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The Learning Partnership is a national charitable organization dedicated to
championing a strong public education system in Canada through innovative programs,
credible research, policy initiatives, leadership training and public engagement. Since
1993, more than 4.9 million students and teachers have participated in one or more of
The Learning Partnership’s programs. For information on The Learning Partnership, log
onto www.thelearningpartnership.ca.

W

elcome to the 13th edition of The Learning Partnership’s Turning
Points anthology of essays. This extraordinary publication features
essays written by students in Grades 6 to 12 that encapsulate
a significant event – a turning point – in their lives. Their stories attempt to
explain the impact these events have had on their lives and are insightful,
moving, thought-provoking and often beautifully written. They prove that a
love of words is still alive and well in this digital age.

The response to the 2011-2012 Turning Points program was inspiring. More than 12,000
essays were written throughout the Greater Toronto Area, across Newfoundland and Labrador,
Fredericton and Saint John, New Brunswick, Calgary, Alberta, Brantford and Sudbury, Ontario. This
year’s anthology features a selection of these essays.
We at The Learning Partnership thank all the students who participated this year. Sharing often
deeply personal stories with the world can be difficult and we are privileged they allowed us a
glimpse into their lives. They have all demonstrated strength, maturity and talent and we are
confident they will continue on their paths to accomplished adulthoods.
Thank you as well to the many judges, teachers and sponsors whose support and participation
continue to make Turning Points possible. We are deeply grateful.
On behalf of everyone involved, we invite you to open the following pages and spend some
time immersed in the diverse worlds of Canada’s young people. You will be moved, inspired and
entranced.

Veronica Lacey
President and CEO
The Learning Partnership

Marni Angus
National Program Manager, Turning Points
The Learning Partnership
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Greater Toronto Area Winners
“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
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Greater Toronto Area winners

Grade 6 Greater Toronto Area English Winners
“Good writing is like a windowpane.” – George Orwell

Julia Dobrowolski

First Place
Toronto District School Board

Little Red Gloves

T

he Salvation Army building in Regent Park scared
me the first time I saw it. A large barbed wire fence
surrounded the parking lot, and there was garbage
piled up outside the door. It was a PA day in December
and my mom was taking my sister and me to work with
her at the Salvation Army.
We carried heavy bins full of donated toys as we
headed up the stairs. When we got to the top my mom
was greeted by countless people, all with big smiles and
red aprons. It was the annual Christmas center, where
the people in the community could come in and pick out
donated gifts for their children. Weeks had been spent
setting up and you could tell, the whole place looked
beautiful.
I found out I was going to be a personal shopper,
someone who helps people find gifts. My first customer
was a mom, picking out presents for her six year old
daughter. After she chose a Barbie doll and a stuffed
animal, I led her towards the table that had adult gifts on
it. Everyone who came in got a gift, to show them that
they aren’t forgotten. When I handed her a pair of little
red gloves she almost started to cry because she was so
happy.
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That’s when I had my turning point. I go on three
vacations a year and I’m never as grateful as this
woman, and all she got was one small pair of gloves. It’s
amazing that something that small could make such a
big difference. I thought to myself “What if all I got for
Christmas was a pair of red gloves?” Then I had an idea;
it doesn’t matter how many presents you get, because
the presents you give are more important. When I looked
back at the building as I was leaving, I didn’t see scary
barbed wire fences or lots of garbage, I saw the spirit of
Christmas.
Eleven-year-old Julia lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and two
sisters. She enjoys reading, writing and playing sports. Julia would like to
thank everyone working at the Salvation Army in Regent Park for inspiring
her to write this essay. She is very proud of this accomplishment and is
thankful for the opportunity to share this piece.

Parmis Farhoodi

Second Place
Toronto District School Board

The Protest

O

n a very hot summer day, my family and I were
going protesting to defend my home country, Iran.
I was very excited. Although I did not know much
about why we were doing it, I had a feeling that this day
would somehow affect me deeply and it did.
When I asked my dad about it, he told me we were
doing this for the sake of the people in my country, to get
human rights, since they did not even have the right to

Greater Toronto Area winners

protest. It was then when I realized it was not fair for us
to be living in a free, democratic, and safe country, while
they did not. We had to stand up for them since they
could not. Although we were not with them physically,
we would always be with them in our hearts.
Downtown, hundreds of people were gathered,
holding all kinds of banners, posters, and flags and
cheering. It was the first time I had ever seen something
like that. It felt good standing up for freedom and
democracy with a lot of people all around wanting the
same. It also felt very warm and comforting. I knew I was
doing the right thing. Iran was the place I was born and
my heritage.
After the protest was finished, I could not stop
thinking about what had happened. Was our message
sent out? Will there be a change? The government of
Iran was furious that protests were going on both here
and in America. My heart sank in deep grief and knowing
that things were still the same in Iran was hard to take in.
The only good thing was that I understood two very
important things. We are a few of the lucky ones chosen
to come to this country where people can be free, have
rights, be their own persons, have different opportunities,
and live their lives the way they want. Another thing I
realized was that some things are worth fighting for, no
matter how bad the situation is. It is important to believe
and never give up.
Parmis was born in Tehran, Iran, and raised in Toronto, Ontario. She loves
to play the piano, swim, listen to music, and spend time with her friends.
Her favourite activities include spending time outdoors and playing with
her two pet birds. Parmis is multilingual, speaking Persian, French, and
English.

Sarina Wong

Third Place
Toronto District School Board

The Sky Is the Limit

rehearsed the songs, and I dragged my feet for much of
the time. I built a wall that blocked my mind from paying
full attention to the music itself.
The sheet music stood ominously before me, its
pristine white pages leering. The sheet music was the
piece called “Fur Elise” and was notoriously hard to play
-- or so I had been told.
I played the first few notes, then the first page of
the song, which didn’t seem to be too hard. I braced for
the difficult middle pages. Surprisingly, the music came
out smoothly, undulating like a wave, just as it should.
Unbelievingly, I tried again. The music flowed out like
an ethereal voice. Still in awe, I recalled that my piano
teacher had repeatedly emphasized the difficulty of the
piece. So how could I, a mediocre player, have played it
easily?
There was only one answer: while playing the other
songs, I was afraid to fail. Each time I made a mistake, I
built up much anger at the piano and myself. At my every
error, a little voice chimed in that I was incompetent,
and my self-confidence dwindled. After years of these
emotions, I firmly planted a barrier of odium against the
piano. While doing so, I became distracted, stopping
myself from truly enjoying and learning the piece. I was
actually restraining my full potential.
However, this time, my success knocked down the
barrier, allowing me to see the piano with new eyes -with self-confidence. I was not mediocre -- I only thought
I was so because of my own self-restriction.
Now, I no longer confine myself. I am able to do
anything if I think I can because if I am confident, the sky
is the limit!
Grade six student Sarina was born in Hong Kong and moved to Canada
with her family. She is an active member of the school community and
volunteers her time to help teachers and staff. Sarina’s favourite volunteer
activity is helping in the kindergarten room. She is excited to begin studies
at a new school in the fall. Sarina enjoys reading, the martial art of Wushu
and sketching. In the future, she hopes to pursue a career as a lawyer.

“The only person blocking you is yourself.”

I

used to love the piano. At age 5, I admired the grace,
elegance, and harmonious melodies that came
from the complex instrument. As I grew older, I was
pressured to practice more often than I liked and I began
to resent it. It became a torturing device. I unwillingly
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012 9
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Richika Bhattacharya

I

Matthew Egan

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

Honourable Mention
Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board

Forever In My Heart

An Unfamiliar Mind

remember she told me how her life changed when I
was born. My sister continues to be the person I look
up to, and the one I will forever love.

I remember her tender kiss in the morning and the
one wishing me ‘Sweet Dreams’ at night. I grew up
envying her journey to school and the magnitude of her
backpack when she returned. She was ruthlessly loyal
and never let go of my hand. She was my everything.
Yet, our innocent time together passed quickly and
soon she was off to university. We visited every weekend
and I cherished the tight, warm hugs we gave each other.
A high fever…that’s all it took. And on one snowy
February day she was gone. Uncontrollable tears flooded
my heart and it was as if someone had stabbed me with
the sharpest knife. It was beyond belief.
As I sit now in the lonely, quiet corner of my room
I realize I have to be mentally strong to support my
parents and stay by their side. I will try my best to fill
up the vacuum that has been created in her absence.
I will try hard in my academics and I aim to go to the
same university my sister did. My parents were looking
forward to attending her graduation and I will give them
the opportunity to fulfill their dream.

M

y mind was blank. I had no idea what had just
happened. I lay there on the ice, silent and still.

From this moment on my life had changed
drastically. I had suffered a concussion. This injury
caused me to see life through an unfamiliar mind. My
way of thinking was completely different from normal.
I processed things slowly and was often confused. I
wondered what had happened to my once intelligent
mind.
For weeks I was not allowed or able to go on the
computer, watch television, play outside, and even read
or write. Play hockey again? Not a chance. This troubled
me because all of these things are parts of my everyday
life. Being without them I realized how lucky I really am to
be able to have these things. Many people in this world
have never even had the opportunity to use a computer,
watch television, or read a book.
I also became very forgetful. This was a problem
that affected many things. One of these things was
my speech. I had worked on this assignment for hours,
writing and memorizing, finally it was complete. It was
completely memorized before my concussion. After, my
memory failed me repeatedly.

The memories of my beloved sister will be etched in
my heart and I will always remember her smile. Leading
life from this point on will be tough, but I must move on.
I will put forth my best effort as my sister always did. I
want to be the reason my parents smile again.

This worried my parents just as much as it worried
me. “Will I ever be the same again?” I asked myself.
After weeks of fear and confusion I had returned to my
normal self. I was overjoyed. I was the same once again
except for one thing. I had a new perspective.

A wave of tears has washed away the path ahead.
I must reconstruct it and achieve success through
happiness in life.

I learned to appreciate my health, God-given talents,
and daily routine. For two whole months they had been
taken away from me. Never again should I take these
things for granted for in one quick moment they could
be gone.

Wherever you are - I love you and I miss you so much.
Twelve-year-old Richika was born in Dubai and immigrated to Canada
with her parents in 2009. She has written several short stories and her
paintings have been published in two calendars. Richika enjoys playing
classical guitar in spare time and would like to pursue a career in computer
engineering. Richika would like to acknowledge the encouragement and
support she has received from her teachers and parents.
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Matthew attends school in Mississauga, Ontario. He continues to enjoy
success in his writing. In addition to his achievement in the Turning Points
Essay Contest, Matthew has also won the Junior Remembrance Day
Poetry Contest sponsored by the Royal Legion. He is an accomplished
sportsman playing both hockey and soccer. Matthew has a twin sister,
Vanessa. His older sister, Shannon, also submitted a winning entry in the
Turning Points Essay Contest a few years ago.

Greater Toronto Area winners

Amalia Kontolemos

Jack Lougheed

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Be Careful What You Wish For

Seize the Moment

I

consider myself an athlete. All my life I have
successfully played competitive sports. I love using
my athletic ability and spend much of my spare time
practicing and joining competitions. Up to this point, I
never thought of those who could not walk and have
disabilities, until one day a certain event changed my life
forever.
One afternoon, my sister and I were playing outside
as we usually do, but this play date turned out to be
anything but usual. We were riding our scooters when all
of a sudden my sister ran into me and the blade from her
scooter cut my toe. Although, it was very painful, I didn’t
realize how serious the injury was. My mother rushed me
to the hospital and that is when I learned I had severed
the tendon in my toe. Like a bird with a broken wing, I
wobbled out of the hospital on crutches with my foot
bandaged up. What was I going to do?
My daily life immediately changed and I noticed
myself becoming very angry and feeling frustrated. I had
a hard time doing the things I used to do easily like going
up the stairs and walking in the busy hallways of the
school.
Before my accident, I always thought being on
crutches would be fun because I would receive special
attention and have less responsibility. It never crossed
my mind about how difficult crutches would make my
everyday life and limit me from participating in one of
the things that truly brought me joy, sports.
This event was a turning point in my life. It made me
think about people who have physical handicaps and how
their lives are more challenging than mine. Now that I am
cured, I do not take daily life for granted anymore. I have
a lot of respect for those who are physically challenged
and truly appreciate my life.

Grade six student Amalia lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and
sister. She participates in many school sports, including volleyball and
basketball. Amalia also plays competitive soccer. She loves to sing and
dance and has participated in every school musical. She enjoys spending
time with her friends. Amalia hopes to pursue a career in the performing
arts.

I

t was a colourful Sunday morning during March
break of 2011. My dad had recently had surgery on
his appendix and my mom, my brothers and I were
going to visit him at Sunnybrook Hospital. My dad had
just told me that his hospital room was split four ways
and that the man across from him was named Robert.
He was 39 years old and was in the hospital because he
had skin cancer.
During our visit, I told my dad that the Leafs had won
the night before. My dad was so happy about that! He
then told me that he was excited that he was coming
home in two days. Then the doctors came into the room
and we were told to leave for a bit. A few minutes later,
we were allowed back in the room and I said goodbye to
my dad but I noticed that he looked upset.
Two days had passed but I could not get why my dad
seemed so upset off my mind. My mom, my brothers and
I went to pick my dad up to bring him home from the
hospital and when we returned home I went downstairs
with my brothers to play video games. My mom and dad
were talking and I listened in on their conversation. They
were talking about Robert and how nice and caring he
was. My dad started talking about the time we all visited
him and how we had to go out of the room. He told
my mom that that was when Robert was told that he
had only 8 weeks to live. My heart felt as if it was being
stabbed.
Buy my dad told my mom one more thing. He said
that when Robert was told he had eight weeks to live
he said, “Then I guess I will live the best 8 weeks of my
life ever.” This March break taught me one huge lesson
about life which was that you should live every single day
as if it is your last.

Eleven-year-old Jack is an athletic grade six student who plays hockey
four times a week. Jack lives in Toronto, Ontario with his younger twin
brothers. He loves to spend time with this family, friends and new puppy.
Jack enjoys writing stories and reading them to his family. He hopes to
one day play in the National Hockey League.
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Zoe Statiris

Gillian Wu

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Looking at the Glass Half Full

I’m Proud of My Grandpa

C

lenching my fists, I felt absolutely sick to my
stomach. Sometimes when I feel really nervous my
heart pounds really fast, like it’s going to explode,
and the palms of my hands turn cold and clammy. Sadly
today was one of those days.
The doctor entered the room and began explaining
things in such detail; it was hard to understand, being
just a child. The three words that changed my life forever:
I HAD SCOLIOSIS.
Suddenly I felt a heavy invisible sheet of fog hanging
over my head, covering up all the beautiful sunlight. At
such a young age it was hard to understand what scoliosis
was, but it wasn’t hard to tell it couldn’t be good. I felt
scared, angry and … ashamed.
The room went silent as the doctor tried to reassure
me it was going to be O.K. but, at the time it just seemed
like a lie. My mother began to cry, which made me cry. It
felt good to let it all out, as confusing as it was. My head
began to pound and it felt like I was in a box that was
getting smaller and smaller by the second.
Just because I had scoliosis didn’t make me dumb
or crazy, my back isn’t pin straight like normal; I need a
brace to straighten my spine. Thankfully, nobody notices,
but I hate it. I can’t sit on the floor in class, dress the way I
want, eat without getting bloated but mostly I hate how
different I feel. Kids don’t say anything which is great,
but it still bothers me.
I used to think I was unlucky, but soon realized I was
ungrateful. I had a great home, awesome friends and
best of all, a supportive family. I’m not saying I love the
brace or scoliosis, because I don’t; but I have stopped
looking at all the bad things in life and acknowledge all
the good. Try to look at the glass half full instead of half
empty; life might seem a little easier if you do.

Zoe lives in Toronto, Ontario with her mother, father and two brothers.
She loves to draw and express her ideas and creativity through the
arts. Zoe dreams of attending a high school specializing in the arts and
becoming a famous artist or architect. She enjoys reading and spending
time with her friends. Zoe hopes that her story has inspired someone in a
positive and healthy way.
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W

hen I was young, I used to think that my grandpa
was very creepy. He was blind, deaf and had
many diseases. I would stay away from him and
felt very ashamed of speaking about him in class. When
he died, I was unaffected, and continued on with my
own life. But my mom grieved and thought I should be
sad, too. So one night, she told me about him and I was
speechless.
When my grandpa was young, he was taken away
from his family and brought to a military camp. From
there he was trained to become a soldier. He was the
youngest one there, so they treated him brutally always
whipping him and giving him the worst jobs to do like
cleaning toilets and washing clothes.
My grandpa put up with all that, realizing that if
he disobeyed camp orders, he would be kicked out of
camp. He knew he had to support his family. When he
was 18, a war broke over his area of land. He fought
for 20 years, always on the run and hiding. He and his
crew sailed to Taiwan where many got married and had
children. Though my grandpa tended to his wounds, the
war never left him the same.
After my mom finished telling me his story, I couldn’t
believe how lucky I was to have such a courageous
grandpa. So many questions came to mind, but tears
filled my eyes when I understood that I couldn’t see him
again. I hated myself bitterly for not being able to see
how wonderful he was despite those little things and
now he is gone.
After that I began treating everyone with respect. I
looked at everything from a new point of view because I
did not want to think people were creepy or strange just
because they may appear different. After experiencing
my grandpa’s loss, it made me a better and stronger
person. Now that I’m a lot older, anyone who asks me
would now hear this: I’m proud of my Grandpa!
Eleven-year-old Gillian was born in Taiwan and moved to Canada when
she was five. She enjoys reading fiction, playing guitar, listening to pop
music and playing baseball. Gillian would one day like to become a

Greater Toronto Area winners
professional guitarist or write an amazing novel that gets turned into a
movie. She would like to thank her teacher and family for helping her
achieve success in the Turning Points Essay writing competition.

Grade 6 Greater Toronto Area French Winners
“ Man never made any material as resilient as the
human spirit.” – B
 ern William, Scottish architect

Hazel Waybrant

First Place
Toronto District School Board

J’ai survécu
« Non, je ne pourrais pas vous dire si votre fille est en
dehors du risque. On aura besoin d’autres analyses
médicales et le laboratoire en décidera. »

M

a mère écoutait les mots du médecin avec
attention. J’étais tellement détachée que j’avais
l’impression qu’il ne parlait pas de moi. Je regardais
les gens qui passaient d’un pas alerte par le couloir de
l’hôpital, les médecins et les infirmières qui avaient tous
l’air préoccupé et cela m’avait amené l’image d’une ruche
où chaque abeille a sa tâche précise. Le visage de ma
mère, par contre, devenait de plus en plus pâle. Ses yeux
se noyaient dans des larmes qui commençaient à couler
sur ses joues. C’est à ce moment-là que j’ai compris que
c’était vraiment sérieux. J’ai compris que j’avais de graves
problèmes de santé. Ah, j’ai pensé, le saignement du nez
que j’ai eu tout le printemps n’était donc pas par hazard.
Et me voilà gardée à l’hôpital. Je ne savais pas que ce
serait pour des mois et des mois... La maladie s’avérait
être la purpura thrombopénique idiopathique ou PTI. Ce
qui se passe avec cette maladie, c’est que tes globules
blancs tuent tes plaquettes. Ma vie était en grand
péril. Et le traitement a commencé. Piqûres, tablettes,
consultations, analyses répétées encore et encore. Mes
plaquettes faisaient un jeu pas du tout drôle de yo-yo –

tantôt montaient, tantôt descendaient. Nous étions tous
comme sur des montagnes russes. Finalement, après de
longues batailles, j’ai été sauvée.
Cet événement a changé ma vie, ma manière de
voir les choses. Quand je regarde les enfants malades,
je peux mieux les comprendre. Je sais que la santé est
tout ce qu’on a de précieux. Sans elle, on ne peut ni
jouer, ni manger, ni faire d’autres choses. Je me réjouis
pleinement de tout ce que je vois, je fais, j’entends, de
tout ce que je vis. Est-ce que je pleure pour ne pas avoir
un nouveau téléphone portable ou une robe moderne?
Non! Je suis contente, je ris car je suis en bonne santé.
Comme elle est précieuse, la santé, croyez-moi!
Twelve-year-old Hazel lives in Toronto, Ontario. She is interested in social
studies and science. Hazel is member of both the school volleyball and
soccer team. She enjoys drawing, reading and writing. Hazel’s writing has
helped her to communicate her thoughts and feelings.

Elizabeth Finkelzon

Second Place
Toronto District School Board

Le verre de lait

C

haque soir, je prends mon verre de lait chaud. Il
me plaît et je le sirote en petites bouchées comme
si c’était de l’ambroisie et du nectar de Zeus au
sommet de l’Olympe. Maya, ma grand-mère, est à
côté de moi. J’attrape son regard immobile sur moi,
plus exactement, sur mon verre de lait et je suis un peu
intriguée. Qu’est-ce qui se passe? À quoi pense-t-elle?
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Elle me fera comprendre. Tout a commencé il y a soixante
ans. Elle me prend par la main et nous plongeons dans
le passé.
Nous sommes en Ukraine, en 1953, à Zhitomir, peu
après la guerre. C’est la petite ville natale de Maya.
C’était l’hiver. Il faisait froid. Nous ne voyions que le blanc
de la neige. Maya devait acheter du lait. Pour cela il fallait
marcher plus d’un kilomètre. Arrivée, Maya rejoignait la
longue file d’attente. Elle n’avait que six ans. Elle avait
faim et froid. Elle faisait cela chaque jour, car on n’avait
pas le droit d’en acheter plus. C’est comme ça que
Maya pouvait avoir son verre de lait. Avec quel effort!
Le chemin de retour n’était point plus facile. Les mains
rouges de froid tenaient bien la bouteille de lait comme
si c’était quelque chose de très précieux.
J’ai compris pourquoi elle regardait mon verre de lait
avec tant de tendresse et de tristesse. Soudainement, j’ai
compris que je prenais les choses autour de moi, même
mon verre de lait, comme si c’était quelque chose de
normal, de banal. J’ai compris que les gens pouvaient
être vraiment malheureux. J’ai compris dans quel pays de
chance je vivais. J’ai compris que j’étais heureuse sans le
savoir. Quelle révélation! C’était comme si je me réveillais
d’un long sommeil, et du coup, j’ai mûri. Mon verre de
lait est devenu le symbole du bonheur. Maintenant, je
sais apprécier chaque chose et je le fais. Dorénavant,
je voudrais dire à tous les gens mécontents, toujours
grognons, toujours insatisfaits : Arrêtez! Appréciez!
Honorez! Aimez ce que vous avez! Soyez heureux, vous
avez votre verre de lait!
Elizabeth lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and two sisters.
Elizabeth likes to learn things from all areas, but prefers creative writing.
Moreover, she is fascinated by the stories told orally from where it often
inspires. Elizabeth also loves classical music and painting.

Daniel Constantinescu
Third Place
Toronto District School Board

J’ai grandi soudainement

L

es choses qui changent notre vie nous arrivent
soudainement. On n’est pas averti, on est pris par
surprise. C’est comme ça que les événements dont
je vous parlerai se sont déroulés.
14
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C’était une journée d’hiver et nous étions sur
l’autoroute. Tout était calme. L’auto avançait en suivant la
route qui faisait une petite courbe. Rien d’extraordinaire
sauf que sur cette courbe il y avait de la glace. L’auto
commence une danse bizarre, quitte la route et s’arrête
brusquement dans un amas de neige glacée. Pendant ces
secondes, effrayée, ma mère saute de sa chaise pour me
sauver. Papa ne pouvait plus contrôler la voiture et ma
mère est projetée par la fenêtre sur la neige glacée. Elle
était immobile. Son dos était endommagé. L’ambulance
l’a conduite à l’hôpital. Cette partie de l’histoire, je ne me
la rappelle pas en détail. Tout s’est passé tellement vite.
Par contre, ce dont je me souviens bien c’est la suite des
événements qui a changé ma vie. Après des mois, maman
est rentrée. Quelle joie! Elle était là mais ce n’était plus
la maman que je connaissais si bien. Elle bougeait avec
difficulté. Elle n’était plus capable de jouer avec moi, me
donner des câlins ou me dire ‘Bonne nuit’. Je ne voyais
plus ma mère. Elle gardait le lit presque toute la journée.
Quand elle se déplaçait, je regardais son armure, car elle
avait autour de son corps une armure métallique qui la
soutenait. Et moi, moi je ne pouvais plus serrer dans mes
bras ma mère.
Ma vie avait changé. J’ai compris la vie des orphelins.
J’en avais lu. Je comprenais à peine leur souffrance.
Maintenant, je l’avais entièrement sentie, cette
souffrance. C’était comme si mes yeux devenaient plus
grands et pouvaient voir ce qu’ils ne pouvaient pas voir
auparavant. Soudainement, j’avais grandi. Depuis ce
moment, je regarde les infortunés avec compréhension,
compassion et amour. Je sais que les livres et les jouets que
j’envoie aux orphelinats ne remplacent pas une maman,
mais au moins leur mettent un sourire sur le visage. Cela
me rend heureux. Ne feriez-vous pas la même chose?
Twelve-year-old Daniel lives in Toronto, Ontario. He enjoys school and
is eager to study every subject. He was the provincial representative for
the PGL competion in Montreal. Daniel loves the French language and is
appreciative of this award.
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Roz Binesh

Waeel Dhiyaa

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Pourquoi?

Le changement peut être bon!

P

J

Quand j’avais trois ans, mes parents se sont divorcés.
Ma sœur et moi étions des bébés, donc nous n’avons rien
compris, ni réalisé de ce qui se passait autour de nous.
Après quelques années, j’ai réussi à avoir une meilleure
relation avec ma sœur. Malheureusement il était très
difficile de partager mes problèmes et de discuter de
mes inquiétudes avec mes parents. Ma sœur était ma
seule amie durant cette période. Un des avantages de
cette expérience était que ma sœur et moi avons réussi
à calmer les conflits entre nos parents en disant des
commentaires positifs à propos d’un parent à l’autre.

Mes seules pensées étaient que tout le monde va
être méchant parce que je ne connais pas bien l’anglais;
que tout le monde va me blesser parce que je vais être
la nouvelle personne, pas seulement les enfants, mais
les professeurs aussi! J’ai pensé que les professeurs vont
être strictes, qu’ils vont commenter négativement mon
travail. Je savais que mes parents ont travaillé très fort
pour venir au Canada. Ils ont travaillé sur les documents
depuis des années. Ils ont dit qu’aller au Canada est pour
le mieux. Mais, je n’étais pas sûr.

ourquoi? Pourquoi est une question que je me
pose tout le temps. Pourquoi utilisons-nous des
drogues si nous savons qu’ils sont mauvais pour
notre santé? Pourquoi existe-il le jour et la nuit? Pourquoi
mes parents sont-ils divorcés?

Cette expérience m’a aidé à devenir une personne
indépendante. J’ai commencé à me concentrer sur
mes études sans avoir l’aide de mes parents. J’ai appris
d’arrêter de compter sur mes parents quand je suis dans
des situations où je ne peux pas trouver des solutions à
mes problèmes.
J’essaye de trouver une solution aux combats entre
mes parents. Je sais qu’il n’y a aucune chance que mes
parents se réunissent. Je veux toujours que mes parents
arrêtent les batailles. Je me sentais toujours la seule avec
des parents divorcés. Parfois je me demande si c’était à
cause de moi et de ma sœur que mes parents se sont
séparés. Mais quand je le demande à ma mère, elle
me dit que je vais mieux comprendre dans quelques
années. Pourquoi moi? Pourquoi cette vie difficile? J’ai
appris beaucoup de ce divorce. Il faut avoir le courage
d’affronter des situations difficiles pour réussir dans la
vie. Malheureusement il y a toujours des questions mais
il n’y a pas toujours des réponses.
Twelve-year-old Roz enjoys cooking and playing many different sports. She
has been enrolled in gymnastics since the age of four. Roz is multilingual,
speaking French, English and Farsi. She hopes to one day obtain a PhD.
Roz is considering a career in either law or medicine.

e me rappelle le jour que toute ma vie a changé, le
jour que nous sommes arrivés au Canada. Ce jourlà, j’étais très effrayé de beaucoup de choses. J’ai
seulement pensé à toutes les choses négatives à propos
du Canada.

Pour venir au Canada, j’ai pris un avion et c’était mon
premier voyage en avion. J’avais peur, mais quand je suis
allé sur l’avion, je l’aimais! C’était la première chose que
j’ai aimé à propos du Canada. L’équipage sur l’avion était
très gentil et j’ai pensé que peut être les autres gens au
Canada vont être gentils aussi! Quand nous sommes
arrivés au Canada, nous avons pris une automobile à
notre nouvelle maison. Nous sommes arrivés en octobre;
alors la première chose que j’ai remarqué était toute la
neige blanche. Jouer dans la neige était très amusant
pour moi.
J’ai vu beaucoup d’enfants gentils à l’école et mes
professeurs m’ont bien aimé. J’ai vu beaucoup de cultures
différentes au Canada et beaucoup de célébrations
diverses. J’ai fait beaucoup d’amis à l’école; des amis
que j’ai encore aujourd’hui. Au Canada j’ai appris deux
nouvelles langues – l’anglais et le français. Maintenant
je suis très content au Canada. Quand j’étais un petit
enfant, je n’étais pas la personne bavarde et confiante
que je suis maintenant.
Eleven-year-old Waeel was born in Iraq and came to Canada in 2007. He
lives in Toronto, Ontario with his parents and two sisters. Waeel enjoys
playing sports with his friends. His favourite sports include football, soccer
and basketball. Waeel is multilingual and can communicate in English,
Arabic and some French. He is fascinated with science and would one day
like to become an astronomer.
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Nicholas Hudescu

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Soccer has played a very important role in the life of grade six student
Nicholas. He dreams of becoming a famous, professional soccer player.
Nicholas believes his studies are just as important as soccer. He plans to
attend university and become the president of a business.

Peu important

Tristan Kovacs

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

I

magine une vie où tout le monde te montre de la
sympathie fausse, perd l’intérêt d’être ton ami et
essaie de passer moins de temps avec toi. Je vis ce
monde terrible. Peut-être que ce n’est pas si misérable
que ça, mais si ma vie continue comme ça, cela va être
mon monde.
Le monde imaginaire est terrible et il y a seulement
une personne qui l’a pu créer. Moi. Toute ma vie j’étais
un enfant très confiant, ce qui est une bonne chose si tu
ne l’abuses pas. J’étais un enfant très intelligent et quand
mon professeur me donnait un test je célébrais toujours.
Personne ne me détestait. Mais après quelques années le
problème a commencé.
En troisième année, j’abusais de mon intelligence
et de mon pouvoir de convaincre les gens. Dans un
jeu modifié de cachette, je ne gagnais pas trop, alors
je pleurais pour convaincre mes amis de faire ce que
je voulais. Je faisais cette crise beaucoup et j’étais trop
aveugle pour réaliser qu’ils s’éloignaient de moi.
En sixième année, j’ai développé une nouvelle façon
d’être égoïste. Je parlais beaucoup de moi-même, je
me complimentais et dans ma tête j’étais le meilleur et
tout le monde était inférieur à moi. Puis avant de partir
pour les vacances d’hiver, j’ai reçu un grand coup à
l’estomac. Quand les élèves de ma classe partageaient
leur point tournant j’ai vu les horreurs que mes amis ont
dû combattre. Je ne pouvais pas accepter de les abaisser
encore plus avec tout ce qu’ils ont déjà dû survivre. Toutes
mes idées égoïstes ont disparu de ma tête. Il en restait
seulement une: j’ai fait une grande faute.
J’ai changé beaucoup depuis mon point tournant.
Maintenant, j’apprécie mes amis, parents et professeurs
pour les personnes qu’ils sont. Personne n’est inférieur à
moi et tout ce que je fais est pour les autres. Je n’écris
pas ceci pour gagner. J’écris ceci pour demander pardon
à tout ceux que j’ai blessés et dire au monde que je suis
coupable et pas parfait. Je suis désolé.

16
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Une question bien répondue

Q

uand j’avais cinq ans, je demandais toujours à ma
mère pourquoi es-tu venue au Canada? Mais elle
me répondait toujours avec la même réponse.
C’était le meilleur choix. Ma mère était née au Vietnam
et elle est venue au Canada quand elle avait sept ans
durant la guerre. Je n’ai jamais pensé que c’était un choix
justifiable de laisser tout ce que tu sais et aimes pour aller
à une place où tu ne connais même pas la langue.
C’était ce que j’ai cru jusqu’au moment où j’avais
onze ans et je suis allé là moi-même.
En mars 2011, ma famille est allée en vacances au
Vietnam pour trois semaines et c’était durant ces trois
semaines que j’ai remarqué que j’étais très chanceux
d’être un citoyen Canadien. Immédiatement quand on a
quitté l’aéroport on a vu des maisons qui étaient presque
toutes englouties par des flammes à cause de la guerre.
Chaque ville était différente. Quelques villes avaient des
ciels pleins de fumée et d’autres avaient des maisons
qui étaient construites de boue et de bois. Même avec
tout ça, il y avait une place qui a attiré encore plus mon
attention.
Au sud du Vietnam il y avait un groupe de personnes
qui se battaient contre les soldats des États-Unis. Ils
nous ont parlé à propos des soldats qui sont entrés par
effraction dans chaque maison et toutes les personnes
qu’ils ont vues. Ils ont aussi parlé de toutes les personnes
qui sont mortes à cause des explosifs et comment
ils étaient chanceux de gagner la guerre. Ce qui m’a
vraiment changé étaient les pièges qu’on a vu qui
pouvaient couper tes jambes ou te laisser tomber dans
un trou plein d’épines venimeuses.
Ces vacances m’ont montré que je suis très chanceux
de vivre dans un pays où il n’y a pas de guerre. Notre
pays est très sécuritaire et je vais toujours le traiter avec
respect. Pour quelques personnes, le Canada est juste
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une place, mais pour ma mère c’était un nouveau
commencement.
Twelve-year-old Tristan has live in Toronto, Ontario all of his life. He is very
interested in music and loves to play the guitar with his father and sister.
Tristan is an outgoing student who has performed in various venues on
the piano and guitar. A dedicated performer, Tristan would like to become
a professional musician in the future.

Kiana Lee

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Donc, mon grand-père a marié une personne
spéciale. Malheureusement, elle était très malade et elle
est morte, mais mon grand-père fait partie de notre vie
maintenant. Mon grand-père a pris soin de Louise toute
sa vie. Louise a touché ma vie et a changé à jamais ma
famille.
Twelve-year-old Kiana was born in Toronto, Ontario and lives with her
parents, two cats and dog. She loves to read, sing, dance, learn new
things and play the violin. Kiana is a member of the student council and
the WhiTeam, which raises money to feed children in Africa. Kiana would
love to attend an arts high school to further study voice and drama.

Perdre une vie, gagner une vie

I

l y a beaucoup de “moments” dans la vie d’une
personne. Quelque fois les moments sont mauvais
et d’autre fois ce sont des moments contents. J’ai
eu un moment comme ça, une personne qui était très
importante dans ma famille est morte; mais une bonne
chose est arrivée dans ma famille après sa mort.
Louise était la femme qui a changé la vie de mon
grand-père. Elle était une très belle femme; elle était
drôle, et généreuse. Mon grand-père travaillait pour “La
Croix Rouge” lorsqu’il a rencontré Louise et est tombé en
amour. Elle était aveugle et avait le diabète. Mon grandpère a conduit Louise partout et les deux sont tombés en
amour.
Depuis que le temps a passé, mon grand-père et
Louise sont devenus très proches et parce qu’elle n’avait
aucune famille, il est devenu son seul dispensateur de
soins. Elle est devenue très malade après cinq ans et il
a consacré tout son temps à s’occuper d’elle. Toute ma
famille ne voit pas trop mon grand-père parce qu’il était
très occupé.
Lorsque Louise est morte, ma famille était très
mécontente, mais nous avons été heureux que ses
souffrances avaient cessées et qu’elle est allée à un
meilleur endroit. La mort est triste mais lorsqu’elle est
décédée, mon grand-père est devenu plus ouvert avec
ma famille. Maintenant, mon grand-père donne toute
son énergie à sa famille parce qu’il apprécie le temps qu’il
a avec sa famille. Des choses simples comme les appels
téléphoniques sont si appréciés. De plus, il fait plusieurs
activités comme aller aux films, aller aux dîners, et aller
en vacances avec la famille. Le contact avec la famille est
très important.

Cici Yang

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Libre de tourner

Q

u’est-ce que ça veut dire d’avoir peur? C’est un
cauchemar qui n’arrête jamais. C’est un monstre
qui attaque ton assurance. C’est les montagnes
russes de crainte. Pour moi, c’est l’idée de faire les
tournants dans la natation.
Le jour était normal. J’allais à « Etobicoke Olympium »
pour pratiquer la natation. On nage et après, notre
entraîneuse a dit qu’on va pratiquer les tournants.
Tout le monde sauf moi sait comment le faire. C’est un
sentiment de déchirement quand tout le monde peut
faire quelque chose que tu ne peux pas. Ça c’est ce qui
se passe chaque jour j’ai l’entraînement de la natation.
J’étais triste et j’ai détesté l’entraînement.
Je suis très sensible. Chaque fois qu’on pratique les
tournants ou quelqu’un parle à propos de ça, je deviens
triste, fâchée ou agacée. Tout le monde dît que c’est
important de le faire mais ça n’aide pas avec ma peur.
La natation, mon sport favori devient mon ennemi.
Finalement je me suis rendue compte que je n’ai pas
peur de quelque chose, c’est seulement mon cœur qui
s’arrête. Pendant tout ce temps, il y a seulement une
ligne étroite qui sépare le succès et moi.
Dans une histoire normale, soudain je peux faire les
tournants. Mais, voici la réalité. Alors, j’ai toujours peur
de le faire, pour un peu de temps. Un jour, ma mère a
décidé de me prendre pour pratiquer mes tournants. Je
suis allée dans la piscine et j’ai essayé de les faire. Mais
à la fin de l’heure, ma peur a gagné et je ne l’ai pas fait.
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Le prochain jour, je ne sais pas de quoi j’avais si peur et
comment j’ai sauté cette ligne magique. Mais, je l’ai fait
et j’étais très fière.
Maintenant, je suis libre. Je suis libre des plaintes que
je ne peux pas le faire. Je suis libre des gens qui rient
quand ils savent que je ne peux pas faire les tournants. Je
suis libre comme un papillon qui vole, comme un cheval
qui court. Finalement, je suis libre.
Twelve-year-old Cici is a grade six student who lives with her mother
in Ontario. She loves to draw, read and play the piano. Cici swims
competitively with E-SWIM at the provincial level. She is multilingual and
can communicate in Mandarin, English, French and Gypsy. Cici looks
forward to devoting her life to helping end animal cruelty.
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Grade 7 & 8 Greater Toronto Area English Winners
“ Most people say that is it is the intellect which
makes a great scientist. They are wrong: it is
character.” – Albert Einstein

Yulia Reingold

First Place
York Region District School Board

Factory Girl
“Child labour still happens today.”

