted him to be happy even though I was not.
I had sacrificed my own happiness for his benefit, never
expecting anything in return -- which is exactly what I
got.

My hands tightly gripped the page. Anger made me
numb. It escaped through my words. How could he have
done this to me? I concluded the letter, “You did me
wrong. I could understand if I was a bitch, and dependant
on you, or persistently nagging you, but that definitely
was not the case. All I wanted was a little respect and
appreciation of my existence, which is, in my opinion,
not much to ask. After all is said and done though, this
has made me stronger and I have discovered a lot about
myself. And for this, I thank you.”

Eventually I emerged from my state of denial and
realized that the time had come; we had reached rock
bottom. The break-up was bittersweet; it hurt, but felt
like the best thing to do. Pat had no excuse for the way
he had treated me; he simply stated that he did not

The weight had finally been lifted off my shoulders.
Pat kept his head down in what I thought was shame. I
assumed he was unable to face what he had done to me.
But then he said, “I didn’t think you wanted to give me
a letter. I thought you were going to give the necklace
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back.” After a moment of realization, I took that as my
cue. I carefully placed the letter back in its envelope and
left it on the seat as I got out. I wanted him to keep it. I
grabbed hold of the necklace which I still wore, pulling
it forcefully from my neck. It began to snow, and I was
standing outside his window, my cheeks and eyes red
from crying. The light from the street lamp was focused
on me. This was my time; I was saying the goodbye that
was long overdue. I gave him the necklace and calmly
walked away with no regrets.
The debris from the hurricane slowly settled around
me and I was left to gather the pieces of myself that
were strewn all over. I have come to terms with the past
and that is why I can look forward to the future. Even
though love can hurt us, with hurt we heal, and with
that, we learn. I have discovered that people change
and their true colours become known with time. My first
relationship was a learning experience for which I am
grateful. I am learning to face the fear I once attached to
love, and look forward to loving again.
Amanda Campagnaro is a Grade 12 student currently enrolled at
Marymount Academy. She lives in Sudbury, Ontario, with her mom, dad,
sister and brother. When she is not writing, she enjoys spending time
with her family and friends, as well as partaking in leisure activities such
as swimming, running and reading. Within the classroom setting, she is
always willing to lend a helping hand to those who are having difficulty.
Amanda plans a future in medicine which would be a very rewarding
achievement. She is grateful that her teachers have motivated her to
continue writing.
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Adrianna Harrison