N

o amount of staring in disbelief could help me
get my head around this idea. I was reading
the historical note in the back of a novel I had
just finished called Factory Girl. Set in the Industrial
Revolution, it was about a twelve-year-old sweatshop
labourer. This appalling new fact hit me hard, a cruel
bulldozer destroying everything in its wake. Looking
back, I had no idea how life-changing one simple library
book could be. And with it, I began an inevitable journey.
I was in the school library picking out something
to read, chatting away with my friends about some
silly thing. Glancing at the clock, I realized I had just
two minutes. I notified my friends, grabbed a random
historical volume off the shelf, and signed it out. Going
back to my classroom, my best friend and I talked about
a sweater I wanted to buy; yet another one of the many
superficial topics I rattled out in under an hour.
That night, I became entranced with the vintage
photographs and other delights found in the book. I
learned new vocabulary such as “slum”, “shirtwaist
factory”, and “sweatshop.” I loved reading about Emily,

the protagonist, and the problems she faced each day.
The conditions she endured had me constantly reminding
myself that the novel took place a hundred years ago.
Alas, at the point where I read the historical note which
beheld the faithful words which commissioned an
otherwise unlikely train of events.
Over the next months, I grew rapidly interested in
the sickening state of sweatshop labourers in developing
nations. I was appalled that many popular brands still
used child labour. My research on the Internet introduced
me to my heroes, Iqbal Masih and Craig Kielburger, as
well as to other books that focus on global issues. At
school, my newly obtained information edged its way
into conversations, and, ultimately, inspired me to form a
social justice club to spread awareness. In March, I even
held a fundraiser to aid natural disaster victims and raised
$1400. It never failed to amaze me what one person, with
a little inspiration and a whole lot of support, could do.
The girl I used to be is a complete and utter stranger
to me as of late. No longer do conversations lacking
depth intrigue me. In fact, I prefer to discuss politics and
social issues instead. My dear friend, Factory Girl, taught
me to cherish my luckiness to come from a family that
can afford to feed their children. I refuse to lie and say
that I have never since asked for something, because
I have, but I take things for granted considerably less.
And now, pondering that sweater I wanted, rather
than thinking “that sweater is cute”, I wonder: “how
many child labourers did it take to sew that?” Perhaps
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adopting this new perspective was the best thing that
ever happened to me.
In her spare time Yulia enjoys diverse activities. Aside from writing, she
can be found sewing, skiing, knitting, taking photos, or creating a piece
of art. Social activism is a big part of Yulia’s everyday life. In future, she
hopes to become a politician and author.

Viran Kohli

Second Place
York Region District School Board

One Last Breath
“Grandma always made you feel she had been waiting
to see just you all day and now the day was complete.”
– Marcy DeMaree

I

recall sitting in that cold, sterile hospital chair,
witnessing the last few breaths of my grandmother,
alongside my family. Many thoughts were going
through my head, the notion that kept coming up was,
will she make it? Hearing the cries, seeing the constant
use of tissues to gather up tears, observing the respirator
hooked up to my grandmother providing the necessities
of life for a couple of extra minutes. Our gathering
generated very minimal communication, as I watched
my aunt, walking up to my grandmother and gently
whispering, “Mom, has Maharajah come to take you
yet?” We all listened as my grandmother quietly spoke
“No, please tell him to come and take me away.”
My grandmother was a simple woman, a woman of
character and devotion. A woman who put others before
herself, who made sacrifices for the benefit of others, a
woman whom I was proud to call my grandmother. I had
a very strong relationship with my grandmother; she was
the only one who would ask me how my day was and if
anything new happened that was causing me problems.
I remember when it all happened, I came home
on a Friday night from school and I looked over at the
sofa where my grandmother usually rested and noticed
she wasn’t there. I looked over at my brother who was
leisurely watching television and worriedly asked him,
“Where is grandma?” As he looked up from the TV he
replied, “She is at the hospital with grandpa.” I was
very confused as to how this all began; I thought to
20
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myself, “How could this have happened? She was fine
yesterday.”
The next day the family spent the night beside her
at the hospital praying that my grandma would be okay.
I was just a young boy at the age of 12, having never
experienced something like this ever before; I walked into
the cold, uninviting hospital and I saw the emergency
room that my grandmother was in. I stopped just at the
entrance of the room and was shocked to see all of the
machinery that was attached to my grandmother’s body.
This all happened in a matter of 3 days. Thursday was
the last day, I saw her at home, relaxed and comfortable.
Saturday was the only day when she was able to
communicate with all of the members in our family. Just
as I was about to leave the hospital, my last few words to
her were, “Don’t worry, everything will be fine and you
will join us back at home in a few days.”
My mother came into my room at 6:00 a.m. and told
my brother and me that grandma wasn’t going to make
it. I collapsed breaking down emotionally when I heard
that my hero, the person who was always there for me,
to cheer me up and tell me stories about her days back in
India, was going away. A constant topic of these stories
was the many hardships that she had to endure so that
she and my grandpa could provide for a safe, healthy
and event-filled life for their family.
I reached the hospital and quickly noticed that my
grandmother wasn’t in the same room as the last time
I visited her. Quickly running down the hospital halls we
finally came to the room that my grandma was presently
in. I saw two abnormally large sliding doors that had the
letters “ICU” written on them. I knew that something
serious happened and that her condition had become
a lot worse. The words of my mother haunted me with,
“she wasn’t going to make it.”
Sunday night at 10:10 p.m. was when it all happened;
the line on the heart monitor was becoming straighter
and straighter by the second. Until the clock hit 10:10,
the monitor made a long beeping sound and at that
point we all knew that it was over. The life of my hero
came to a slow, painful death.
Experiencing the death of my grandmother was a
negative shift in my life. Her death made me see the
world in a whole new perspective. I never before realized
what families had to endure when dealing with this loss.
Whenever I’ve encountered the announcement of death
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tolls due to catastrophic events it never really meant
anything to me because I had never felt the feeling of
losing someone that was so close to my heart. Now that
I have experienced the feeling of losing someone special,
I feel the heaviness of sadness pressed upon me and I
wonder when the hole in my heart will heal. I empathize
with all who must confront such an inevitable experience.
I will be forever changed.

Tania Pirzadeh

Third Place
York Region District School Board

A Diamond in the Rough

I

felt like a plain dull stone, simply lying on the cold,
painful ground where people stepped on me as if I
was just unnoticed -- invisible. And then she ran by.

Starting at the age of 9, I went through a stage that
brought me sadness and depression. I felt like no one
was giving me respect like they would give their other
peers. This was blatant bullying and was nothing new to
me. For years, my peers name-called, insulted, teased,
and spread horrific rumors about me. It was as if I had
hit rock bottom when cliques were soon formed and I, of
course, was the excluded one.
When I was young, everything was easier. I had
passionate dreams about making peace around the
world. When people made fun of me, I didn’t care about
what they thought. I continued pursuing my goals. I
kept a bright shining smile on my face knowing I was
being a positive role model. I didn’t believe in bullying
as I thought making peace with people was the way to
resolve conflict. I was a confident girl with an open heart.
Sadly, the tables turned and my heart broke.
When I was bullied, people did not care if my feelings
got hurt. They just wanted attention and a little giggle
among friends. When I moved to a new school, I was the
only Persian student in the class. People made jokes about
me because of my culture and that I spoke differently.
I knew I was different from the others, but I did
not know it would become a big conflict. Developing
friendships was simple for me, or so I thought. I began
opening up until I realized everything was only one way.

People were making fun of my looks, they threw pranks
on me, but the most hurtful action was that they took
advantage of me. I felt like I was a human being who
didn’t belong in this world. Not once, would they take
a step back and begin looking at their actions from my
perspective. This is when I started losing confidence in
myself and thought that I just wasn’t needed in this
world.
Four agonizingly long and painful years passed. One
day, while sitting alone at recess, I happened to catch
a glimpse of a girl running by crying because she had
been bullied. My first thought was that she shouldn’t let
others make her feel so weak and defeated. Yet when
I looked closer, I began to see myself in her eyes. I was
running away crying just like her. I had lost myself in the
power of my bullies. I had let myself become the invisible
rock on the ground.
No more.
This was my wake-up call.
From then on, I was determined to be the person I
was before by bringing back the joy and the confidence
inside me. I was stronger than even the strongest bully
simply because I decided I was. This stage taught me a
lesson and it is that even though people might say or do
something to me, I don’t have to let it change who I am.
With my renewed inner confidence, my seemingly dull
rock broke open to reveal a strong beautiful diamond,
ready to shine for everyone to see.
Grade eight student Tania lives with her parents and sister in Toronto,
Ontario. In her spare time, she enjoys playing basketball, volleyball,
badminton and spending time with friends. Tania would like to thank her
family, friends and teacher for their support. In the future, she would like
to pursue a career as an I.T. programmer.

Geeti Malek

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

My Kick to Victory

M

y head was spinning from the momentum of
the hit; I moaned in pain as the referee blew his
whistle screaming, “Foul!”

“Stupid girl. Why don’t you go home and play with
your dollies?” the familiar voice asked bitterly. I spat out
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blood mixed with dirt and grass, trying to identify the
dim faces of people surrounding me.

“Make me captain of the boys’ team.”

“Leave before your tea gets cold for your tea party,”
said another.

“Those are the types of shots I don’t get to call. I need
special permission from the organizers of our league to
make a girl captain of a boys’ team.”

“This is a boy’s soccer team; it’s not meant for weak
little girls.”

“Please… I want to prove that girls can do more –
much more than just kick a ball.”

“Girls aren’t meant to play soccer; in fact, they can’t
even kick a ball.” This time it was the familiar voice that
spoke again and laughter broke out.

Coach got up and started walking away from the
bench.” You are a good kid, keep up the great work and
maybe at my next meeting I will put in a word for you.”

I was in an excruciating amount of pain. ‘They can’t
even kick a ball.’ His voice echoed in my head. I stood up
as tall as I dared, pain shot up my spine. I put my hands
on my knees for support, and I slowly straightened my
back. ‘They can’t even kick a ball’. My blood began to
boil, and I clenched my fists to stop myself from doing
something outrageous.

With that he left, I said nothing else, but the smile on
my face said more than possible, with words. The cool
spring air ruffled through my hair as I closed my eyes.

“I HAVE HAD ENOUGH!” I yelled. I ran full speed
ahead to the closest ball, summoning all my power,
courage, strength, and kicked. The ball flew half way
down the field and smashed his face. Blood spared out
of his nostrils. “Now tell me, who can’t kick a ball?” I
said with false confidence and ran off the field as I felt
15 pairs of eyes staring into my soul. Tears stung my eyes,
my vision blurred and then I blacked out.
I blinked hard as the images before me came into
focus. I was sitting on the bleachers at the community
park.
“So?” Coach asked.
“I quit!” I said in a hoarse voice.
“Why?”
“I don’t want to play with boys…I am a girl.”
“If you quit you’ll just prove them right, that girls
really are weak.”
“So be it.” I said coldly. I spent years listening to the
garbage that came out of the boys’ team’s mouths. I tried
so hard to make them believe that girls could be as good
as boys. Now, I didn’t care what anybody thought. I gave
up on changing the people’s perspective about women.
“They treat you like this, because they are not only
jealous, but amazed of how determined you are. Every
time you get pushed to the ground they expect you to
stay down, but you get right back up. There is one of you
and fifteen of them; moreover you still manage to top
them all. So, don’t leave.”
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“I would like to point out a very special individual,”
Coach announced. When I opened my eyes I saw him
at the podium, speaking to a party of people. I looked
around and came to terms with the fact that I was seated
on stage, with my soccer team. “I still remember that
day three years ago,” coach continued, “this individual
told me that she was going to prove that girls can handle
a ball just as well as boys. From that day forth she has
worked hard and practiced every day, and after three
incredibly challenging years she has proven that. So, with
pleasure I am proud to present our first female captain
of the boys’ team…” He announced my name with such
clarity and perfection, it made my heart pound in my rib
cage. The audience rose to their feet and roared with
glee. I rubbed my eyes but I couldn’t see anything.
My alarm clock rings, bringing me back to the present.
Was that it, was it just a dream? I am devastated, tears
rolling down my face like a waterfall. At the corner of my
eye I notice that today’s date is decorated on the calendar
with hearts and happy faces. If today is supposed to be
filled with love and laughter, why is crying the first thing
I do? Then I become aware of what I had written under
the date: My First Game as Captain of the Boys’ Team!
I realize that I had relived the past three years of my life
in one single night, in one single dream. Like the great
Mahatma Gandhi once said “Be the change you wish to
see in the world” and I did nothing but that.
Thirteen-year-old Geeti lives in Toronto, Ontario with her mom and four
older siblings. In her spare time she likes to go shopping, play sports and
hang out with friends. Recently her soccer team advanced to the semifinals where Geeti received the Most Valued Player award. Her future
ambitions include becoming a professional soccer player, playing in the
Women’s World Cup and obtaining a degree in literature. Geeti hopes to
publish the novel she is currently writing.
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Ellen Cho

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Hidden Beauty
“Beauty is not in the face; beauty is a light in the heart.”
– Kahlil Gibran.

B

eauty: qualities that give pleasure to the senses or
exalt the mind. That’s what the Merriam-Webster
Dictionary says beauty is, but to me, six months
ago, beauty was having an oval face, big round eyes,
perfect skin, rosy cheeks, wavy hair, and being tall and
thin. Basically, your average Hollywood star and models
on runways at Gucci fashion shows. For a long time I
wanted to be “beautiful.” But with my round face,
average body, and my Asian features, which were going
against my perception of what beauty looked like, to me
I was ugly.
I looked at “beautiful” models and wished I could
look just like them. Whenever I looked in the mirror I
saw a hideous monster who was too ugly to live, I hated
how I looked and promised myself I would do anything
to become “beautiful.” I didn’t want to be around other
people because I was ashamed of how I looked and if I
ever had to be around people I often hid myself. I had
no self-esteem nor self-confidence and I was depressed
a lot of the time. How did I become like this? In grade
five and six a group of people bullied me and called me
the ugliest girl they’d ever seen and I believed them. Also
the media were always showing “beautiful” people and
compared to them, I was ugly.
I was almost going crazy with my need to become
beautiful, but a girl named Christina changed all that.
Christina was the daughter of one of my mom’s friends.
She was diagnosed with cancer and was in the hospital.
I went to visit her and saw that her hair had fallen out
because of the chemo. We talked a little bit about her
cancer and then I said to her “I am so sorry your hair
fell out.” She looked puzzled and asked why. I said,
“because hair is one of the best attributes that make
a woman/girl most beautiful.” She then said “I am still
beautiful. Although cancer can ruin my body and make
my hair fall out, it can’t destroy what’s inside my heart.
That’s what true beauty is, what’s inside not outside.”

After I had that talk with her I stopped spending hours
in front of the mirror, listing all my flaws and wishing I
could look like Selena Gomez. I stopped worrying about
my looks because Christina helped me realize something
that was right in front of me. Beauty isn’t what you see
in the mirror, it is the hidden beauty that is inside your
heart. I was truly beautiful all along.
Grade seven student, Ellen, was born in Seoul, South Korea and came
to Canada when she was one year old. In her spare time, she enjoys
reading and biking. Ellen hopes to become a doctor and part-time writer
in the future. She would like to thank everyone for her success in this
competition. Ellen especially acknowledges her father who is her role
model and key supporter throughout life’s turning points.

Calvin Lui

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

An Unexpected Twist
“The question is not whether we will die but how we
will live.” – Joan Borysenko

F

or me, the year 2010 was one full of surprises.
Though it was the beginning of a new decade, it
was, most importantly, my first year of secondary
school in Hong Kong but the feeling of accomplishment
and the anticipation of the summer holidays after the
end of a challenging year soon turned to confusion and
hope. Later, despair, sorrow and grief set in as news
spread that my uncle was admitted to hospital with a flu
virus. He was quickly transferred to the intensive care unit
as he was diagnosed with multiple organ failure. He had
to undergo many treatments in an attempt to sustain his
body and he remained in the Intensive Care Unit for less
than a week before he passed away. His illness was very
sudden because only two days before being admitted to
hospital, I visited him and nothing appeared wrong, he
even swam along with my dad and brother. The news of
his death came on the second day of my family’s vacation
in Singapore. The moment when a text explaining his
death arrived, I didn’t really feel anything. But like poison,
the grief slowly took over my body and I was eventually
overwhelmed.
His death changed me forever as I had never
experienced loss on that scale and it was the first death
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of a close relative I had ever experienced. Before the
incident, I thought death was like a permanent vacation
away from the world, and that it was a happy thing.
After, I realized that death is sad in all ways, the loss of
life for the deceased and the loss of a friend or family
member for others. For the next couple of weeks,
conflicting thoughts raged through my head like violent
thunderstorms, making me fear and question why death
exists.
Out of my dad’s six brothers, I felt closest to my fifth
uncle as did my dad, and with his passing, vivid memories
of past summer trips to his country house relentlessly
filled my head. He was a very religious man, described
by my father as one who puts others before himself
and always thinking of the glass as half full. Though he
never had any kids, he adopted two girls, both just two
months before his unfortunate death. During his funeral,
my dad spoke of his bond with my uncle inside a story.
Being from a less well off background, the trek to school
was long and for the first time ever I saw him in tears;
he spoke of a nest of hornets on the road to school.
His brother stayed behind, getting stung so that my dad
could get to safety. I found that story very compelling
and it made me realize how selfless he was.
My uncle, being hopelessly beaten by illness despite
being strong physically and psychologically, made me
realize how fragile and short life is, and in the weeks
following and even today, I question myself on why all
the prayers weren’t answered and why his life ended so
suddenly. But I soon realized that not everything lasts
forever, technology, monuments and most importantly,
life. My uncle, with his unfortunate passing, gave me
a gift. He made me realize that I had to treasure and
savour every minute of life, for it might be my last. With
the passing of time I have come to understand that
although he led a short life, he lived it with honesty and
integrity. He lived life without regret. The loss of my uncle
has given me a new perspective as to how to approach
my own life, a life to be cherished and lived with a sense
of purpose. Thank you, uncle.
Grade eight student Calvin was born in Hong Kong. He currently lives
in Markham, Ontario with his family. Calvin enjoys swimming. He looks
forward to the many opportunities and challenges that await him this
fall at secondary school. Calvin’s strength and determination help him
overcome any obstacle in his way.
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Alexandra Negotei

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Understanding a Rainy Dream

T

ime had passed like a second, and I wasn’t able to
see why my parents were still upset. They were the
ones who said she might not come home. They
were right. My mom seemed stuck in her own miserable
world, occasionally forcing a smile whenever she saw
me. Spending most of the day at work, I wasn’t able
to observe my dad as much. Eyes are like windows to
the soul; they lead you to a whole new place you didn’t
know existed. I could see the sadness in both their hearts,
buried under a thin layer of superficial happiness. Dad
didn’t hoist me up on his shoulders anymore, and mom
didn’t sing in the mornings to wake me up. I couldn’t
understand why.
My sister passed away when I was five. I wasn’t
really able to process this information because nobody
in my family told me. But, as time lapsed by, I realized
she wouldn’t walk through the door. Always wanting a
sister, I was obviously disappointed. I got over it pretty
quickly though. It was all a dream and I had awoken
from it. Passing seconds took parts of my dream with it,
and so I began to forget. But how could I forget with my
parents constantly reminding me through their actions?
My world was near perfection before I had anticipated
a sister. Nothing had changed…except for my parents.
Suddenly, it seemed they had nothing to live for anymore.
This was quite the contrast to the people they used to
be. I missed them.
Years later, it was a rainy Friday. I should have been
happy; no homework, with two carefree days ahead. I
trudged into a silent house. The usual sound of the TV
was nonexistent. Foggy light reflected off the transparent
windows, forming shadows on the walls. Something
was wrong. The house itself seemed gloomy. I remained
frozen in the entrance, unsure why. Perhaps it was the
need of reassurance or simply information.
My grandmother had died a few hours before. She
didn’t wake up from a coma. I couldn’t—I didn’t want
to—believe that just a few days ago, I had heard her
cheerful voice over the phone, telling me she couldn’t
wait to see me. She had made me raspberry jam from her
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garden, storing it for when I came to visit. Suddenly, it was
all over. It was as if someone locked me in a windowless
room. Against my will, I was trapped in sadness. Every
day was a rainy Friday from then on. I missed her.
I began to gradually understand the concept of
why my parents were so different. No wonder my dad
wouldn’t lift me on his shoulders and mom wouldn’t sing.
How could they? I certainly wouldn’t have been able to.
Not anymore. How could you be happy in a nightmare?
I finally knew why my parents had changed. All you can
do is attempt to wake up.
Fourteen-year-old Alexandra lives with her family in Vaughan, Ontario.
The different genres of writing amaze Alexandra and she loves the feeling
she gets when finding that perfect book. She enjoys drawing, skiing,
swimming, spending time with friends and watching movies. In the
future, Alexandra would like to pursue a career as a doctor.

Irelen O’Sullivan

Honourable Mention
Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board

Daddy

N

ever in a million years would I have thought that
my life would end up like this; from seeing my
Dad every day, to only once or twice a year. From
thinking my Dad was proud of me to having him tell me
that I was a mistake. It is upsetting to know that things
will never be the same, that I will never be able to look
at him in the same way. The biggest turning point in my
life was the day I realized that I would no longer have
my Dad in my life anymore. His actions were un-called
for and disgusting. But, through this I have learned a
valuable lesson; to always treasure the people you love
because you do not know when you might not have
them in your life anymore.
November 14, 2007. I remember sitting in my room,
with that feeling of un-safeness. No words can describe
the mixed feelings I felt. All I heard was yelling. I was
terrified. I knew my family was in a bad place, but I never
thought it was this bad. That’s when I heard a bang. All I
could think about was “Please don’t hurt my Mommy”.
I heard my Mom scream, but it didn’t sound like the
screams I had been hearing for over an hour, it was a
scream of pain. Being only 8, I really didn’t know what

to do. But if my mom was really hurt I would have to do
something.
I decided to go downstairs. Once I reached the
kitchen, I remember the look on my Dad’s face. He did
not look like my Daddy. That is when I saw my mom on
the floor. Hurt. I ran to her; she told me that she was fine
and that I should go back to my room. I turned around
and he hit me. That night my mom told my siblings
and me to pack our stuff and we made our way to my
grandparents’ house. And at that moment, I finally felt
safe.
“You don’t know what you have until it’s gone.”
I have come to realize that I did not know what I had
but in some ways I guess I never really had what I was
supposed to. I do not know what it’s like to have a good
father, spending Fathers’ Day with him, or sitting on the
couch with him watching a football game.
Despite all the anger that I feel, I do miss him. More
than anything, at the end of the day, he is still my Dad
and I still love him. Through this experience I have realized
that these past years were difficult, but I got through
them. And even if my Dad will not be there to see me
graduate or get married, I got this far without him so I
will be fine.
I know that I will always be surrounded by people
who will support me and love me.

Miri Rozenvain

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

A Beam of Light

T

here was once a place in my heart that light had
never reached. It rested undiscovered and gradually
filled with envy. The faint shadows were as dull as
my relationship with my brother. I had an infinite capacity
for taking things for granted. Ignoring him had become
second nature. In exchange, he teased and mocked me
about anything I chose to do. Meeting him was a cause
of nature, becoming his friend was a choice I would
not make, and loving him was a power I refused to
surrender to. He was the victim of countless pillow fights,
the strategic silent treatment, and the cowardly act of
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tattle-taling. Then, I learned that after the darkest hour,
shadows disappear.
…A Volkswagen thrusts along the highway in the
dim of the night. Only the blur of the broken lines
remains visible. The roar of the motor strikes with the
same electrifying energy as his steady gasps for air. With
a sense of betrayal, the vibrant colours of the traffic light
flicker out of frequency. As the vehicle stops, not even
the irritating beams of colour can be seen.
As he stumbled into my room, barely able to maintain
his breath, my father managed to gasp “Barak was in a
car accident”. A force, much stronger than any I had ever
felt, crept upon me. My heart froze, my stomach became
icy, and I was unable to form a thought.
My eyes fibbed and formed a lie, I thought. His untied
shoelaces effortlessly followed his every movement.
The furrowed nature of his shirt was forgiven by the
perfection of its appearance. His well-built shoulders
curled together and showed his true confidence. I
simply said “I love you.” Dignity, value, and admiration
overflowed these few syllables. My brother grasped me
as tightly as he possibly could.
My rock-solid foundation had been split, shredded,
and slowly reconstructed. My entire perception of
our relationship was molded into the unthinkable. His
collision created a crack in my heart and a hesitant light
peaked through the opening.
The highlight of any day is created by knowing that
the deafening chuckles of my brother were solely created
by me. I remember, once, answering “sadly” if anyone
asked me if I had a brother. Today, the consideration of
this statement disgusts me. I cherish every minute I share
with him. I had once envisioned him as a geneticallyinherited enemy and a clashing rival. Today, I truly believe
he is a friend given to me by nature. This horrifying
experience was a blessing in disguise. It allowed me
to leave behind what was irrelevant and focus on the
importance of our relationship. Whether it is hidden by
giggles and mocking, or visibly written on a card, he
is always surrounded by my admiration. Although my
approval remains hidden, careful observations will lead
one to the discovery of my sister-like behaviour. A beam
of light passed through and rested, undisturbed, by any
judgments.
Thirteen-year-old Miri lives with her parents and older brother in Vaughan,
Ontario. She enjoys a variety of activities including art and tennis. Miri is
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passionate about writing and hopes to pursue this craft for many years.
She would like to express her deepest appreciation to her friends, family
and teachers for their constant encouragement.
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Grade 7 & 8 Greater Toronto Area French Winners
“ Man never made any material as resilient as the
human spirit.” – B
 ern William, Scottish architect

Muneeba Siddiqui

First Place
Toronto District School Board

Fière de mon hijab

I

l y a beaucoup de choses qui changent ma vie, mais
seulement une chose a changé tout à propos de moi.
Au début de la cinquième année, j’ai commencé à
porter mon hijab. Quand j’ai marché à l’école toutes les
personnes me regardent fixement. Mes amis, de l’année
dernière me regardent fixement. J’étais différente. Toute
différente. C’est comme le début d’une toute nouvelle
vie.
Si j’aime porter mon hijab ou non, cette fois, je n’ai
pas eu le choix. Un jour j’ai rencontré une fille qui porte
un hijab et qui m’a influencé à porter un hijab aussi. Elle
était une fille gentille tout le temps. De ce jour là, je ne
regrette pas une chose que je faisais parce que quand
je porte mon hijab je me sens très unique et changée.
En troisième année, certaines personnes, parfois m’ont
appelé de noms bizarres. Ça continue toute l’année,
mais quand je porte mon hijab en cinquième année j’ai
beaucoup plus de confiance dans ces situations. Je ne
suis pas timide en face d’autres personnes. C’est une
chose dont je serai fière pour le reste de ma vie.

comme si je suis d’une autre planète, mais je ne suis pas si
différente. Nous sommes toutes des personnes normales.
Si les personnes veulent se moquer de moi, ils ne vont
pas changer quoi que ce soit. C’est plus important que
mon hijab me donne l’unicité et le courage. Je ne suis
pas comme les autres filles et c’est ce qui me fait unique.
Quand je porte mon hijab, ça montre que je suis
musulmane. Je suis fière d’être musulmane et c’est dans
ma religion de porter un hijab. J’espère que quand les
autres filles musulmanes me voient elles veulent porter
un hijab aussi. Et quand elles porteront leurs hijabs,
j’espère qu’elles se sentent comme je me sens.
Un jour, quand je serai grande, je tiens à remercier
cette fille pour tout ce qu’elle a fait, parce que sans elle
je ne me sentais si bien de porter mon hijab. Quand je
porte mon hijab j’ai de la confiance et je me sens très
unique. Il y a une chose dans ma vie qui me fait sentir
très bien; c’est mon hijab. Je marche avec fierté, avec
mon hijab.
Muneeba is a creative, twelve-year-old, grade seven student. She lives
with her two parents and two brothers in Toronto, Ontario. A middle
child, Muneeba likes to spend her spare time drawing, writing and
watching television. She also enjoys spending time with her friends and
playing a variety of sports like soccer, basketball, tennis and cycling.
Muneeba is multilingual and can speak Urdu, English and French. In the
future, she would like to become either a successful lawyer or an English/
French teacher.

Si j’ai appris une chose, j’ai compris que ce n’est
pas nécessaire d’être toujours à la mode parce que si tu
fais ça, tu n’es pas unique. Il y a beaucoup de filles dans
mon école qui portent un hijab comme moi et qui me
font sentir spéciale. Certaines personnes pensent que les
personnes avec un hijab sont complètement différentes,
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Dia Mukherjeee

Second Place
Toronto District School Board

La confiance

J

e me tenais près du bord de la piscine en regardant
l’eau bleue. La piscine était si calme, si amusante
mais si dangereuse aussi. La seule chose à quoi je
peux penser était que si je saute dans l’eau je ne vais
pas réapparaître, jamais. Je ne vais pas voir ma famille
et mes amies, mais « Je ne peux pas le faire ». J’ai dit :
« C’est trop profond, qu’est ce que je vais faire si je ne
peux pas retourner sur la terre? ». Pendant deux ans la
natation est devenue comme un cauchemar pour moi.
Quand les autres dans la classe ont nagé, je m’asseyais
sur le côté de la piscine en pleurant. « Qu’est ce que je
n’ai pas que les autres ont? » je me suis demandé. C’était
magique, sans aucune hésitation les autres enfants ont
sauté dans le profond côté de la piscine avec confiance!
J’avais réalisé la vérité, la confiance était la seule chose
que j’avais besoin de trouver en moi.
La confiance, c’est de croire dans vos propres
capacités. Un mot qui veut dire quelque chose si simple
mais si difficile de trouver dans le cœur à cause de la
peur. La peur, c’est comme un démon qui ne laisse pas
les gens sortir, vous devez batailler avec le démon. J’étais
fatiguée de cette peur, je dois faire quelque chose. J’étais
près du bord de la piscine quand j’ai vu mes parents.
Avant d’entrer j’avais promis à mes parents que je vais
sauter dans la piscine cette fois. Encore, la peur que je
n’allais pas retourner sur la terre a commencé. « J’ai de
la confiance en moi » j’ai dit dans mon esprit et mes
parents m’ont donné des sourires d’encouragement.
Avant que je puisse remarquer ce que je fais j’ai sauté
dans l’eau. Quel bon sentiment c’était de voir la fierté
dans mes parents. J’ai réussi, j’avais échappé le démon
de la peur!
Cet événement a changé ma vie pour toujours.
C’était quelque chose de si petit mais j’avais appris une
leçon de la vie à cause de cet incident. Quand j’avais
commencé d’apprendre le patinage, c’était comme tout
était impossible. Je ne pouvais pas bouger parce que
j’avais peur que je vais tomber, quand ils m’ont demandé
d’essayer de tomber je ne pouvais pas le faire parce que
j’avais peur de me blesser. Quand j’avais commencé
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d’apprendre le français j’avais peur que je ne vais pas
réussir dans le sujet et que mes notes n’étaient pas si
bonnes. Dans ces moments la confiance était un grand
soutien pour moi.
Avec la confiance j’avais adapté de nouvelles
qualités comme l’indépendance et le courage. J’avais
appris qu’un peu de confiance peut m’aider dans mes
problèmes peu importe si je réussis. La confiance est une
chose nécessaire dans la vie et j’avais appris comment
c’est efficace. Grâce à la confiance, aujourd’hui ma vie
est meilleure!
Dia is a hard working grade seven student who loves to learn, laugh and
live. She is an enthusiastic member of the community and participates in
several activities. Dia enjoys reading, writing and learning new languages.
She has served as a Page in the Legislative Assembly of Ontario and was
selected as Valedictorian at her elementary school graduation.

Shangyu Li

Third Place
Toronto District School Board

Le volley-ball

L

es battements de mon cœur devenaient de plus en
plus rapides chaque moment. « Thump, thump ».
Je mets mes pieds en position et mes bras aussi.
C’est la balle de match pour nous. La balle a été servie
en haut au filet et l’autre équipe a la balle maintenant.
Ils ont passé la balle au « setter » et le « setter » a passé
la balle au « spiker ». Le « spiker » de l’autre équipe va
frapper la balle de notre côté, j’ai bloqué la balle et nous
avons gagné le tournoi de volley-ball!
Sang, transpiration et larmes. Ses trois mots très
intenses décrivent le volley-ball. Sang pour les coupures et
les bleus qui vont apparaître sur ton corps. Transpiration
quand tu joues très intensivement et tu ne peux pas
laisser la balle frapper sur le plancher. Larmes quand tu
gagnes ou tu perds un jeu.
Quand je joue au volley-ball, je vis. Le sentiment est
incroyable et je sens comme je peux faire ce que je veux
faire, ou être qui je veux être. Personne ne sera capable
de me juger ou ce que je fais. Vous devez savoir quand
être agressif, rapide, intelligent ou fort pour que les
gens autour de vous puissent entendre ou savoir ce que
vous allez faire ensuite. Vous avez besoin d’énergie et
vous devez travailler ensemble comme une équipe pour
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gagner. Ce sport a changé ma vie. Je suis plus active et
j’ai plus d’énergie et endurance maintenant que quand
j’avais joué d’autres sports ou quand j’avais couru. Quand
je joue au volley-ball, c’est comme mon moment. Je peux
exprimer mes sentiments et je suis plus confiante aussi.
Ce sport m’aide à finir ma tâche et ne me laisse
pas arrêter ou abandonner au milieu. Il me fait sentir
heureuse et que toutes les choses sont possibles. Il me
donne la force et la possibilité. Le volley-ball est le sport
à travers lequel je suis capable d’exprimer mes talents
d’athlète. Quand je suis sur le terrain de jeu, je ne sais
pas ce qui va se passer, mais j’ai toujours l’espoir pour le
mieux. Les actions parlent plus fort que les entraîneurs.
Le volley-ball est ma vie, tous le reste n’est que détail.
Shangyu is a grade eight, bilingual student who lives in Toronto, Ontario
with her loving parents. She enjoys sports and music. Shangyu plays
volleyball and tennis, the piano, guitar and viola. She is a serious student
who likes to have fun outside of the classroom.

Stephanie Lin

Fourth Place
Toronto District School Board

La separation

je ne t’abandonne pas, je vais être ici pour toi, même
si je n’habite pas dans cette maison. Tu dois être forte
pour ton frère et ta mère, ton frère ne comprend pas la
situation comme toi. Tu dois être ici pour lui quand il est
triste ou a besoin d’aide, et NE LUTTE PAS AVEC TON
FRÈRE!>> Ce jour, mercredi, le 29 septembre, 2010, était
le jour le plus mauvais dans toute ma vie- le jour que mes
parents se sont séparés.
D’une façon, je pense que c’est mieux comme
ça parce que mes parents ont lutté beaucoup, et ils
n’étaient jamais d’accord. J’étais triste tout le temps, et
j’ai pensé qu’une séparation va se produire dans l’avenir.
Maintenant, je peux téléphoner à mon père pour parler
ou pour l’aider à n’importe quelle heure, et aller à sa
maison pour visiter. Il est toujours ici pour moi, ma mère
aussi, et j’ai appris comment vivre sans mon père dans
la maison. Ce n’est pas une vie idéale, mais c’est ma
nouvelle vie, et j’ai accepté ça. Mon père a gardé sa
promesse, il ne m’a pas m’abandonnée.
Grade eight student Stephanie lives in Toronto, Ontario with her mother
and brother. She is proud of her Taiwanese, German, French and English
heritage. Stephanie participates in a variety of sports including karate,
volleyball, skiing, figure skating and basketball. In her spare time she
enjoys playing video games, listening to music and spending time with
her friends. A bilingual, hardworking student, Stephanie is keeping her
future career options open but hopes to make a positive difference in
the world.

C

’était mercredi, le 29 septembre, 2010. L’école était
normale; j’ai fait mon travail comme toujours et j’ai
parlé avec mes amis. Il y avait l’éducation physique
pour la dernière période, et j’ai été très fatiguée. Ma mère
m’a attendue après l’école dans notre <<Kiddybus>>.
Oh, j’ai détesté cette plaque d’immatriculation, c’était
tellement embarrassant pour une fille de 11 ans. Quand
je suis arrivée à la maison, mes parents m’ont demandé
de m’asseoir à la table avec mon frère. C’était bizarre, car
on n’a pas de conseils de famille, et j’ai été très curieuse.
<<Nous voulons que vous sachiez que c’est pas votre
faute...>> était la phrase précise de ma mère. Je n’ai
pas vu ce regard dans les yeux de mes parents avant ce
moment. À cette seconde, j’ai tout compris et ça a été
comme une claque énorme dans le visage. J’ai crié le plus
fort que j’ai pu, et j’ai couru vers ma chambre, avec des
grandes larmes qui ruisselaient le long de mes joues.
Mon père est venu dans ma chambre pour parler
avec moi. <<Je ne peux pas rester dans cette maison
un autre jour, je dois partir. Tu dois comprendre que

Marija Ivanovska

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Un sourire

I

l y’a beaucoup de choses qu’ une personne peut te
donner qui peuvent t’aider à être joyeux, comme un
cadeau, ou une surprise, mais toutes ces choses ne
sont pas aussi effectives qu’un sourire. Dans la vie il y’a
beaucoup de problèmes qui sont faciles à surmonter. Il
y a, aussi, des problèmes qui sont très difficiles, mais un
sourire peut t’aider à surmonter ses types de problèmes.
En quatrième année, mon problème difficile commence.
Pour beaucoup de personnes, la quatrième année est
facile, mais pour moi, c’est l’année quand je commence le
programme de français. Je suis venue au Canada quand
j’étais en deuxième année, et j’ai eu seulement deux
années à étudier l’anglais. Alors, quand j’ai commencé le
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programme de français, je n’étais pas bon à l’anglais et
c’était plus dur pour moi d’étudier le français en même
temps. Aussi, j’étais très timide et effrayée parce que
c’était une nouvelle école, alors c’était difficile pour moi
à faire le travail d’équipe. Mes notes n’étaient pas trop
bonnes, et mes parents n’aiment pas mes notes, mais ils
veulent que je continue avec le français, alors ça me fait
penser que je peux faire mieux à l’école. À la fin, mes
professeurs me font penser que je ne pouvais pas réussir.
Ils disaient que peut être c’est mieux pour moi si je quitte
le programme de français et ça me fait sentir comme je
ne peux rien faire.
Ce terrible jour, quand mes professeurs disent que
le français n’était pas pour moi, j’étais triste et j’ai perdu
l’espoir. J’étais sur mon lit, avec beaucoup de larmes sur
mon visage rouge et déprimé. Quand ma mère m’a vue,
je pensais qu’elle était très déçue et fâchée parce que je
suis triste à propos d’une chose comme ça. Mais non;
elle m’a fait un grand sourire et quand elle a fait ça, mes
larmes sont devenues un sourire. Elle a commencé à rire,
et elle a dit que je suis folle. J’ai commencé à rire et j’ai
pensé que j’étais folle aussi. Elle s’est assise à côté de
moi et m’a raconté des histoires à propos des problèmes
qu’elle avait quand elle était une fille. Un sourire, et ma
perspective sur le monde a changé.
Après, j’ai commencé à faire mon travail avec plus
d’effort. Mais, c’est difficile d’avoir de mauvaises notes
un jour et de bonnes notes le prochain jour. C`était très
difficile mais j’ai persévéré et maintenant, je suis un élève
avec beaucoup de « A ». Aussi, quand j`ai vu le sourire
de ma mère, ça m’a donné plus de confiance, et a cause
de ça, je travaille mieux en équipe.
Un sourire, et toute ma vie est différente. Un sourire
n`est pas un cadeau, c`est mieux. C`est une chose
incroyable. C`est une chose qui peut changer ta vie.
Marija is an outgoing twelve-year-old. Originally from Macedonia, Marija
currently lives in Toronto Ontario with her parents and younger brother.
She enjoys staying active by swimming and skiing. Marija likes to relax
with a good book and can be found daydreaming from time to time. In
the future, she would like to become either a politician or astronomer and
possibly write a novel.

Milos Zekanovic

Honourable Mention
Toronto District School Board

Ma première planche à roulettes

J

’avais 7 ans et c’était Noël. J’étais assis sur les genoux
de Père Noël et il a m’a donné une grande corbeille.
J’étais très excité et je n’ai pas pu arrêter de trembler
parce que j’étais très excité. Vite, j’ai ouvert la corbeille
pour voir ce qui est dans la corbeille. Il y avait beaucoup
de cadeaux, j’ai presque fait pipi dans mes pantalons à
cause de l’excitation. Il y avait beaucoup de cadeaux mais
il y a quelque chose de spécial. Ce cadeau a captivé mon
attention très vite. Ce cadeau était ma première planche
à roulettes.
Quand je suis retourné à ma maison j’ai voulu
essayer la planche à roulettes mais c’était très tard. J’ai
pu seulement jouer le jour après. Je n’ai pas pu dormir
parce que j’étais très excité pour essayer la planche
à roulettes. Le jour après, j’ai mangé très vite et j’ai
demandé à mes parents d’aller dehors. J’avais un casque
et des protections. Quand je suis monté sur la planche à
roulettes je suis tombé, mais j’ai essayé beaucoup de fois.
J’ai pratiqué ça beaucoup de jours.
Après que j’ai été bon à faire ça, j’ai appris comment
faire des mouvements sur la planche à roulettes. Chaque
jour j’ai pratiqué ça dans le couloir de ma maison pour 1
ou 2 heures. Ça c’était la seule chose à quoi j’ai pensé.
Un jour quand j’avais 8 ans mon père a dit quelque
chose à moi qui était très excitant. Il a dit qu’il a trouvé un
parc pour faire de la planche à roulettes qui était proche
de ma maison. Le parc est petit, mais j’ai dû faire ce que
j’ai pu avec ce que j’ai eu. Je suis allé à ce parc chaque
jour pour faire de la planche à roulettes.
Quand j’avais 10 ans, j’ai commencé de faire de
vrais tours sur la planche à roulettes comme « pop
shuv‑it, kickflip, half cab flip etc. » J’ai fait de la planche
à roulettes pour 4 ans. La planche à roulettes est mon
sport préféré et aussi la planche à neige, mais ça c’est
une autre histoire.
Pour moi, la planche à roulettes et la planche à neige
ne sont pas comme un sport, c’est ma vie. Quand je fais
la planche à roulettes, c’est la seule chose à quoi je pense.
Il n’y a pas autre chose dans ma vie, c’est seulement moi
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et ma planche à roulettes. Quand j’ai un problème, je
peux faire la planche à roulettes ou la planche à neige et
le problème est parti.
Les personnes ont dit que faire de la planche à
roulettes et de la planche à neige sont des sports très
dangereux et ça c’est vrai, mais pour moi, ça n’est pas
un problème parce qu’ils sont ma vie. J’espère que
plus de personnes veulent faire les deux sports, ils sont
magnifiques.
Milos, a grade eight student, lives with his parents and sister in Toronto,
Ontario. He has been skateboarding and snowboarding for the past five
years. Milos is an accomplished musician playing both the piano and
clarinet. He is multilingual, speaking English, Serbian and French. Milos
enjoys learning new things and having fun. He is eager to help his fellow
classmates when they are in need. In the future, Milos hopes to become
either a car engineer or professional skateboarder/snowboarder.

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012 31

Greater Toronto Area winners

Grade 9 & 10 Greater Toronto Area Winners
“The function of education is to teach one to think
intensively and to think critically. Intelligence plus
character - that is the goal of true education.”
– Martin Luther King, Jr.

Thomas Procher

First Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Six Strings and a Personality

T

he social system of an elementary school is based
on talent. As kids, our social interaction skills were
very limited and we often chose our friends based
purely on common interests and skills. There were the
soccer stars, the artists, the dancers, the jokers, and then
there was me. As a strong student I was seen for my
intelligence and often found it difficult to rid myself of
the “smart kid” label. This was especially difficult because
I had no real other talent to speak of. This situation,
however, all changed in grade eight.
I have always loved classic rock music. The powerful
guitar solos and memorable riffs intrigued me and
sparked my desire to learn to play. Many of my friends
had taken lessons and found that they were very
talented. I discussed this idea with my mother and she
was somewhat reluctant. She agreed to the lessons as
long as I kept with them for at least a year. A friend of
hers was giving away a small acoustic guitar and this was
a perfect ploy to test my determination and will to learn.
This first guitar was not exactly a “top of the line”
piece of equipment. It was about half the size of a
normal guitar, had loose nylon strings, and each note
reverberated for an unusually long time. After a couple
32
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of lessons, I had made only limited progress and this was
clearly the fault of the guitar. I saved up my money and
took a trip to The Arts Music Store. I walked through the
doors and looked around. It was then that I caught a
glimpse of her. There she sat in the corner with a beam
of light shining upon her from the heavens. A more
beautiful sight has yet to be seen on this Earth. She was
a cherry-sunburst Epiphone Les Paul electric guitar and
I knew instantly that she must be mine. I purchased a
“With the Beatles” guitar strap and headed home feeling
like a rock star.
With the new guitar in hand lessons became less
of a chore and I was now excited to learn. I began to
understand musical theory and was even starting to teach
techniques to myself. The chords and arpeggios which
had been the bane of my existence in those first weeks
were now becoming second nature and I was beginning
to truly love playing. My guitar became a symbol of who
I was and this new found passion became the focus of
my attention. My bedroom walls, once entirely covered
with Maple Leafs’ memorabilia, made room for posters
of “rock gods” like The Beatles, Pink Floyd, Bowie, and
Queen. I was obsessed. The lessons were good, but I was
an addict and needed more. I began to learn songs by
ear and found that this came effortlessly. My parents and
teachers were amazed at how well I had progressed on
my own and I was very proud of myself.
I had finally found a talent that I could be proud of and
people would stop looking at me as just the “smart kid”.
I entered high school and joined the Senior Jazz Band as
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a guitarist. I began music class as a baritone saxophone
player and soon discovered that my talent extended
beyond just the guitar. Music had transformed from a
small interest to a large part of my life. I had discovered
a passion through the six strings of my Epiphone Les Paul
that was lacking before; my personality was liberated!
The discovery of my love of playing music has been
instrumental in shaping who I am today. I took a chance
on something that I thought would be just a hobby and
found something much greater. In retrospect, this simple
decision has been the most rewarding one of my life.
I have discovered a way to connect with my peers as
well as my inner self. I am now a musician; not just a
calculator. To think that all I needed were six customgauge, nickel-wound strings to let my personality shine.
I have come to understand that there are hidden talents
within us all; we just have to look for them.
Grade ten student Thomas lives in the town of Bradford, Ontario. Thomas
enjoys playing tennis, golf and the guitar when he isn’t taking long walks
on the beach and getting caught in the rain. After high school he plans
to attend university in a yet to be named program. Thomas would like
to thank Mr. O’Brien for his wisdom and expertise. He would also like to
thank his parents and friends for their ongoing support.

Sharon Yue

Second Place
Peel District School Board

Darkness Doesn’t Last

T

o anyone else, I had it made. I was one of those
girls who were friends with all the “cool” kids; I
had the pretty clothes, the skinny figure and the
boys asking for dances. I was that girl you see and
think, “I wish I was like her, I bet she doesn’t have any
problems.” And I shouldn’t have. I had a good family, a
circle of friends, good grades, what could I possibly have
to be unhappy with?
No one could guess that on the inside, I was miserable.
I was stuck in a vicious cycle of dejection.
I was in the sixth grade when I first sank into
depression. I can’t tell you exactly when or where or even
why it happened. I just know that eventually, I found
myself waking up preparing myself to face another day,
thinking ahead to the night when I could sink back into
the unconsciousness that was my salvation.

I started enduring my family’s presence rather than
enjoying it, counting down the seconds until school
ended because each second was a second closer to
when I could escape faking smiles and pretending to care
during conversation. I pushed suspicions away; I was a
good actress. Nobody suspected my secret, and I wanted
to keep it that way.
But depression is lonely -- a vast wasteland of darkness
with only the demons of your mind to keep you company.
There are no visible wounds; only you can see it. I didn’t
know who I was. I questioned the point in school and
grades and the same tiresome daily schedule. I couldn’t
see where I was going in life. I stopped remembering
what mattered and what sufficed.
So the days turned into months and the depression
persisted with me desperately looking for an out. I
figured if I was better, I would be happier. I tried changing
myself, to be precisely the person I already appeared
to be. Perfection doesn’t work that way, however, and
trying to change only worsened the depression. I wanted
to be prettier, smarter, more likable and talented. I
never had enough, and I could never be enough for my
indefinite, far-off version of perfection. And every little
disappointment, every little failure just sent me deeper
into my voids of misery. I couldn’t see anything good
anymore. I didn’t know how.
Then came junior high, a land of drama, tears, gossip,
and jealousy. Every time you turned around, someone was
trying to be someone they weren’t. I don’t know exactly
when, but watching friends sell out friends, promises
broken, and rumors spread, I finally, finally, realized. I
went through fake friends and girls copying me because
they thought I had it all. I’d seen so many waste their time
trying to be better – just like I was. It looks so much more
obvious when you watch it in someone else. No matter
how much someone seems perfect, there’s always going
to be something to be insecure about, something they
want to improve. And maybe we’ll never be enough for
ourselves, but we shouldn’t have to be. We need flaws to
balance our qualities, and insecurities to teach us lessons.
That was the first step in overcoming my depression.
A small one, in retrospect; nothing of note happened, the
world went on as it did. But it was this realization that
led to epiphanies and small steps of recoveries to come.
I saw good in a simple act of kindness, and meaning in
a typical family night. I began finding myself again, as I
continue to do every day. It really goes to show, you can’t
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judge someone by how they appear to be, because you
never know what they’ve been through and everything
that’s going on in their life.
Depression was dark, and I never want to revisit it.
Sometimes, when I’m having a bad week, or a series
of inauspicious events happen upon me, I can feel it
creeping back. And still, after all these years, I’m learning
from it. But this time I know that things do get better if
you tough it out, and that no matter how stormy it gets,
it can’t rain forever.
Grade ten student Sharon lives with her parents and younger brother.
She is a fun-loving person with many different interests such as archery,
music, drama and volunteering with various charities. Sharon puts extra
effort into her academics and continues to make the honour roll. She is
looking forward to the final half of secondary school.

Lucy Lu

Third Place
Peel District School Board

New Perspective

M

illions of people choose to emigrate from their
native countries for a variety of reasons. Many
have nothing pushing them away from what was
their home for so long, yet they still choose to leave.
Why would they do that? That question has been asked
many times, and the answer is always that they want
something better. However, do they end up getting what
they give up so much for?
When my parents decided to immigrate to Canada,
they were happily married and were very successful in
their career fields. Practically all of their relatives and
friends lived in China. However, a growing number of
people who had immigrated to Canada were spreading
the word in China about Canada’s wonderful natural
environment, educational system and such, and so, more
and more people thought Canada would be a great place
to raise children.
I still remember when I was four years old and we
were packing for Canada. I didn’t completely understand
what was going on, but I remember being very excited.
My dad was carrying me and a relative was taking
pictures. Even though we were about to leave for a
country thousands of miles away, the atmosphere was
still very cheery, unlike the way it usually is now.
34
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It has been ten years since we first came to Canada,
and much has changed since then. The language barrier
has played a huge part in my parents’ transition to the
new country and is still taking its toll upon their lives. It
kept them from getting good jobs, making the first few
years very difficult. My mom went from the youngest
accountant at the Bank of the People’s Republic of China
to a cashier at KFC, which was a huge step down. My
dad was a university graduate with a degree in computer
programming, now working at a chocolate factory. This
also led to financial issues. Six yuan was equal to one
Canadian dollar, so the money they sent from China to
Canada significantly dropped in worth. The jobs they had
weren’t enough, and there were so many expenses. They
also had me to take care of, and with no one to help out,
it soon became too much.
These complications were a lot to handle, and it put
an enormous strain on my parents’ relationship. They
would get into countless arguments over anything, and
frequently, I would be involved. My dad, once funny and
easy-going, would often become temperamental and
sullen. My mom, who’s very social, was held back by the
language barrier and the difficult situation. This changed
me as well. Back then, I was silly and talkative. Here, I
became quiet and independent. It also changed my
relationship with my dad. When I was younger, I was a
daddy’s girl. Now, we hardly ever have a full conversation,
and even those tend to be dull and stilted.
I’ve always felt that the emigration wasn’t worth
it. But how could my parents have seen this coming? I
thought they shared my opinion on this, so imagine my
surprise when I asked my mom how she felt about her
life in Canada, and her response was positive! I didn’t
understand how she could honestly say that coming to
Canada was the right choice, so I asked her. Her response
made me realize something.
Sometimes, there’s a definite right and wrong path.
With this, there was no clear answer. To stay or to go;
both choices had their benefits and risks. And once
you’ve picked your path, you have yet another choice.
You can focus on either the positives or the negatives.
When you look back upon your decision, are you going to
be satisfied with the results, or is it never good enough?
In my mom’s case, there was so much more than just
consequences. She now has an adorable five-year-old
son, a loving daughter, a house of her own. When you
have the common sense to make the right decision and
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not lose sight of what you have, life is easier to enjoy.
My mom’s living a great life with this mindset, and I now
strive to do the same.
Grade nine student Lucy, lives in Mississauga, Ontario with her parents,
younger brother and grandma. She enjoys listening to music and playing
the piano and flute. Making jewelry is one of Lucy’s favourite pastimes
and she hopes to start selling her designs online. She continues to raise
awareness of the negative impact advertising junk food to children can
have.

Maya Campanella-Ivey

Fourth Place
Toronto Catholic District School Board

The Vortex

I

t’s commonly known as depression but I called it
The Vortex. I named it so because it sucked in my
best qualities bit by bit -- first, my energy, then my
happiness, my willpower and lastly, my hope. It started
off with not wanting to get out of bed in the morning
-- not the usual “Five more minutes!” but “I wish I didn’t
wake up.” instead. It stole my smile, took my ability to
laugh and left me with an empty yet heavy feeling in my
chest. My daily routine would be to wake up, plaster a
fake smile on my face, survive and go back to bed and
nobody would suspect a thing. I think that was one of
the worst parts of The Vortex ...that everyone did believe
the fake smile and I didn’t try to reach out to anyone. I
pushed everyone who wanted to help me away; at home
I was distant and in my own world. I wouldn’t say that it
was like I didn’t exist but it was as if I wished I didn’t and
even after that, it got worse.
The willingness to try to make myself feel normal
again or even slightly better slowly disappeared, replaced
by a fear that I may never be able to find my way out
of this self-pitying rut. Although after a while that fear
transformed into an acceptance that I deserved to feel
like this, to be stuck in this rut because I’m not important,
nobody cares about me, and I am just a waste of space.
And I thought this to be true because of The Voice
which belongs to The Vortex. The Voice whispered awful
thoughts into my ear and pointed out all my flaws. It
made me constantly aware of how imperfect I was. The
Voice compared me to all the beautiful, happy, sane
women surrounding me: “Why don’t you look gorgeous

like them?” and “Why don’t you just stop feeling sorry
for yourself?” But no matter how hard I tried to ignore
The Voice, it always won.
At the end of the day I would ask myself the same
questions The Voice would ask. Before I fell into a
dreamless sleep I would do my best to think of reasons
to keep going and to steer myself away from self-harm.
I had only one person on my list but she was enough:
my sister. She is a younger but far more imaginative,
cooler version of me. When I thought I couldn’t take it
anymore and felt that for sure everyone would be better
off without me I would think of her and that if I was
dead I wouldn’t be able to see her grow up. I wouldn’t
be able to help her get ready for her first date, I wouldn’t
be around to see her graduate from high school and I
wouldn’t be able to stand next to her and tell her how
beautiful she looks on her wedding day.
I decided that choosing death over her would be
selfish and it was that thought that helped me fight
against the pull of The Vortex. I sought out help, went to
my Mom and told her I wanted to see a therapist, whom
I still see every month. Slowly but surely I got better, I still
have bad days, like everybody else except now I know I
can deal with them and overcome them.
Eventually, I found comfort in confiding in a few
close friends instead of over thinking everything and
driving myself crazy with my harmful thoughts. I began
to surround myself with people who are happy and
enjoy their lives instead of sitting at home on my own. I
found ways of dealing with my emotions like talking to
my friends or dancing my pain away instead of waiting,
hoping it left on its own.
I need to thank my sister; without her I never would
have been able to motivate myself to get better in order
to be a better sister to her. Also, I should thank The
Vortex because my experience has made me stronger as
a daughter, sister, friend and human.
Maya, a grade ten student, has enjoyed writing for as long as she can
remember. She lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and younger
sister. In her spare time, Maya enjoys dancing, writing and spending
time with her friends. She hopes to pursue a career as a children and
adolescent psychologist.
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Alethea Marie Marciano

Honourable Mention
Toronto Catholic District School Board

Lego Face

I

am made of colourful Lego bricks. Through the
course of my short life, I have built myself using
pieces I have found along the way. Some of these
additions required a lot of thinking and elicited a lot
of stress whereas others were added on a mere whim
and thoughtless action. Upon closer inspection, you will
also realize that my Lego makeup may have colours that
appear more frequently than others. My overall person
has not been formed from only a singular pivotal event.
There were three specific moments in my life where I was
privileged enough to be able to leave with more than just
a handful of colourful bricks for my lifetime work.
If I were to visualize this Lego abstract, it would
contain a lot of blue bricks. These pieces would represent
my primary school years in elementary school where I
was bullied for four years since grade one. The person
I had feared was older and also happened to be the
daughter of my sitter. By the time the issue was finally
resolved the area of blue was so grotesquely huge that
however much I tried, it was not something I could easily
bury among a mass of random Lego pieces. In truth, I
used to always hate these bricks and wished that I could
rearrange them into something more attractive if not
remove them completely, but that would result in my
having to tear down the multitude of bricks that had
already been stacked on top of it. In the end, with time
and support I eventually learned how to build myself
upon it and make that moment a part of me instead of
making it my defining characteristic.
There would also be orange bricks representing my
most recent impactful event; and that would be during
my grade nine year when I was a part of an all female
drama ensemble. I auditioned for the cast because I no
longer wanted to play things safe—I was determined to
start off the first year of high school with a metaphorical
bang. Something I could say about these orange bricks
is that they were unlike any piece I’ve already seen
and was completely clueless as to how to stack them
together with the others. Prior to that moment, the
whole concept of long-term commitments and the deep
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connections shared within the group was all new to me.
Through watching and spending time with the other
cast members, however, they’ve taught me how to think
differently and have a fresh outlook on life in order to
tackle future obstacles. From that point on, I was able to
confidently build up a tower of these orange slabs to add
to my ever growing person.
In addition to the other colours, there would be
sporadic clumps of white bricks in my Lego disposition
as well. These would represent the third event which
occurred as far back as second grade when I met my
two best friends and every time after when we would
meet up again. This friendship did not start on the best
of terms and actually had the first three years spent
bitterly resenting each other for childish, trivial things as
primary kids are wont to do. An unacknowledged truce
was formed, however, when all three of us eventually
moved to different schools located in three separate
regions. From then on, we would make great efforts to
keep in touch despite the conflicts with distance and
busy schedules. I am proud to say that this particular
colour of bricks is one I won’t ever let go of.
Whenever I look at my Lego bricks, I would see that
the awful blue would be amongst the many other hues
that surround it such as the vibrant orange. For as long as
I could help it there would always be new white clumps
as well. These colours are largely responsible for being
the supporting pieces that I could build the others upon.
I hope to always be constructing this structure; because
a Lego artwork is a lifetime’s work and my turning point
can never be just a singular event. I am the colourful
Lego bricks.
Grade ten student Alethea immigrated to Canada from the Philippines
when she was just three years old. She enjoys reading and is an avid
fan of detective novels. Alethea is often found daydreaming or lost in
thought. She has a keen interest in Science and dreams of pursuing a
career in the medical field.

Greater Toronto Area winners

Tiffani Mocibob

Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka District School Board

Through the Eyes of a Child

T

here comes a time in life when you learn to
appreciate those who mean the most to you. Oscar
Wilde once said, “Nothing that is worth knowing
can be taught.”
“Be quiet!” He screeched as he threw a vase on the
floor, with a beer in his hand while he slurred his words.
The beautiful glass vase shattered into tiny pieces. The
sound of glass hitting the floor made me whimper as
knots formed in my stomach. Emotions poured through
me like a raging torrent, overwhelming and flooding my
mind. Like the vase, the trust I once had in him was now
gone. I remember my mother consoling me, holding me
while she promised serenity soon enough. You see, he is
my alcoholic father.
I have always wanted to have a real father, a figure
who would threaten to interrogate my boyfriend if
I had one. One who would take me to a Leafs’ game,
or simply tell me that I look stunning wearing a fancy
dress. I longed for these little things. I wanted a happy
and complete family. Seeing blissful daughters with their
fathers always made me cringe as if I was looking directly
into the blinding sun. This is how I saw things through
the eyes of a child.
“Fine,” was the frequent response I gave my mother
when she asked how my day went. I was quite a handful
growing up. The fear of being neglected and mistreated
by another parent affected the way I behaved toward my
mother. I shut her out and treated her like an absolute
stranger.

belittled the woman who had given me everything. My
mother deserved to be treated like the dazzling queen
that she was. She was not going to mistreat or neglect
me – ever. The so-called happy family I desired was found
in my mother. Everything I longed for in a father-figure
was found in the qualities my mother possessed, but I
had ignored them for so long!
My actions were impetuous and extremely selfish. I
should never have taken my mother for granted and I
am so privileged and blessed to have her. Growing up I
have not had much, but I have constantly had my selfless
and loving mother. Constantly. She is someone I aspire to
be like. She was, and still is, the one who stays up with
me all night to study when I have a test, wipes my tears
when I cry, and is undoubtedly my best friend.
My mother is my teacher, my inspiration, and my
advisor. She makes me want to live my life as a better
person and has helped me discover who I am, who I am
not, and who I want to become. My mother is the most
beautiful woman I know, inside and out. The perception
I had growing up was flawed and I am no longer that
little girl who sees through the dim and confused eyes of
a child. I love my mom, forever and always.
“Nothing that is worth knowing can be taught.”
Parenting is something that cannot be taught. It takes
more to be a parent than to solely have a child. Having
a guitar makes you no more a guitarist than having a
child makes you a parent. My mother has proven she is a
parent, whereas my father has not. When loved, a child
will know how to love. But a child who has been hurt,
must learn how to love.
Tiffani is a dedicated grade ten student who lives with her mother in
Bradford, Ontario. She enjoys working with children and aspires to
become an elementary school teacher. In her spare time, Tiffani likes to
listen to music, spend time with friends and family, read and bake. Tiffani
would like to thank her English teacher, Mr. O’Brien, and her family and
friends for supporting her writing efforts.

I recall looking directly at my mother while delivering
the valedictory address on the day of my grade eight
graduation. She wore a smile that seemed to go on for
miles and her eyes sparkled like bright stars in the night
sky. While I recited my speech, an image was imprinted
in my mind like a tattoo. It was the way she looked at
me, the way she was beaming with joy. This was the look
I had always associated with the pride of a loving parent.
It was as if I was suddenly standing in the face of
a hurricane; a realization hit me with so much force. I
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Holly O’Brien

Honourable Mention
Simcoe Muskoka District School Board

A Boy and His Parents

M

y friends and I had been waiting in the cold
December weather for hours. Our toes and
fingers were numb; our hair and jackets were
soaked. We were starving after waiting so long. Tim
Hortons across the street was not helping. We suffered
through it so we could see Justin Bieber in a special
Christmas concert. I did not know then that a young boy
and his parents would open my eyes to the ways our
attitudes, or perspectives, affect our happiness.
Fans shuffled through the entrance of Massey Hall.
We sat down and admired the beautifully decorated
stage. As time passed and show-time came closer, the
seats filled up quickly. A little boy and his parents sat
down in front of us. My friends and I looked at each
other and smiled because the little boy was really cute.
He looked to be about eight years old and had blonde,
curly hair. He and his family were all smiling and excited.
We were shocked when we saw Luke Schenn, of
the Toronto Maple Leafs, sit down with the family. After
he finished talking to the boy he said goodbye and left.
“You guys know Luke Schenn?” I asked the family.
“We do now!” the boy’s dad answered. His mom
told us about how the boy, whose name we found out
was Jake, skated with the Leafs before the concert, and
that’s how they met Luke Schenn.
“And Justin Bieber!” added Jake. They told us about
their day with the Leafs and Justin Bieber. Justin surprised
Jake (a huge Justin Bieber fan) at the A.C.C. earlier that
day. Jake showed us pictures of him with the celebrities.
His mom told us to watch the news the next day to see
everything that happened.
We were curious, so while Jake was talking to his
dad, we asked his mom how he was able to do all this.
“From the Make a Wish Foundation,” she half whispered
to us.
I was shocked. Jake didn’t look sick, but I knew
“Make a Wish” as an organization that grants wishes
to children with life-threatening diseases. We didn’t ask
any questions about what was wrong with Jake; we
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just continued listening to their excitement of the day’s
events.
Suddenly, the room went dark and the stage lights
turned on as the audience screamed uncontrollably.
Justin Bieber started singing.
At the end of the concert, Justin called Jake and
another girl from “Make A Wish” on stage. He gave
them a $500,000 cheque for the foundation. Jake’s
parents smiled with teary eyes as they took pictures of
their son on stage. After an awesome concert, we said
goodbye to Jake and his family.
The next day we watched the news like Jake’s mom
told us. It showed interviews with Jake and his family,
and clips of Jake skating with Justin and the Leafs. We
discovered that Jake was living with Neuroblastoma:
stage four cancer.
I thought a lot about Jake after seeing his story
on the news. I figured that I took a lot for granted:
important moments and people in my life. I could be
more appreciative. A few hours earlier, I thought I was
“suffering” from waiting in the cold. Then I met Jake,
who knows suffering. There he was, eight years old with
stage four cancer, having the time of his life at what
could be his first and last concert, yet he and his family
were living for the moment.
For me it’s about more than appreciating a concert;
I learned that our thinking (or attitude) affects our
happiness. Jake’s family chose to enjoy the positives that
day. They didn’t dwell on the pain and the challenges
they endured (unlike my earlier thoughts of being wet,
cold, and impatient). In the future when I feel sorry for
myself, or unlucky, I will remember Jake’s family. I still
have my health, my family, and my friends – so nothing
is that bad.
I’ll never forget his little face. He is my constant
reminder that it is not the situation that makes you
happy; it’s your outlook on it! I see situations differently
now, thanks to a boy and his parents.
Sixteen-year-old Holly has grown up in Bradford, Ontario. She enjoys
horseback riding, swimming, and drawing. She also loves music and
going to concerts. Some of her favourite artists to see in concert are Justin
Bieber, One Direction, and Allstar Weekend.
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Kylie Schroeder

Honourable Mention
Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board

Wishes, Needles and Bafflement

B

eing sick really changes your views. It makes you
notice things about people and gets you thinking.
Suddenly, there’s so much you want to do and see.
It causes you to think about all the things you want, and
makes you realize, how you may not get a chance to do
or have those things. You realize what your limitations
are, and you hate those limitations. It makes you hate
yourself.
I’m an average fourteen year old – or so I tell myself. I
love to sleep, can barely tolerate schoolwork, and I think
I know it all. But something about me sets me apart
from others, teenagers and adults alike. I have Multiple
Sclerosis.
Multiple Sclerosis is bad. Your immune system starts
to attack your nervous system, and strange things start
happening to the way you work. Just recently I was
hospitalized because I couldn’t feel or move my right
leg. That was when I was officially diagnosed with MS.
At first I didn’t think much of it. Even now I think it’s
too soon for me to come to terms with it. It was what
happened during my admission that really affected me.
It changed me.
While I was admitted into the Sick Kids Hospital, I
was very upset. It was exam review week at school and I
was missing out. But while I was moping about, cursing
the world for my misfortune, I met a young girl named
Laurie. Laurie had been in the ward for almost a month.
She had a brain tumor the size of a baseball. It was killing
her.
On the third day of my stay, Laurie was being prepped
for an operation. For a period of time, just over a full
day, I had to listen to that little girl cry. It wasn’t exactly
crying though; it was sobbing. Sobbing, and screaming,
and begging for water. The nurses weren’t permitted to
give her anything. It was all part of the preparations. And
they had to keep giving her needles. Needles that would
make her scream that it hurt and ask why they wanted
to hurt her more.

When she returned from her little “adventure” she
wasn’t as I had expected her to be. She had dressings all
around her head and the biggest smile I had ever seen
on her face. If I hadn’t known she just returned from
having a major surgical operation I would have assumed
she had been on a trip to the carnival. Laurie was just
happy to see her dad again, and be with her teddy bear.
She didn’t seem upset at all. It was so clear to see what
she valued most.
I wish I could see Laurie again. I wish I could have
been nicer to her, and seen her smile more. I wish I could
have been her friend. But most of all, I wish I could thank
her. She made me realize that no matter how bad you
think you’ve got it, someone a lot less deserving, has
it worse. No one deserves to go through what Laurie
has to. It’s a pretty common lesson people say they’ve
learned. You hear it a lot. But you can’t really understand
it. At least not until you’ve witnessed something that
forces the idea down your throat, and makes you choke.
Ever since then I’ve been more sympathetic. Laurie
influenced me to be more understanding and accepting
of people’s attitudes, while at the same time to dislike
people’s opinions more.
People complain about such petty things. It truly
baffles me. I’m almost at a loss for words. But everyone
is going through something of their own, and they all
have their own way of coping. It isn’t right to judge.
I think I can say I’m glad I got sick. I’m glad I was
admitted. Otherwise I would have never met Laurie.
I would have never realized my selfishness. Now I can
change for the better.
Sometimes bad things need to happen before the
good things can, and other times, you just have to look
a little closer to see the big picture.
Kylie was born in Calgary, Alberta and moved to Brampton, Ontario
seven years ago with her family. Currently in grade nine, Kylie plans to
study psychology at university in San Francisco after graduation. Her main
interests include listening to music, reading, working on art commissions
and spending time with her pet dog, DJ. Kylie is considered a leader
among her peers and demonstrates this by enthusiastically taking charge
in difficult situations.
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Sundus Zuberi

Honourable Mention
Peel District School Board

The World Spring

I

t was October 15th 2011and I was sitting on the floor
of my kitchen, kneeling over a piece of bright orange
Bristol-board with a thick black marker in my hand,
contemplating what to write.
My family is very political. I can’t count how many
protests I’ve attended - I’ve been going ever since I could
sit up. One was to oppose Canada’s getting involved in
Iraq, another to bring U.S. troops out of it. I went to protest
the occupation of Palestine, to oppose Guantanamo Bay.
There were also protests on environmental causes and
local issues like opposing rising tuition costs and cuts
to low-income families. When I was eight years old, I
even wrote a letter to our local newspaper about the
Native community in Kashechewan who had access
to only contaminated water that was destroying their
health and community. I think my mom wanted to instill
a sense of social justice and global awareness in me. She
taught me the importance of standing up for those who
couldn’t stand up for themselves, or who were not being
heard, and to speak out against injustice even if it was
unpopular or controversial to do so. I was taught that our
community wasn’t just our family, or our neighbourhood,
or our mosque, but that it was a global community.
What we did and how we lived, directly impacted the
world we live in. It was important that that impact was as
positive as it could be. The bold, black & red magnet on
our fridge that read “SILENCE IS DEFEAT” was a constant
reminder of that message.
I loved going to protests; there was something
about people coming together for causes they believed
in that gave me a sense of belonging and purpose. It
gave me the opportunity to meet new people and learn
about new issues. I became connected to the strangers
marching beside me, all chanting, singing and waving
colourful and cleverly worded banners. It made me
realize that humanity was still full of compassion and
willing to change for the better. But to be completely
honest, despite all that positive energy, deep down I
always had a nagging feeling of hopelessness that I could
not overcome. There were just so many problems in the
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world, from environmental destruction, and human
rights abuse, to war on every corner of the earth. What
could I, one person, possibly do? Wasn’t all this effort in
vain? Was there really any point in trying? These were
the thoughts that often crept in. And then came, what I
call ‘The World Spring’.
Mohamed Bouazizi, the Tunisian fruit-seller set
himself on fire to protest his brutally corrupt government.
His single act of defiance began the wave of revolutions
that no one dreamed possible. Asmaa Mahfouz, the
young Egyptian woman posted a YouTube video urging
other freedom loving Egyptians to overcome their
deepest fears, to be brave and stand together on January
25 in Tahrir Square. Single individuals, ordinary and
courageous individuals, accomplished what had seemed
impossible. They inspired nations of people to stand up
against injustice and brutality; to demand freedom and
democracy without being afraid! Soon after the Middle
East protests erupted in Greece, Italy and England,
people started to feel empowered. Even here, in North
America, the Occupy movement inspired ordinary people
to demand their voices be heard and their interests
protected and prioritized by their governments.
It wasn’t just an ‘Arab Spring’ it was the entire world!
It was individuals who bravely united for a common cause,
for justice, for fairness, for equality. I know history is full
of powerful examples of civil disobedience and peaceful
revolutions, but this one was happening right before me.
I finally understood that if everyone had thought, ‘I can’t
change anything, why even try?’ the world would be
very different.
As I sat on the floor, my marker poised over the board,
I finally knew exactly what I wanted to write on the sign I
was taking to the ‘Occupy Bay Street’ protest downtown.
My deep rooted feelings of doubt and hesitation were
replaced with optimism and hope and so, I wrote: “Look
around... it IS POSSIBLE.”
Sundus lives with her parents, little sister and brother. She loves to read
mystery books and her favourite author is Agatha Christie. Sundus enjoys
swimming, biking, and playing soccer. Her favourite subject in school is
history. She loves cats and horses. In her spare time Sundus enjoys going
to the movies with her friends.
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“The most original thing a writer can do is write
like himself. It is also his most difficult task.”
– Robertson Davies

Marrium Sahar

First Place
Toronto District School Board

Finally Home

I

t never ceases to amaze me how airports possess
the ability to bring under the same roof so many
different people of different ages, different races,
different occupations, different life stories and different
destinations, all connected by a single commonality: a
journey. Airports are the place of hopeful beginnings but
also, tearful endings.
As this was not my first time at the Lahore International
Airport, the blanket of humidity enveloping me, the sky
aflame with the glistening sun, and the smoky wisps
of air curling up like genies in the atmosphere, were all
familiar to me. Even if I had intended to memorize the
experience for future reminiscence, any intentions of
such sort were cut off by the embraces bestowed on me,
the instant I stepped out of the arrival gate. After three
long years, among all those I loved, I felt at home.
Three years earlier, at the age of ten, I had immigrated
with my family to Canada. The sudden change was a
strong wind that tore away everything leaving me to
gather the shattered scraps of my once serene existence.
All my life I had lived in a house with not just ten rooms,
five washrooms, a courtyard, a terrace and two kitchens,
but also an extended family to make it a home. The tight

air of our little Canadian apartment suffocated me with
its cruel clasp on my spirit. My lack of knowledge about
the country made even the bright and dazzling, murky
and hazy. Whereas I had always prided myself on my
intelligence, my academics began suffering. Whenever I
saw women in expensive, clicking heels, I felt their eyes
slicing at my soul like diamonds cutting a worthless stone.
I felt inadequate. I felt vulnerable. I felt alone.
I felt the very essence of my being, my identity,
being choked. It is impossible to erase ten years of one’s
life and yet, how was it possible to move forward with
the baggage of the past halting every step? There was
just no remedy but to quietly accept and adapt. My life
eventually fell into a routine, but I strode through life
seeing nothing. Life became a checklist, and living a
chore. It was then that I knew that Canada could never
be my home.
From the Lahore Airport, it was only an hour before I
was rushing into our family home, aching for the intimacy
of the familiar sights. But what my eyes beheld before
them shook the foundation of my affinity. My home had
changed. Gone were my childish doodles decorating the
walls. Gone was my swing from the guava tree. My eyes
frantically sought for signs of my past, but even as some
memories came rushing to me, I could not ignore that
much had changed. Had I thought that time would stand
still while I excused myself for a few years? I quickly wiped
at my eyes that threatened to spill my inner anguish I had
all that I had yearned for three years, and now I was
ruining everything, I scolded myself.
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But the more I supressed my feelings, the more they
strengthened; until I finally admitted defeat. Despite all
the love and laughs I shared with my relatives, Pakistan no
longer felt like the home it once had been. I was a guest
in my own house. My cousins had shared memories that I
was not a part of. They did not understand when I talked
of things they had never seen. They were not like me. Or
maybe I was not like them, anymore. I did not fit in the
one place where I thought I did.
I was nothing. I was no one.

the journey to my identity; perplexing ruminations its
course, and self-discovery the destination. I had reached
my destination, at last.
I was finally home.
Marrium lives in Toronto, Ontario with her parents and two younger
brothers. She is a strong believer in the virtues of compassion, generosity
and patience. Marrium hopes to one day find fulfillment by devoting her
life to the betterment of others. She would like to express her appreciation
to her dedicated teachers and family for their ongoing guidance and
support.

The day I left Pakistan, I cried. I did not cry because
I was leaving Pakistan. I cried because I was finally truly
leaving it. I was leaving with my heart, unlike the last
time. But I was leaving without my identity, unlike the
last time.
The journey back to Canada flew by in a trance, and
only when the customs officer at Pearson International
asked, “Are you Canadian?” did I jolt out of it. Was I
Canadian? I looked at the faces around me; Chinese,
Indian, Afghan, Mexican, all united by a single thread:
Canada. It struck me that I was not alone in my struggle
to gasp for air, adrift in this deep ocean. Coming to
Canada had dragged me out of my little cocoon, and
even attempted to coax me into overcoming personal
challenges. But, I had built walls and confined myself to
them. Visiting Pakistan and the discovery that I did not
completely “belong” there either, crumbled those walls.
I now recognized that I did not have to give up my past
to move into the future because identity is not defined
by the colour of our skin or nationality; I don’t have to be
a Canadian or a Pakistani to be me. Identity is simply the
faith within ourselves that I have a place and a purpose
in this world. And so, belonging does not have to rely on
forfeiting my identity because it is with it that I will make
a place in this world.