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Skeleton Nightmare

I

awoke. A cold sweat dripping down my back caused
a paralyzing shiver that shook me from my dream.
Sitting up, I put my feet on the floor and slowly lifted
myself from my bed. I crept down the hall and caught my
mother walking through the dark living room towards
her bed. Looking at her, I could feel the cold tears start to
slide down my cheeks. Frightened, I spoke of the horror,
of the dreadful skeleton that became my body. “Have
something to eat,” I remember her telling me with
worry. My hand shook as I grabbed a few crackers from
the cupboard. Hesitantly putting them in my mouth, I
thought, “Twenty calories.” My eyes closed, and there
in the black was the skeleton. Shaken with fear, I quickly
swallowed the sweet, salty snack. A silent, “Take that.”
But there it was again. The faint familiar voice whispering
in my mind, “Nice try, but that’s going to cost you.”
I was ill and all my doctor could do was scribble on
paper. He had no answer to my problems. I didn’t care
what he had to say any more. I was fat, swollen, and
in pain. The symptoms appeared suddenly and without
reason. I hated myself. Then, to my utter surprise, he
mouthed the words that rang a bell in my hollow mind.
A solution to a mathematical problem I never thought I
could resolve. “Diet and exercise, diet and exercise,” the
formula rang. Well, I told myself, if the doctor can’t solve
my problems, I sure as hell can make an effort to do it
myself.
No junk food; that was a start. An hour long walk?
That would do the trick. Stepping on the scale, I looked
down anxiously, waiting for the big weigh in. The red
needle stopped. What? It had to be a mistake. I stepped
off and back on. No, not fair. No junk food; low fat, no,
maybe no fat; small portions and a long walk; add a bike
ride just in case. That should lower the numbers, it had
to!
I quickly found myself spiralling out of control.
Twirling so fast I didn’t even have time to breathe. I could
count my calories like saying the alphabet, and exercise
for hours on end. “Don’t touch, don’t look, keep away
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or run away,” the little voice mumbled. I fought with
everyone about eating and cried out for exercise to burn
what I did eat. Distressed, I slowly and painfully starved
myself. I was scared. Each time I stepped on that scale
the numbers diminished by five. What could I do? How
could I stop? How do I lose that control that satisfied
my hunger? “Eat more, and gain,” the voice repeated,
spitefully. Panic pumped in my heart. Can’t I maintain?
My head spun in confusion as the thought weighed on
my mind. A few pounds were all I wanted. Why was this
happening?
I would run my fingers through my hair only to have
clumps of it falling to the floor like leaves. Sleep was
a nightmare, haunting my every thought. My senses
of taste and smell faded away. It hurt to focus, and it
took all my energy to maintain my grades in school. I
felt nauseated. My moods changed with every tick of
the clock. I thought I was a monster, an angry, confused
freak. Each day a piece of me broke, leaving an empty
blank in my body. Yet the voice kept teasing, “No one
cares if you’re alive or dead.”
It played with my mind and tormented my body. A
game of puppet and puppeteer; cat and mouse, it led me
to a dreary white room, the place it chose to dispose of
my body -- a prison on the second floor of the hospital’s
paediatric wing. It was a chance to fight to regain control
of my body, but instead I cried in agony. My body was thin
and fragile. My appearance reflected my emptiness. My
jumbled words expressed the medicine cocktail swishing
in my mind. What was I to do but stare out the window
or look up to the ceiling that held a million small dots to
occupy my time?
The voice won over my body. I could feel myself
slipping away from life. The pain I felt was too much
to bear. The voice was too strong to fight. My heart
thumped less, slowly skipping beats like a cd with a
scratch. I had to make a choice now; live or die. Do I
fight to climb up the hole I dug, or let myself waste away
at the bottom? My body became that dreaded skeleton,
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the nightmare a reality. Fear flooded my body as it began
to quickly shut down. The nurses moved swiftly as the
alarm on my heart monitor started to sing. I blanked out.
In the black, something inside of me spoke, a glimmer of
hope where none could be found -- the voice of my long
lost friend; my voice. The power of it was overwhelming
as it forced me to awake. It pried my dry lips open to say,
“May I have something to eat?”
Born and raised in Hanmer, Ontario, seventeen year old Adrianna lives
with her parents, brother, a dog, Buddy, and three cats, Boot, Lace, and
Knox. When not horseback riding or hanging out at the farm, Adrianna
enjoys hunting, fishing, atv and camping. She also enjoys playing piano.
Adrianna will be attending university in hopes of a career in environmental
science.
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Mariah Leduc-Sloboda