Sahar Beverly Agustin-Maleki
Second Place
Conseil scolaire Viamonde

Of Sin and Forgiveness

I

was not surprised. I saw it coming; we all did.
However, the fact that it happened right before me
was shocking. We can all feel remorseful and try to
sympathize with someone’s journey through grief. The
truth is, many would not even come close to imagining,
let alone comprehending, the inner turmoil. The
agonizing guilt, the disbelief, the insufferable regret and
overbearing chaos bouncing off every inch of a person’s
emotionally unstable mind cannot be understood.
Watching the abstract image play out before you on
a screen can make an impact. However, living it out is
much more surreal. I had convinced myself that I was
prepared to deal with Death. But witnessing my father’s
life end before my eyes was nothing I could anticipate. It
was scarring.

As I stepped into the blanket of cool autumn air, I
opened my eyes to the visual splendour that the arching
highways and gleaming buildings created against the
grey clouds swirling about like gauzy curtains. Suddenly,
tiny raindrops began to plummet, soaking me in their
clear tranquility.

My family was like many other families with immigrant
parents and urbanized children. The gap between my
parents and I was ever growing because they kept to their
traditions, gradually integrating the Canadian culture to
their native one, while I was always eager to live in the
newest, hippest, most modern trend of the season. Long
story short, I was never really close to my parents, but I
absolutely despised my father. Enough time had passed
for me to develop a deep loathing of the man I had to
live with, under the same roof.

I smiled. I had covered thousands of kilometers on a
plane, on a train, and on a car, during my journey in the
past few months. But the greatest journey I had travelled
was one that lacked any vehicle or any distance. This was

The day I heard my very own father tell me; “I don’t
care how you feel or what you say. I am your father and
I am responsible for you and you will do what I say until
you find somewhere else to live because you are living

“Yes, I am Canadian,” I answered the officer, at last.
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in my house.” He had shattered what little bridge of
hope still remained for us to share a “normal” father
and daughter relationship. I had spent my childhood
being beaten by this man and had suffered silently, all in
the hope of one day being able to stand by his side and
be “Daddy’s perfect little girl”. In my early childhood, I
had witnessed him beating my mom and I sobbed in the
corner without a sound so as not to upset him any more
than necessary. I had watched him relentlessly beat my
brother until patches of the young boy’s skin turned blue
and his cries turned into choking hiccups. This man, my
father, was a tyrant in my brother’s mind, an abomination
in mine, and who knows what my mother thought of
him. But he was my father, and I always knew some part
of me cared because after all, he did take care of us in a
way. He did have his good times and when I finally stood
up to him two years prior to his passing, he had become
a tolerable man to live with as well.
Two nights before his passing, he made a confession.
“When you were very, very little, you had just learned
how to speak, and you told me this one day: ‘I hate you,
Daddy’ and I thought that you would always hate me. I’m
sorry for all the sins that I’ve done to you and I hope you
can forgive me.” Leaning against his bedroom doorframe,
I looked at the skeleton-like figure, my father, a dying
man, sitting at the edge of my parents’ bed, barely able
to lift half a cup of water to drink. I looked at my mom,
read the pleading in her eyes to grant the request of the
forsaken sitting beside her. This man I loathed so much,
this man I cared about, this man, I knew, was probably
days away from facing his Fate. He was like the little boy
who looks at his feet when apologizing to his parents,
knowing that whatever he did was wrong, regretting
having done it. I told him that I would never forgive him,
walking away, and hearing him from the hall, begging
for forgiveness in his room that reeked of defecation.
I remember, a day later, the ominous gut feeling I
had when I stood before my front door. I walked into my
house to see my living room in chaos. I remember calling
my mom and hearing the dire despair in her voice for
the first time. I remember running though the cold white
halls of the hospital, frantically looking for my parents. I
remember my mom crying by my father’s head, caressing
the hair that was no longer existent on his forty year
old scalp. I watched as a look of utter confusion and
sadness slowly washed over my brother’s face when he
saw the man who once was a tyrant, now a living corpse,

lying on the hospital gurney, attached to a heart rate
monitor and an oxygen mask. My brother stood by my
father’s side, forgiving him. I remember touching his cold
hands and being overwhelmed by the scent of rot in the
hospital room. But clearest of all, I remember watching
my father’s eyes open wide the moment I stood beside
him. Beginning my phrase with “Daddy”, I heard him
gasp for his last breath, drawing stale air into his putrid
lungs. I stared at his sunken face as his pallid skin lost any
remnants of life that had remained up until this moment.
I was not ready to watch my father die before my eyes.
It was a horrific moment in my life that I wish I had
never experienced. The truth is that I will never forget him,
or that one terrifying moment. But, I learned something
important about myself that dreadful afternoon; I loved
my father regardless of the harm that he caused to my
family and me. Also, nursing him changed something
inside me, letting me view life in a new perspective. I’ve
grown wiser, a little more mature. We should never let
anything or anyone prevent us from living our lives the
way we want to because we only have one life; be careful
not to waste it.
Sahar is proud of her Persian and Filipino heritage and the cultural
diversity within Canada. Sahar would like to thank her amazing teachers
for furthering her literary potential and her friends for their support.

Troy Parsons

Third Place
Grand Erie District School Board

Pain’s Dripping Descent

P

ain. Everyone feels it at one point or another and
unfortunately some are more affected by it than
others. I’m seventeen and for nine years of my
life, I have been filled with the pain of being a victim of
bullying. It all started in grade three. My twin and I had
just recently enrolled in a new school, and I was bullied.
I was called names, beaten up, and ignored by the other
kids. My twin was the only one who helped me deal with
this unbearable pain. Everyone says telling your parents
will make the pain stop, but all they would do was tell
my teacher and that certainly didn’t help. The teacher
just told them she solved the problem by separating me
from my bully, but even she couldn’t be there all the time,
like when she turned to write on the board, leave the
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classroom, or during recess. The pain never left; instead
it followed me.
In grade four, my parents divorced so we were forced
to move, and that’s when I discovered the sad truth: pain
is everywhere. I was bullied for being different because
I wasn’t born in Newfoundland and just like the first
autumn leaf on a lush green tree, I felt like an outcast.
I never felt like I belonged. I have never felt so much
pain as when a person uses his words as darts and me
as the dartboard. I got into my first fight because a bully
attacked me with the simple intention to see me cry. I
fractured his pinky and I have never felt so badly about
anything since. He wanted to hurt me, yet it didn’t feel
right for me to have done the same to him. My parents
got back together and we later moved back to Ontario.
They thought it would be for the best to live in the area
to which I become accustomed.
The next year, the bullying continued, and I tried
to shake it off as a joke, until two people grabbed me,
held me down, and dragged me on the ground. I was
finally able to kick free and ran to my class in tears. It
was reported, but the teacher saw it as nothing but a
harmless prank. Sadly, it was only the start of more pain
throughout middle school. The bullies would call me
names like, “Fruit loop” and some other things I didn’t
understand. I told my parents and saw them burst into
rage. I didn’t understand why they were so mad. Their
words were like blazing guns. I still didn’t understand.
Why were they angry? I didn’t mind being called “fruit
loop”. I thought it was a cereal brand.
In grade seven, I experienced a horrible event that
would impact the rest of my life. I didn’t know a person
could make me feel so low. He drove his house key into
my back and would whip a chain along my back causing
me to interrupt the class leading me to be constantly
kicked into the hallway. For some reason, I would often
be partnered with him and he would force me to do his
work, while my marks plummeted. I had no clue one
person could cause so much pain that I wanted to end
my own life, but I tied a rope around my neck and was
about to jump when my twin walked in. My twin had
fear in her eyes. She screamed. The look of terror on her
face caused me to freeze up. I untied the knot and fell
to my knees and cried. She slapped me and called me an
idiot for trying something so stupid that would only end
up hurting the people who cared about me.
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I continued to struggle through the early years of
high school and then in grade eleven I had a secret that
began to tear me apart. I would cry for hours, hating
myself because I would hear people say it was wrong
and that “those” people were sinful. I finally found out
what a “Fruit loop” was: it wasn’t a tasty cereal that kids
adore. I didn’t tell anyone and bottled it all up inside. I
heard my parents making jokes. Other students saying,
“That’s so gay,” which only made me hate myself more.
One day I had enough of the fear and the pain, so I
grabbed a razor blade. I cut my wrists and watched as
the blood dripped like the tears that I cried every day.
I tried to drain the pain away. My sister found me and
burst into tears, hugging me close. She spent that year
helping me tell my parents and my friends. She and some
therapists helped me get back on track emotionally and
with my schoolwork.
If it weren’t for my great sister I wouldn’t be alive.
My twin was always by my side, pushing me forward and
keeping me on the right track. When I told my parents
about my secret, they accepted it even though they
hated what it meant. Just telling them helped to relieve
a lot of pressure. My words were like a pin popping a
balloon filled with stress: as I accepted myself for who I
was. I discovered a newfound pride. I had felt pain my
whole life, so I decided to join an anti-bullying group to
help make a change. I decided to do what I could to
help people to see they are amazing just the way they
are. Everyone must learn how to stop caring about how
people see them. I learned to have confidence in myself.
If I could only go back in time, I’d tell the people who
should have helped me, “Where were you when it was
time to make a change?”
Troy is a very calm and helpful grade twelve student. He loves to draw,
paint, and socialize with his friends. Troy plans on pursuing a career as a
mortician after he graduates.

Jonathon Fry

Fourth Place
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Three Pounds of Fudge

I

n my rural town, Carrotfest is a big deal. We shut
down all the main roads in order to accommodate
for the street festival. The sensations are almost
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overwhelming. Different sounds can be heard at every
turn; people are everywhere. It’s like every house floods
and pours out into the street, creating a sea of faces.
Most people await Carrotfest eagerly, but I dreaded the
very idea of it. I hated people.
So there it was, Carrotfest. Before I knew it, I was
putting on my jeans and t-shirt and heading out the door
alone. I knew that no one would be waiting for me at any
street corners. No one would be looking for me around
town. When I left the house that day my dad told me to
be safe, have fun, and to be home by 7:00. What useless
advice, I’d be right back after I bought my three pounds
of mint chocolate fudge -- it was my yearly ritual.
When I arrived, I felt dizzy. I was thrown into a crowd
of people. It felt like I was a lone soldier and I was being
swarmed by the opposing army. I was surrounded by
people who had people and who did I have? Nobody.
It was me, myself, and I. As I walked down the streets
lined with people, beads of sweat started forming on my
face. All I had was $15. All I wanted was my fudge, but
not even my fudge vendor was waiting for me. He was
nowhere to be found.
I started on my journey; it was my mission to find
the fudge and get home before the blistering heat really
got to me, I couldn’t stop walking for the fear of seeing
someone I knew. It was awkward enough being alone,
but to be seen alone was a whole other story. I spotted
the fudge stall and headed over, dodging the crowds of
people. I paid $15 and got my three pounds of fudge.
Finally, a little bit of success at Carrotfest.
From the corner of my eye I spotted a familiar face. I
knew him from elementary school; we were once friends.
We came to know each other through loneliness. I guess
we shared it. He was staring at me; it was as if he was
expecting an alien to rip through my chest.

music that I had never heard before. How out of place I
felt in that chair was almost unbearable.
After the band finished their set, Zack introduced
me to the drummer, Mitchell. I had already met Mitchell
at school; in fact, I sat next to him in a few classes we
had together. Strangely though, he said, “You’re a
school friend, Jon, you’re not really out-of-school-friend
material.” This kind of encounter would not have fared
very well with most people but this was the kind of
attitude I was used to -- it didn’t really discourage me; I
stuck around.
Eventually we headed over to Mitchell’s girlfriend’s
house. Upon arrival I felt welcome; she greeted me with
a hug and asked me my name. She was Jessica. Jessica
brought the three of us to her back yard and we were
greeted by two more familiar faces from school. The six
of us hung out in Jessica’s backyard for what must’ve
been hours because, before I knew it I had three missed
calls, two text messages, and a voice mail -- all from my
dad. It was already 9:00pm.
That next Sunday after mass, Zack invited me to my
church’s youth group. Everyone from Carrotfest was
there and they all talked to me. I started growing close to
the guys from the youth group. One afternoon Mitchell
invited me to hang out with all the guys for an afternoon.
I was greeted by a few people excitedly saying, “Hey
Jon!” “How’s it going?!” and it felt amazing. For about
eight months after that first Wednesday I met with the
guys almost every day. We spent just about every hour
together and grew into a family. We were “KAP-G”, the
prayer group; the brotherhood.

He made his way towards me and tried to strike up
conversation. We never really shared any interests; the
only thing we had in common apart from our loneliness
was that we both attended church. I never really had
friends, so I was drawn to the idea of making one.

Since Zack talked to me at Carrotfest I have grown as
a person. I have matured to be who I am today. I am no
longer that shy guy who hides from other humans. I have
a beautiful, amazing life and I want to share the life that
I have been given. I try to reach out to people who do
not have anyone to talk to, just like I was reached out to.
This experience showed me how amazing it feels when
someone doesn’t judge you based on past decisions and
experiences.

My new friend, Zack, asked me what I was up to that
day; I was completely honest in saying I had no clue. I
didn’t even plan on talking to anyone outside my house
that day, let alone hang out with someone. He invited me
to a little concert my church was putting on. There I was
sitting, eating my fudge, listening to the band playing

My life went from a depressed mess to a beautiful,
blooming experience filled with endless possibilities,
thanks to the boy who looked at me like I had an alien
bursting from my chest! Thanks to the girl who welcomed
me. Thanks to the support group I needed. Thanks to
love.
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Grade twelve student Jon lives in the town of Bradford, Ontario. He
volunteers over ten hours a week at his local church and works with a
youth group of students from grades six to eight. Jon plays the guitar,
sings, and looks forward to what the future holds. He is looking forward
to studying Social Services at college in the fall.

Austin Cudmore

Honourable Mention
Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District School Board

Fifteen Minutes of Memories

T

he sound of squealing tires, the smell of burnt
rubber, finally a jolt forward. My head hurt, my
fingers were burning hot and turning red. Silence.
It was February 14, 2001, Valentines Day. I was only six
years old, so I went to bed around eight o’clock. My
brothers, Coty being nine and Billy having just turned
eight, went to bed shortly after. I woke up that night to
see my mom standing over my bed. I looked at the clock,
ten p.m., we had to go pick my dad up from work in
Cambridge.
My mom, my two brothers, and I got in the car.
Billy got in on the right, Coty on the left, and me in the
middle. I was too small for the seatbelt to go over my
shoulder so around the waist had to do. We were on the
highway heading to Cambridge. It was a dark cold night.
The roads were covered in slush and snow.
Billy and Coty had both fallen back to sleep, resting
their heads on adjacent doors. I was wide awake still. My
brothers looked peaceful, lost in dreams. My mom was
focused on driving and hadn’t said much. The tires lost
traction. We hit a patch of black ice. It no longer felt like
we were driving, we were sliding.
We were sliding off the highway at a very high
speed. Tires were squealing. We came to an abrupt stop.
I flew forward, still attached to the seat by my waist.
Time slowed. I saw the console inching closer and closer.
I threw my hands in front of my face to try to stop the
impact but my six year old arms were too weak to bear
the force. My fingers bent back, my arms turned to jello,
and my head hit the console with tremendous force. I
bounced back in my seat. Silence.
I looked around at everyone in the car. My mother
was unconscious leaning on the driver side door. Coty
looked as peaceful as ever, no change from when he fell
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asleep, still leaning on the door… still. I felt a burning
sensation travelling up my right leg. Billy’s left leg was
over my right. I bent down to remove his leg from mine.
I grabbed his leg from behind the knee.
The burning pain traveled from my leg up through
my spine. I was thrown back in my seat. A Ford pickup
had hit our tiny car in the rear. The sounds of broken
glass and squealing tires filled the air. No more pain, no
burning, no numbness, I felt fine. I took another look
around. Coty was still in the same position, still peaceful.
I looked to my right and noticed the broken window.
Billy was sitting upright, his head partly forward, and still
unconscious. A piece of glass was sticking out of his chin
on the left side.
I realized that it needed to come out. I mustered up
the courage to pull it out, and it came out with ease.
Instantly, blood poured out from his chin to his lap,
muscles followed falling on his lap and mine. It was
warm, damp, and smelled like a dumpster behind a
butcher shop. “What do I do?” I thought.
Nothing. My mom was moaning, Billy and Coty
lay silent. I forgot about the muscles lying on my lap.
I looked around again. The only one I looked at was
Coty, and that was just for a moment. I saw red and
blue lights flickering in the distance. Help was coming;
everything was going to be fine. The police had blocked
off the highway from either side, ambulances and a fire
truck came to a halting stop beside our car. Paramedics
looked through the windows; one of them gave me a
reassuring smile. I heard the crushing of metal as firemen
used the ‘Jaws of Life’ to cut the doors. My mom was
pulled quickly out of the car and placed on a stretcher.
She was put in an ambulance and they were gone. Billy
was next; the paramedics were extra careful in making
sure all his muscles came with him. The ambulance drove
off. Coty was pulled out, put on a stretcher and left in
another ambulance.
There was only one paramedic left. He guided me
out, though I was doing most of the work myself.
“Can you walk?” the paramedic asked.
I answered with a simple, “Ya.”
I took one step, and collapsed. He was quick, and in
one motion he caught me, picked me up and put me on
a stretcher. It was like clockwork.
We were sitting in the ambulance.
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“I’m going to count down from ten and you’re going
to fall asleep, okay?” he said calmly. ”10,9,8,7…” My
body felt warm. ” 4,3,2,1.”
I knew the drug hadn’t worked, he tried another
method. He talked to me. I don’t remember the
conversation, just one statement, “All life needs to be
cherished.” He must have known something I had yet
to learn.
We had arrived at the hospital. The drugs must have
kicked in because I fell asleep instantly. I woke up in a
hospital bed, with an I.V protruding from my arm. My
dad was sitting in a chair in the corner of the room,
crying. He looked up and saw that I was awake. That
is when he told me the most devastating thing to hear.
Coty had broken his neck; he died instantly, no pain. I’m
not afraid to admit that I cried, I cried for days without
sleep.
I spent my seventh birthday, on March 23, in the
hospital. Billy spent many weeks relearning basic motor
skills. He suffered massive brain trauma and spent many
months trying to remember his life before the accident.
My mom was fine, other than a head ache. I had many
broken bones and bruising.
Everyone has since fully recovered, but none of us
will ever forget Coty.
Eighteen-year-old Austin was born in Cambridge, Ontario and presently
resides in Burford with his family. Austin enjoys playing Xbox,
skateboarding and spending time with his friends. He is currently in the
process of completing his first novel and hopes to one day become a
published author.

Kimberlee Killman

Honourable Mention
Grand Erie District School Board

Toxic

I

t was eating away at her. It was deep beneath her
skin and waging a brutal war. It was slowly trying to
take her away from me and everyone else who loves
and adores her. It was wedging itself between her and
the rest of our family. And it only affected one area. It
was targeting the one region that can define a woman
as just that - a woman.

Cancer. The word leaves a dark stain on my tongue.
It can change a happy moment into one of terror, fill the
most hopeful person with disturbing amounts of doubt,
and it can change everything even, if it isn’t growing
inside of you.
It was February of 2009 when my Mom told us
about the lump she felt in her breast. Silence followed
her speech. I felt rage immediately. What kind of person
does that make me? There I was, sitting and listening
to my Mother reveal to my family that she has to go to
numerous doctors and get a potentially life threatening
diagnosis, and all I felt was an onset of determination and
rage. I was determined to remain as positive as humanly
possible even if that meant faking every smile and every
laugh. I kept uplifted and kept my fingers secretly crossed
behind my back even though deep inside of me a dark
swirl was churning. It reminded me that no matter how
hard I hoped, I could not completely dismiss the doubt
crawling in the back of my mind, no matter how well
I faked the smiles and laughs, I could not change the
fact that bad things do happen to good people, and no
matter how much I loved or cared, it couldn’t change the
facts. That enraged me even more. It drove me to the
brink of not understanding what real happiness was and
what real laughs sounded like when they filled the air.
Before I could even blink, it was the middle of March.
I was walking home from school and the rain was
drizzling and the sun had yet to make an appearance.
I was doing my best to stay positive. But the second my
hand clenched around the doorknob dread filled me.
The lights were off in the house, and the gloom was
undeniable as I walked in and heard the creak of the
floorboards as my Mom appeared in the doorway to the
living room. I opened my mouth but she nodded before I
could ask. I hugged her tight, and then ran up the stairs to
my room. I closed the door and burst into a fit of furious
and selfish tears. Who was I to be crying? Yet there I was,
falling apart at my seams because no matter how many
times or how viciously I shook my head, I couldn’t get the
images of a life without my Mom to leave me alone. The
cancer in my Mother was reaching out and poking and
prodding me. It was taunting me and I was vulnerable
because of weeks of fake smiles and pointless optimism.
I couldn’t help but think: was it all really worth it? What
even matters anymore? I’m going to lose my Mom. I’m
going to lose her.
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Not long after March she had surgery to remove
the cancerous tumor and began her treatments. That
was when I had to stop being so selfish even though
it engulfed me. I had to yet again pretend it didn’t
bother me, since she seemed to be perfectly content.
She smiled and brushed it off, literally, as her hair began
to fall out, bags began to form underneath her tired
eyes, and as the chemotherapy waged the biggest war
of all: depression. It caused her so much sickness that
it broke her down. She couldn’t pretend to be happy
and optimistic anymore. And I remember the day that
fell apart. It was during the worst summer of my life.
No matter how bright the sun was shining, it should
have just stayed behind the clouds because everything
was gray anyways. I was coming out of my room in the
morning and walking down the hall towards the stairs
when I stopped at the top. I heard crying. Such sad, dark
sobs were emerging from behind my parents’ bedroom
door. I don’t claim to know anything about love or what
heartache feels like, but in that moment, I swore I heard
my heart crack and break. I had never heard my Mom,
the one woman I’ve considered the strongest person in
my life, become so weak that she was crumbling and
wasn’t even trying to hide it.
The summer came and went. My sister got married
in August and my Mom felt good that day. It was some
sort of mini miracle. There were tears of joy instead of
illness. As the weeks progressed, she got better. Her hair
started to grow back, her eyes lightened, and her smile
was no longer a painting or trick of the eye; it glowed.
And it changed something inside of me. Instead of a
dark swirl, it was like a sunflower twisting and leaning
towards the sunlight. Such a dark and depressing block
of my life showed me how valuable love, family, and
life are. Love is everything. Even if it can’t fix what the
underlying problem is, it can make it hurt less and heal
faster. My family means the world to me. We have the
ability to stand strong and come together, and we always
remember to say an “I love you”. And life is just that: life.
It’s unpredictable, fast, and meant to be cherished.
It’s been years now. My Mom has been cancer free.
Looking back I’ve decided that even though cancer
is the world’s most disgusting disease and it rips apart
everything it touches, it also had the ability to shed light
on what matters most to me: love, family, and life.
Seventeen-year-old Kimberlee lives with her parents in Hagersville,
Ontario. In her spare time, she enjoys reading and writing. Kimberlee
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intends to pursue university studies in psychology and is considering a
career as a primary school teacher. She would like to thank her family,
friends and teachers for encouraging and supporting her writing.

Stella Moon

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

My Secret Superhero

S

itting on a rock by the shore of a beautiful blue sea
of an island called Jeju in South Korea, I received
news that changed my whole life.

My hometown is a small province-island located in
the southern South Korea called the Jeju Island. It is a
beautiful place to live in which was even selected as one
and only place that achieved a 3-crown awards from
UNESCO as Biosphere Reserve, World Natural Heritage,
and Global Geopark. This is the place that I spent my
childhood in, the place that contains the life memories
of my parents and my grandparents. One sunny day
of summer 2003, I was told that we were going to
immigrate to Canada the winter of that year. As a young
girl at the time, I did not really know what immigration
actually meant. I did not know that it meant no more
fishing while eating the famous Jeju tangerines. My older
brother and I were just excited to be “travelling” to a
country that takes 14 hours to reach by airplane.
Without understanding why my grandparents were
crying as I left Korea, when I arrived in Canada my eyes
opened to a whole new world. Back in Korea, I used to
spend most my days in a very poor and rural part of Jeju
Island where my grandfather built a church to preach
to the town’s people. Consequently seeing tall buildings
and wide roads that are raised up in the air fascinated me
as soon as I got out of the airport. It was a start to a new
life with new friends and a new culture.
Immigrants tend to go through culture shock or feel
lonely and isolated which approaches them usually in the
year they arrive in Canada. However, this was not the
case for me. When I first encountered this country, I was
too young to realize anything because I did make good
friends and made unforgettable memories like any other
Canadian children. But as I started to attend high school
anxieties and loneliness built up inside of me.
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First of all, I did not live with my father. As my mother,
brother and I lived contented lives in Canada, my father
lived alone to afford our comfortable lifestyle. Every time
I met my dad in Korea every summer break, he greeted
with a warm smile that always warmed up my heart. He
never revealed any sort of sadness or loneliness so that I
never truly realized how big a sacrifice my dad was making
for me. All I did was complain to my dad over the phone
about how sad and embarrassed I was at graduations
and awards ceremonies when I saw my friends’ fathers
clapping and hugging them showing how proud they
were of their children. I was just an immature girl who
longed for memories with fathers like others.
I think it was two years ago when I started to realize
that my dad’s sacrifice for me in Korea was much greater
than whatever episodes of loneliness I went through
without him in Canada. It was at the last dinner with my
dad that summer in Korea before our family’s departure
back to Canada. As my dad prayed at the dinner table
before we ate, I heard his trembling voice for the first
time. When the prayer was over, for the first time in 8
years we were apart from my father, the whole family
broke into tears as if we had arranged it in advance.
Seeing a man who always remained in my heart as a
strong joyous man crying like that struck me very hard.
His tears told me so many things in such a short time
period. It made me reflect on the times when I blamed
my parents for not attending any ceremonies that I was
in, or the times when I felt hatred towards them every
time something was done against my will. I felt great
shame. When I was hanging out with my friends, my
dad was working. When I was eating food cooked by
my mom, my dad was eating instant and simple foods
at cheap restaurants. When I was celebrating various
holidays with family and friends, my dad was alone at
home watching television. All for me.
Since that night of awakening, my respect towards
my father became greater. Also, whenever I face a
challenge or difficulty, thinking of dad working hard for
me, automatically motivates me to work diligently and
to try my best in things that were given to me, especially
studying. This is because when I grow up as a successful
person, it will be giving back a ‘reward’ for the great
sacrifice my dad made for me by making him proud and
pleased for having a daughter living a happy life with
him.

My dad to me is not only a parent; he is my teacher,
my counselor when I am going through hardships, and
a friend who always creates a big smile on my face. No
matter how wrinkly and weak he will become, he will
always be a superhero in my heart.
Sixteen-year-old Stella came to Canada from South Korea. She is focused
on her studies and intends to pursue a career as a doctor. Stella enjoys
singing, playing the piano and the flute. She practices the martial art of
Tae Kwon Do to release her stress.

Madeline

Honourable Mention
York Region District School Board

Finding Out About Family
“If you don’t believe in ghosts, you’ve never been to a
family reunion.” – Ashleigh Brilliant

I

f you had told me these words one month ago, I
would have told you that you were sorely mistaken. I
am enormously fortunate to have an amazing, loving
and unbroken family; I have one brother, one sister and
two extremely supportive parents. I am even close with
my 16 cousins and many aunts and uncles, so there is no
better time than a family get-together for a raucous, notso-traditional Jewish holiday. The only holes in this idyllic
family portrait sit beside my two grandmothers; both of
my Zaidies, one of them a holocaust survivor, died when
I was 6 years old. Or so I had said for most of my life.
Now, before it starts sounding like my family was
withholding a secret grandfather from me, I need to
clarify. My Bubbie had divorced my Mom’s biological
father and married the man I have always considered to
be my maternal Zaidy. I have always known that my “real”
Zaidy was alive, but for some reason which I never really
considered or questioned, he didn’t frequently come up
in conversation except to be subtly badmouthed. As far
as I was concerned, both of my grandfathers were dead,
and I went through life with that knowledge up until a
few weeks ago.
Out of the blue, my Mom asked me if I would like
to go out for dinner with my Zaidy, her father. After the
initial shock and flood of questions, I decided that yes,
I would like to meet my biological grandfather. When
the day of our miniature family reunion arrived, many
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questions were bubbling to the surface. Why had I never
met this man before? Was he really all of the bad things I
had heard about him? Would I live up to his expectations?
I decided that I would push all of these questions out of
my head and go into the night with no preconceptions,
just to give this man a chance.
We went out for dinner; just my immediate family
and my “long-lost” Zaidy. The reunion went by fairly
uneventfully, and by the end of the night, I definitely
felt as though I had an emerging relationship with my
grandfather. However, the ghosts of my family didn’t
come out to play for the first time until I got home.
Before going to bed, I was sitting with my Mom when
one burning question finally came out: “Why have I
never met my grandfather before?” It was then that my
seemingly idyllic family portrait came crashing down. My
mother told me some of what I already knew, and then
the thing that would change my perspective on family
forever. Her father had never really been a positive figure
in her life; he had no true love or care for her. The only
things he was able to give her were money and gifts.
However, he didn’t even do that out of love. She told
me about how he would use his gifts as a way of subtly
manipulating and bribing her, and that she always felt
guilty and upset when he gave her things. While I could
see how this would be upsetting, and definitely not the
best fathering, I still didn’t fully understand.
“What did he do that was so awful that you would
keep him away from his grandchildren for 16 years?
Did he… hit you?” Then came the words that, through
the conversation, I had come to suspect. “He hit me,
he kicked me.” My mind went blank. How could I have
never known this? My mother, the strong, beautiful
woman whom I thought I knew, was now the victim of
something I hope to never experience in my life. Until
that moment, physical abuse was something I had
seen in movies, read about in books, and happened to
one casual acquaintance in my class. In that moment,
something so far removed from me became very real
and relevant. In that moment, all of the impressions
and relationships I had built with my grandfather in
that night were erased and replaced with anger. If my
grandfather had been in front of me at that second, I
do not know what I would have done to him. All that I
wanted to do was hit someone or something and release
these feelings. I felt extremely protective of my mother,
which is something I have never experienced before, and
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I wanted to avenge all of the pain and distress she had
been forced through as a child. If she had enabled me
to live this blissful, simple, and perfect childhood, then
she should have been allotted the same privilege. We sat
in silence as my rage, which I was truly experiencing for
the first time in my life, abated. My mother then told me
that she had protected me from my grandfather for long
enough, and that she now trusted my judgment about
whether or not I wished to maintain a relationship with
him.
I still haven’t decided if I want to give my Zaidy another
chance to prove himself to me. However, relationship or
not, his arrival in my life opened my eyes to the world
around me. This was one of the moments in my life where
the shelter of my childhood began to crack and I saw the
family ghosts that were so corporeal in fictional families
drift into my own idyllic one. This was the point in my life
where I realized that the people whom you hear about
beating their wives and kids aren’t just on the news, but
that they are also part of people’s families; maybe even
your own. It was the moment when I realized how great
a childhood and family I had really had, and how much I
was going to fight to ensure that any children I have can
say the same.
Sixteen-year-old Madeleine is fascinated with science and hopes to study
biology in university. She is an active grade ten student who plays many
different sports. Madeleine loves working with animals and intends to
pursue a career as a veterinarian. She would like to thank her parents for
being incredibly supportive and helping her become the young woman
she is today.

Sierra Sun

Honourable Mention
Conseil scolaire Viamonde

You Always Have Choices

I

t can wash away regrets. It can heal a broken heart. It
can blur the viciousness of reality. It can also destroy
a friendship and burn all your bridges in seconds.
Striving as a writer to paint the perfect picture in my
reader’s mind, I would wonder what it felt like to be
under the influence.
Alcohol wasn’t new; I’d had half a glass of champagne
and little sips of wine and beer at odd times, but never
enough to dive off the edge of soberness. Then I met
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him in the summer of 2010. On an exchange to Oshkosh
that lasted three weeks, I learned many things about
him: he partied; he was an aspiring artist, he played the
piano and performed for talent shows at his school; but
above all, his heart was bleeding with hatred and sadness
towards the world for the lack of a father figure. Naturally
sympathetic, I felt the need to help him any way that I
could because I was privileged to have a complete family.
On the morning of our return to the Sheraton Hotel
at Pearson Airport, I fully convinced myself that I would
never see this wild yet sweet boy again. Little did I know,
he joined my youth group days later and we ended up
supervising a field trip. It was then that I learned how he
dealt with kids; he opted for vulgarity and yelling. This
resulted in upset parents, landing myself in front of angry
superiors. Still, no matter the cost, I vouched for him and
assured my superiors that I would address the situation.
Although he didn’t like being admonished, he promised
that he would improve his interaction skills.
A week and many emails later, we watched Step
Up 3 with his friends. Being overprotective, my parents
made my siblings stay in the movie theatre; my father
marched in with the classic “if-you-try-anything-withmy-daughter-you’re-going-to-deal-with-me” kind of
expression. He ended up coming fifteen minutes late,
which cut fifteen minutes into the movie and did not
give a good first impression to my father at all. I myself
was a little embarrassed and unimpressed too.
Eight hours later, the unexpected happened. He had
called my father (who had been out of town) at a quarter
past midnight, asking for me. Butterflies fluttered from
my stomach to my throat. My heart tumbled to the
floor as my father reported that his words had come
out slurred, his responses thickly laced with alcohol. This
jostling event not only became the topic of discussion at
mealtimes but also the reason for constant interrogation
after we met for youth group. This time things had gone
too far; I was strictly advised to end the friendship. I
knew they were worried; it was unlike me, they said, to
surround myself with troublesome people.
Desperately wanting to steer my friend in the right
direction while keeping the peace with my parents,
I decided that I would call him the next afternoon. To
prevent myself from saying anything irrational, I’d
written a couple of drafts and rehearsed what I would
say. However even then, my dry lips trembled with
nervousness, my pulse drummed in my ears and it

was hard to focus. After finally mustering up enough
courage, I composed his number on the cordless phone,
compulsively checking that I had dialed right. Riiing…
Riiing…Riiing-Click. During the few microseconds that
filled that space in time, my diaphragm ceased to exist,
as the air was suspended in my half- inflated lungs with
nowhere to escape. A muffled distracted voice sounded
from the other end. Clearly he was still hung over. Despite
myself, I couldn’t concentrate on the silly little speech as
the anger that I had denied barged its way through my
mouth: “What the hell were you thinking?!” I half-yelled
through clenched teeth. He muttered inaudibly, then
hung up. Receiving no contact until seven days later, he
came around with an apology, a promise and a clearer
mind. As much as my parents disagreed, I compromised
to give him a second chance.
Weeks before the winter holidays, it was a tradition
of mine to make a small gift for my friends. Having
raided my local craft store, I painstakingly tinted each
sixty millimetre iridescent glass ornament. His ornament
turned out to be semi transparent phthalo blue with a
basket bead cap glued to the bottom, beads and charms
dangling freely. A centimetre large white nylon ribbon
with multicoloured squares traced the circumference of
the sphere. Hoping to make it a meaningful reminder, I
delicately painted in cursive silver font, ‘You always have
choices’. I had aimed for this to be a permanent seed
that would hopefully grow into better decisions.
Months had passed and he had kept his promises,
staying away from alcohol and being honest. My parents
even began to like him, which was hard enough to do.
However, I will never forget the night of February 9th. I
was listening to a lecture; he walked in casually grinning
from ear to ear with a plastic bottle in hand. Although
the content wasn’t water, it looked like he’d filled it with
root beer, his favourite beverage. Moments later, a staff
member came in, jokingly commenting that it was my
fault and my responsibility that he was not at his post
supervising the archery activity. As the night came to
an end, something didn’t feel right: he was nowhere in
sight. Then, I caught the gist of the situation: he’d been
caught drinking alcohol during a live range. The ‘root
beer’ was actually wine. He was suspended permanently
and charged. Although my heart wanted to give him
another chance, I had to let him realize his mistake on
his own.

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012 51

Greater Toronto Area winners

After that, I no longer wondered about being under
the influence. Alcohol meant that I had lost a friend. He
had poisoned his decisions, all for a stupid drink. I, too,
learned a valuable lesson: to be successful, both parties
need to equally want to reach the goal.

Sierra is an avid writer in both the English and French language. She was
an assistant stage manager for the City Sleeps exhibit at the sixth annual
Nuit Blanche. An avid artist, she has been a docent for the Ministry of
Education and an exhibitor at several galleries across the city. Sierra would
like to thank her teachers and her family for their support.

Special Award Winner
Jamie Franczyk

Special Award Winner
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board
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Nineteen-year-old James lives in Bradford, Ontario with his large extended
family. Every morning his great grandmother, Big Babu, visits to give
James his breakfast before the wheelchair bus arrives to pick him up.
James loves to ride on the school bus and play video games on his laptop.
He enjoys surprising his teachers with independent work on his computer
which aids him with reading, writing and communicating.
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“Character is the total of thousands of small
daily strivings to live up to the best that is in us.”
– Arthur G. Trudeau, Lieutenant General,
U.S. Army
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Grade 11 & 12 Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area
Management Board Winners
“You need a certain amount of nerve to be a writer.”
– Margaret Atwood

Maddy Montour

First Place
Grand Erie District School Board

I Guess It Makes Me
a Philosopher

I

was seventeen going on eighteen when I killed
myself. I know what you’re thinking. How did I get
here? How am I telling you this? I was sent here as
an example to let you know that suicide is the biggest
mistake you can ever make. I’ve been given one last
chance to make, so I’ve been sent here to save you. It
feels so strange to admit all this to someone, especially
now that it’s too late. I might not convince you entirely,
but I will do my absolute best.
The whole week before I was feeling down, you
know? From the outside, it may have seemed that I
had it pretty good – a roof over my head, food in my
stomach, clothes on my back, an education and friends
-- tons and tons of really good friends. Despite all this, on
the inside I was in Hell. I had a personality disorder that
drove me to obsess about suicide. It became so bad that
I would say the phrase, “I want to kill myself”, in daily
conversation. I was paranoid, scared. I trusted no one,
not even my family. Anything negative that anyone said
would make me cry, and if they hurt my feelings enough,
I would resort to self harm or drug abuse -- anything to
take the pain away. The cutting and drugs stopped only

when they couldn’t make me numb anymore. So, finally,
I did it.
It feels like yesterday, I mean, maybe it was. They
don’t let you know how much time has actually passed
after you’ve been put in the ground. When I was going
to do it, I planned it for a whole week. I spent my class
time writing suicide letters and leaving instructions. I
stopped doing anything considered to be important:
eating, showering, cleaning up around the house, or
doing homework. I just kept telling myself that it didn’t
matter. I guess that’s what my problem was in the first
place. I just never thought anything was important,
including myself.
I was so wrong. I stole some painkillers from my
parents’ medicine cabinet – a whole bottle. I got
everything all set up. It was a Sunday night, after everyone
else had gone to bed. While they slept, I finished writing
my letters and let everyone believe that I was a happy
camper. When in reality, I was like a little row boat trying
to float through and survive on the roughest of seas. I
almost didn’t do it. But, in that last second, I realized that
I knew the world would be much better off without me.
So I took the pills, one by one, downed a glass of water,
unlocked my door, laid down, and closed my eyes. A tear
streamed out. “I’m finally free,” I said to myself.
The thing you never think about when you’re about to
kill yourself, is whether or not the people around you are
going to be upset. I didn’t understand how big a mistake
I had made until I saw what happened to the people I
left behind. My younger brother was the one who found
me. When I didn’t wake up on time in the morning, he
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went to my room to get me for school. He knocked first,
then saw the door was unlocked. It didn’t take him long
to put the pieces together. He’d known I was suicidal and
I guess it just made sense to him. My mom had already
gone to work and I felt so bad as I watched my brother
wait by my cold body, breaking down over the phone to
my mother, my father, and the police. He had to make
three phone calls that morning. I felt so terrible doing
this to him. I hadn’t thought that part out while I was
writing my notes. While he waited, he read them. I had
six pages, addressing everyone who mattered to me -friends, family, even teachers. When my mom got home,
she didn’t take five steps before she fell to her knees and
sobbed. I had never seen my father cry before that day.
My other siblings came home, everyone was a mess. I
wished I could stop watching all the pain I had caused.
Then, there was the funeral. If you’d asked me the day I
planned to die if I could guess how many people would
come to my funeral, I’d have guessed twenty, or thirty at
the most. Again, I was so wrong. Just over two hundred
people showed up, all friends, family, teachers, and even
acquaintances that I knew from the halls or from class.
They all came to see me for one last time, and mourn
their loss. I knew then that it was the biggest mistake
anyone could ever make.
And then... I woke up. I woke up from this dream
and I was thankful for my second chance. It was like a
guardian angel had come to me in my sleep, and made
me realize what actually matters. Just because you tell
yourself something negative, does not always mean that
it is true, and you have to realize just how important you
are to people.
I don’t know how to convince you to not kill yourself.
You may feel completely different than I do. But I will tell
you this: you cannot destroy yourself without destroying
everyone else around you. Every single day, you touch
someone’s life, or make their day special, or you make
someone smile, people are always going to be thankful
that you are around. If you don’t believe me, think of
your family. Your mother loves you more than anything
in the world. It hurts her more than you will ever realize
to do this to yourself, and those around you. No matter
what anyone says, including yourself, you are always
worth it. Always worth a life, always worth the time, and
always worth it to see the sun rise again. You are loved.
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If you need help, please call Kid’s Help Phone
to anonymously get everything off your chest.
1-800-668-6868
Grade twelve student Maddy was born in Hamilton and raised on the
Six Nations Reserve. From an early age, she has enjoyed storytelling and
writing. Maddy’s other hobbies include art, drawing, reading, cooking
and roller derby. In the future, Maddy would like to pursue a career as a
chef and travel the world.

Chantell LaForme

Second Place
Grand Erie District School Board

A Life Worth Living

I

remember as a kid when my uncle or auntie came
home drunk, and the way they acted when they
came through the door as my mom glared in their
direction. I was afraid every time they stumbled through
the door because I didn’t know what to expect; all I
knew for sure was there would be arguments, and the
outcome wasn’t always going to be positive. Sometimes
I worried that they would turn violent and hurt my family,
like my mom. Although I was small at the time, I was still
very protective of my relatives. I have memories from my
past of visiting my uncle in jail and I know how sad I was
to be on the other side of the glass not being able to give
him a hug; it was like a bad dream. I knew I didn’t want
to be like my relatives, but it took some bad decisions to
help me realize that.
When I first became a teenager I began to feel peer
pressure and approached the wrong paths in life as well
as the wrong crowds. Although I always maintained
good grades, I made friends with the wrong groups and
made some bad decisions. There were times in my life,
when I just wanted to try the “fun things”. I wanted to
see what was so good about them. Shortly after I was
introduced to marijuana and alcohol I tried it and at first
it felt good to have some laughs and forget about the
bad things in my life. I felt like I had not a worry in the
world, but once the buzz was gone or my vision became
blurred I felt alone and had those old feelings back as I
thought about life. The friends that I had would always
want to “party” and hangout and I would always cave.
At first it was fun, but whenever I had a problem I started
to solve it by drinking, so I didn’t have to face the hard
truth. The family behaviours I have witnessed as a child
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impacted my life because I began to follow in their exact
footsteps. Thankfully it didn’t take me long to realize
how wrong I had been.
My mom stood by my side through everything and
she would always give me words of wisdom that have
helped me make better choices. She taught me to look
and choose the better things in life, to have big dreams
and to follow them. I remember my mom saying to
me, “You don’t ever want to live a life like they do.”
She was referring to my relatives who were struggling
with addictions, collecting welfare and not being able
to afford the necessities in life for themselves or their
children. That made me think about what I was doing
with my life. I knew if I told my mom it would disappoint
her, so I kept it a secret, but I thought I owed it to her
to make changes in my life to benefit myself. I began to
say no, and eventually I was completely against the idea
of illegal substances and made different friends because
I chose to become distant with the old ones. My mom
always took me out to do fun things and kept me busy
with sports and that was all I needed. It was as though I
was a whole new person. I am so thankful for my mom
because she raised me to be a good person and taught
me to learn from my past to make a better future.
I picture my future being happy and successful like the
fairy tale stories I read about in books as a child. I want
to continue to set a good example for my nieces and
nephews and make sure they choose a good path and
follow my footsteps rather than the wrong crowds like I
did. I will inspire as many people as I can because I know
there are so many great opportunities in life. Perhaps one
day I will be a motivational speaker for youth. I hope
one day my family members who are currently struggling
with addictions will live a life like I do because there’s
more meaning to it. I have a bright future ahead of me
and with every step I take I want to impact someone’s life
in a positive way like my mom has for me.
Although I have many vivid memories of the negative
experiences in my past I will ensure I set positive examples
for the people I am around. No one’s family is perfect, and
I still love my family at the end of the day. I don’t regret
anything I’ve done in the past because it has shaped me
into the strong and caring person I am today. I couldn’t
be any more thankful to my mom for inspiring me to
be a good person. Peer pressure has definitely been a
major factor, that led me to the wrong path of drugs and
alcohol, but it was my mom who taught me to be better

than that. As Lauren Alaina wrote in her song, “She sees
everybody for who they really are, I’m so thankful for her
guidance, she helped me get this far.”
Grade twelve student Chantell grew up on the Six Nations Reserve. Her
family has had many struggles over the years and she thanks her mother
for her strength and comfort. When Chantell felt like giving up, her
mother helped her to see things in a better, more positive light.

Tyler Hill

Third Place
Grand Erie District School Board

Inspired by a Story Teller

I

attended a youth conference in Hamilton a month
ago, which was when I was first acquainted with Earl
Lambert; he was one of the motivational speakers.
I would have never thought that a guy such as himself
could have been through so much in his life, from losing
family members and his wife, to being an alcohol and
drug addict at a young age. His stories were strong and
inspiring like poetry, they were the truth, and some of the
things he talked about were things most people wouldn’t
go into detail about. His parents weren’t supportive or
caring of him, and I feel that was another reason why
his life went downhill. I felt sad at times as he spoke. It
was as though I was there witnessing events happen and
wasn’t able to do anything about it. The things he talked
about changed my outlook on things, and I realize the
impact that has made on my family and friends’ lives.
Prior to hearing Earl’s life story at this conference, I
had been disappointed in aboriginals knowing many of
them have addictions which are against our tradition. My
brothers and I grew up in the way of the Longhouse and
my parents ensured that we went to every ceremony. My
mom and dad were always caring, which is the reason I
made sure I treated everyone else the same way, in order
to earn that same respect. I knew what it was like to
come from a good home with two parents so I didn’t
have any reason to betray my ways of life as a traditional
man. As I aged I noticed many of my friends were turning
out the exact same way, and I would turn my back on
them and travel down what I knew was the right path
in life. If I saw someone smoking marijuana in public, I
would look at them in disgust thinking how stupid they
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were, but I never really thought about what they might
have gone through in life.
I remember hearing Earl speak about his life and I
could feel the hurt in his raspy voice. As a child he was
very troubled due to losing his father at the age of 9,
and losing multiple family members to suicide. His life
eventually consisted of using drugs and alcohol and
being sentenced to several juvenile offences. Living in
a single parent home was difficult because he lived in
poverty, but he said his mom, “did what she could at the
time.” Unlike myself, he was ashamed to be aboriginal
because of the racism he grew up around, and he wasn’t
in touch with his traditional part of his culture until he
went through his healing process. Finding the woman of
his dreams, his wife, changed him into a better person.
One day as he was driving with his wife in the passenger
seat, they had a fatal crash and she lost her life. Blaming
himself for what had happened, he began to live his old
life-style, drinking and doing drugs again. Although his
life was a harsh journey, he eventually made the change
to become a better man and follow traditions.
Earl is an honest man and he told his stories with
confidence to teach each person at the conference about
the lessons he learned along the way. His progressions
into a positive man led him to become a sober and
inspiring storyteller as he learned about his culture
and teachings. He is now a certified life-skills coach
and travels around Canada to first nation communities
hosting many workshops and giving presentations to
help our people live in a positive way. Earl is an inspiring
person to me because I discovered how strong we are
as aboriginals, and he proved that we can overcome any
obstacles we are dealt with in life. Hearing his story in
Hamilton that day was a turning point in my life because
it made me want to get involved and help my people
make better choices. Instead of turning my back on my
friends and family who are struggling with addictions I
will explain to them what I have learned and help them
in any way I can. I believe as a community we will all
heal with one another, and we are capable of making
the positive changes involved to have a better journey in
life, like Earl has.
My tradition has always been one of my main
priorities growing up and I am proud of it. I know there
are other youth in the world without the same support
as I have had, but just as Earl discovered the traditions
to help gain strength and wisdom, maybe they can as
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well. Although he grew up with negatives in his life, he
changed his ways and inspires and motivates people to
better themselves. I used to get disappointed seeing my
people, including family and friends, doing drugs and
alcohol, especially the youth because I know we are
much better than that. After I heard Earl speak at the
conference I pictured a life free from drugs or alcohol;
it felt good, like I was actually there. I will try my best to
show people how important our traditions are and I will
make good choices in my life to ensure I progress in life
in a positive way.
Tyler has enjoyed playing lacrosse throughout his high school career. After
graduation he plans to begin a Union Electrician Apprenticeship Program.
Tyler plans to own and operate his own construction company in the
future. He dreams of owning a big log house for his family.

Jy Sage

Fourth Place
Grand Erie District School Board

Saved!

M

oving out of my parents’ home was the most
nerve-wracking thing I have ever done, but one
of the best decisions I have ever made in my life.
I was saving myself; I was afraid that I was going to be all
the negative things my parents were. I didn’t want to be
anything like them.
When I was about twelve, my parents were having a
really hard time getting along. They would fight over the
dumbest things, but they would never fight in front of
us kids. They would argue in their bedroom; sometimes
I’d hear loud bangs from the stuff that my dad was
throwing. Most of the time my mom would come out of
the room crying and my dad would leave.
Once when he left for the night my mom got really
nasty towards me over the smallest things. If I didn’t do
the dishes the way she did them, she would make me
redo them. I’d get mad and say, “It shouldn’t matter.”
My mom didn’t like that very much, so she slapped me!
That was the first time my mom ever hit me.
As weeks passed it felt like my mom was getting
meaner. Sometimes I’d fight back to the point where she
and I would get into fist fights. I remember one time
when she and I were fighting and I was talking back to
her and raising my voice. It got quiet, then suddenly I
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could hear her walking quickly into the kitchen. My first
instinct was to run away; I ran into the bathroom but
she was right behind me. She started to get in my face,
yelling at me, “So you wanna talk back, eh?” I was trying
to keep my cool but then she pushed me and I lost it. I
began to push her back but the more I pushed her back
the angrier she got. She pushed me so hard I fell onto
the floor and she sat on top of me so I couldn’t move,
then she started to hit me. I wasn’t just going to lie there
and take a beating so I used my legs and wrapped them
around her shoulders and pushed downwards so that
she would let go of me. Once my hands became free I
started to hit her back. It seemed like we were going at
it for an hour; I just wanted her to stop, and then she
punched me.
She got off me when my nose started to bleed. After
what had just happened I couldn’t help but wonder if she
really loved me, so I asked her. She didn’t say anything
for awhile then she took a deep breath and she said, “Do
you really want to know?” I answered back, “Yes.” Then
she took another deep breath and told me, “Honestly,
no, I don’t think I do. I was so young when I had you and
truthfully I didn’t want you.” At that time it felt like my
heart was just ripped out of my chest. I couldn’t even cry.
I was sitting at the kitchen table when my dad walked
in. He stopped and asked me what happened to my face.
I was sitting right in front of him with a bruise on my face
so I had to tell him. I guess I could have lied but I wanted
the fighting to stop. After we talked he looked me in the
eyes and told me he wasn’t going to let my Mom do that
to me again. I felt that I had done the right thing and I
was glad that I got it off my chest.
A few months passed and the abuse continued. I
started to think my dad had lied to me. If my dad wasn’t
going to save me I was going to save myself! I decided to
stay with my auntie as soon as I turned sixteen.
A week after my birthday I was pretty sure I was ready
to tell my parents that I was leaving. When I told my
mom she didn’t really care, but when I broke the news
to my dad he took it the hardest. He tried to convince
me to stay.
A year passed and my relationship with my Mom got
better. She invited me over for Easter dinner which went
well. When I was telling my dad how happy I was and
that everything was falling into place, he got really mad
and snapped, yelling at me to leave, but I wasn’t going
until I got my laptop. I tried to go to my sister’s room to

get it but my dad grabbed my hair and pulled me down.
He dragged me to the front door but I kept holding onto
the corners of the walls, and he kept on pulling me.
Finally he got me to the door and pushed me outside. He
slammed the door. I began to walk away when I heard
the door open and him yell, “Here’s your damn laptop.”
He slammed it to the ground and stomped on it.
When my grandma picked me up I told her what
happened and that I wanted to press charges. I wasn’t
letting my dad get away with this. The only way he would
stop was if I took a stand, so she took me to the police
station. The police told me I shouldn’t have anything to do
with my parents for awhile. I went a year without talking
to or seeing them. I went through a depression and I
missed my siblings like crazy. I started to see someone
to help me become a healthier person but at the time I
didn’t know my parents were doing the same.
Now that I see my parents we have the relationship
that we should have. I couldn’t be any happier with my
life and how great everything is going and falling into
place. I was saved.
Jy is a grade twelve student from the Six Nations Reserve. She was awarded
the spotlight award in 2010 for demonstrating leadership abilities and
exemplary academic and athletic achievements. After graduation Jy plans
to study Art and pursue a career in modeling.

Oscar Immel

Honourable Mention
Grand Erie District School Board

Hesitation Before Birth

T

he tragic drive of December brought its ghastly
chills and deceptively cinematic snowfalls. The tree
outside of my window was bare, its branches gnarled
in anguish as it reached for a sky that was untouchable
and free. Sometimes you could make out sad faces in
the outlines of its bark. That same frigid isolation resided
in this house, in this room. Or was it just in my head?
Nietzsche once said, “a casual stroll through the lunatic
asylum shows that faith does not prove anything.” Thus,
in an attempt to console this unfortunate truth and rid
myself of this dreadful ennui, one could simply witness
humans and all of their tragedies...
The passion of lovers can breed some of the darkest
things imaginable. Sometimes, bitterness can elevate
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to murder. In a fit of revenge, a sledgehammer meets
the cranium in a moment of caustic intimacy, the blood
slowly leaking out with a wet, sepulchral gurgle from
between bits of skull and languid matter. An unfortunate
and tragic event that can never be repaired as the floor
becomes stained.
Violent porno tapes that celebrate slavery rot the
imagination of those whose houses permeate cries and
pain. Vomit in the grimy gutter and bones soaked in
bruise baths. Human teeth and needles fill the cracks in
this urban pavement. The wealthy get richer and the poor
slip into poverty. To taste something sweet with the fear
that it’ll turn bitter. Warm spit like corrosive acid eating
away at something pure and myopic, judgment spilling
forth, being strung together like carcinogenic poetry.
Looking up from my worn-out copy of H. P.
Lovecraft’s Facts Concerning the Late Arthur Jermyn and
His Family, I couldn’t help but repeat the opening words,
“Life is a hideous thing.” In this story, a man set himself
on fire, effectively ending his own life. However, such
happenstances didn’t only occur in this story or any other,
but the real world as well. The very contemplation of
the motivations behind such a tragic event was enough
to make me swell with a slight, pulsing unease. But to
think, some had been driven to it by a world that was
cruel and insincere to them...
What exactly is it that drives people to act in this way?
To be cruel? Is it genetic predisposition? No empathy?
A lack of proper nurturing? Or is it ignorance? When
examining the throes of humanity’s history, one will
surely come across a story that many have died for. The
one of the man who could walk on water. The one who
wished to enlighten and restore order for the people he
so desperately loved. While I myself do not comply to
any religious mores, I do believe that the story of Jesus
is one that embodies a poignant truth that still lingers to
this day. Because people did not understand him, despite
his good intentions, they possessed him through their
ignorance and ultimately, they killed him. Myself, or any
outsider or person who has felt any form of ostracization
can relate to this story that to this day, ironically enough,
continues to be imbrued with blood.
As someone who’s always on the outside looking
in, it’s hard to not feel as though I’ve been left in the
shadowed corner. Not necessarily physically, but mentally.
As someone who allows himself to question things
and isn’t easily impressed, especially by people’s inane
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something’s, it makes it easy for me to reject things that
have managed to garner widespread acceptance. If I’m
experiencing that disconnect from people, then why not
accept the simple things? Because I can’t. Not unless I
truly want it. I’m one of those people where it’s everything
or it’s nothing, lacking any casual interest. I’m a paradox
who sees the world in conflicting and thorough ways.
My exterior is one that betrays my interior, but neither is
dishonest. Since everything is susceptible to inquiry and
there’s so many possibilities, how can anything have any
intrinsic value? Perhaps it is the meaning I can choose to
give it that allows it to hold an important purpose...
It is now spring, the season of birth -- a time when
the sun radiates more brightly and pulls life from the
ground. These flowers, opulent and beautiful, did not
grow from boredom and pessimism. They came from
warmth and rainfalls that signified cleansing, gentle
breezes that caress with kindness and the intangible
feeling of a brightness that can cure despondency. There
were never any expectations of perfect, but perhaps life
and the world can be seen through a more hopeful lens.
To quote Bram Stoker, “It is a strange world, a sad world,
a world full of miseries, and woes, and troubles,” yet we
can “ease off the strain again, and we bear to go on with
our labor, whatever it may be.”
Eighteen-year-old Oscar is an avid fan of literature. He can often be found
with his nose in book or putting pen to paper. Oscar’s other interests
include music, cinema, and philosophy.

Amanda Lickers

Honourable Mention
Grand Erie District School Board

The World of Work is Crazy

Y

ou walk in through the big glass front doors, and
you see bright, smiling faces, bright blue vests,
and walls and walls of good deals. You shop here
often; it is your ‘go to store’. They have everything you
would ever need. It seems like it would be a great place,
but have you ever thought about working for a billion
dollar company like this? Well, I do, and this is the story
about the day I realized Walmart is a crazy place to work.
On the day of my 90 day review, I walked in the door,
just like every other day I had worked previously. I walked
to the back of the store, went into the lounge, hung
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my coat on the rack, and put on my bright blue vest. I
walked out of the lounge, punched the time clock, and
walked back out into the store, just like always. I walked
to the front, where the tills are and I saw the paper that
has listed our hours, and what till we are going to be on.
I was assigned to till 5 so I made my way through the
hoards of people, so I could help thin the lines a little. I
probably rang through 8 customers before anyone had
noticed I was there. The Customer Service Manager
(CSM) at the time stormed over as soon as she saw me,
and gave me a look. As she is death staring me down,
she started to speak in that loud, slow voice of hers. She
started twitching as she yelled at me. Twitchy yelled,
“GET OFF THAT TILL! BOSS NEEDS TO TALK TO YOU!
YOU WERE NOT SUPPOSED TO BE ON TILL YET! DON’T
YOU KNOW ANYTHING? IT’S URGENT, YOU NEED TO
GO TO HER OFFICE RIGHT NOW!!” Well, when Twitchy
was done yelling at me, I turned my light off, and put out
my closed sign. The whole time I was wondering, ‘Am
I fired?’ Turns out it wasn’t important at all; it was just
Twitchy freaking out over nothing. Today was the day of
my 90 day review, and I was doing a splendid job. This
wasn’t even as bad as it gets though.
I find that drama follows you. It starts in grade 5, and
follows you through high school, no matter how hard
you try to shake it off. To me, I would think that high
school is where it ends. I was sadly mistaken. Walmart is
a cess-pool for drama. It lives and breathes there. There
is someone who works at Walmart, that takes the cake
for the amount of drama started. She has seniority over
all the cashiers, which makes her ‘The Witch’. Before I
started, The Witch started a rumour about herself, saying
she was leaving, and she couldn’t wait to get out of this
hell hole. It never happened, because she never got the
‘other job’ she was talking about, but she was the one
who told everyone she was leaving, then denied it when
she was approached by the manager. It was a couple
weeks after my 90 day review when I was off for a few
days. You never know what you’re going to miss when
you’re off for more than one day. I came back, and I
heard that The Witch was supposed to be working that
night, but when I walked up toward the cash, I didn’t
see her. As I was wondering what was going on, my
friend Mandy, told me that The Witch wasn’t going to
be coming in tonight. I asked her why and she said,
“I heard that she got into an argument with the Front
End Manager who was here from another store. She
threatened to punch her in the face. I’m not sure if it’s

true or not, but I also heard that the manager of the
store refused to fire her, and that she would only receive
a five day suspension.” This is how rumours get started.
Still to this day, I don’t know if it is true or not. Another
time, closer to present day, while I was on break, I was
talking to Mandy again. She said that The Witch was
going to be a cashier now, that she demoted herself,
which doesn’t seem likely. Everyone thinks she was given
an ultimatum -- be demoted or quit. She then proceeded
to storm out of the office, tell Twitchy she was no longer
a Customer Service Manager and walked out. Everyone
thought she had quit, but no, she ended up bringing in a
doctor’s note saying she needed to be off for two weeks
for stress. This is just one example of the drama that goes
on at Walmart.
When you start work, there are always policies you
need to follow -- closed toe shoes, black pants, hair up.
Wherever you may be working, or whatever position you
work, there are always policies, but does anyone really
follow them to a T? At Walmart, that isn’t even really a
question. You must follow all policies given to you. Here
is a couple of examples of the extreme and the zany.
As the Walmart greeter, it is your job to greet people,
obviously, but the way you need to greet people is the
extreme part. You smile, and say hello, do you need a
cart? Ask them if the bag in their hands is a return and
you must give them a sticker. You have to catch all people
walking out who have made the door ding, and record
in the book. That book is your bible. Everything must be
recorded and signed. Not all that extreme, it’s definitely
not the worst we have.
As a cashier, I have things I need to ask the customer.
Ringing people’s items out is like clockwork. This is the
string of words that come out of my mouth for every
customer. “Hello, how are you today? Good? That’s
great! Would you like to apply for a Walmart Rewards
Mastercard? No? That’s okay! Would you like to
donate a dollar to the Breakfast Club of Canada? Yes?
Awesome! Have a great day!” Purchase is done, they
are out the door, and it’s on to the next one. This is why
my job as a cashier is not the greatest, because I hate
bothering people with my questions that I already know
the answers to! We also have a policy for people working
on the floor, and cashiers when we are walking to and
from the back room. If there is someone within 3 metres,
you must make eye contact, and ask them if they need
any help. I personally do not follow this policy, because
people who usually need help, ask the question they
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need to ask. I have had people, whom I have never seen
or met, ask me where something was when I wasn’t even
in my blue vest yet! There is a video on YouTube that has
a guy walking around, passing employees who would
not ask him for help. Well, this is now a huge concern for
Walmart, and the policy needs to be followed. There is a
sign on the back of our break room door reminding us of
said policy. You can’t forget it, it’s programmed into your
brain. There are just some things you can never forget.
I’ve been working since I was 15. I’ve had 4 jobs in
my life, and they have all been hectic at points, but I
have found that Walmart is the craziest. Don’t get me
wrong, you get good hours most of the time, the wages
are okay, and the people are the nicest people you will
ever work with, but with everything that goes on, it’s
not a place for an ambitious teenager like me to be. So
as of present, I am no longer an employee of Walmart.
I’ve moved on to bigger things; I didn’t want to be stuck
there my whole life. A wise man once told me, “Get out,
while you still have the motivation to move on.” He is an
employee there, and I’m going to miss him, and all the
other wonderful people I have had the privilege to work
with. Even though Walmart was crazy, I’m sure I will still
have a few more places, a bit crazier than that. Working
for a billion dollar company has changed my life. I now
understand that the world of work is crazy.
Amanda is planning to begin a Culinary Management program at college
this fall. She has a passion for cooking and was a competitor at Skills
Canada in 2011. Amanda received the spotlight award in 2012 for her
leadership ability and exemplary academic and athletic achievements.
She is well known throughout her community and has helped with many
functions through her church.
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“The act of writing is the act of discovering what you
believe.” – David Hare,
British playwright and director
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Grade 6 Calgary Winners
“People grow through experience if they meet life
honestly and courageously. This is how character
is built. – Eleanor Roosevelt

Caden Breen

First Place
Calgary Board of Education

Keeping You Forever and
For Always

I

can describe my turning point in two words “Family
and Inspiration”. My Grandmother was diagnosed
with breast cancer and arthritis. She was the
first recorded case of arthritis attacking the heart. My
Grandfather had dementia. I don’t know how she got
through it. The amazing part was, she was a mother
of four; three girls and one boy. She showed so much
perseverance, helping everyone in the family.
Brian, my Grandfather started to forget everything,
but he always remembered me. He looked after my
Grandma the best he could. The minute he touched me,
he smiled. I was named after him; my middle name is
Brian. He showed me how to love family.
On the night I was born, my Grandmother had
major hip replacement surgery. She woke up from her
surgery knowing that she had a new Grandson. Instead
of resting, she wanted to be the first person to come and
see me, so she came down to the unit where I was. She
was inspired by me, so I had to grow up to be inspired
by her.
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I visited my Grandmother every day. One day she had
a heart attack. My Mum brought me to the hospital so
that I could see my Grandma, one last time, because she
meant so much to me. When I got there, she was in a
coma. I sang her the song “I’m Keeping You Forever and
for Always”. I sang it to her because it was a song that
we sang together every time I saw her. Unfortunately, by
the morning, she passed away.
My Grandparents inspired me by the way they lived
their lives. They were strong and stood up for what they
believed in, family.
Every year on my birthday, instead of gifts, I ask for
donations to the Make-a-Wish Foundation in honour of
my Grandmother and Grandfather. Over the years I’ve
raised thousands of dollars. I’m doing a big fundraiser for
the Make-a-Wish Foundation again this year. I am going
to try to raise $4000.00!
Twelve-year old Caden lives in Calgary, Alberta and his favourite colour
is neon green. He loves to play video games and box. Caden also enjoys
playing rugby and running with his dog Fetcher. His favourite subject in
school is science. In the future Caden would like to become a lawyer or
doctor.

Calgary winners

Elisha Lozares

Anastasiya Rybitska

Second Place
Calgary Board of Education

Third Place
Calgary Board of Education

Perseverance Is Worth It

Moving to Canada

S

triving to attain perseverance is no easy assignment.
I like to stay dedicated to a task from the beginning
to the end but I have a distraction that follows
me like a puppy on a leash. Everywhere I go I am
uncomfortable. My former school stressed me because
bullies lurked around and teachers provided little help
fending them off. That all changed, starting one day
at the library. Looking around at the shelves of books,
something caught my mother’s eye. We approached a
stand stuffed with pamphlets, as I scanned what she was
holding we came upon an idea. “Would you like to take
skating lessons?” My face brightened, nodding my head
in complete agreement. Happily, my mother bought me
my first pair of skates and safety gear.
Everything was perfect until I stepped onto the
ice rink for my first lesson. My teacher Miss Rose was
more excited than I was. “On our first day, I would like
to see everybody try and skate over to the far side of
the rink.” I glanced at my skating-mates, I was sure to
be the youngest at 6 years old. “Ready, set, skate!”
shouted Miss Rose. Staggering, I worked at it though
I kept falling. “Great! I’m third last!” I disappointedly
thought to myself. I was ashamed knowing my mother
was watching on the benches. But Miss Rose never gave
up on me, and neither did I.
With practice I became more skilled at gliding; I
became faster and started falling less! Pretty soon,
school wasn’t so bad because after the dismissal bell I
knew I would be in my skates, impatiently waiting to get
into the ice rink and have some fun! My last lesson of
Level 1 I received a mini report card from Miss Rose. In
elegant font she wrote, “You came such a long way…
Good Job!” She even recommended I proceed to the
second level! With focus and dedication I never knew
that I would one day get to level six!
“My mind keeps telling me to give up, but my heart
won’t let me.” – Unknown
Grade six student Elisha loves to read. She is interested in several activities,
especially skating and singing with her friends. Elisha has many talents
and dreams of becoming an author or possibly a singer.

I

woke up in our little apartment. We were not rich,
not poor, just a normal family struggling to survive.
I was small, and don’t remember much, but I do
remember that every day of my parent’s life was back
breaking work. They would come home, very tired, but
they never complained.
Every day was the same. One morning my parents
told me they were leaving for Canada the next morning. I
was being left here in the Ukraine, with my grandparents,
until some of my relatives could take me to Canada when
my parents had found a home. The next morning was
filled with tears and sadness. I saw my parents trying not
to cry so I wouldn’t get disappointed. When they left
they had smiles on their faces. I can still remember the
sorrow in their eyes, the tears running down their cheeks
and my mother’s hand letting go of mine, leaving me
filled with darkness and coldness in my heart.
I was small, but just because you are small, doesn’t
mean you don’t understand or don’t have any serious
feelings, I did. I remember crying in my bed, having
dreams about my parents, worrying what awaits them
in Canada. Every week I began forgetting them, more,
and more, but the memories of the time that they left
still was clinging to my soul. Every time the phone rang I
was by it, hoping for my parents to be calling, but every
time it wasn’t them, and I felt more and more hopeless.
At last they called, everyone was filled with joy, I was
jumping around the whole room waiting for my turn to
talk on the phone. As my grandma was talking I could
tell that it was good news, she had the biggest ear to
ear smile that I’ve ever seen. Finally I got the phone, my
parents had found a home, and they were ready for
me to come! I dropped the phone and started to dance
around the room. I was going to Canada; I was going to
my parents.

Originally from the Ukraine, eleven-year-old Anastasiya currently resides
in Calgary, Alberta. She loves sports and playing music. Anastasiya lives
with her parents and younger brother. In future, she would like to become
a scientist.
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Eima Dafalla

Paige Morand

Fourth Place
Calgary Board of Education

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Consequence For Life

Overcoming a Bad Feeling

ve never seen my real face before what I would
look like if I was me but in a different face. I
was four years old and I was happy, healthy,
and beautiful. In the month of August tragedy struck.
Knowing nothing about what was going to happen, I
was unaware and watching TV. I wanted to change the
channel but my mom had told me to wait. I answered
her like I understood but like most four year olds, I was
curious and wanted to get the remote myself and that’s
just what I did.

In my life, good things and bad things have happened.
But, this bad thing I had to overcome.

I’

We had a twenty-seven-inch TV and a huge
stand along with it. The remote was on top and I was
determined to get it. As I was about to grab it, I stepped
on something and everything went black.
My dad was in Toronto on business. As soon as he
got the news he took the first plane to Edmonton, where
I lived with my mom and sister. By that time I was already
in the hospital. I was supposed to be dead, at least that’s
what the doctors told my parents. My mom and dad
were, of course, heartbroken, knowing their child was
dead and being told by a total stranger made it even
more dramatic.
I’ve been through a lot. I’m eleven now and I don’t
need glasses and I can work perfectly fine at school. It’s
been seven years but those years were not easy. Seven
years of eye exams. Seven years of bullies. Seven years of
people who won’t shut up with their questions like; why
I can’t play an instrument in band and why I look weird
when I smile. I’ve learned to answer questions like those
and feel proud when I answer them. I’ve also learned to
like myself for who I am.
I’ve learned to love everyone around me because
you‘ll never know if you’ll see them again tomorrow.
Twelve-year old Eima was born in Ontario and has lived in 3 provinces
and 5 cities throughout Canada. She enjoys travelling with her family and
swimming. Eima would like to become a doctor when she is older. She is
thrilled to celebrate this great experience of winning the Turning Points
competition with her friend Elisha.
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F

rom the day I was born until now, I have always
been short! My size has reflected on many things.
Like my attitude, my abilities and me. I have always
thought that being short was a bad thing… until today.
Now I know that it is ok to be short and that is actually
one of the best features I have! It is something that
shows me for me. But, before I knew that being short
was a good thing, I was always teased. I was usually
called “shorty”, “shrimpy” or other rude names that
hurt. All my friends were and still are taller than I. When
we were in grade four, some grade twos told my friends
they looked like they were in grade six or seven and told
me I looked like I was in grade one or even kindergarten.
I don’t think that they knew how much they hurt my
feelings. But, I still felt upset and a little disrespected. I
would get upset or mad. I would want to be alone and
not talk to anybody. My friends would try to support me!
If I told them the problem, they didn’t understand. They
were curious about why I was feeling that way.
I kept going on with my day and trying not to think
about anything related to it. I think the reason I was being
teased was because people knew I felt small and I wasn’t
self-confident. But, now that I am more confident, I feel
stronger and I love myself on the inside! Now people
have stopped teasing me and have started to respect me.
Nowadays when people make little jokes, (sometimes
rude, sometimes not) I just ignore them or pretend to
laugh.
I feel better about everything and know that my
friends and family care about me! They love me for me,
and so do I and… I always will.
Twelve-year-old Paige is learning the guitar and loves to sing but dancing
is her true passion. She loves to travel with her family. Paige is the proud
owner of a hamster and dog. She is grateful her essay was selected for
this once in a lifetime opportunity.

Calgary winners

Kaitlyn Patton

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Pieces of My Heart

Eleven-year-old Kaitlyn was born and raised in Calgary, Alberta. She is
very close to her friends and family. She has three pets - Gilbert, Thumper
& Kung Fu. This essay was a tribute to her beloved grandfather, Jack.
He passed away when Kaitlyn had just turned eleven. In his honour, she
continues on, living life with great joy.

Lian Shao

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

T

ears roll down my face and dissolve into my shirt,
each one making my shirt a little more damp. I cry
because I have to watch my grandpa hold on to
something he knows he is going to lose.
I see him try to breathe and every time it gets a little
harder than before. It’s hard to watch. I see him try to
hold on as he slips away into a black hole. I cry harder as
I see him dying and no one helping. I know what is going
to happen and I know it is going to be soon.
I can’t take it anymore. I rush out of the room and
go to a little room and sit there. After a while my mom
comes in and tells me to go home with Todd.
We drive home and play games for a bit, but whatever
I do the thought of my grandpa creeps back into my
mind. As I go to bed, I think about my grandpa and all
the great times I have had with him: fishing when I was
five and taking me and my sisters to see the fireworks.
In the morning, my mom and dad are not home. I
assume that they are at the hospital. When they come
home they tell me that Grandpa died last night. My eyes
start to tear up and I start weeping into my dad’s shirt.
I don’t know how long I cried, but suddenly I see my
grandma out of the corner of my eye. I rush to her and
hug her tightly. I have never seen her be so sad.
Later that week we went to his funeral. Everyone in
my family was there. My uncle said that life is a hill and
we all have to get to the other side. My grandpa didn’t
make it, but he would want me to get there. I know I will
get there because I know he is counting on me to.
Eleven year old Kaitlyn was born and raised in Calgary,
AB. She is very close to her friends and family. She loves
yellow and unicorns, and her pets Gilbert, Thumper &
Kung Fu. She is also the author of ‘Pieces of my Heart’,
an original account of her beloved Grandfather; Jack
William Olsen. Jack died when she had just turned eleven.
Jack had passed of liver failure, and left a grieving young
Kaitlyn behind. However, Kaitlyn continues on, living out
her life with great joy.

The Arrival

I

used to live in a dark damp pit called China. In that
pit, I never really got to own anything, and worse,
I couldn’t fit in. I have a place to sleep and eat, but
that was about it. I didn’t have any friends, so I couldn’t
play even if I had wanted to. Later, I met a friend. He was
my one and only friend; but after a while, he ditched me.
My typical day was spent doing homework, playing
piano, and rocking in the corner at school after being
blamed for doing something I didn’t do. I felt I was being
laughed at everywhere I went. I had a loving mother but
she lived in Canada, and my only happiness back then,
was simply seeing her. I only got to see her once a month
through webcam, and that was the only thing that kept
me going. So at first, I hated Canada for “capturing” my
mother.
Every year, I got on a plane and lived with my mom
for a month or so. But I had a luggage full of homework.
Therefore, at first, I didn’t think Canada was any different
than the Deep Pit I call China. But boy, was I wrong.
In 2008, I didn’t pack any homework. I was shocked
about the freedom you can get in this country that I now
love, and for the first time, my life has turned around
for the better. I finally got the freedom I always wanted.
It’s something I just can’t describe, like someone threw
a ladder down the deep hole and helped me up! All the
years of sadness and ignorance was finally lifted form my
shoulders, and I finally stood up. I made the best decision
I’ve ever made! I decided to stay in Canada and discard
China once and for all!
I stay and am happy. But the best thing is: I finally fit
in! I remain in Canada until this day.