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Confessions of a Pothead

I

t started at that most vulnerable age, sixteen. My
mom liked calling it my “not-so sweet sixteen”
because, to her, I was no longer that little girl with
the chubby cheeks and blonde curly hair who always
listened to her mommy. I was something different. I dyed
my hair from blonde to dark brown and wore coloured
jeans and rock band shirts. Once I turned sixteen, my
world tumbled over. I faced peer pressure and challenges.
I went through an addiction and checked myself into my
own rehabilitation.
Just getting into the rocker style, I met a boy who
changed my sixteen-year old life. For as long as I could
remember, I could never handle any kind of pressure
well. I would cave in easily, like an abandoned mine. He
held my hand with confidence and led me to his friend’s
apartment. At the time, I was a very shy girl; many things
spooked me easily and this apartment did the trick. The
entrance smelled like an ash tray and my stomach began
to turn. “I shouldn’t be here,” I thought to myself as the
elevator brought us to the fourth floor where his friend
was waiting. His name was Mark. He was a bit strange
looking, but I reminded myself I should never judge a book
by its cover. We entered the apartment and immediately
the scent of a sweet spice filled the air. Hardcore music
played in my ears as we followed that intoxicating scent
to Mark’s room. Three others were there; they all looked
like zombies. Not connected to our world. One girl was
sitting in a corner, holding what looked like a cigarette,
but I knew it was something far more destructive. Mark
pulled out a vase-shaped glass dome that my eyes had
been fixed on. “Do you want a hit?” he asked.
All eyes were on me, the spotlight shone in my
direction, this was it. Time stood still and my lips wrapped
around an opening in the glass vase. I caved in. Everyone
smiled and seemed to accept me now. I looked for my
boyfriend but he had left me with the zombies. They
dragged me into their world. “You can stop this right
now,” I thought to myself. The vase was passed around
again, as well as the spotlight. It felt good to know that I
was in, that I fit in with a group.
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The feeling of fitting in soon became an addiction
or obsession. I wanted to keep going back to the stench
of that apartment, I needed to press my lips against
that vase and inhale as much smoke as I could. The
more I went back, the higher I flew away from reality.
The feeling was sensational. It felt like I was on my own
cloud above the world; everything looked beautiful and
my skin tingled. I knew what I was doing was wrong; I
told myself that every time I held a blunt or a bong up to
my lips. My boyfriend left me, but I was in my own world
and nothing could harm me.
For almost a whole year, I fed my addiction. It took
over my body and slowly crushed my soul. Because I
smoked so often, I no longer had that feeling of being
on a cloud. Instead, reality and its problems returned.
Everything hit me hard. My rocket ship crashed to
the earth and I wasn’t ready to deal with it yet. I lost
communication with mission control, I was brain dead.
I could no longer find any sources to feed my addiction.
My mother was not as stupid as I thought she was. She
knew something was wrong with me. I was grounded,
unable to return to Mark’s apartment, and I never saw the
zombies again. I was slowly becoming myself again but
glitches were occurring along the way. Like a computer
when it has a virus, nothing worked properly.
Thanks to all of my unusual behaviour, my family and
friends began to worry. Arguments flew back and forth
like a debating club, between me and the rest of the
world. I knew everyone was looking out for me, but at
the time I didn’t care. I couldn’t talk to my mom, we didn’t
see eye to eye, which didn’t help matters, so I ran. I ran
among the dark streets of the city until I found a quiet
piece of asphalt. I sat there, alone with my conscience.
“What have I done?” I asked myself.
I began to drag myself out of the other world, back
to reality. I retraced my steps back home and called my
best friend, my dad. I begged and pleaded for him to
take me in, but the only word that kept spilling out of
his mouth was “no”. Rejected by my best friend, my role
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model, I took this straight to the heart and it all came
out. Streams of tears poured down my face as I locked
myself in my room. Self-rehabilitation. “I am going to
change,” I said, confidently. I wanted everything back
the way it was. I wanted my family back. I wanted myself
back.
After a month of self-rehabilitation, I overcame my
sick addiction. I might not have changed back into that
little girl with the chubby cheeks and blonde curly hair,
but I had returned to reality. The air had cleared and I was
back to my usual lazy teenaged lifestyle. Sixteen might
not have been a sweet year for me, but I learned many
lessons along the way and brought myself closer not only
to my family but, myself as well.
Born in Sudbury, Ontario, eighteen year Mariah now lives in Hanmer with
her mom, step dad, and 15 year old brother. When Mariah isn’t hard
at work with her studies, she enjoys snowboarding during the winter
and camping in the summer. Mariah plans on pursuing a career in dental
assistance.
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Brenna Reed

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Glass Doors