Eleven-year-old Lian moved to Canada from the province of Sichuan in
China. His favourite sport is badminton and favourite colour is black. Lian
is a huge fan of Michael Jackson. When he is older, he would like to
become a professional singer.
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Victor Stanek

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Inutero

Gastrointestinal Problems

M

y life took a turn when I was in my mom’s belly.
She was not making the right decisions because
she was drinking alcohol while she was pregnant
with me. So now, I forget lots of things that just happened,
and I have to take pills to help me. I don’t feel that smart
either. I make the wrong choices and sometimes make
the same mistakes over and over again.
My life started off badly, but it got better as I lived it.
When I was two months old, my brother and I went to
a different family. I grew up thinking that they were my
real family. They didn’t love my brother or me; they never
bought me anything, but I still loved them all the same.
When I was four, my new “parents” were fighting a
lot and were going to get a divorce, so they got rid of us.
Late one night, my brother and I were taken away and
we went to yet another family. By then I learned that the
only reason every family that was taking care of me, was
doing it for the money; not because they loved me.
The first few months I was in this new home, I just
stared at them and didn’t even move that much. They fell
in love with my brother, and bought him many toys and
me, nothing. When I turned eight, they said that they
didn’t love me anymore, but I knew that they never had
loved me. No one had ever loved me in my life yet. I was
all alone.
Then the family I am now with started to look after
me and treated me nicely for once. I got hugs. I went
to a new school and hated it. I got lots of attention by
being bad. Then, I started to go to a school called S.W.S.
That first day, I made a best friend. He was awesome; we
got pizza; we had so much fun and we still do. I like my
school, my friends, my foster parents. I am loved and it’s
for real.
Twelve-year-old Victor lives in Calgary, Alberta. He enjoys spending time
with his friends. In the future, Victor would like to become a professional
skateboarder.
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Matt Wormley

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education
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I

was a normal kid from birth to around my ninth
birthday, until my health took a different path. Over
the next year I started to have trouble. Unexplainable
fever, stomach pain, blood in my poop, diarrhea, and I
was tired all the time. I just felt sick. My Mom took me
to the doctor a bunch of times but no one could figure
it out. Finally my family doctor, Dr. Penney, sent me for
blood work. We found my inflammation markers were
really high. It signalled something was really wrong.
She sent me to a Gastrointestinal Specialist, Dr.
Wrobel, who thought that I might have Crohn’s Disease.
She told me I had to get a colonoscopy and endoscopy
done. These surgical procedures involved putting
cameras up my bum and down my throat to see what my
intestines looked like. It turned out that my intestines were
very inflamed, and I was diagnosed with Indeterminate
Colitis. This means that my immune system is glitching
and attacking my intestines for no reason.
I was put on such heavy duty medication that if I
puked I would have to go to the hospital to get an IV to
put the medication straight into my blood. Luckily that
hasn’t happened yet! The medication had lots of side
effects including that I felt like I was invincible, I gained a
lot of weight (about 25 lbs!), and had mood swings. The
medication didn’t work the first time, so they changed it
and that didn’t work either. Then they combined them
and it seemed to work. I also needed to get blood tests
done weekly and I was needle phobic! I am not anymore.
Being diagnosed with Colitis has changed me so
much. It has changed my everyday routine in that we
have to track my bowel movements, I have to watch
everything I eat, and I am much heavier. It has also
changed my outlook on life. I appreciate healthy days. I
appreciate that I am alive. I also feel other people should
appreciate being healthy.

Eleven-year-old Matthew was born and raised in Calgary. He enjoys being
active and plays hockey for Shaw Meadows Community Hockey League.
Matthew loves sports and paintball. It is not a surprise that this favourite
school subject is Physical Education. Matthew would like to become an
entrepreneur when he is older.
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Grade 7 & 8 Calgary Winners
“Writing is an act of faith, not a trick of grammar.”
– E. B. White

Shayna Damen

First Place
Calgary Catholic School District

Eat, Pray, Love

E

at: The old lady looked up at me, her brown eyes
holding a thousand memories, her face aged with
a mane of white hair surrounding it. She just sat
there with her hands outstretched. At that moment
something inside me changed. Here I was, standing
there, just staring at her, knowing that she had no
money for food. A piece of me died. We take so much
for granted. I handed her money that I had been saving
from my shaking hands. At that moment her face lit up
and she held my hand. Never be ungrateful for what you
have, because out there someone is just fighting for a
reason to smile.
Pray: May 2011. Feels like just another day when
suddenly I hear sobs. I run into the room and stand there
until my mom looks up and whispers from her quivering
lips. “Jeff is gone.” My legs buckle under me. It feels as
though I have been punched in my stomach... everything
blurs and I can’t control the tears. Jeff, my best friend’s
dad, died that day in a motorcycle accident. When you
lose someone you love it feels unbearable; you can’t truly
understand the pain that someone is feeling until you’ve
felt it yourself. We judge. We judge others by their looks
or their personality before we even take a look at what’s
inside of them. So pray for a better tomorrow.

window and my parents holding hands in the front
seat. This is love when you can be so comfortable and
happy just being around people who make the simplest,
most insignificant moments amazing. When you can run
home whatever that may be and just know that you are
welcome and loved. People say the word love is overused
and means nothing. You should be telling people you
love them every chance you get. Girls who say, “He said
he loved me then broke my heart,” are young. You have
your whole lives ahead of you - stop living in the past
because at the end of the day, love is what saves you
from yourself.
I could not pick one turning point in my life because
every day is a turning point. Every day I learn new lessons
and meet new people, change my mind and change
it again because nothing is permanent. Eat Pray Love.
That’s life. You are just a little speck in the universe. So
do not feel that you are so much more important than
another person when we all have minimal importance
relatively. Cry so hard that you can’t breathe and laugh
so hard that it hurts. Live life to the fullest and let no one
and nothing bring you down. That’s my turning point,
learning what it means to live.
Shayna, a grade eight student, lives in Calgary with her sisters, mom, dad
and her other dad. She loves her two cats and spending time with family
and friends. Shayna is bilingual, speaking both English and Bosnian. She
enjoys a variety of activities, such as baseball, basketball and playing
the piano. Shayna would like to thank her family and friends, especially
Monique, for always being there.

Love: Sitting in the car, listening to the soft hum
of my sister’s singing, my other sister looking out the
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Richard Coumont

Second Place
Calgary Catholic School District

Opening My Eyes
“Music, the great communicator,
uses two sticks to make it in the nature.”
– Red Hot Chili Peppers, Can’t Stop

I

t was like an awakening, a sudden period of time
when I became aware of the world. Only, this wasn’t
a typical awakening, it was closer to a mental or
spiritual awakening. The day I learned about music was
the day I became sure of myself, but my understanding
wasn’t just a shallow perception of lyrics and beat; it
was a life-changing experience of incredible magnitude.
My idea of life without music is a dull, bleak existence,
devoid of all creativity and happiness.
The exact date and time of this experience has
escaped me; all I know is that it occurred around the
winter of 2008. At the time, I had no real desire to
become musically involved in any aspect of my life. My
Dad told me I had to take up an instrument, because my
younger sister was already learning guitar, and he thought
that music would help me later in life. I was none too
thrilled at the prospect of having extra work initially, but
despite my complaints, my parents enrolled me in drum
lessons. And so I walked up to the second floor of Music
Center Canada for my first taste of enlightenment. As I
strolled through the door of the upper percussion room,
I was greeted by a friendly man by the name of Luke.
He introduced me to simple rhythms and beats, which I
immediately grasped with full and clear understanding. It
was so rewarding to finally have something I could really
enjoy doing that would please those around me.
A few weeks later, I started to feel a change deep
within myself. This was no chemical reaction; it was my
cognitive functions shifting. A little shake here, a tap or
two there. I began to feel the music. Gradually I started
to perceive sound differently than before. You’d never
guess what the feeling was like, to begin a new chapter
in life, one full of music and joy. After about a year or so
of taking lessons, I really began to excel in this new world
that opened up to me. I absolutely took off, learning
song after song, becoming the musician I am today.
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Even after only four years of drumming, my music
perception has improved. To this day, it’s still a bad idea to
let me hear powerful music in public; it’s a likely bet that
I’ll begin thrashing about from the sheer energy coursing
through me. Music can change a person, and I’m sure
that anybody who has been exposed to this amazing
sensation will concur; music is a deep and fundamental
part of our lives.
Richard is a thirteen-year-old, music loving, grade eight student. He has
always loved reading and writing. Richard composes a book review each
month for the school newsletter. He enjoyed the opportunity to write this
Turning Points Essay.

Adam Karczmarczyk

Third Place
Calgary Catholic School District

The Point of Death
“When you were born, you cried and the
world rejoiced. Live your life in manner so that
when you die the world cries and you rejoice.”
– Native American Proverb

W

hat is the point of death? That question changed
me; it gave me a philosophy which helps ease
pain. Some say that optimism is a tool to hide
from problems. I say, it is a way to face the problems
and make them disappear completely. I’m a thirteen year
old boy living an average life with an average family. I
have a normal working father, a loving mother and a
thoughtful brother. There has been no tragedy in my
life and no dramatic pain sits in my heart, and that’s all
thanks to one event. It made my life float along lighter.
Now looking over my past I see this event as a gift and
an opportunity to teach us all a lesson. What is the point
of death?
On my third trip to Poland when visiting my family,
I found the answer. Through tragedy and sadness it
found me. We travelled to Poland to see my father’s sick
mother. She was not in her best state; her days were
now spent sleeping in a bed and being visited by family.
Under extensive care she lay there in pain, unable to
move, barely able to speak or even stay awake. Standing
there in the doorway I saw my father holding back tears,
my grandfather choking on his words. Utterly shocked
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by her state I stood there, watching my father shivering
uncontrollably. But I… I couldn’t cry, not a single tear
trickled down my cheek. You see, I never knew my
grandmother; brief visits were the extent of my time with
her and my emotions for her had not grown into what I
would call “sincere love”.
That night I lay there, listening to music, my mind
searching for a light within the darkness, not knowing
how to feel when suddenly the song “Videotape” by
Radiohead came gushing into my conscience. At that
moment ‘it’ found me, optimism. I realized that death
was nothing to fear. It is the path to the next step in
life. Through death we are enlightened; we enter a place
without fear, without pain and without sorrow. Crying
over my grandmother’s death was useless; she had
left her life of pain and entered a place of peace and
tranquility.
Death, when natural, is something we should accept
with open arms. The point of death is to reward the
human for his or her good doings; death when caused
by the will of the higher power is nothing more than a
journey. A journey that takes us to the next step of life.
As long as the life we live is lived by the rules of love and
compassion, all death will be is a gateway to the serenity
of the mind.
Thirteen-year-old Adam believes that family is the most important thing
in life. He values his education and friends. Adam has many hobbies
including long boarding, listening to music, reading and sketching.

Inna Allysa Avenido

Fourth Place
Calgary Catholic School District

Forgive and Forget or Regret?
“To forgive is to set a prisoner free and discover the
prisoner was you.” – Unknown

H

atred has been a powerful emotion that has
consumed me for the past ten years of my life.
I hated my grandfather, a man who never cared
about other people’s feelings. He had a stone heart and a
cold soul. His words stung like rubbing salt on a wound.
Yet I still, constantly desired my grandfather’s approval.
All he did was put me down and crush my dreams,

telling me that I could never be who I wanted to be. I felt
bitterness, resentment, burning hatred for the man who
never failed to bring me down.
One day, after his numerous insults, my parents
decided it was best for my brother and me to never see
my grandfather again. And we never did. That is until
one Saturday morning, one phone call changed my life.
The call was from my grandmother; I remember hearing
her sobbing over the phone. She spoke to my mother,
who tried to keep her face strong and emotionless for
my brother and me. Her face didn’t fool me. I knew the
one thing that could bring about such grief and tears…
death. My mother put the phone down slowly, looked
me right in the eye and stated, “Your grandpa passed
away.” Those four words hit me like a thousand knives
stabbing at me from all directions.
All the walls I had learned to keep up came crashing
down, and I felt exposed and weak. Despite the countless
times the words, “I hate my grandfather,” escaped my
lips, I learned that hatred and love could go hand-inhand. I loved my grandfather, the man I so badly wanted
to be proud of me, and now he was gone from this
world forever, never to be seen, heard or felt again. I was
so blinded and choked up by my own fury, and too filled
with my own pride to make up with my grandfather, and
now I had lost him. Just then did I realize that all my
hatred and outrage for him had burned out, like dousing
water over flames. Suddenly I was just filled with sorrow
and regret. Regret for all the times I could have seen him
again, regret for my own attitude.
I forgave my grandfather the day he passed away.
It was like a part of me passed away with him, too.
But I could finally breathe again. Forgiveness set both
me, and my grandfather free. I know that as he looks
down on me from Heaven, he, too, can breathe and rest
peacefully, knowing that there was no more grudge held
against his soul.
Grade eight student Inna is an active student in her school community.
She likes to keep a healthy balance between academics, friends and
family. Inna is involved in a number of extra-curricular activities including
the King’s Club and a variety of sports teams.
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Cassidy Kirsch

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

Little Things Make a Difference
“Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful
committed citizens can change the world. Indeed it is
the only thing that ever has.” – Margaret Mead

I

’ve always been captivated with helping the world
around me. In fact, changing the world has been at
the top of my bucket list since I turned eight. I’ve
never quite known exactly what it means to me, but at
least now I’ve been given a clue.
The last few years of my life have been an adventure.
Moving across the city to a new school and community
was just the start of my journey. I began to work at my
community lake, babysitting, and volunteering wherever
I could. I was introduced to my new school during the
humid summer days where I spent many hours unpacking
boxes in the classrooms, leading tours of anxious parents
throughout the new structure and assisting in the
running of the school-opening BBQ. I continued to help
the school in any way I could. Working in the concession,
training the school patrol team and joining many of the
leadership committees were a few of the things I enjoyed
doing. All of this was difficult work, especially for a
student with little time available. It did make me feel out
of place, being one of only a few pupils that cared so
much about serving others.
But it all paid off around the end of October when I
was in grade seven. The teachers at my new school had
nominated me for the Volunteer Calgary Youth Awards.
Throughout November I participated in group gatherings
with other adolescents just like me. I had never known
there were so many other ambitious youth with goals
like mine. Seeing the many students from all over the city
talk about how they lend a hand in their communities
made me feel like I belonged.
In the end, I did not win the award, but just being
nominated did enough to brighten my perspective on
the world of volunteering. I learned that I’m not alone,
that many other people, whether tiny or towering, aged
or young, are in the same situation. People were raising
funds for all sorts of organizations from homeless shelters
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in the city, to poverty in third world countries. All of this
made me realize that immense ideas start off small. By
starting off diminutive and engaging people in what you
do by teaching, instead of just doing; you can begin a
chain reaction that will become something large enough
to transform the world into something we’ve only
been able to dream about. This is what I stand for and
always will. I’ve gone on to be granted one of the school
leadership awards. Simple events and recognitions like
this may not seem like a huge deal to others, but they are
my encouragement to do better, be a leader, and most
importantly, make a difference.
Thirteen-year-old Cassidy enjoys sports and volunteering for a variety of
teams and committees. She believes that it is important to have fun and
enjoy what you are doing while helping others.

Mariam Nazari

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Wishing You Were Here

I

’ll never forget the day someone ran to tell me that you
had gone away. As I got older my pain got stronger;
it made me weak. Every day I didn’t utter a sound.
At night I was sitting in front of the window, waiting for
you to come. I sat in a dark place and cried out loud. In
my neighbourhood and at school, kids would play, but
not me. I was sitting in a corner waiting for you to come.
One day I heard a voice calling my name. I was afraid to
go, my body was shaking but the sound was telling me,
“You don’t have to be afraid. I’m the one who you were
waiting for.” I knew it was you. I started crying because
I was so happy to see you. It was the happiest moment
of my life. Suddenly it just disappeared. I stood there,
extremely surprised. When I knew that you were not
going to stay forever I started begging you. I sat again in
that dark place.
I had no choice; I tried to cut my wrist.
My mom caught me. She didn’t even say a word to
me, but I saw her tears. I didn’t want to see my mom’s
tears, so I put down the knife and went to my room.
I couldn’t fall asleep; my eyes were as red as blood. I
felt depressed that no one understood my feelings. Every
night I looked at the sky and wished to go and stay with
you. Whenever I smiled my friends thought I was ok. I
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pretended to smile to make people think I was happy,
but inside I was dying from pain. I hated everything in my
life; I wanted to die, but I didn’t want to give up either. I
knew I had to make my life better.
A few days later, I was sitting on my bed when my
mom came to me. She told me I’m a kid who has a
lot pain. She told me that hating my life won’t change
anything and trying to cut my wrist won’t make him
come back. She didn’t want me to die; she didn’t want
to lose another family member.
At that moment she finally told me everything I
wanted to know about him. She told me that he died
from a heart attack. He was brave and strong. We were
all proud of him, and what he had done. He helped the
poor. My mom told me that she wants me to be brave
just like my dad was; she told me that if I did a stupid
thing to myself she would be disappointed in me.
For a few hours I kept thinking about what my mom
told me and I decided that she is right. I wanted to be
brave, strong, and helpful just like my dad was. I knew if
I tried to kill myself my dad would be disappointed. He
doesn’t want his kids to give up on their lives. I thought
that mom is correct. Giving up on my life won’t bring my
dad back, so I took the path to live and carry on.
Mariam is a grade seven student who loves reading, singing, and dancing.
She dreams of one day creating and publishing a storybook.

Nikki Negre

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

From The Great Life to
a Better Life

T

he last box was closed and packed into the U-Haul
truck; my mom had just finished packing food for
the fifteen hour drive when I left for my friend’s
house only four houses down the street. We had been
neighbors and best friends for seven years; we had
planned out our grade eight farewell and our graduation.
I made this trip to her house on a daily basis; today I was
there to say goodbye. Words were lost and the replies
were short but it was enough to ensure that we would
keep in contact. After a long embrace it hit me, after

this day I could no longer walk through the door of our
house on Swinford Way and call it my home; everything
was about to change. We were leaving behind ten years
of memories, family and friends that had been with us
through thick and thin. On the third of July my family
moved to Calgary.
The ride from Winnipeg felt longer than ever; we
had made this trip a couple times prior but returned
home a week or two after. This time we were staying for
good. We arrived in Calgary at 1 a.m. After admiring the
finished house and unloading the blankets and pillows
I cried myself to sleep. I was furious at my parents for
making us move two provinces away; I was furious that
my father told us that God gave him a call one night
and told him to move to Calgary. After blaming the
move on my parents I started to call out to God for this
unreasonable event. I can admit that life in Winnipeg was
great; we were well off financially and socially, friends
and family were very supportive and loving but we left it
all behind. When school started I began to rebel towards
my parents. Swear words became part of my everyday
vocabulary, lies leaked out of my mouth to impress my
peers and sin against my parents. I thought that if they
only saw what a horrible person I had become we would
move back, clearly it did not turn out as planned.
It has been three years since the move; for months
I had prayed to accept the fact that we were not going
back. After planting it in my mind I learned to get over it.
I have forgiven my parents, gone to confession and asked
God for forgiveness regarding the wrong things that I
had done. I know that God has an amazing plan for me
and in that time of anger and frustration I was so selfish
and blind to notice. After three years I have made new
friends who accept me for who I am, our family grew as
we took in foster children and our family of friends had
expanded as well. I learned from the move that God has
so much more planned for me, that he had taken me
away from a great life to a better life. We are all part of
God’s big plan and I have come to not only accept it but
to embrace it.
Nikki was born in the Philippines and now resides in Calgary, Alberta. Her
love of literature started in elementary school. In Nikki’s spare time, she
can be found listening to music, dancing, singing, drawing, and watching
movies. She loves the company of her friends and family and would not
be who she is today without them. In the future, Nikki would like to
pursue a career in the arts. She would like to thank her youth group,
family and close friends for their support.
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Coleton Sanheim

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Taking Life For Granted

Live Your Life to the Fullest

P

eople take life for granted these days, and
sometimes it takes a turning point to realize that.
Some are sad, painful and totally not fun, where
as some are just events that change your thinking. Mine
was the first type.
It all started with my friend Michel. He was nice to
me, snuck me chocolate and played with me. I was very
little at the time, and he was at least 3-4 years older
than I. I thought he was a giant! We played video games
together, we played sports together. We had so much
fun together, and then, there was that dreadful day.
I knew he was sick with the H1-N1 flu, but I did not
know exactly how sick he was. As his mother described,
“I went to the basement to do some laundry, and there I
found him, huddled in a corner, lips blue and shivering, I
took him to the hospital.” About a month later, she knew
he would suffer no more. The memorial was the saddest
ever, I did not know if it was the personal connection
to him, or the fact that he was only a kid and he had
not had a chance to live life. But either way, I could not
handle it. After he died, his parents gave me a lot of his
belongings, even though it is still sad every time I look at
any of them.
He died on December 16, 2010 but his memorial was
on December 23. Every Christmas is a reminder to his
family of Michel. I remember him every day. When I go
bed, his face pops up in my mind. We have a picture of
Michel with a poem in our car. It made me change my
way of thinking. I used to pass opportunities to do stuff,
like I passed up a chance to go to Germany, or going on a
ride in Disney World, even though it closed the next day. I
was taking life for granted. Now I do whatever I can, just
to do it so I will not miss the opportunity. And make sure
you do not take life for granted, every chance you get,
do not pass anything up unless you really have to.
Grade seven student Coleton was born in Calgary, Alberta. He loves
spending time on the computer and playing board games. Coleton enjoys
spending time outside playing football and going for his daily run. He loves
reading books and his favorite subject is Science. Coleton participates in
regular wrestling classes and hopes to win a tournament one day.
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Aidan Shackleton

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education
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H

ave you ever experienced developing a connection
with someone and then losing them unexpectedly?
It’s not a fun experience. Just imagine, you’ve
barely started the school year, in your happy, perfect
world and being so young that the biggest tragedy you
can think of is losing the dollar you found. So young,
that you don’t understand that your life can change in
an instant.
I was in the second month of the second grade. I
was excited about new friends, new teachers, and new
experiences. That year, I was the one who always helped
out the teacher, Mrs. Laura Jean Kondro. We became
very close. One day, in the beginning of November, Mrs.
Kondro had a conference in Edmonton. It was important,
so she stayed late after school to clean up, and then she
set out. When she was driving, the road conditions were
icy. Nobody knows why, but I imagine it was so as not to
be late; she pulled into the oncoming lane of traffic to pass
a car. She thought the road was clear, but out of the blue,
a semi-truck came and hit her minivan head on, and they
rolled into a ditch. Mrs. Kondro died instantly, without
pain, and the truck driver recovered in hospital. But Mrs.
Kondro didn’t deserve to die. She was the mother of two
children. After being told about what happened, it took
me a few years to understand the term “death”. After
multiple substitutes, one was chosen to become a full
time teacher. The incident launched the teacher’s, Mrs.
Chopra’s, career, and she still teaches today. It’s just sad
that for her to get a job, which she deserved, being one
of the best teachers I’ve ever had; it cost Mrs. Kondro’s
life. I went to her funeral, and had a seat in the front
of the church, with a view straight at her box of ashes.
I listened to her partner teacher, Mr. Laminan, give his
last respects. He gave a speech about her life. He spoke
about her kindness, intelligence, and overall greatness.
Before long he left the podium, overcome with grief. This
was a horrible experience, because I was very close to
Mrs. Kondro.
Looking back, this experience changed me. I
understand that life can change in an instant. I accepted
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my parents’ divorce, moving twice, and leaving behind
all of my friends to go to a new school. I understand
that things change, but no matter how much you cry or
complain you can’t change the past. That part of your
life is over. For better or for worse, life goes on. When
you come to a turn in the road, don’t look back and wish
you had gone a different way. Just pull up your socks and
keep on walking. My teacher is gone, and though it may
sadden me, I can’t change it, so I just keep on living my
life to the fullest and accept what life throws at me.
Aidan enjoys reading books and acting. He also spends time writing
stories, listening to music and fencing.
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Grade 9 & 10 Calgary Winners
“It is impossible to live without failing at something,
unless you live so cautiously that you might as well
not have lived at all, in which case you have failed
by default.” – J. K. Rowling

Alissah Stubbe

First Place
Calgary Board of Education

Living in the Fast Lane
“The idea is to die young as late as possible”
– Ashley Montagu

I

n an instant, a life can change. My sister, just a
teenager when diagnosed, had her whole world
change with a few words. Then she taught me a few;
grab life by the horns, take the lead and enjoy the dance.
Life is measured by the moments lived to the fullest and
in an instant I changed mine.
Memories flowed, my sister laughed, vibrant green
eyes alight with excitement and a smile, as big and bright
as my own. She grabbed my hand and pulled me onto
the huge carnival ride. Fear twisted my stomach as we
entered the spinning monstrosity. Her eyes met mine
sympathetically. “Don’t worry, as long as I’m here, you’ll
be okay.” I took a step forward and the whole event
changed. The music echoed through our ears like a
symphony and we danced as if we owned the world!
Singing words when words were not needed, foolishly
laughing at each other’s funny accents. Repetitive
explosions of laughter erupted throughout the house.
My eyes drifted as our commercial came on TV. I grinned
at her, “Cha, cha, cha!” She smiled back, “Charmin!”
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We continued to giggle at ourselves. I laid my head
down on the pillow. Suddenly a sky with blue oceans
littered by white cotton shapes invaded my memories. I
licked my chocolate ice cream, feeling the tingle of cold
on my tongue. I glanced at Lynsi who seemed so much
different than her usual spunky self. Her pale face smiled
half heartily at me, her mood a dull but serene image.
She mutely licked her Rolo ice cream as we watched
the shape shifting creatures above and listened to the
happy songs chirping around us. We didn’t talk but still
something had changed. It felt wrong.
Moans of protest from the door hinges opening tore
me from my thoughts. I watched Dr. Suri slowly enter.
The room was quiet and illuminated despair, confined to
shades of crème. The distant beeping of monitors was
our only distraction. Sitting here I scrutinize my sister
and mother, both equally as silent as I. Their faces were
vacant, fear and confusion circled the air, as we all hoped
this was just the flu or some virus. Dr. Suri sat down and
faced Lynsi, her face as monotone as the others. “Lynsi
you have something called autoimmunity to Ferritin.
Iron is vital; it carries oxygen through your veins to your
organs, heart and brain. Your body hates the stuff and
won’t absorb any and will reject what we put in. The
effects cause you to be very drained, easily exhausted and
it’s very painful. Also, you have Hemiplegic Migraines,
which causes fainting and stroke-like symptoms.” She
paused. Complete silence, then she continued. “Your
body can only last so long when it is tested to such high
standards. If we don’t act aggressively, you will die.” All
of us stared at her. Our mother’s face glistened with hot
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tears, Lynsi didn’t move, her expression was still devoid. I
could feel my own salty tears travel down my cheeks and
couldn’t muffle the sobs that escaped. Anger exploded
into questions. Why did this have to be her, my bestfriend, my sister? Out of millions of people in the world,
why her? I wanted to scream, yell, and say something!
But what could I say? Dr. Suri looked at me, then back
to Lynsi. “There is no quick fix but we can try to make
improvements, give you medicine to dull the pain and
begin aggressive intravenous treatment. This is an
option, but keep in mind your body will most likely try to
reject it. But we can try. I’m sorry Lynsi.” This time tears
escaped her lifeless green eyes as they met my own. This
time there were no smiles. No jokes between sisters. No
laughter. This was serious, it was life or death. My sister
might die and they weren’t sure if they could even save
her. It wasn’t fair.
Today is February 1, 2012. Lynsi’s eyes catch mine
and I see those bright green eyes that had once taken a
vacation, flash reassurance and happiness. Her toddler
catches her hand and she picks him up in a hug. I sit
down at the picnic table in the park, letting the sun beat
down on my skin. Jamie sits down beside me and we
smile, watching Lynsi as she creates new laughs. “Are
you okay?” he asks. “As long as she’s here, everything
will be okay!” I see his eyes crinkle, and he says with a
smile, “I love her too. I couldn’t ask for a better wife.”
This event is significant to me because even with the
odds against her, she still did her best. Five years ago, they
told my sister she might not live to be 18, she is now 23. I
love her very much. She’s a strong woman, my sister, but
most of all she is my role model! I hope to get through
life with courage, like my sister. Life is precious and holds
unlimited possibilities. Just because one person doesn’t
have the answer, doesn’t mean Google can’t give you
ten more. She taught me to always try, no matter what!
Live each day, as your last. In an instant, change it.
Alissah was born in Edmonton, Alberta and is the youngest member of
her family. She loves reading and uses everyday experiences as inspiration
for her writing. Alissah is a free spirit and loves adventure. One day she
hopes to have a library in her home. Alissah is currently working on her
own novel series and plans to become a famous author.

Shila Khalafderis

Second Place
Calgary Board of Education

A Piece of My Mind

F

rom the beginning of life, we search for purpose,
reasons to why we are given the privilege to live
for another day. Did you know that everyone’s true
ambition in life will, and always will be, happiness? If
yes, then congratulations, you have unravelled one of
life’s most important secrets. Searching for purpose is
unnecessary because what you truly seek is happiness
and happiness is earned. I spent a year void of purpose
and intentions while I endured a depression disorder.
Understanding that happiness is the key to life was my
miracle.
Every day I gazed at a beautiful sight through my
room’s window. The scene before me resembled a
miniature meadow with clouds that made me believe
Van Gogh painted the sky. It was nature’s little home in
the midst of the city’s chaos. I longed to simply step into
the spirited sanctuary and absorb the contentment the
meadow had to offer, but I could not. The imaginary chains
tightly clasped around my soul defied me hope. Concrete
walls kept me emotionally caged in my own world. I was
incapable of displaying emotions, dispassionate towards
life and my peers. I isolated myself from the real world.
One day the unexpected happened -- a small flame in
my darkened world lit up. I was crouched down against a
wall, as tears threatened to escape from my already blurry
vision. Upon hearing my best friends’ roars of laughter,
realization of how much I’ve missed laughter, the feeling
of joy, dawned on me. An ache in my heart magnified
as I struggled to grasp the truth. I was suffering through
a depressive disorder. From that moment on I vowed to
change.
I gathered strength and inspiration from music,
authors, friends, every tear-jerking memory and generally,
life. My goal was to be happy. However, I did have doubts
of falling back into the same routine and sorrowful days.
I had a right to be doubtful because soon enough life
tested my willpower.
Weeks flew by; each day I discovered new things
that I had been too blind to see. But a particular day
declared the end of my journey. It was a day I woke up
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with a bright smile planted firmly on my face. I felt as if
invincibility was my newly found super power and with it
I could stop the one villain blocking my path to happiness,
myself. Too soon, my excitement ceased when someone
made a snide comment towards me. I wasn’t meant to
hear it and I pretended not to. My classmates continued
on conversing and socializing while I fought a battle
with myself. I didn’t feel free anymore, but I did feel the
comfort, safety and familiarity of depression as it began
to overwhelm my senses. It was alluring, like a sweet
lullaby sung by a mother to her child. It was difficult
not to hide under my hoodie as a sign of surrender.
But I refused to abide with the voice that made me
feel worthless for a year too long. Resignation was not
a choice. I felt ashamed and selfish because instead of
appreciating the gift of living for another day, I spent
my days mourning. It wasn’t right and I made the right
decision when I decided to never take moments in life,
good or bad, from the past or present for granted. With
those encouraging thoughts fresh in my mind, I passed
the test.
By acknowledging my mistakes and stepping away
from my past, I undertook a new chapter in life. The
difficult act, significant to my life, made me who I am
today, an individual whom I am proud to be. I’ve learned
that just wanting something in life is not enough, you
have to meet it halfway. I built my own road and was
finally reunited with happiness. Though depression will
find its way back, never accept nor believe that you
deserve unhappiness because nothing is ever permanent
in life. My journeys led me to discover that happiness is a
powerful weapon in life; it can cure and save.
Shila is a dedicated daughter, friend and student. She seeks happiness in
all that she does. Based on her personal history, she dreams of pursuing a
world class career in psychiatry. She enjoys escaping from reality through
music and books. Her interest in music inspires her to become a talented
guitarist.

Joy Pan

Third Place
Calgary Catholic School District

The Spirit of Giving

A

ll my life I have been told to give. I did not understand
what made giving so important considering the
fact that most of whom my five-year-old self

78

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012

saw and knew seemed incapable of gaining their own
assets themselves. Curious, I decided to ask my father.
“See child,” he said to me, “the Bible says that when
you give, it will be given to you.” Then he went on to a
further explanation of how generosity plays a significant
role in being happy. Although for the most part of my
life, I barely took the last part of our conversation into
consideration- pushing it to the back of my mind with
most information I deemed useless.
After that day a little mantra formed in my head,
give and it will be given to you. The thought of being
able to give just to have it returned… How amazing
was that? Meager amounts of my possessions I gave
away in hopes to be able to receive them again one
day. So called benevolence turned into a selfless act of
naïveté, for the only reason I would give was because
I wanted to possess those fortunes sometime again in
the future. Although my parents disciplined and brought
me up to be a selfless person, I was imbued with the
greed presented through past misunderstandings. Still, I
gave during regular church tithes, school fundraisers and
mandatory donations. The thing is though, the amount
of money I gave was substantially small, and I gave with
a heavy heart. I found it completely pointless to give. I
mean, all I was able to give was a dollar, and those surely
would not have helped much.
Then, many years later, the metaphorical boat hit rock
bottom. Finances were declining and my parents were
struggling everyday, working extra hours and pushing
themselves to the brink of exhaustion. Happiness was
a rarity during those times. Every conversation exploded
into harsh, stressful arguments. The little things in life
stopped being joys but turned out to be frustrations
instead.
Prayer was a way for the family as a whole to escape
from the misery that haunted us. Every night, we would
pray for something, anything, to provide us aid and
comfort. My parents applied for foster kids, and we
were given legal guardianship of two boys at the age
of 8 and 9, both of whom did not know how to read,
write or calculate. As new family, we felt obligated to
teach them before school started. With my parents and
my older sister busy at work my brother and I brought it
upon ourselves to educate them. We spent days upon
days teaching them the basics from the alphabet, to
phonics, to grammar and to simple mathematics. I, as a
normal human being, do not have the greatest tolerance
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for waiting, so waiting everyday for these kids to at least
come close to their grade level was onerous; there were
moments when I felt like giving up, like quitting, but I felt
deep in my heart that I was not obligated to teach them
-- I desired to.
September came and school was back in session.
Feedback from their teachers was positive, saying that
although they have not quite reached their grade level,
they were pretty skilled in their reading and writing
abilities. Pride swelled in me, and this feeling that I hadn’t
felt in a while - geniality. Then it hit me, the last part of
my father’s monologue on giving. Always have I thought
that to be generous, you must give materialistic things,
with a hint of love and a dash of kindness. However, I was
mistaken. To give does not only mean to hand people a
percentage of my fortunes, it means to devote my time
and effort with benevolence.
Most people give with a tight-fisted hand. A man
named Dave Ramsey said that people gain more not
by giving with a closed hand, but with an open one.
Although things have the potential of disappearing
without control in an open hand, there would also be
moments when great things can spontaneously fall into
those whose hands are open, too. A new mantra was
born.
Joy is a grade ten student who loves to read books, listen to music and
play sports.

Carly Zou

Fourth Place
Calgary Catholic School District

Change Me Please

A

t first sight, I was just like any other child born on
the face of this Earth. I could read properly, speak
properly, and I had no problem socializing with
others. I had similar, if not, the same emotions every other
person had. I had no strange diseases or disabilities. I
could make plenty of friends if I tried. But something was
holding me back, and it was that I was born an Asian.
Back when I was younger, in elementary and junior
high days, I had few close friends. The reason was
obvious. I could not fit in with the other popular people
because I was “different” from them. How exactly was

I different? I was born a different ethnicity from others.
I am a Chinese-Canadian, and to my peers, they found
it strange. I was the only student in my school who was
Chinese, aside from my brother. I always thought it
would be fine if I simply ignored the malicious comments
made behind my back, but I was wrong. The year my
brother left, the bullying escalated. I was deserted from
those who I thought were my closest friends. I was called
a freak and all sorts of unbearable names. These sorts of
comments made me rethink, “why was I born this way?”
After a while, I began a break down and started to
complain to my parents asking them why I had to be
born Chinese. I began to wish that I was born into an
ethnicity that was more common, more “accepted”.
The only thing I was really looking for was a place to
belong. I began trying to impress others by some sort of
talent, but instead I always got a cold shoulder in return.
Devastated, I had no clue as what to do. I had little talent,
I was terrible at sports, I was not pretty like everyone else,
and the only thing I did have was exceptional grades.
At first I thought my good grades would help me gain
friends, but that plan also backfired. Instead I was used
as a “shortcut” to get homework done. Miserable, I was
afraid that I would have to live my life like this forever.
Terrified that it would happen, I tried to take the initiative
in grade 9.
I decided to give up trying to befriend the popular
group of people, because no matter how hard I tried,
they would not have acknowledged me anyway. Instead,
I tried to befriend some of the quieter ones, the less
popular, but the ones who looked like I could trust them.
I am glad I made that decision. I made trustworthy friends
who disregarded the things on the outside, but made
sure to treasure the things on the inside. I finally gave up
the idea of yearning for a different ethnicity. I was finally
proud of who I was and I would stand up for who I was.
I did not care about who did not like me anymore. After
all, it was their loss. My last few months of junior high
was great, I made wonderful friends, learned to love who
I was, and no longer tried to impress anybody whom I did
not need to impress. Years of junior high were iffy and
now the time for high school had begun.
High school has been great so far. I am doing awfully
well, socially and emotionally. I have come to learn that
nobody judges you from the outside, and if they do,
it simply means they are not confident enough about
themselves. I learned from my mistakes and I hope others
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learn from theirs, too. Trying to impress the unimpressed
is like digging yourself into a deeper hole. If you have no
way of getting out of your hole, then do not dig it in the
first place. I have been living my life perfectly and I am
glad I initiated the changes. Although I lost some of my
good friends, I gained many great friends. These mistakes
and hardships have helped teach that I am loved, I am
wanted and I am beautiful. My hardships had made me
realize that it is the little things in life that should matter
the most. Instead of always focusing on the big picture,
people like me should focus on the little pictures in their
lives, and then they will realize that a whole new world
has opened up to them. I no longer have the urge to ask
my parents to change me because I am great the way I
am, and I plan on staying that way.
Carly is a great ten student. She enjoys a quiet, cozy area where she can
curl up with an interesting, adventurous novel.

Keanna Dubé

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

Blessed

W

hen someone dies, a piece of you dies with them.
You never know what this feels like until you
experience it for yourself. One phone call and
suddenly my whole world collapsed in front of me. One
minute he’s a happy, soon to be father, living the perfect
life, then the next minute he’s gone. Gone, without any
explanation. Just …gone.
Terror hides behind my brother’s whispers as he
shakes me out of my groggy state. Pulling me to my
feet, I reflect on what could be inclining him to do this.
Sitting at the top of the stairs, hesitant to go down, I
hear the screams coming from my mother. “How could
this happen?! How can he be dead?!” she managed
between sobs. Descending slowly down the stairs, I hold
my brother’s tiny hand in mine. I absorb the situation;
something terrible has happened. Turning the corner, I
see my mother, hunched over with the phone pressed
against her ear, tears stream down her face. I glide
silently to the couch and sit down trying to keep my
composure for the sake of my brother, still unsure of
what is happening. Not wanting to ask, I try to pick out
parts of the conversation to get an idea of what could
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be the cause of my mother’s grief. After a few minutes
I came to the conclusion that Michael, my cousin, had
gone missing after his boat capsized that night and it
was not likely that he was still alive. A series of chills ran
down my spine, paralyzing me. I wanted to cry, I wanted
to scream, but I couldn’t.
My mother was not the strong, happy woman I once
knew her to be. It was as if her spirit had been carried
away and only her lifeless body was left. The only thing
she was capable of doing was sitting motionless on
the couch, leaving me to be the support of my family.
Every day was a struggle. We were now desperate. Our
hearts, filled with questions, begged and reached for
any possible answer. Now search teams were sent out to
scrutinize every last inch of the rushing river in which he
vanished. They searched from dusk till dawn and came
up with empty hands and heavy hearts at the end of
each day. The next 19 days seemed to stream together in
a swirl of emotions. Stories were spread about Michael’s
many selfless acts. Reflecting on his past made us miss
him that much more. We wanted to believe that he was
still alive somewhere, but we all knew that he wasn’t.
Losing hope … losing the will to go on; 5:38 Saturday
morning we got the call.
All our questions were answered but not the way we
were hoping. Michael’s body was found by his father and
brother just one hour before, floating down the river. I
should’ve been glad that now we could stop wondering,
but I wasn’t. The terrible sight of his decayed body and
the horror on my uncle’s face as he pulled him out of the
icy water recapitulated in my mind over and over again.
The funeral was scheduled for later that week. A dark
shadow seemed to spread across the spirits of everyone
attending. We all tried to cover up our sorrows behind
small talk but our sadness could not be contained. Sitting
silently in my chair for the ceremony, I observed strangers
walking up to his casket, whispering their last words to
him before he was gone for good. Roses were placed on
his coffin by sobbing people. Everything became blurry
as I couldn’t contain my tears any longer. The realization
of what had happened hit me. Memories are now all we
have left of him.
The hot sun beamed down on weeping people as we
all stood feeble while the chestnut coffin containing the
lifeless body of the confident, blessed man we all knew
and loved, was lowered into the ground. I felt small, like
a child. Looking up towards the people surrounding me I
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realized one thing and it hit me all at once; I recognized
the true value of family. We were all there supporting
each other in this hopeless time. I will continue to have
days that are too hard for me to overcome by myself but
my family will always be there to help me.
R.I.P Michael Potvin
1984 - 2010
Fourteen-year-old Keanna has a passion for the arts. She has been actively
involved in acting and dance for over a decade. Keanna has studied ballet,
jazz, pointe and lyrical. She hopes to pursue a career as a doctor. Keanna
thoroughly enjoys travelling and has visited many places including France,
Italy and the United States of America.

Benjamin Gagnon

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

A Dozen Roses

A

s I walk in all eyes are focused on me; their eyes
begin to burn a hole through me. There, in this
room, are hundreds of people whom I don’t know.
All they can do is stare. I can see my seat. This cold
wooden bench is my place of security. Directly across are
two teachers who have not taught me yet, but they know
me. One is a former home room teacher of my brother
whom I would talk with every day; the other is the “crazy
for Paris and all things French” teacher. They both give a
smile of comfort, a welcoming for the events that took
place three days ago. In front of me is a wooden box; a
six foot by two foot box which holds my mother.
The casket, closed due to the unknown circumstances
of her premature passing, dressed with roses and lilies sits
on a chestnut table. To the right is a picture of her, a work
photo, of her smile, her happy way of life, a presentation
of her positive outlook that caused everyone to be
brought together. The ceremony progresses, the room
is quiet; there is only the sound of people shuffling in
their seats. The slide show begins with the sound of her
favorite musicians -- Bryan Adams and Michael Buble.
The ceremony ends with a quiet prayer and moment of
silence. The cherry wood casket is carried out; the corner
has roses cut into the delicate wood. The procession
proceeds outside, where my brother, father and my
godfather enter my mother’s car. The matte silver finish

on the SUV and the Chevy golden cross seem to shine in
the July sun.
It was a quiet drive; there was the muffled sound
of crying. The city was empty. We were the second car
behind the hearse. The black color of the cars’ paint
seemed new, while the cloth roof seemed old and faded.
The smooth lines of the Cadillac continued to fade into
the turn light which now began to blink as we took a
sharp right turn to get on to the smooth winding road
that snaked through the cemetery like a river in a rain
forest. We went past the first section of the cemetery
where there were the graves of those who served
Canada in The First World War. We went past a sign for
unborn children and then came to row W. I feel that the
W stands for worldly or wonderful.
The procession arrives at a hole dug into the ground
in a nearly empty section of the cemetery; in the distance
is downtown. This is where she would have wanted to
be, at a place with a view. The city was shining in pride
for the life of one of its best. There were lightly scattered
clouds while the sun beamed on to the green grass. The
towers of Calgary and the gleaming sun made this a
heaven on earth. There were six men carrying her casket.
The lightly colored casket was placed on a set of rails that
lowered my mother to her final resting place. There the
final blessing was said. I placed a dozen roses on the top
of the casket. The red petals were the last remembrance
of my mother I have.
The Chevy made it back to the funeral home where
the post burial remembrance ceremony was held. There
were various foods and pastries that were offered to eat,
but who could eat at a time like this. On display were
mementos of my mother’s life: her pink wedding gown,
various toys from her childhood, and a pair of specifically
chosen fire engine red shoes, all showcasing the beauty
of my mother’s life. I sat at a round table surrounded by
everyone who was directly connected with my mom; my
family, her co-workers, cousins, friends, and others who
could celebrate the life of my mother.
My mother felt that life was the greatest gift there is;
she exemplified this quality through our many vacations
and family trips. She wanted her children to cherish this
world and see that everything is beautiful. As I sat at the
round table these were the thoughts that went through
my head. It was the discussion that we all had. I finally
managed to find a place to escape the numerous hugs
and cheek pinches. I continued to think. I tried to think
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of one bad thing she did, a reason she would have to
leave this world. The only one I could come up with was
that God needed more angels.
Now, almost four years later I still wish she was here
to comfort my sadness, to help with my problems and
to be there for me. In my heart she is still here with me
every moment. Through her passing I have begun to
look at life in a different way; when I am gone who do
I want to be known as? Do I want people to be happy
for my life or my passing? I came to a conclusion; you
can live life only to impress yourself. Why spend time to
appease others when the only opinion that matters is
yours? When I leave I want to feel that I have made the
world a better place. I want to live my life selflessly, live
to serve and be proud of who I am, and most importantly
live how my mother shapes me even when she is gone.
Grade nine student Benjamin lives in Calgary, Alberta with his dad, brother
and pet dog, Chinook. Some of his hobbies include skiing, caring for his
fish and building model aircraft. At school Benjamin plays the baritone
saxophone and excels in both Math and Science.

José Rondon

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

To Answer an Artist’s Question

W

hat does it take to be a writer? This stand alone
question has managed to mystify even the
greatest thinkers, because of the diversity of
possible answers. It is true that creativity is at the forefront
of the spoken word artist’s mind. We are fastidious in our
ways and are seldom pleased with faults & flaws. Yet
there are many other attributes necessary to achieve a
sense of faultlessness, so that the writer can be pleased
with his work. I was once plagued by not realizing
what other aspects a writer, and any artist, must have
developed in life. These features are needed to reach
that sense of perfection, a sense of accomplishment. I
did not rely on creativity to find out what these mystery
qualities are, but rather, a different approach to common
problems that are presented to the modern athlete.
There are some things in life that you have to learn
how to earn through hard work. Tangible and intangible
things like trust, respect, money, or to be skilful at a sport,
are all earned through hard work. As a young swimmer,
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I never could fully take in how much competition there
really was in this sport, how much more there was to
it. By that I mean how much further the swimming
world extended from the simplicity of provincial
championships. The national realm is reserved only for
those who understand what is needed to get there. Now
I’m getting a little ahead of myself, but to reach national
championships had been my goal for quite some time.
To get there you need a specific time standard. Think of
these times as the different level try outs for any sports
team. The higher the team is competitively in a league
and the more prestigious the team’s reputation is, the
harder the try out. The same principle underlines these
standards. More effort must be put in to make those
faster times, and in turn, compete at a higher level.
These times are all part of an intricate obstacle course
that leads to the ultimate goal for most swimmers, the
Olympics, or at least the Olympic trials.
Such a challenge requires small steps, to reach a
target that’s fit for only the best of the best. I learned
early on that this was the only way to keep succeeding
in swimming, even if such a task was not taken on.
Swimming is such a continuously evolving sport that to
stay on top of everything that could and would happen,
you needed certain skills. You’re always learning in this
sport, as you are always traversing through the obstacle
course of time standards.
I missed my time by over a second. Yes it was okay,
I still had 6 weeks of training to make up for that
second at my last chance before the national age group
championship, but I felt like it was impossible. Inside I
knew I could do it. It was within arm’s reach, but at the
same time it felt like that last push to reach the time I
needed was going to be a useless endeavour, for I had
tried countless times. It just started to rain in my obstacle
course, and the wall I was climbing became a 90 degree
barrier from I which I fell and could not get back up.
After that race, as much as I wanted to believe in myself,
I couldn’t. I just could not stop thinking about that race.
What could I have done better? A faster dive, a higher
stroke rate, tighter streamline, all things that I thought I
could have done better. My coach told me otherwise,
but I was blinded by my own greed. I wanted that time.
I wanted to go to nationals in Montréal, and get to the
next level that year! I didn’t think at all about what I had
to do mentally or physically to get there. I just wanted to
get there by any means! Of course my coaches noticed.
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They knew that my objective was within reach, and
they also noticed that I was slowly eating my life away
by focusing solely on this task. I think the reason I did
this was to try to comfort myself. I was not confident in
my abilities. Through the entire ride home, all I thought
about was that simple race. That same week, I started
my hard training again.
As I said, I was blinded by my own greed. My
swimming career could be jeopardized by this one
complication. I had hopeful plans that just came crashing
down like a plane that fell into the ocean at night. And,
as If I was one of the few survivors, I just swam away.
I just swam. I never thought about how to get there,
I just swam thoughtlessly and without purpose. After
about a week, the head coach of the club came to talk
to me. He knew about the target that I was going for,
and how I was trying to achieve it the wrong way. Mike
was his name, and he helped me in a way no other coach
could, at the time. We started talking, about that specific
incident, and every answer he gave to my questions was
like an epiphany. He helped me see. I finally saw that it
didn’t really matter if I made it or not. He specifically told
me this, “This time, is not a challenge, it’s a commitment.
You have to know that you can do, you have to believe
that it’s completely possible. You have the chance to do
something great, so just do it! No one said it would be
easy. You have to promise me that you will commit to
this and you will make it!”
I promised. I took it upon myself to finally believe
in myself, to persevere and be proficient, with selfconfidence. I was going to make that change and take
that chance. I stopped saying might, and started to say
I can. Everything changed from that point on in my
swimming, and frankly, my life. Mike came in at a fragile
time in my life, but was there to help me at just the right
moment. I started to swim with something in mind, back
to the mentality that I will get better, no matter what the
times say.
I finished my season with the time, and a plane ticket
to Montréal for National Championships. The sun came
up in my obstacle course and I managed to climb that
barrier safely and efficiently. Most importantly, I made
it. I just simply changed how I thought about what laid
ahead. Who could have known that one’s mentality
was such a powerful influence of the physical aspect of
sports? It really made me think, during that month off
from swimming. If I could go from just a provincial level

swimmer to Nationals in less than half a year, what if
I applied this self-confidence and perseverance to the
other things that I love to do in life?
To be a writer you must understand that not all your
work will be successful, and you need to understand
that you cannot give up even if you’re going through a
rough patch. Inspiration and that masterpiece will come
soon enough, just never lose faith in yourself. I still enjoy
writing and swimming now, but had I not learned those
important merits, I probably wouldn’t be enjoying them,
or continuing to do them. Thanks to what I learned after
my failures, I now have grown to love my talents in a
different way. Creativity is not the only answer for this
aspirant’s young mind.
José, a grade nine student, was born in Venezuela and now lives in
Calgary, Alberta. He enjoys many forms of writing, especially poetry. José
was introduced to sports at an early age. Competitive swimming, playing
music and dance are a few of his favourite activities.

Caroline Soares

Honourable Mention
Calgary Catholic School District

When a Loss Is a Gain

O

n my ninth birthday, my father smiled and laughed.
He picked up my sister and spun her around. I was
a bit too heavy, but the morning was still bright
enough.
Gilbert Soares might not have looked like a father
from the outside. He would always wear business clothes
and smelled like mouthwash and cologne when I kissed
his cheek before he went to work. But even though he
worked two jobs and did so much, he was always there
for me.
On that Saturday morning, he and I mowed the lawn,
while my sister and mother went shopping. Secretly I
hopped that she would bring home a keyboard; I always
wanted to learn to play the piano. Though I would be
fine if she didn’t; I was taught not to want things, and I
would be rewarded in time.
When we were done the job, he told me to put the
lawn mower away. He showed me the proper way to
push it through the grass, by tipping the front up. Then
he demonstrated pulling the grass from the cracks in the
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sidewalk. At that moment, I felt like I had an important
job to do. Though, I had no idea that would be the last
thing that he taught me.
When he collapsed on the grass, that small feeling
of being strong and responsible was absorbed into the
sunlight. I was lost and confused, and I didn’t know the
weight of someone’s life was in my hands.
Desperately, I shook him, cried, and yelled in his ears.
He lay in a peaceful position, snoring, but his eyes were
open and white. I watched in horror as his face started
turning purple. Running inside, I called 911, my fingers
shaking over the buttons.

one parent. I was forced to grow up and do everything
for myself.
It took me too long to realize that life is like that.
Of course, it isn’t fair, but in all the terrible things that
happen, there are new chances to find your place. My
father did his part for the world, by raising me and
showing me the right path. Now it is my turn.
Grade nine student Caroline lives in Calgary, Alberta with her mother
and sister. In addition to writing, she enjoys reading, laughing and eating
chocolate. Sometimes Caroline enjoys doing all these activities at the
same time.

Charlotte Woo

The rest was a blur. They took him away and my
neighbours came in their pyjamas to see what was
happening. I was wrapped in a blanket because I was
shivering, though I was not cold.
It seemed as though I had aged so much, but I was
only 9. Everything was dumped on me, like someone had
poured ice water on my head.
He had a massive heart attack and died that day, and
for the rest of my life I would not have a father. But my
life had to go on, because if it didn’t, the world would
leave me behind. But it was not easy.
No one could reach me in my void of grey nothingness.
Completely emotionless, I neither smiled nor frowned
for a long time. I could never remember what I dreamed
about at night. I would wake up and go to school and
come back and go to sleep again, slowly forgetting what
it was like to feel something.
Fourth grade was my worst, even though my report
cards were all A’s the years before. I didn’t do any of
my homework, so at recess I would sit alone inside and
stare at the walls. There were four of them, and they had
enough bright pictures to entertain me. But it seemed
like I never saw the same colours that everyone else saw.
I had let my dad go when I saw his body in the
hospital. The only problem was that it was he who taught
me everything I needed to know. Without his guidance,
I was lost and alone. I had so many hopes and dreams,
but I couldn’t find them after that day. Why should I go
look for them, all by myself in the cold? I asked myself
that question for a year, and the answer was always, you
have no reason to.
But things only kept piling up. I had three times as
many responsibilities, because I was older, and I had only
84
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Calgary Catholic School District

Forgive But Never Forget

L

ollipops, sugar clouds, pink dresses and fragrant
flowers were all that filled my grade seven mind.
No visions of hate or evil. No distrust or betrayal.
Every one of my friends was friendly but below the
surface I could sense a streak of hatred and jealousy
in each of them. Still, for reasons foreign to me, I gave
them my trust. My life revolved around what my peers
thought of me. I was never able to comprehend why I
cared so dearly about their opinions and thirsted for their
approval. I wanted to be wanted so much that I would do
nearly anything. Despite this I still got very good grades
in school but this was often overlooked, until the day of
the awards.
I will never forget that glorious moment I was
first called up for my very first medal, the grade seven
LA award. I was extremely pleased with myself for
receiving even one medal but the LA award wasn’t my
only achievement. I went on to be given the honour of
receiving grade seven athlete of the year, science student
of the year, honours with distinction and highest average
of the year. Together my sister and I were awarded eleven
medals. Her peers expected her to do this well but mine
were quite astonished.
The next day, was when everything changed. As I
arrived at school, a boy greeted me and inquired as to
whether I was shining my medals. I ignored this comment
but many other sly comments were forced into my ears.
Soon, one of my “friends” showed me what was being
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muttered about me over Facebook. I don’t have Facebook
so they could easily speak freely about me. I wish I never
read all thirty of those loathsome comments. At that
moment I looked at myself and I realized that I didn’t
know who I was. I had sculpted myself to be “perfect”
but I was far from reaching that.
Word of the comments reached my sister, who
immediately reported the incident to our principal. The
girls who wrote them were all called in to the office and
were given the punishment of owing me an apology. One
apology I received I will always remember. She started off
by saying how much she hated my friends, and me but
she apologized regardless of that. She moved out of our
city a week later. I have never looked back.
Others that posted were my close “friends.” Some
even said that I was dead to them. I’ve known some of
those people since grade one. With every word said from
my peers I sunk lower and lower until I truly believed that
I was worthless.
For the following months I abhorred everything about
myself. I started to look around at my life and realized
that I had pushed all of my real friends away. Still, those
friends I pushed away came back for me when I needed
them. I had forgotten how to interact with real friends
who had no expectations of me. I had forgotten how to
be me.
I still hadn’t fully recovered from my own personal
disappointment until I was in mid grade eight. In grade
eight, something in me snapped. Something dramatically
changed. Suddenly, I didn’t care about what others
thought of me. I finally believed in self-value. Being me
was finally all right.
I have no regrets now because all those words made
me who I am today. I am not as naïve and trusting as I
used to be. I still get the occasional comment mocking
me for my intelligence but it doesn’t bother me anymore.
To me the only person whose opinion truly matters is
my own. Perfection cannot be achieved and I know this
now. So I am just the best I can be. To this day there
are only four friends I completely trust and have faith
in. I forgive every single person who had ever uttered a
comment towards me, but I will never forget.
Fourteen-year-old Charlotte enjoys classic literature by her namesake
Charlotte Bronte and Jane Austen. Her hobbies include dancing, travelling
and spending time with her sister Isabel. Charlotte hopes to continue
writing well into the future.
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Grade 11 & 12 Calgary Winners
“It is our choices... that show what we truly are, far
more than our abilities.” – J. K. Rowling

Monika Rose

First Place
Calgary Board of Education

Clean

I

am an addict – a recovering addict, but an addict
nonetheless. When I was younger I thought I was
“it”, “the boss”, and I could do whatever I wanted
with no repercussions. I was like a bird, flying high. I was
addicted to cutting. I would slash my wrist open multiple
times a day, watching the blood drip down my arm and
pool on the cold tile floor. The deeper the better. Any little
situation would be a trigger. A fight with my mom about
doing the dishes would turn into a hurricane of hate.
I would give attitude and talk back which would then
escalate my mom. It would just go back and forth for
what felt like forever. I would run into my room and grab
one of the sharpest blades I could find. In the bathroom I
would sit on the toilet, hold the blade to my wrist, apply
pressure, take a deep breath in and just let it all out.
Watching the blood pool the drip was like watching the
tears that I wasn’t crying. After a bit I started cutting for
the sheer purpose of cutting.
Soon, cutting wasn’t good enough. I started doing
drugs. Smoking marijuana was great. I would get light
headed and the smoke running down my throat was
calming. I was relaxed. Pot became recreational; it was
something I enjoyed doing. I needed something harder.
I tried ecstasy, MDMA, LSD (acid), speed, ketamine, and
mushrooms. I was chasing the high. I always needed
something stronger. I would mix two together just to get
86
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a great effect. I was invincible. Nothing could hurt me.
Cutting while high was entertainment to me. I found
it comical. I couldn’t get enough of drugs or cutting.
My family and friends were getting worried about my
cutting, but I wasn’t. I liked it. It was a stress reliever and
I found it beautiful.
About a year after I started cutting and doing drugs,
I found a new love; cocaine. Oh, was it ever wonderful!
It made me fly so high. I just couldn’t get enough. The
high didn’t last long so you would have to keep picking
yourself up every hour or so. Cocaine was more important
to me than my family or school. All that mattered was my
drug dealer. He was the greatest; whenever I was in need
of a fix he’d hook me up because he knew I would come
back.
Until I met Adam. Now I was hiding my cocaine
addiction. I didn’t want him to find out; I didn’t want him
to judge. One night I slit my wrist so badly, it wouldn’t
stop bleeding. I didn’t know what to do. I had to call
Adam; there was no one else I could ask for help. Adam
took me to the hospital that night. I had cut too deeply
and punctured an artery. I needed twenty-seven stitches.
I was devastated and Adam was terrified. I didn’t know
how to react about the incident, I was more nervous
about Adam’s reaction. I was truly touched with his
commitment to staying by my side no matter what. He
held my hand through the whole procedure. He looked
me dead in the eyes and said, “I love you, no matter
what. We can get through this together. I will be by your
side.” That scared me enough to stop cutting. There’s
one addiction that today I’m happy I stopped.
But the cocaine was much more difficult to give up.
I continued using for about a year. Well, a year before
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Adam found out. He was disappointed, furious; he hated
me. But his love for me was strong and he believed I
would change. Adam’s goal was to get me sober. And he
did. It took Adam about six months before he succeeded.
Those six months were the longest six months of my life.
On top of trying to quit there was so much else going
on. I moved to a new house, dropped out of school and
couldn’t decide if cocaine was more important than my
relationship with Adam.
Adam was my hero, my saviour, and his love for me
was unique. No matter how many times I fell face down
looking at the perfectly cut lines, he would always be
there to pick me back up. My addiction almost ended
our relationship, but what pulled me to get clean was
the fact that Adam wanted me to get healthy. Ever since
I became clean, in November of 2010, my life has been
clearer. I feel better about myself knowing that I don’t
need drugs to keep me happy. I’ve got Adam and my
beautiful baby boy. They are all I need. I’m so grateful
to have Adam in my life. If it wasn’t for him I wouldn’t
have my baby, Mauricio. I wouldn’t be happy, and to be
honest, I wouldn’t be alive.
Originally from Ontario, Monika has lived in Calgary for the last five years.
She is currently completing high school and looks forward to registering
for the Pastry Arts Diploma program. Monika enjoys spending time with
her boyfriend and their handsome five-month-old son, Mauricio.

Emily Ryan

Second Place
Calgary Board of Education

She Saved Me

M

y days were spent doing things unimaginable
for most fifteen year olds. Drugs and alcohol
were the only things being put into my body.
I wasn’t eating or sleeping. I would come home at all
hours of the night, just to sleep. When I woke up, I’d
get ready and leave to go party again. I had lost a lot of
weight from not eating and the drug intake. I weighed
ninety three pounds. Just by looking at me you could
tell I wasn’t healthy. I was almost scared to look in the
mirror, because every time I did, I wasn’t seeing myself. I
was seeing a girl who disgusted me. All I could see was
skin and bones. The dark bags under my eyes looked
as though I had drawn them with black eyeliner. My

face was white and droopy. I was sick. The only people
who were truly concerned about my well-being were my
parents. However, anything they said went in one ear
and out the other. By the time I realized what they were
preaching was true, it was too late. When I wasn’t under
the influence of narcotics, I was angry. I reminded myself
of a powerful tsunami, not caring who it hurts or what
it destroys, wiping out everything in its path. I was even
scared of myself, and worried about the things I would
do to others when I got angry.
In the beginning of August 2010, I developed what I
thought was just a stomach flu. That stomach flu never
went away. My friends would make jokes about how I
was pregnant. I was in denial; I kept thinking to myself
that I couldn’t be pregnant. On September twenty third,
as a joke, I agreed to take a pregnancy test. I stood in
Shopper’s Drug Mart with a pink box labeled, “First
Response”, in my hand. I was anxious; thoughts were
rushing through my head. I realized that this was about
to become real. I needed to get out of this store. I paid
for the test and ran out of the store as fast as I could.
When I returned to my friend’s car that was waiting for
me, everyone was talking. I didn’t speak, not one word.
The next thing I knew, there I was, standing in front
of the mirror, and I was staring at my stomach, tears
rolling off my face like a waterfall. When I looked down,
there it was, two bold pink lines right in front of my eyes.
It wasn’t a joke anymore; I looked down at my stomach,
gathered myself together, and exited the bathroom slowly.
I could feel everyone staring at me. I took a deep breath,
cleared my throat, and announced, “I’m pregnant”. My
head was pounding, my face red from crying, I waited
for a response. No one said anything. Not a single word.
I finally broke the silence, “I want to go home”. The ride
home was awkward, everyone was silent. When the car
pulled up outside of my house, I rushed inside into my
bed, pulled the covers over my head and just let it all out.
I’ve never cried so hard in my whole life. My body shook
from the sobbing. I couldn’t sleep. I lay in my dark room,
crying, for the whole night.
Finally, at nine in the morning, I picked up the phone
and began to dial the number to my mother’s work. My
hands were shaking uncontrollably as I tried to hold in my
tears. I remember hearing my mom’s voice say, “Hello”.
Right away I said, “Mom, I have to tell you something.
You have to promise not to be mad.” I started to cry
again. I told her how I took a test, and I was pregnant.
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She told me that we would go to the doctor’s when she
got home. My mom got off work early. She wasn’t angry
with me, but I could feel the disappointment. We went
to the doctor’s office and our family doctor instructed me
to take another pregnancy test. My mom and I waited
in the room for the doctor’s results. It seemed as though
we were waiting for hours, but in reality, it was about
five minutes. The doctor opened up the door, walked
in slowly and nodded her head. She began writing up
a request form for an ultrasound, and then she started
talking to me about abortions. She even gave me a
number for an abortion clinic. I knew I couldn’t take care
of a baby. I was fifteen, I couldn’t even keep myself under
control, and how would I raise a baby?
I went for an ultrasound right after we left the
doctor’s office. As the technician rolled a small curved
instrument around my abdomen, she told me that I was
eight weeks pregnant. She looked at me and asked,
“Do you want to see”? I took a few deep breaths and
replied, “Okay”. There was a little peanut shaped figure
that was the baby. Inside, was a small flickering light. The
technician told me that was the baby’s heartbeat. I felt
like my heart stopped. Something so little has a heart? I
knew at that moment I was going to keep my baby. Just
seeing her little heartbeat made me fall in love.
I immediately stopped talking to my friends who
were bad influences. I quit smoking, quit drinking, and
quit everything. The first time seeing my grandma after
announcing the news, she said to me, “God works in
strange ways”. Now I understand what she meant. God
saved me from the horrible path I was on by giving me a
baby girl. If I hadn’t got pregnant, I’d probably be dead
from all of the alcohol and drugs I was putting into my
body. My daughter, Aliyah, turned my life around; she
saved me.
Emily was born in Newfoundland but raised in Calgary, Alberta. She is a
proud and loving mother to her one-year-old daughter, Aliyah. She hopes
to pursue a career as a flight attendant after graduation.

Lia Hellevang

Third Place
Calgary Board of Education

Little Gestures

W

hen I first set eyes on him, I melted inside.
I thought he was so cute, that he was so sweet;
he really looked like an angel. When I finally
built up the courage to start talking to him, I asked him
what his name was and he replied with, “Kyle”, in a
voice that sounded like harps playing. I thought he was
perfect, that everything about him was perfect. Everyone
envied our relationship. He would always show up after
school to surprise me, he would always grab my hand or
wrap his arms around my waist. He showered me with
compliments and made me feel like a princess. Most of
all he made me feel wanted. Then something changed;
he got mean, very mean. I would hear from random girls,
“You’re so clueless you know he is cheating on you.”
Every time I would shrug it off; I thought he would never
do that to me. I was so convinced he truly cared about
me, but then his attitude towards me started to change.
He stopped with the romance and switched to yelling
and constantly getting mad. Then one day it happened. I
felt his palm come into contact with my face so hard, my
eyes welled up with tears. I acted like nothing happened
and thought that maybe I did deserve to get hit like that.
Maybe what I did, what I said, was wrong. I kept acting
like our relationship was perfect but in reality it was a
complete disaster. I couldn’t leave though, because
after every time he would apologize and his apologies
were worded in just the right way. Oh, how he could
manipulate me with his words. I still remember his telling
me he never meant to do that, he just got frustrated
and it happened. He would tell me that I was his whole
world, and that I was his little angel. Kyle’s every word
sounded so believable, so real that I would stay. I thought
I could change him; I thought we could work on things
together. I still remember my mom telling me that Kyle
wasn’t right for me; if only she knew how right she was.
He wasn’t the angel I believed him to be. He was a devil
in disguise.
Even though I hid it from my friends, they all knew
he wasn’t who he appeared to be. That was around the
time I started talking to Cody. Cody would tell me how
amazing I was and compliment me all the time, just like
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Kyle used to in the beginning. After three years of an on
and off horrible relationship with Kyle, was I really going
to leave for good? I remember thinking to myself, “Am
I strong enough to leave? Do I really deserve better than
Kyle?” I knew there had to be something strong enough
inside me to leave that abusive relationship. The more
I talked to Cody the stronger I started to feel. I started
to believe that I was a good person and I did deserve
better. Finally I got the strength and will power to kick
Kyle to the curb. I remember he tried to stay with me; he
kept apologizing when in reality I knew he would never
change. About a month after I put my foot down and left,
I remember he sent me a message on Facebook telling
me how much he missed me and told me that when he
listens to the song “Here Without You” by Three Doors
Down that he thinks about me. Now to this day I still
cannot listen to that song because it really upsets me.
I took a lot away from this experience and it wasn’t
all positive. Now it is really difficult for me to get
comfortable with people; I always have my guard up.
Also since I always have my guard up I have major trust
issues because I don’t want to get hurt again. Now I
am more cautious living my life. I am worried when my
friends start getting in a serious relationship; I always
look for the warning signs so I can try to help them out.
Having a daughter makes me concerned and cautious
about with whom she will form relationships. I truly
believe if I never started talking to Cody that one day, I
would still be in that never ending abusive circle. I never
knew how much one person could change my life so
drastically with such little gestures. From that moment
on is when I changed my outlook on life. I learned you
have to live like there is no tomorrow, even say hi to
a stranger every once in a while. I have really learned
from this experience that I deserve to be treated properly
and to get spoiled and complimented. This taught me to
be strong and independent. I changed because I started
talking to one person; I thank Cody for saving my life.
Seventeen-year-old Lia currently lives in Airdrie, Alberta. She is a proud
and devoted mother of her beautiful daughter, Danielle Adreanna. Lia
hopes to pursue a career as a hairstylist after graduation.

Jade Shea

Fourth Place
Calgary Board of Education

You Can Tell Her the Truth

O

n February 10th 2010, early in the morning before
leaving for school, my mother called me to the
dining room. I dragged my tired, lifeless body out
of bed and went to see what she wanted. She told me
to have a seat at the kitchen table, and so I did. She
then began to show me a message on her computer
screen. The message was from a Brian Rushton. I never
knew this ‘Brian Rushton’ so I asked her who he was.
She told me to just keep reading. As I made my way
through the messages, one really struck me. It read: ‘You
can tell her the truth about me, too. I am going to tell
her myself anyways, if I am her father.’ I remember the
tears beginning to roll down my soft cheeks. They kept
coming and coming making my skin raw with each wipe.
Soon after I was in so many tears that I couldn’t continue
on. My mother told me to take a deep breath and relax. I
continued to read… ‘Tell her that he tried to do the right
thing, but being unemployed on the island & having no
money, he was unable to pay for a D.N.A. test, or provide
for us.’ After reading through every word my thoughts
went blank. I was speechless and didn’t know of any
words that could describe the thoughts and excitement
that were speeding through my mind.
I spent nearly 16 years of my life not knowing who
my father was. Growing up I was always told that this
man named Ricky was my father and that after seeing
me once, he no longer wanted anything to do with me.
This was extremely hurtful. Here I was, believing for so
many years that my biological father wanted nothing to
do with me, when truly that wasn’t the case; although,
no one really knew the truth at the time.
When my mother was 18 she became pregnant with
me. She had me when she was 19. She told Brian at the
time that I could possibly be his, but in her heart she
believed I was Ricky’s daughter. Brian asked my mother
to pack her bags and move to Ontario with him so that
he could get himself a good paying job and support us.
My mother couldn’t do that. Her whole family was in
PEI and she had my older sister as well. It would have
been too difficult for her to move us at the time. Brian
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still wanted to go back to Ontario, hoping he could get
a good job, save up some money and come back to the
Island. Work wasn’t very easy to find on the Island, so
he did just that. My mother and Brian lost touch. She
moved on and assumed he did the same. After a year in
Hamilton, Ontario, he came back to Prince Edward Island
to find my mother, my older sister and me. When he
arrived back on the Island he asked a few people to see if
anyone knew anything about my mother and where she
was staying. He was lied to. He was told by some man
that my mother had gotten back together with Ricky
and that he was my father. He didn’t know what to say.
That wasn’t the case; my mother was not back together
with Ricky and was still living on the Island. By that point
though, Brian was not aware of this.

My life has changed in many ways over the past few
years, but in many unforgettable ways. I live life now
with no fear of not knowing my dad. My son, Jaydyn,
will also have a biological grandfather and a strong male
role model, someone who will stand by his side his whole
life through. I now get to experience living life with my
biological father and spending each and every moment I
can with him in a happy and healthy environment.
Eighteen-year-old Jade has lived in Calgary, Alberta for nine years. She
misses the beaches of Prince Edward Island, where she was born. Jade is
the extremely proud mother of her son, Jaydyn. She is looking forward to
completing high school and pursuing post-secondary education.

Jade Young

Honourable Mention
Calgary Board of Education

Years went by and my mother moved on with her
life. This included having another daughter in 1999. And
years later in 2010, after moving to Calgary, I found out
about my biological father.
In an effort to expand his business, Brian opened
a Facebook account. The first search he made was for
my mom, and he was successful in his attempt to find
her. Apparently they had been talking for many months
before we had the DNA test to find out if he was my
father.
Waiting for the result was not that easy. I was very
eager to know and asked my mother day after day
whether or not the results had come in. I found out
while I was at school in Drama class. I began to cry,
pulled myself together and went back to class. The
results were 99.99% positive that I was his daughter.
From that day forward I was very excited. As soon as he
could, my father packed up his belongings and moved
out here to Calgary. I remember the first time I met him.
I was nervous and excited all at once. He met me at the
door and gave me a huge hug. I brought my best friend
Kennedy with me because I was at her house when I got
the call that he was waiting for me. I was so glad that she
came to support me and we got to share that experience
together.
Now to this day, we are living life day by day. As of
August 31st 2011, I had my first son. I named him Jaydyn.
He is the most precious gift anyone could ever get. I
am so lucky to have him in my life because it has really
shown me the love a parent has for her children and how
my father must have felt when he got the results that I
was his daughter.
90

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012

The Meaning of Friendship

I

met Stacey when I was 13. We had gone to school
together for a few years, but it wasn’t until we found
ourselves in second period Social that we so much
as spoke to each other. I don’t remember exactly how it
started, but we quickly became best friends. We started
talking on a regular basis, and I found myself instinctively
sharing things I had never allowed to leave my own
diseased mind. Soon, we discovered we had many
similarities. I was caught in the grip of multiple eating
disorders, high on starvation, but dizzy with the acrid
taste of breakfast, forgiven, still on my tongue on the
morning we met. Her monster wore the gruesome mask
of self-injury; a monster whose cold steel I found refuge
in when vomit could not purge me of the self-hatred fed
by a midnight binge.
Together, we walked our paths, paved by our
unconventional addictions and rocky childhoods. We
compared scars, supported and competed with each
other on our quest for the perfect 98 pounds – double
digits.
We both had our reasons for self-destruction. I was still
reeling from the death of my brother and struggling with
undiagnosed mental disorders, along with my mother’s
own past of mental demons and suicide attempts. Stacey
fought to reconcile her emerging sexuality (and love for
a damaged, indifferent girl who would reject her at every
opportunity) with her idea of God.
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We waded together through the murky waters of a
youth far more turbulent than most. I stood by her as her
father succumbed to an old addiction, and her mother
decided enough was enough. She listened as I told her
of my past, my brother, and my first piece of innocence,
stolen at age 14 by a man 10 years my senior. She
watched disapprovingly as I experimented with alcohol
and marijuana.
My downward spiral gained yet another element
when I met Kortnie in an after-school program. She
was one year older than I, and her parents’ libertarian
life style led her to early drug use, and a history of the
same demons I turned to each night. She taught me
about an entirely new escape. She showed me that
marijuana made my mind slow down and disengage,
that I could abandon my self-hatred for 8 hours in an
ecstasy-induced euphoria. It was a short ride down the
road to yet another addiction. I didn’t want the release of
substance. I needed it.

I knew I had friends who cared about me, but I never
really registered that fact until they showed up on my
doorstep. Every word of concern they spoke resonated
inside my heart, and I realized that I didn’t want to hurt
these people.
Sometimes I want to fall back into old habits and
routines, like a cozy sweater, old and full of holes. It
should have been thrown out years ago, but there is
comfort in the worn fabric, the stains and the threadbare
sleeves. I didn’t want to let it go. I know how easy it
would be to slip back into old, familiar actions. I could
find a blade. I could skip a meal. But with every tiny step,
I would bring myself closer to the point I was at three
years ago. I will not let myself step back.

Eventually, my struggle led me to my basement
bedroom, a bottle of wine in one hand, and a handful
of T4s in the other. As the alcohol and pills took hold,
I texted Stacey. In my inebriated state, I didn’t even
consider that she might send me help.
Half an hour later, Kortnie’s distinctive blue neon
idled in my driveway. Panicked, I ran to the bathroom,
and with practiced motions, I brought all the pills back
up. I splashed my face with water, inspected myself in the
mirror, and standing up straight I opened my eyes just a
little bit wider. When I was satisfied that I looked normal,
I crept upstairs, turned off the alarm and carefully opened
the back door. I ran around the house, bare feet slipping
on the pre-morning dew, and slipped into Kortnie’s car,
undetected by my grandmother.
Kortnie drove to a park, and we all got out. My
rescue team consisted of 3 people and a tag-along: Kort,
Heather, Alex, and Kortnie’s new boyfriend, Riley. For an
hour, we talked, laughed, smoked, and for the first time
in a while, I felt normal again; almost human.
At first, I was angry at Stacey, a quiet rage fuelled by
fear of hospitals, doctors, and the telling of secrets never
let out of the dark. After that night, I realized that though
Stacey and I may never quite master the art of loving
ourselves, we will always love each other. She saved my
life that night, and for that I will always be grateful.
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“One can acquire everything in solitude – except
character.” – H
 enry Stendahl, 19th-century
French author
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Grade 9 & 10 Sudbury Winners
“The truth. It is a beautiful and terrible thing, and
must therefore be treated with great caution.”
– J. K. Rowling

Brier Cook

First Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

How I’ve Grown
“Be the change you want to see in the world.”
– Mahatma Gandhi

F

or as long as I can remember, I’ve dreamed of
seeing the world. My younger, naïve self imagined
smiling people in sunny countries, living balanced
lives. I never remember believing that children ever went
hungry or that there were families struggling each and
every day. Nor do I believe anyone else my age did. I
simply never thought that there were people in other
parts of the world that didn’t live the same way that I did.
However, one day and I don’t exactly remember when, I
realized.
In 2004, I recall sitting at my desk in my class while
my teacher talked about a tsunami that had recently
occurred in the Indian Ocean. Of course my teacher
didn’t describe what had happened in full detail, but
we still prayed for the people that had been affected
before continuing on with our day. When I think about
it today, there is a possibility that this might have been
the first time that I realized that people could be harmed
ever so easily by forces that were uncontrollable. And I
wondered.