W

e all start with training wheels. The monstrous,
metal frame introduced to us as a bicycle is
stabilized on either side. We learn and grow
and when the time is right, our training wheels come
off. At this time, we all attempt to apply the lessons we
have learned to continue riding – this time on our own!
Last year, my training wheels came off. I participated in
a three month exchange to France. It was the first time I
ever lived away from my family, the first time I had to rely
solely on myself.
I have always been a very outgoing individual;
however, this exchange challenged the very core of my
character. Would I be able to maintain the confidence
and patience to learn a new language and culture
without my support system? With training wheels, you
move slowly and you have a lesser chance of falling – of
derailing yourself from the road. However, without your
training wheels, the speed increases. What helps you
keep your balance when you are going to fall?
I applied for this exchange to maintain and improve
upon my French speaking and comprehension skills. I also
saw this as my first opportunity to travel outside of North
America. The fact that I would be leaving my family and
friends for three months did not really occur to me. I was
accepted by the agency and a month later, my exchange
partner arrived. She lived with my family and me for
three months. While she was here, I was preoccupied by
ensuring she had a wonderful stay in Canada. After she
left, I spent the time before my own departure preparing
my suitcase and getting caught up at school. I didn’t
think of my exchange as a reality; it was simply a dream.
The day of my departure, my father drove me to the
airport. The crowded waiting area was filled with other
Canadian exchange students and their families. I was in
the midst of the chaos, people and noise, however they
sounded distant. We were notified that our plane was
delayed by five hours because of the bad weather in Paris.
My father had to return home that night. As he had a
long drive ahead of himself, he left the waiting room an
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hour before I was called through security with the other
Canadian students. I sat alone on the floor, a zebra on an
open savannah. I waited for the hyperventilating to start,
the desire to return home and never leave, the river of
tears that would never end. However, I sat on the ground
calmly reading a magazine. I was still unaware that I was
saying goodbye to my country for three months. I was
blind but I could see, I was deaf but I could hear, I was
unaware but I knew.
As I walked through security I met a quiet friendly
girl named Michelle who would be travelling with me all
the way to Nantes. Our flight seemed to pass by rather
quickly. Locked away in a dark, suspended cylinder, you
have nothing to do except sleep.
The chaos commenced the moment we landed in
Paris. There were some complications since our flight
was five hours late and, to make a long story short, we
missed our flight to Nantes. The fifty Canadian students
and two chaperones with whom I was travelling then
proceeded to spend the next ten hours sitting on the
floor of the Paris airport, waiting for the next flight to
Nantes. I had never thought that I would ever want to
live Paris!
When we finally arrived in Nantes, we entered into
a room surrounded by windows to collect our luggage.
Our host families were standing on the other side of the
windows looking in. I could see my exchange partner,
Eva, pointing me out to the rest of her family. Like an
animal at the zoo, I was being watched. That was the
moment when the reality of my exchange hit me! The
nervousness that I had been waiting for was now a heavy
weight on my chest.
At the end of the room stood menacing, solid glass
doors which led to the lobby holding our host families. I
had left my parents hours before, however the support
system of Canada had still surrounded me. This moment
was when my training wheels were coming off. I was
going to be by myself and I was going to have to depend
upon myself to communicate and succeed. Walking
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through these doors would be the start of my individual
growth. These doors represented fear, excitement,
knowledge, adventure, independence, and maturity –
life.
I remember collecting my luggage with Michelle
asking me, “Are you going to speak French once you
enter the lobby?”
“No,” I replied. However, I took a second to think and
realized, these glass doors stood between two different
worlds, two different lives, and if I was going to walk
through these doors, I needed to be fully committed to
making this new life work. These doors represented not
only life, but the choice of the life I wanted.
As I pushed against the solid glass doors, I knew my
training wheels were long gone and that I had made
the decision to take them off. Many Canadians never
spoke a word of French while in France; they had their
host family speak to them in English. They never really
learned to ride a bicycle. I was completely committed to
this exchange and I completely immersed myself in the
French culture.
In life we are presented with opportunities to become
independent, however it must be our own choice. At
first cycling without training wheels is difficult. We may
fall down, but we must get back up and continue down
the road we have chosen to discover.
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Chelsea Toulouse

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Anaque and Ekwe

T

he trees pass by and the road never seems to end.
A sharp pain shoots through my right temple. My
body cringes, and my head starts pounding like the
beat of a drum. As quickly as it began, it subsides. I look
up to see my brother’s eyes filled with a look of craziness
mixed with worry. He asks, “What’s wrong?” I shrug my
shoulders, reacting to what has just occurred.
I look out the window, trying to make sense of what
happened. This pain has been occurring for a while, on
random occasions. My brothers keep staring at me; I see
them out of the corner of my eye. I want to tell them I
am fine, but everyone would know it was a lie. Instead, I
continue to look out the window, staring at the trees and
the paved road.
There is nothing I could’ve done to prepare myself
for this appointment. I never understood my culture and
the magic within it. As I sit here in the car, waiting to
reach our destination, I think about the possible answers
I could receive. Maybe everything I see is all in my head,
maybe I am slowly going crazy, maybe the shadows do
not exist. But what if they do? Do I want to know if they
are real? If they do exist, it is a reality I will have to face
in a matter of hours.
The car comes to a stop, my hands are clammy, and
my nerves start to get the best of me. My legs start to
quiver with each step I take towards the door. I am trying
to decipher if it is nerves or fright. My mom informs the
receptionist of our arrival. Next, I find myself sitting in a
chair, waiting to be called. As a woman walks down the
hallway to the sitting area, my heart starts to race. My
hands start to get clammy again. I look up and watch her
every step until she stops. She looks around the room
and calls out my family’s name.
I follow behind my family. I am scared and nervous.
Thoughts race through my mind as if a rainstorm has hit
my brain. With each drop comes a new thought filled
with a different emotion. I start to feel dizzy. I concentrate
on putting one foot in front of the other, trying to avoid
tripping. It is a short walk to the end of the building, but
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it feels like a mile. I can smell the sweet aroma of natural
medicines drifting throughout the hallway. My heart
begins to relax, and my mind comes to a halt. I focus on
the calming scent, and the comfort within, as we reach a
door. A knock on the door jerks me back to reality.
The door opens and a voice welcomes us into the
room. My parents allow my brothers and me to sit on the
chairs, while they stand behind us. We offer our tobacco
as we introduce ourselves. The man answers my family’s
questions through a ceremony. We each get our own
turn. I listen to what my brothers say. He tells the man
about his problems; how he does not feel like himself
and is acting different than his normal self. As he speaks,
I sit there thinking about what I will say. Should I tell him
what has been on my mind? Should I ask him if I’m going
insane or if the shadows are real?
I hear his voice call upon me. I open my mouth to
speak but no words come out. I look up, and he smiles.
He knows I am trying to find the right words. I smile
politely. I take a deep breath in, and breathe out. My
hands are shaking, but I know what I need to say. I tell
him about the shadows I see out the corner of my eyes,
the noises I hear at night; I ask him if I am going crazy. I
also tell him about the sharp, stabbing pain in my right
temple. Finally, I ask him for my spiritual name. As I speak,
my voice quivers as I try to hide my emotions. He looks at
me as I stare at him, trying to hide my tears. He responds
in a deep, calm voice, “I’ll see what I can do.”
As he performs his ceremony, I try to focus on what
he is saying. He speaks the language, and sings a song.
His assistant plays a drum and my heart starts to beat
with the rhythm. Minutes pass, and it is over. He opens
his eyes and looks at me. He smiles softly. The next thing
he says will change my perspective on life forever, “The
shadows are real.”
My mind starts to race, but he interrupts my thoughts.
He can see the fear on my face, he tells me I will be fine
and there is no need to worry. I smile weakly. He explains
everything that has been going on with me, and tells
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me that someone is influencing me. They have placed
negative thoughts into my mind. The pain I feel is located
where they entered my head. He gives me medicine to
bring me back to normal. He saves my spiritual name for
last. He looks at me, smiles and says, “Anaqwet Ekwe,
Stormcloud Woman.” He says I am going to become a
powerful young woman. There are things I need to do
each year to honour my name. I promise him I will.
As I walk out of the building, I smile. It is a smile full
of a million emotions. My mind is calm, and I know I will
be fine in time. How long will it take? I do not know, but
what I do know is my life has now changed, and this is
not my last visit.
Born and raised in Sudbury, Ontario, Chelsea Toulouse is a Grade 12
student at Marymount Academy. She lives with her parents, brothers, and
her three pets. Chelsea loves to play volleyball and flag football for her
school. After Grade 12, Chelsea plans to attend the University of Ottawa
to pursue her goal of becoming a doctor.
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2010 Turning Points Adjudicators
We would like to sincerely thank all of our judges for their time and support of the Turning Points essay writing
contest. Tier One judges are Faculty of Education teacher candidates. Tier Two judges volunteer from the professional
communities.

Tier One -- Greater Toronto Area:
Ontario Institute for Studies in Education/University of Toronto:
Adele Jeffrey’s and Joanne Wolf’s class:
Giuseppina Maria Abate, Nadia Cristina Avola, Alessandra Beltrano, Giuseppina Cannone, Rosa Caputo, Chiara
Cautillo, Tirzah Ramona Celia Celestine, Concetta D’Agnello, Michelle Lynn De Freitas, Marisa G. De Nicolais, Deanna
DeCaria, Annabelle Carolyn Desiree Duarte-Monteiro, Kurtis Evans, Sheena Fayant, Ashley Renee Sousa Fernandes,
Paolo Antonio Fietta, Angela Gatti, Erin Greenfield, Victoria Graziella Guarino, Patricia Jimenez, Kathleen Lesperance,
Oliver Loh, Vanessa Ashley Lelevicius Lue, Monika Meehan, Monica Passaro, Nadia Pedron, Erica Santo, Andrianna
Olha Shchuka, Stephanie Soroka, Kathleen Mary Stewart, Joanna Szeto, Jessica Torres, Sharon Valles, Kristin Martina
Walsh, Kathleen Woolvett, Lisa Marie Zatylny, Brian Abraham, Brunella Anania, Melissa Calouro Areias, Anna Marie
Erica Augurusa, Robert Cannone, Sandra Castriota, Suzanna Filippelli, Nina Gardzielewski, Benjamin Crawford Haber,
Celia Marie Ieradi, Abby Jones, Emilia Klukowska, Tamara Louis, Samuel Victor Macleod, Lisa Marie Martins, Michael
A. Michael, Stephanie Morra, Juliana Nicolau, Darius Michael Muthaliff Noronha, Justina Ihuoma Ogokeh, Marie
Nathalie Edeline Oswell, Maureen Phillips, Alexandra Reid, Kimberly Anne Ryan, Adam M. Turco.
Mindy Pollishuke’s and Julia Arnold’s class:
Farheen Ahmad, Angela Bagaybagayan, Aneela Bisram, Emily Chruszcz, Jessica Cisternino, Ian Corlett, Lara Coxsedge,
Christine Da Costa Antunes, Catherine De Freitas, Rimple Deol, Katherine DiCosmo, Barbara Durocher, Rachel
Eisenberg, Sarah Ewing, Rosamaria Falsetti, Samantha Forgie, Anna Freiman, Sahar Ghafouri, Elyse Giroux, James
Goldsack, Samantha Haight, Sylvia Hatzidiakos, Kerstin Hay, Katherine Higgins, Patrizia Ierullo, Jiju Isaac Jacob, Lubna
Khan, Sarah Kim, Tetyana Kitaygora, Jasmin Kwak, Samantha Landrigan, Jessica Lawrie, Susanne Lo, Aviva Lufer,
Kerstin May, Janessa Mazzuca, Graham Noble, Amandeep Rajput, Shelley Robertson, Veena Saund, Joanna Shuster,
Heather Simons, Pamela Sinclair, Oana Sirb, Sobana Sivalingam, Sophia Sookhan, Jessica Takac, Fadek Taki, Jason
Teitelbaum, Jennifer Tompkins, Leena Tukhi, Alessandra Valente, Venila Vigneswaran, Michelle Walk, Matthew Winter,
Janelle Wood.
Mary Reid’s class:
James Morrison Bevington, Sarah Elizabeth Blevins, Kasia Hanna Briegmann-Samson, Ling Chiu, Trevor Hiepleh, Lindsay
Johnson, Kelly Kim, Michelle Lieberman, Rhonda Matheson, Brittney McCarter, Delphine Moussay, Emily Neri, Cody
Nesbitt, Diana Theresa Neufeld, James Pascucci, Nabeel Ahmed Patel, Revi Jan Pereira, Jennifer Persaud, Brunetta
Theresa Pezzo, Kelly Rapson, Michelle Rodak, Angeline Roides, Jenilee Amanda Sas, Jacky Sai Chuen Siu, Melanie Leh
Smith, Lindsey Sneyd, Andrew Tardif, Katelyn Ugarenko, Alisha Radhia Ulla, Marco Ursi, Rachel Verhaeghe, Ashley
Weidmark, Georgina Sui Ling Wong, Silvy Perucho Xisto, Leah Kyungro Yoon, Anna F. Antonopoul, Sarene Babian,
Maria Beliaeva, William Best, Kathleen Bety, Peter Andrew Bolton, Stefani Sara Brust, Ana Sofia Cardoso, Douglas
Cepin, Rena Chadwick, Asal Dariush, Madeleine El Dabaghi, David Espeut, Jennifer Fewster-Yan, Victoria Jame Louise
Fisher, Cassandra Justine Franklin, Claire Patricia Freeman, Vivian Yin San Fu, Wendy Christina Herod, Teresa Huang,
Jaime Johnson, Neetin Kalsi, Jennifer Sau Wai Li, Audrey Lea MacDonald, Kaitlyn Magee, Zachary Paul Marchesini,
Paul Stephen Mardus, Lindsay McConeghy, Holly Ann Morrison, Kiel Nizich, Adrian Pora, Brenda Simon, Nathalie
Stechysin, Allan Warnock, Zane Ariela Ziemelis.
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York University
Jackie Spence’s and Franco Francesco’s class:
Anita Dona Abeyeskera, Adil Ahmad, Rebecca Allen, Hanan Ali, Lori-Ann Ankrah, Richard Asante, Nivin Beshay,
Deborah Blay, Michael Broderick, Alysia Burr, Joshua Cardoza, Voula Chadgimichaelidis, Catie Cheney, Jennifer Cho,
Kathleen Chow, Greenie Chui, Paige Cooper, Paynam Denshwar, Karnjot Khera, Kathy De Olivera, Safiya Dore, Alexis
Ha, Kristophe Hart, Idil Hasan, Kathy Iiadis, Keshia Jackman, Joan Kim, Sarika Kumar, Brigitte Lewis, Kerwin Liverpool,
Kelly McBride, Mary Ellen McGeachie, Uriel Mendoza, Tesfai Mengesha, Imran Merali, Melissa Morelly, Miranda Munro,
Kana Nagai, Suzanne Narain, Jessica Nguyen, Betsabe Penate, Asha Persaud, Patricia Piatkowski, Rebecca Purvis,
Calecia Powell, Jessa Reitsma, Bregmagutha Robert, Maureen Rose-Williams, Tsedale Ryan, Alicia Sam, Samantha
Solidarios, Harpinder Soomal, Tasha Sterling, Christina Suppa, Dharshika Thanabalasingham, Tania Toledo, Valentina
Tsenis, Chris Welsh, Graeme Welsh, Lameck Zingano.
Tier One -- Sudbury Catholic District School Board, Sudbury, Ontario
OISE/UT
Laura Pinto’s class:
Charlotte Marie Aust, Veronica Barbisan, Kirandeep Bhullar, Michael Campovari, Sarah Alison Canteenwalla, Michelle
Leeanne Clinning, Jessica Damiani, Christie Elizabeth DesRoches, Megan Elizabeth Dieterle, Mary Dimarco, Michelle
Finn, Chantal Florindo, Laura Gavrila, Priyanka Goyal, Jenny Kathleen Hughes, Vittorio Iafrate, Matthew Inglis, Robin
Kapoor, Sierra Kennish, Shannon Kilkenny, Arlene Kozma, Jeffrey Leonard, Chi Tat Kwan, Michael Mavin, Ashley
McAlister, Andrea Magakian, Ian Scott Miller, Jennifer Moylan, Conrad Noronha, Lane Osborne, Sonya Rachel Marie
Spilkin, Nicholas Wong, Amy Margaret Dale Wood.
Tier One -- Eastern School District, Newfoundland and Labrador
Memorial University of Newfoundland
Dr. Dorothy Vaandering’s class:
Ashley Andrews, Amy Anstey, Susan Arsenault, Jacqueline Bourget, Todd Brace, Holly Brophy, Nicole Byrne, Deanna
Campbell, Courtney Cribb, Thomas Dawson, Theola Emberley-Budden, Kevin Farrell, Shayna Fudge, Victoria Head,
Angela Hodder, Brittany Howell, Susan Keeping, Davina Learning, Ashlea Legge, Jennifer Moore, Sarah Moss, Leah
Nash, Ryan O’Connor, Spencer Pack, Hillary Patey, Heather Patiquin, Victoria Penney, Lydia Pinsent, Ann Pottie, Ashley
Rogers, Leanna Ropson, Ellen Rowe, Janice Smith, Jessica Squires, Kristina Stacey, Russell Stockley, Stephanie Vivian,
Hollie Walsh, Morgan White, Serena White, Vicki Andrews, Ashley Barrett, Elizabeth Borden, Danielle Christensen,
Stephanie Cranford, Kayla Dalton, Lori Ann Feltham, Amy Flynn, Anne Gill, Janice Godin, Andrea Graham, Alison
Grant, Julia Green, Julia Halfyard, Ashley Henderson, Kelly Hogan, Melissa Hoskins, Emily Howell, Angela Howse, Jody
Kinden, Rebecca Le Drew, Jacynthe Ledwell, Elizabeth Lefler, Stephanie Legge, Karen Lynch, Jillian Maclaughlin, Fred
Mills, Jennifer Mouland, Jennifer Newhook, Mitchell Oake, Krystal Roberts, Sarah Scott-Thompson, Julia Sears, Erin
Skinner, Melissa Skinner, Allison Smith, Danielle Sparkes, Valene Stacey, April Strickland, Lucas Stritt.
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Tier Two Judges: GTA...............................................Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Head of English................................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Steven Barwin, Teacher & Author.............................................................................................Writers’ Guild of Canada
Dana Clarence, Director of Professional Affairs.......................................................... Chartered Accountants of Canada
Anna Maria DiGiammarino, Principal...........................................................................York Region District School Board
Lies Ferriman, Teacher Coach............................................................................................ Toronto District School Board
Gail Fraser, Manager of Partnership Development............................................................. Toronto District School Board
Matthew Giffin, Author/Storyteller............................................................................................................... StoryValues
Janice Hambrock, System Principal -- Safe Schools.............................................................. Halton District School Board
Jeremy Hill, Retired Superintendent...........................................................................York Catholic District School Board
Noeline Laccetti, Literacy Consultant............................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Shamena Maharaj, Life Coach & Facilitator............................................................................Unleash the Power Within
Elaine McInnis, Retired Consultant............................................................................. York Region District School Board
Gordon McInnis, Retired Principal..................................................................................... Toronto District School Board
Stephen Rensink, Teacher Facilitator............................................................................York Region District School Board
Susan Sorensen, Associate Lawyer.......................................................................................Borden, Ladner, Gervais LLP
Janet Stickney, Coordinator Partnership Development....................................................... Toronto District School Board
Christine Suski, Manager of Strategic Initiatives, Sales, Strategies & Support............................... RBC Financial Group
Judi Symes, Retired Head of English.................................................................................. Toronto District School Board
Cheryl Thornton, Author/Storyteller............................................................................................................. StoryValues

French Tier 2 Judges: GTA.......................................Members of the Professional Community
Tatiana Carapet, Teacher, French Immersion.....................................................................Toronto District School District
Jacynthe Dallaire, Chef de programmes................................................................................... Partenariat en Éducation
Penny Dobson, Teacher, French Immersion.......................................................................Toronto District School District
Gratiana Doiu, Teacher, French Immersion........................................................................Toronto District School District
Rita van Landeghem, FSL Instructor................................................................................................ University of Toronto

Tier Two Judges: Brantford, Ontario...............Members of the Professional Community
Kate Bellon................................................................................ Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Sherry Lewis............................................................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Audra Sewell-Maloney............................................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board

Tier Two Judges: Sudbury, Ontario...................Members of the Professional Community
Aaron Barry, Vice-Principal.................................................................................. Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Cindy Blinn, Curriculum Consultant.................................................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Jean McHarg, Superintendent of Education......................................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Megan Murphy, Vice Principal............................................................................. Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Judi Way, Vice Principal....................................................................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Tier Two Judges: St. John’s, Newfoundland...Members of the Professional Community
Rosemary Kennedy, Chief Financial Officer........................................................................... Ocean Choice International
Gail Fowlow, Director................................................................................................................. Pennecon Construction
Dallas Mercer, President..........................................................................................................................DM Consulting
Thomas Power, CEO..............................................................................................................Thomas J. Power Financial
Penny Blackwood, Ph.D., Director, Alumni Affairs and Development................... Memorial University of Newfoundland
Wayne Rogers, Principal.................................................................................................... Queen Elizabeth High School
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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 Secondary School
St. Augustine Secondary School
St. John the Baptist School
St. Mark School

Durham Catholic District School Board
St. Elizabeth Seton Elementary School

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

Hastings and Prince Edward
District School Board
Centre Hastings Secondary School

Peel District School Board
Glenforest Secondary School
Riverside Public School
Turner Fenton Secondary School

Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic
District School Board
Holy Trinity High School

Toronto Catholic District School Board
Notre Dame Secondary School

Toronto District School Board
Broadlands Public School
Brookview Middle School
Dunlace Public School
Earl Haig Secondary School
Fairbank Middle School
Hollycrest Middle School
John English Junior Middle School
Maurice Cody Public School
Owen Public School

Seneca Hill Public School
Shaughnessy Public School
York Mills Secondary School

York Catholic District School Board
Divine Mercy Catholic School
St. David Catholic School
St. Theresa Lisieux Catholic High School

York Region District School Board
Armadale Public School
Castlemore Public School
Coledale Public School
Crosby Heights Public School
Donald Cousins Public School
Kettleby Public School
Richmond Hill High School
Silver Stream Public School
Sir William Mulock Secondary School

Grand Erie District School Board
Brantford Collegiate Institute
Cayuga Secondary School
Hagersville Secondary School
Major Ballachey Elementary School
Pauline Johnson Collegiate & Vocational School
Sprucedale Secondary School

Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Marymount Academy
St. Benedict Secondary School

Eastern School District, Newfoundland
Amalgamated Academy
Baccalieu Collegiate
Crescent Collegiate
Holy Redeemer Elementary School
Persalvic Elementary School
St. Anne’s Academy
St. Edward’s Elementary School
St. Francis School
St. Peter’s Elementary School
Roncalli Central High School
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In Closing
The Learning Partnership & 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.

•

our supporters of Turning Points – our individual donors; the Ontario Ministry of Education; Niagara Peninsula
Aboriginal Area Management Board; Eastern School District, Newfoundland & Labrador; and an anonymous
donor – for their ongoing commitment to publicly funded education, and for working with us to encourage
young people to express themselves and their experiences through writing.

•

Julia Arnold, for her continued support and work on assessment and evaluation of the essays with the teacher
candidates, Tier One judges.

•

Maria Assaf, for her assistance with proofreading the essays for publication.

•

Derrick Moore, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Newfoundland & Labrador.

•

Iris Petten, Turning Points Champion, Newfoundland & Labrador, TLP Advisory Board Member.

•

Janet Vivian-Walsh, Assistant Director of Education, Programs, Eastern School District, Newfoundland.

•

Dorothy Vaandering, Ph.D., Assistant Professor-Social Studies, Faculty of Education, Memorial University of
Newfoundland.

•

Karen Goodnough, Ph.D., Associate Dean of Education, Faculty of Education, Memorial University of
Newfoundland.

•

Judith Mellor, Co-ordinator Undergraduate Programs, Faculty of Education, Memorial University of Newfoundland.

•

Glenn Blackwood, Executive Director, Marine Institute, Memorial University of Newfoundland.

•

Sherry Lickers, Executive Director, The Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board, Brantford, Ontario.

•

Gina Tullio, Communications Officer, Sudbury Catholic District School Board.

•

Joan Yawney, Religious Education and Faith Development Consultant, Sudbury Catholic District School Board.

•

all of the administrative and support staff from our participating school boards who have given of their time to
support this program.

Program Supporters:
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