Throughout the years I started to understand
that I lived in a placed that was happier than others.
Commercials on television showed examples of how
there were children in countries that were left alone to
fend for themselves. They were vulnerable and living in
fear. I shook my head many times and tried to imagine
what those children lived like. But I couldn’t. I couldn’t
put myself in their shoes. All I’ve ever known was a
wonderful life in Canada. Stories that I heard started
to become more and more shocking to me because I
seemed to understand them more. I became less naïve
and started to put the puzzle pieces together. I lived in
a world that needed so much more than it already had.
I lived in a world that though seemed so rich, had parts
that were so poor.
January 12th, 2010 was a day that I will never forget.
Devastation filled the country of Haiti in less than a single
minute as an earthquake struck. It seemed as though the
Earth stood still for a moment, knowing that there were
so many people who were dead, hurt and heartbroken
but just so far away. At school the next day during English
class, we were given an assignment to write about how
we could help the earthquake victims in Haiti. One
boy in my class decided that he didn’t want to do the
assignment because he thought that the whole disaster
had just given the country more publicity. The part that
upset me the most was that I was the only one who
attempted to defend the fact that whether he liked it or
not, there were people buried under walls and children
living in orphanages and tents because they would never
see their parents again. He still didn’t seem to care and
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that conversation still bothers me to this day. I hope he’s
matured since then.
I always have appreciated everything that I had. I’ve
always thought of life as a blessing and a gift. As I’ve
become older, I feel like my reasoning for appreciation
has grown with me. I don’t just appreciate the things
that I have anymore because I have them. I appreciate
them because I know how lucky I am.
I will always remember these experiences and treasure
them for being learning lessons that I will take along with
me. Being informed can change the world and hope is
what will give people the courage to make a difference.
I now know that life will not always be exactly what we
want or expect but we should always be thankful for
what we have. We should be charitable, compassionate
people and I now realize that we should be the change
that we want to see in the world, no matter how difficult
it might be to accomplish.
Fourteen-year-old Brier is a grade nine student in Sudbury, Ontario.
She lives with her parents and enjoys singing, playing the guitar, skiing,
writing, reading and shopping with her friends. Brier would like to thank
her teachers and family members for supporting her. She is looking
forward to graduating from high school and pursuing post-secondary
education.

Erin Reed

Second Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Never Again

“O

ppressive. Sordid. Monstrosity.” These are all
words that describe a concentration camp,
but none of the words describe the emotion
that came over me the moment I began to walk through
the doors at Dachau concentration camp in Germany.
Even the idea of hurting people creates a nauseating
feeling in the pit of my stomach. For this reason, to see
where tens of thousands of people were captured and
then murdered for what they were makes me weak in
the knees. I respect anyone who was a prisoner in any
concentration camp, because all of those thousands of
people lasted weeks, months and even years, whereas I
could barely last one day. This was, and is, a life experience
that changed the way I thought about my life.
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It was a foggy, cold, and rainy Sunday on July 24th,
2011 when I woke up knowing that this day was going
to be an eye opening experience. However, nothing that
I expected or knew could have prepared me for this. I
looked up and saw my tour guide waving his navy blue
umbrella in the air telling our group to get off the train
at the next stop. At our stop, we quickly got off the train
and gathered at the doorstep of Dachau concentration
camp. I walked through the door which read “Arbeit
macht frei” meaning “work sets freedom” or “work
liberates.”
Entering the camp itself and seeing some of the
original buildings from 1933 created an image in my
mind that I will always carry with me. As I first entered
this historical site I could see two long grey cement
buildings side by side in the distance. Behind them was
the foundation of 34 others, the exact size and distance
apart. As I walked through the very narrow hallway
within one of these buildings, beside me were rows and
rows of bunk beds where people would have slept, head
to toe. I could hear my tour guide’s deep German accent
tell us that “each of these 36 buildings was meant to
hold three to four hundred people. Near the end of the
war there were close to two thousand people.”
Our next stop was the clean, normal, communallooking showers. This somewhat large building was the
gas chambers. As I passed by this deep red brick building
I couldn’t help but notice a small hole in the wall. When
I looked through it I could see the showers. The showers
were where people thought they could finally become
clean. However, they were only being deceived because
this is where many people were killed. This hole in the
wall was where some Nazis would watch their victims
die. The sheer thought of this made my heart beat with
fury.
Shortage of food, constant fear, mistreatment, and
suffering are things that the prisoners had to endure every
day. On the walls of all the buildings were photographs
of the skeletons they called people who were prisoners
in this camp. Their faces were so thin with hardly any
flesh on them, however I could still make out the fear in
their eyes. Looking at these pictures I closed my eyes and
tried to envision what it was like here for the prisoners
during the war. I tried to imagine being terrified for my
life, not knowing if I were going to live another day. I
tried to envision all of these forms of mental torture, but
I couldn’t. I couldn’t imagine the constant fear that the
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people in these camps felt. These pictures on the walls
were a small opening to the horrors that happened in
these concentration camps.
As we walked from building to building I could hear
my feet hit the gravel under me, I couldn’t help but wipe
a tear as it was sliding down my face. When I looked up
we were at a grey wall with the words “Never Again”
written on it. “Never Again” are the two words that made
me re-think my life. When I looked up at this meaningful
wall I knew right then that these were two words that I
would carry with me throughout my life.
Fifteen-year-old Erin is a grade nine student living in Sudbury, Ontario
with her parents and two older sisters. She is an extremely outgoing,
enthusiastic and determined individual. In her spare time, Erin likes to swim,
play soccer and compete in gymnastics. Her greatest accomplishment so
far is her trip to Kenya to help build a school with Free the Children.

Sterlin Vaillancourt

Third Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

This Is It!
“You can’t hate the roots of a tree and not hate
the tree.” – Malcolm X

R

oaming through the halls, passing people I’ve
never seen before, pushing through the sweaty
crowds, all this just to get to one single class… it
was a nightmare! We’ve all experienced this at one point
throughout our lives. I arrived in a classroom filled with
hot air where only one fan stood. I could hear it wobble
each time it moved. I was passed one work-sheet, the
usual… Then it all started. All the vulgar language was
just thrown at me like pointy-speared knives. This is
where it all began… all the discrimination.
Just a couple of days in advance, the anniversary
of one of the world’s worst events’ was coming. We all
remember getting work-sheets and assignments about
it, prior to this date. This event was when 19 terrorists
from the Islamic militant group “al-Qaeda” hijacked four
passenger jets. The hijackers intentionally crashed two
planes into the twin towers of the World Trade Center in
New York City. We call it 9/11 for short.
Back to reality: our teacher, wearing colourful socks
and old-fashioned vintage sandals, flipped through

her “help-book”. She slowly approached us one at a
time; we could see the wrinkles on her forehead and
perspiration dripping off her face, like morning dew on
grass. She forced us to go into groups, just to answer
a few simple questions. This was when she asked the
harmless question (or so I thought), “Do we have any
Muslims in this class?” Slowly trying to place my attention
elsewhere, she asked me if I was Muslim. I slowly raised
my hand over my head, with a shy look on my face; I
could tell where this would be going. All the other
students focussed their attention on me, putting me on
the spot. The palms of my hands were full of sweat; it
seemed like I was getting a heat stroke, and I just wanted
to bolt out of the door. But realized that I couldn’t. As
the class waited for my response, the teacher gave me
a creepy smile telling me to go ahead. This was when I
realized, that this was only the beginning.
The room was completely silent. One of the girls
blurted something out about the mosque being built.
It was like she lit the bonfire, starting a fiery debate
about whether or not they should build a mosque in
lower Manhattan. After the 9/11 attacks, this concerned
many people, and my teacher was one of them. She
was completely against the building of the mosque. The
part that I don’t understand is that New York has already
over 100 mosques around the city, and why would this
one be any different? I was speechless. How could some
people expect you to laugh and trust them when they
say something so narrow-minded?
After the period was over, I walked out the door with
tears in my eyes, my face gradually turning red. I hid
behind my books, trying not to let anyone see me. This
was when one of my classmates approached me, and
told me that she was sorry. She said she was sorry for
the teacher’s behavior. It wasn’t like she knew what I felt
deep down, but it was the first time I felt I had someone
on my side, after those 45 minutes of torture.
This was when I realized, I couldn’t let anyone judge
me for who I am. They have no right to decide who I
should be. This experience changed the way I thought
about the world. This made me realize that not everyone
is a nice person, however you can’t let that stop you from
being who you want to be. Saying this made me more
aware of the discrimination around the world. I don’t
think anyone deserves to feel the way I felt on that day.
To this day, I think of things I could have said to defend
my beliefs, my family and my religion.
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Kyle Herbert

Fourth Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

I Fell Through Winter Ice
“Life is very fragile so make smart choices”

“I

have never felt that cold in my life!!” It
happened so fast and all I remember is it being
freezing cold with my trying to pull myself
out of the frigid water. I have travelled thousands of
kilometers on Georgian Bay ice during the winter and
drove by boat during the summer. I am very familiar with
the lake, frozen or not.
One day in the early winter I decided to take it upon
myself to check the ice and see if it was safe to ride on.
Usually the ice is good but I knew that something was
bound to go wrong one day; that’s why I took my dad
with me. And on December 22, 2009 something did go
wrong. Heading out to check the deep narrows in the
North Channel I took my axe and decided to chop a few
holes close to the beach. I told my dad to stay by the
shore while I went quickly to check the narrows to see if
it was safe. “Be safe,” said my dad. I made my way out
to the deep water. Usually what you do is chop a hole
and if it is safe then walk another 20 steps and check
again. But stupid me, I decided to just guess how much
ice there was, so then I walked about 100 meters. Then
it started to snow really hard and I was caught in the
middle of a snow squall.
Saying to myself, “I shouldn’t have come out in this
crap weather!” I took my razor sharp axe and struck
the ice…CRACK...CRACK. Then out of nowhere the ice
I thought was good gave way, my axe fell, and I was
sinking. I kicked for my life trying to pull myself out of
the water but the current was just too strong. I was trying
to grip the edges of the ice, but the water was so cold it
was becoming hard for me to kick and move my limbs.
I then noticed my Dad running through the thick snow
storm. He carefully tossed a rope to me and pulled me
out of the water. He carried me back to the snowmobiles
by shore and he quickly put his coat and winter pants on
me.
Driving back quickly I noticed I could hardly move
my hands; they were frozen to the bone. The cold was
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brutal, and my whole body shook uncomfortably. I was
still shivering which was good, because when your
body stops shivering it indicates that you are severely
hypothermic. My fingers and face were both turning
purple and I was then becoming scared because I could
not help but think about my Uncle Stanley who fell
through the ice and drowned in 1999. I finally got home
and quickly warmed up. I had almost second degree
frost bite on my face which isn’t that bad, considering. I
greatly thank my dad. I love him so much and it was such
a very scary experience that I don’t think I will ever go off
alone again.
I now know how scary it is to fall through the ice
into the cold frigid water. Yet I still go on the lake and
snowmobile, but now I am much safer. I would like to
learn more about the water so therefore I am going to
get my scuba diving license in the spring of 2012 and
explore Georgian Bay more often since I live 50 meters
from the Bay. But now I know to be safer and I have
learned not to live in the past. Also I have learned to not
let one scary experience bring me down from exploring
the beautiful Great Lakes and seeing how pretty this
country really is.

Diamond Altiman

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

My Past Has Defined
My Future
“If you don’t like something, change it; if you can’t
change it, change the way you think about it.”

I

magine the perfect life, everything you could
ever want; a loving family, a mom and dad, family
vacations, holiday dinners, everything. Now, imagine
the complete opposite; drugs, alcohol, violence, abuse,
everything you would never want to be part of your
life. Well, that life was my life. All of the things that no
person should ever have to experience, I experienced at
the age of 5.
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I remember when I was 5. I was playing with my toys,
my mom came and grabbed my right arm, and dragged
me up the stairs. She made me sit on a blue chair with no
back in the corner of the room. She pulled a needle out of
her back pocket and stuck it in her left arm. I was scared
and confused, and all I wanted to do was look away.
That wasn’t all I saw at that young age. I saw violence,
abuse, plenty more drugs, and lots of alcohol. Amongst
all of that, unhealthy relationships were the only kind of
relationships that existed. I watched both my mom and
grandma make the same mistakes over and over again,
and could never understand why. I was forced to grow
up way too fast. I would never wish anyone to grow up
in the lifestyle I did, nobody should experience that, no
matter what the age. On May 27, 2006 I made myself a
promise never to do drugs, drink alcohol, smoke, or take
the path that both my grandma and mom took.
I was first put into foster care at the age of 6. I didn’t
know what to think, whether I should be happy, scared,
or nervous, but once I got there I could immediately tell
that I would be safer here. In the year and a half that
I was living there I grew very close with the family. My
family. And then the time came when I went back to live
with my grandma. Things were great at the start, I could
tell she was trying, but before long, she fell back into her
old ways. The same ways that caused her to lose me in
the first place, and once again, I was put back into foster
care. Lucky for me, I was placed with the same family as
the first time.
My foster parents and their two children opened
their home to me with open arms. They always told me
that this is my home and that I am safe here. I have been
living here for 7 years and I wouldn’t change it for the
world.
Living here has really made me think lately as I
have been getting older. What if I stayed and lived with
my grandma? Where would I be right now? People
have many different opinions on foster care, but I am
extremely grateful because if it wasn’t for my family that
I have now, I don’t know where I would be. They love
us just as much as they love their own two children, and
each other. I don’t call this a foster home; I call this a
home because I have a loving family inside. They say you
don’t get to choose your family, but in my opinion you
do. I wouldn’t give up my family for anything; they have
molded me into who I am today, and for that I am so
grateful.

“If you don’t like something then change it; if you
can’t change it, change the way you think about it”. This
is exactly how I think about my life. For everything that
happened in my life I look at it as a gift. I would never be
where I am today, and I would never be who I am going
to be one day. I strongly believe that your past defines
your future, and I now know what I want with my life
due to my prior experiences. I wouldn’t change my past,
or my future for anything.

Katherine Boyce

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Living, Learning, Loving
“I long, as does every human being, to be at home
wherever I find myself” – Maya Angelou

B

efore last summer, I had never been away from
my parents and siblings for more than one night.
Then, I had the extraordinary opportunity of doing
an exchange to France for one month. When my parents
and I decided that I could do the exchange, I was ecstatic.
I had been to Paris once previously which I adored, so I
couldn’t wait to actually live with a French family for half
of the summer. I stayed there for July, and then Romy,
who was my exchange student, stayed with my family
for August. I was enthusiastic to eat their food, speak
French and, of course, learn the culture.
Before I left, I never thought about how I would feel
letting go of my family. When my parents said goodbye, I gave them both a hug and a kiss and I was off.
Some of the other exchange students were crying, which
I hardly understood. All I could think about was being in
France! The thought never crossed my mind that I would
be homesick and when I stepped off the plane and met
my “new family”, I knew I was going to love them. They
were awfully kind and generous. Romy Lefebvre was
my exchange partner, who was the same age as I was.
She lived with her older sister, Solène, and her parents,
Fabien and Fabienne. After I met them, we drove from
Paris to their classic French home just outside Brionne,
Normandy, France.
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The first night I was exhausted. The flight was
overnight and 8 hours long. I thought that the minute
my head hit the pillow, I would fall asleep. However, my
mind started thinking about my parents, my friends and
my home. It thought about how far away they were and
how I wouldn’t see them for a whole month! Instead, I
would be living with 4 strangers...To me, these thoughts
were terrifying and caught me off guard. Every night,
before bed I would shed some tears thinking about my
family. I’ve now realized that the reason I was so homesick
was because it was such a shock. Romy’s family was so
considerate and genuine that I felt guilty for missing my
own family. I had this incredible opportunity, and yet I
was still lonely.

enjoys sewing, creative writing and the theatre. She has performed in the
school production of Annie. Katherine would like to thank her parents for
always supporting her.

I hid my emotions from Romy and her family. We
toured some marvellous landmarks such as the Eiffel
Tower, Mont. St. Michel, and the Parc Asterix (a famous
French amusement park), and I didn’t want to offend
them by longing for my family. One night after dinner, I
went to my room to go to sleep. Romy’s petite mother,
Fabienne, came upstairs to make sure I was all right. I was
crying when she came up, because I wasn’t expecting
her. I was humiliated. Nevertheless, Fabienne comforted
me which cheered me up a lot. She gave me a hug,
which I realized I really needed. It made me feel like I
belonged more and it helped me to feel less alienated. I
began enjoying myself so much more. Instead of staying
in my room alone, Romy, Solène and I would play cards
or make jewellery. I wrote in my journal every day, and
each day I felt a little less homesick.

O

On the 15th of July, I couldn’t believe my time in France
was already half over! I’d only just arrived. I tried to savour
every moment so it didn’t pass too quickly. However, the
30th of July somehow rolled by and it was time for me
to leave. It was heartbreaking to think that I might not
see Romy’s family again. Participating in the exchange
was life altering. I overcame my fear of being away from
my family. The Lefebvre family and I still keep in touch.
I’m hoping to return to France to visit some day, and this
time I’ll feel more at ease. While homesickness clouded
my first week in France, it also helped me to grow as a
person. Today I am a more confident and independent
individual willing to spend more time away from family
and friends because of my experience in France.
Katherine plays the clarinet in the school band. She participates in many
sports including basketball, alpine skiing and track and field. Katherine
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Angelica Daroczi

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

In For a Shock
“ Poverty is a veil that obscures the face of greatness.
An appeal is a mask covering the face of tribulation”
– Khalil Gibran
verpopulated, polluted, and scorching hot. There
are 88.5 million People live in the Philippines
while only about 34 million people live in Canada
(Wikipedia). The Philippines has half the amount of land
that Canada does. The Philippines is a third world country.
During the summer of 2009 I visited the Philippines with
my family; our flight was 19 hours long with no stops.
We stayed for three weeks with one of my aunts. It was
such a shock to be in this country. Seeing people living
in poverty and little animals like dogs and cats wounded
and homeless was so depressing. The experience was life
changing.
My mom wanted us to see where she grew up and
meet her family and friends. “You can see where my
friends and I used to hang out and where I used to live,”
my mom told me. My siblings and I were thrilled to be
going to the Philippines but little did we know we were
in for a shock. When we had arrived I could already tell
that it was nothing like Canada. The air was thick and
filled with the scent of gasoline. When we arrived at
my aunt’s place there were big greetings from cousins,
uncles and aunts I didn’t even know existed. We had a
big family dinner and everyone showed me around. Most
families in the Philippines live near each other, and my
family lived on a short dead end street with little houses
closely beside each other. The houses were ugly looking
from the outside but they were beautiful on the inside.
Throughout the trip we had to use Jeepneys as a source
of transportation. You would basically tell the driver when
to stop and you would get out of the back, it was very
crowded. We visited very poor parts of the Philippines
and houses were very torn down and the rivers were
filled with plastic bags and it was so polluted. The streets
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had garbage spewing out of every alley way. Everywhere
you walked it was crowded. I encountered so many little
kids just wandering the streets cleaning windows for
money. Some people had even asked me for money. I
heard stories from family members that they have been
mugged for their money and cell phones, that’s how
desperate people are for money. It’s devastating. The part
of my trip that stood out to me the most was when I saw
these three little children on the streets. They weren’t
wearing shoes, they were covered in dirt and they looked
sad. I had given them 100 pesos which is considered a
lot to them, but here it is only about two dollars. When I
gave them the money their faces lit up with joy and they
went to a store and bought candy for all the little kids. It
felt so good to give back to kids living in poverty. I made
the best of my trip and I met a lot of new people and I
learned a lot about this country.
My trip to the Philippines was a culture shock. The
poverty, pollution and the crowded city was definitely
different from Sudbury. Despite the poverty and pollution
the Philippines is a beautiful country, I’m so glad I got
to see my mom’s hometown. The way I see things is so
much different from before. I’ve learned to appreciate
what I have. I’ve learned that I shouldn’t take things for
granted, because people in the Philippines or any other
third world country are living in poverty.

Jessica Dellezay

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Life Goes On
“In three words I can sum up everything I’ve learned
about life: it goes on.” – Robert Frost

T

here are times in life when you just want to give up,
let the pain overtake you, or times in life when you
are scared to open the door ahead to see what’s
behind it. Everyone faces this at some point in their life,
I’m just happening to face it sooner than others. My
parents’ divorce helped me become brave for the new
chapter in my life. I experienced pain, tears, anger, hope,
and fear but I learned to deal with the fact that life goes
on.

In 2007, my parents experienced some hard times
which led to a divorce. Things just didn’t work out. They
stopped loving each other. So many questions piled
into my head. What was going to happen? Are we ever
going to live together again? Will we ever have family
camping trips or vacations? But most importantly, would
we ever be a family again? I was 10 at the time so these
questions were hard to find answers for. The hardest part
in dealing with the divorce was thinking of all the things
we would never do as a family again, even the small
things such as family dinners, Christmas, Thanksgiving,
and Easter. I was scared to move on in life and open up
to new people. I was still holding on to my dreams of all
of us being a happy family again, but every time I woke
up, I had to snap myself back into reality. I had to learn
that life goes on.
When my mom and dad starting moving on to other
people my dreams stopped. From there on I realized that
they weren’t turning back. Meeting their new partners
was strange at first. I was angry at both of my parents
for moving on. No child wants to see their parents
dating other people. I was scared to start a new family;
I wanted my old one back. Suddenly holidays got bigger
as well as my family. Instead of being angry and scared, I
started to open up to the new people and environment.
I realized that we could still have fun with both parents
even though we were not all together. This past July my
father moved in with his girlfriend and her daughter. It
was hard knowing that my father and I would not always
be together, and that my dad would be living with other
people. I learned from experience that it’s not good
to hold things in so after many talks we made some
agreements to make the living situation work.
I’m happy for both of my parents. They are both
happy again, and after four years I started to become
happier too. Even though I’ve learned to move on, deep
down I still think about the past. I think of the family
camping trips, family dinners, and family pictures. I
worry every day of losing all the memories I have of us
as a family because I was young. The one thing that will
always stay the same is that my mom will always be my
mom and my dad will always be my dad. My parents
can date new people but the parent positions are already
taken by two amazing people.
Throughout the journey I am taking, I’m experiencing
emotions that I never knew I had before. Over the past
four years a lot has happened. I learned the value of
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being brave and understanding the different ways to live
life, but most importantly not to be scared of whatever
happens next. I am now prepared for what’s awaiting for
me. I will always be reminding myself that life goes on
and I can have my old memories as well as making new
ones with my bigger family.
Fourteen-year-old Jessica lives with her mother and two siblings. She
loves reading, writing and spending time with her friends. Jessica plans
to continue on with her writing and with the hope of one day publishing
a novel.

Daria Gorski

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Memories That Will
Last Forever

A

beautiful country far away awaits me every few
years. The tall old buildings and the European
music in the cobblestoned streets just blows my
mind away. This breath-taking sight always crosses my
mind. It’s like something’s telling me I need to be there.
It’s the missing puzzle piece to my life.
This year, for the third time, I visited my family in
Poland with my mom. When we arrived at the airport, I
looked around for my grandparents. When I saw them,
I ran to them with a big warm hug. This moment was
unreal. It was exactly how I dreamed it would be. That
missing puzzle piece was finally found.
I tried to do as much as I could with my grandparents,
to have the best time ever. Even though my grandpa was
admitted to the hospital the day after we arrived, we
visited him every day, so that he wouldn’t be lonely.
I also spent time with my cousins. I had a blast!
Everyone wanted to be around me. Whenever I was with
them, I felt respected, loved, and important. I was always
bombarded with hugs. Within each of those hugs, I felt a
strong flash of happiness travelling throughout everyone.
That feeling will never fade away.
In my opinion, Poland is an amazing country.
Whenever I’m there, I stop for a minute, and look around
at what I see. It’s so beautiful! I feel a sudden spark of
happiness, and the warmth it brings. In that moment, I
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feel at home. But then, questions pop up in my mind.
Why did my parents immigrate to Canada? Why don’t
we live in Poland? Why can’t I be with all the people
I love? Why do I always have to say good-bye? Why!?
Then, that spark disappears, as I realize that I’m only
here for a short period of time, and that I can’t stay here
forever. Soon, I’ll have to say good-bye. But how is there
any good in good-bye!? My heart then tears apart, as
tears fall down my face.
My grandpa was released from the hospital the day
before we left, so I finally spent some quality time with
him. When it was time to leave, everyone fell into tears,
especially my grandma and me. We cried into each
other’s shoulders, because it was hard to think that I had
to leave. I just couldn’t say good-bye!
When we were at the airport ready to leave, I felt as
if I just couldn’t do it. It was impossible! I started bawling
my eyes out when I hugged my grandparents for the last
time, and when I watched their faces slowly fade away.
I was as heart-broken as a baby with its doll taken away.
I already missed them terribly. It was tough to think that
the only time I would ever hear their voices would be on
the phone. But it’s not the same.
When I came home, I was thrilled to see my brother
and dad, but sad to know that I was so far away from
the rest of my family. When I feel sad, I try to think of all
the good times I had in Poland. It makes me feel as if my
family is with me in that moment.
But when I see my friends, who have their whole
family near them, I start to feel sad and jealous. They’re
so lucky that they have their family so close to them. I
wish that I had that. I wish that I could spend time at my
grandma’s house every day, and give my grandparents
warm hugs all the time. But I can only do that every few
years. People don’t realize that they have it so good, that
their family is close to them. Most people take that for
granted, but I guess you don’t know what you have, until
you’ve lost it.
I’ll always have the pictures to remind me of all the
great times we had, and of everything we did together.
These memories will last forever! But if I’ve learned
anything from this trip, it’s that the hardest thing to do
is say good-bye.
Daria is a fourteen-year-old, grade nine student in Sudbury, Ontario.
She lives with her parents and older brother. Daria enjoys academics,
music and athletics. She plays the clarinet and participates in rhythmic
gymnastics. Daria loves travelling, especially to her homeland of Poland.
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Alexandra Wilson

not have a hidden agenda, or to want to hurt me. It was
weird, and new that they genuinely wanted to get to
know me.

Belief Makes All the Difference

I was still determined not to let these people in,
though. It would only result in more pain, a kind of pain
that hurt more than a punch in the face. I kept hanging
out with them, though, because they made me feel
welcome and joyful. It was nice to be around people who
liked me, or at least tolerated me. I wondered, though,
did they like Lexie instead?

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

“A friend is one who believes in you when you have
ceased to believe in yourself.” – Anonymous

I

had always seen silly quotes about how great
friendship was, but a few years ago, I learned just
how true they really were. The quote above reminds
me exactly of my situation. In grade six, I had a hard
time with bullying, and I was prepared for the worst
at Marymount, my new school, in grade seven. I took
drastic steps to protect myself from the pain that I had
suffered.
Being bullied is never fun, and I had been bullied
about everything – my intelligence, my looks, my friends,
my opinions, everything. When I left my elementary
school to attend Marymount, I had thought that I would
still be bullied and judged. It was dark and painful to
think about.
To stop the pain, I put up emotional walls around
myself. They were high, and each one protected me in
some strange way. There was a wall that stopped me
from showing people my emotions, and another that
wouldn’t let me be silly - I was almost always serious.
The highest, widest, and thickest wall was a fictitious
persona named Lexie.
Lexie was perfect, or as perfect as she could be. She
was popular, wore the right clothes, got great grades, and
was good at sports. Lexie’s life was almost impossible,
but I was going to become Lexie, or at least hide behind
her, so that no one would bully me again. Who would
bully someone so perfect?
On the first day of grade seven, I walked into the
class and got ready to become a character. When the
teacher called my name for attendance, though, I said
that my name was Alex, instantly feeling embarrassed.
Great, I thought. I’ve been here for five minutes and I’m
already losing this battle.

I struggled with friendship and I didn’t want to let
myself get attached, or open up to them. I guess that
their overwhelming kindness was getting to me, though.
One by one, the bricks that made up those walls started
to come down, and I started to show them the real me.
There was no one moment that was like a wrecking ball,
breaking down those walls, but they did fall over time.
These people believed in me, even though I couldn’t
quite believe in myself.
There was a moment when I realized that the walls
had fallen, though. Last year, one of my new friends said
to me, “You’re my best friend.” This shocked me. I didn’t
think that I’d have another best friend. I said tentatively,
“You’re my best friend, too.” I smiled. This was one of the
moments when I realized that those walls had become
building bricks for camaraderie and cheerfulness, instead
of exasperation and misery. I realized then and there that
the wall that was Lexie had crumbled.
Today, I treasure my friends -- these friends who
believed in me when I didn’t believe in myself, my real
self. These people cared about me, and helped me to
take down the walls that I had built. I know that this
quote is true, and so are all of those tacky quotes that
seemed meaningless. Friends are important, and they
give you the courage to be yourself. They’re a real gift. If
I know one thing, it’s that my friends believe in me, and
I believe in them.
Grade nine student Alex enjoys reading, writing and loves math. She is
currently working on a science fiction novel and hopes to write many
more pieces in the future. Alex’s other interests include acting and music.

A few minutes later, I started to talk to some people
who could be friends. They didn’t say anything mean or
rude to me, and I was quite surprised. They seemed to
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Teagan Hirsimaki

Honourable Mention
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Homesick
“At times I wish I could change the past...but
sometimes the past changes you.” – unknown

N

o matter where you are in life, things will always
change. They may change for the better or for
the worse, and they may change in a matter of
seconds or over a long period of time, but one thing
I know is that everyone goes through changes. I had
the perfect childhood and was Daddy’s little girl but on
this particular evening everything had the potential to
change and it did.
It was late at night and I had school in the morning,
but that didn’t stop me from trying to stay up as late
as I could. Dad was in the basement finishing up some
work, mom was across the street at the neighbours, and
my brother was at a friend’s house. I could only last until
9 p.m. when I ended up falling asleep on the floor with
my Legos still in hand. I had been sleeping great and it
felt like I had been sleeping for days when I was awoken
around 10 p.m. by my mom yelling at my dad to stop
listening in on her phone conversation. Yelling wasn’t
anything new in my house so I tried my best to go back
to sleep and it worked until I heard the front door slam
and everything go silent. I was alone, my mother was
gone, my father was gone and I suddenly couldn’t move.
I didn’t know what to do so I did what any 8 year old
would do if they were left alone in the dark. I quietly
sobbed.
I woke up the next morning to the hustle of people
and the sterile smell of rubber gloves. I was in a panic,
not only because the clock on the wall said 10 a.m.
making me late for school, but also because I had no
clue where I was and there were people I’ve never seen
before all around me. The bed I was laying on was cold
and the plastic mattress was pulled tight beneath me. I
just lay there shocked until someone realized I had woken
up and hurried over to me. Before I could speak she
explained everything to me -- how my dad and brother
were nowhere to be found, and how my mom was in the
next room but I wasn’t allowed to see her. I was told how
102

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012

my neighbour heard the commotion last night and when
my parents left in a mad rage I wasn’t among the rush of
angry words and raised voices, so they called the police
to make sure everything was all right. When the police
arrived at my house they found me still lying on the floor
asleep, clothes wet from tears.
I spent 3 nights in the care of Children’s Aid before
they found my dad and released me to him, but only
under the condition that I attended therapy and coping
classes. After a few sessions my counsellor said I didn’t
need them any longer. The whole ordeal seemed to
have had no effect on me, so life went on like nothing
happened. Then recently the delayed side effects of
being abandoned by my whole family started taking a
toll on me. My personality changed, my view of people
who told me they cared changed, and my willingness to
do anything to keep someone in my life increased to a
whole new level. I slowly lost everyone who once cared
about me because I put up so many walls and let few
people in.
My parents have been split since that night, but
when this was all happening I did my best to forget
about it, hoping it would just go away. I soon realized
it just formed new problems and new obstacles for me
to solve and overcome. This occurrence changed my life
by showing me you can run from your past and you can
wish it to be whatever you like, but it is what it is and
it makes you who you are. I guess in the end I’m just
homesick for a place that doesn’t exist anymore.
Fourteen-year-old Teagan enjoys playing ringette and spending time with
friends. She loves animals and spending time outdoors. Teagan plans to
attend college in the future and become an ultrasound technician. She
dreams of travelling to Finland one day to see the Northern Lights.

Sara Machum

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Never Say Goodbye

“N

ever say good bye.” That is what my uncle
always said to me. “Always say ‘see you
later’.” These words didn’t mean much to
me until one day about a year ago.
One morning, my mom, my sister, and I were at the
door, getting ready to leave for school, when the phone
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rang. My mom answered it while my sister and I put on
our shoes; we were making our way outside when my
mom hung up. I knew something was wrong (nobody
ever called us in the morning). “Who was that?” I asked.
“Uncle Harry passed away,” was all she said, as if she
couldn’t speak from shock and sadness. I put down my
bag, I was stunned; I couldn’t move.
I went to school that day, I wasn’t too upset, I was
too shocked to be upset. The whole day was a total blur,
I can’t remember anything except that it was a pretty
normal day.
The next day we helped my aunt clean out her house.
We cleaned the carpet and took out all of the medical
supplies so that we wouldn’t be reminded of my uncle’s
illness.
My uncle had leukemia, which is cancer of the blood.
We knew for a while that he wasn’t doing well but the
doctors said he lasted longer than he was supposed
to, which was good. He even got to go home before
he passed away. He was only in his early 60s when he
passed away. It was so sad to see him fade slowly as
he became more ill but I made him presents to cheer
him up. I painted him a picture and sewed him a stuffed
animal, which made him really happy, and seeing him so
happy made me feel better. During our visits Uncle Harry
seemed joyful and untroubled to me, but I wonder if he
was just putting on a smile for me, when he actually felt
very sick inside.
My uncle’s words never really made sense to me until
he passed away. This is because once, when I was visiting
my uncle with my dad, my uncle fell asleep. We decided
that we should leave so that he could rest. But, instead of
giving him a hug and a “See you later,” like I usually do,
I said good bye and just left. I know it doesn’t seem that
bad, but to me, it just felt, empty and brisk, like when
you rip off a band aid, and I felt like I shouldn’t have said
that. Well, I was right, or at least somehow I knew that
it was goodbye. That was the last time I saw my uncle.
One or two days after that, we received the phone call.
One thing that comforts me is the fact that Uncle
Harry achieved three of the things that he wanted to
before his time. He loved stamps, and he got to go to
a stamp convention. He also wanted to be Catholic, so
he was going to be baptized. Unfortunately, he died two
days before the ceremony, but the priest said that God
just couldn’t wait for him and Uncle Harry was baptized,
in spirit. My uncle also wanted to be a grandfather

before he left, and he got his wish. A couple of months
before he passed away, his son’s wife gave birth to a
beautiful little boy, and this baby will always be a symbol
of happiness to me, even in the darkest of times.
My uncle may not have lived for a long time but he
made a great impact on my life. Now whenever someone
says good bye, I remember his words, and instead say,
see you later.
But nowadays I am haunted by a thought, a thought
involving two words. What if. I am haunted when I ask
myself these words. What if I hadn’t said good bye?
What if I said see you later instead? Would he have
died, or would he still be with us? I am haunted when
thinking, was it my fault? Can simple words change a
course? Would they have?
Sara, a well-rounded fourteen-year-old student, loves academics, music
and athletics. She lives in Sudbury, Ontario with her parents, older sister,
dog and cat. Sara studies dance and piano, competes as a gymnast and
is a member of the environmental group, Earthdancers. She enjoys being
outdoors and spending time with her friends.

Rilie Phillips

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Letting Go
“He was there when I didn’t understand, he was there
when I was wrong, he was there when I cried, he was
there when I lied. For some reason my dad was always
there, when I needed him the most. His love was never
ending. And now that he’s gone there is an emptiness
in my world, but not in my heart.” – Michael Jordan

I

never knew that through the course of a year I could
lose so much. I had never thought that in just one
year I could lose not only my papa, but my father
as well. I always knew that everyone has to die at some
point, old or young but the truth is no matter how
strong or prepared you think you might be, nothing ever
prepares you for losing someone you love. It’s hard to
bear the thought of someone being with you all your life
then suddenly they are just taken away from you. People
make life seem like a long journey when in fact you never
really know how long your so-called “journey” will last.
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September 25th, 2010 was the day I last saw my
papa. My papa had been in the hospital twice before
he actually passed away. The first time he was admitted
because my nana, papa, two cousins, a friend and I, had
been in a major car accident on Manitoulin Island. That
night we were all sent home thinking everyone was fine
and it seemed that way for a few weeks. After everything
was solved he went home, but then two weeks later
he was readmitted, and on September 25th he passed
away. He had suffered through enough and couldn’t
fight anymore. As I hugged my dad all I could think was
“Wow, I can’t imagine how it must feel to not have a
dad.”
Little did I know that 4 months later I would know
exactly how he felt. It was February 3rd, 2011. I just
got back from a walk to Tim Horton’s with my friend,
Jasmine. It was about 4 o’clock. We had been home for
not even 10 minutes and then from my room I heard a
big thump. An uneasiness set in my stomach as I went
to see what had happened and when I got to the living
room I saw my dad lying there. At first, I thought maybe
he had fallen because I knew that he suffered from a bad
knee.
After he wouldn’t answer me and started making
choking noises I knew that something was seriously
wrong, so I called my mom who was with my sister
decorating for a surprise party for her friend. She called
the ambulance. Then an assistant to the ambulance
dispatch center called and stayed on the phone with
me until the ambulance arrived. It seemed like forever
waiting, knowing that my dad was only going to get
worse, but they finally came and tried to help my dad.
Nothing seemed to work at that point. My grandma and
other family members started to come and everything
just seemed to get all the more hectic. When my mom
got home I didn’t see her for very long before she left
down the street behind the ambulance.
At that moment I felt like my whole world seemed
to stop. I knew my dad was gone and was never coming
back. He was never going to give me another hug. I was
simply a kid who had lost two great men in my life who
were taken well before their time. Therefore, cherish
who you have and live your life because you never know
how much time you or someone you love really has left.
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Rilie, an outgoing fourteen-year-old, lives in Sudbury with her mother and
sister. Currently in grade nine, she intends to take several law courses in
preparation for post-secondary education. Rilie plans to pursue a degree
in law at Harvard University upon graduation.

Marlee Pyott

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Moving On
“Moving on, is a simple thing, what it leaves behind is
hard.” – Dave Mustaine

L

ast summer, on July 25th, something happened that
would change my life forever. I went through every
room in the house. I went for a long stroll through
the forest, trying to remember a picture that would last
forever. For today was the day I would say my final goodbyes to all my neighbours, all my childhood memories,
and, of course, that small house on 846 Charlotte Street.
At first, I thought the move was going to be fun.
But, little did I know I was walking away from the house
that I lived in my entire life, where I grew up, with all my
childhood memories. We are a family of five and we lived
in a house with two bedrooms, one bathroom, a living
room that was not much bigger than my new room, and
yet, I loved that tiny house. Not only was it tiny, but it
was also located in a rougher part of town. I grew up
with some neighbours who had questionable habits.
I laugh about it now because my new house has 4
bedrooms, 3 bathrooms, and it’s 4 times as big as my old
house. Although I moved to a much bigger house and a
better neighbourhood, I’ve made way more friends since
that move. For some reason tough, I would give anything
to live in that old house again. I will never forget how,
when I was upset about something, I could take a stroll
through the forest, or, my neighbour, who was the same
age as I was, how we could just talk about anything. All
the kids on the street would always hang out, and we
would have tons of adventures in our backyards.
The hardest part about the move is the thought that
I can’t go back and relive those moments. I will never
be able to walk up those front stairs into my home, or
slide on the hardwood floors from room to room. My old
neighbours have changed, and some have also moved
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away, so, even if I did go back, it would never be the
same.
All of my childhood memories were made in that
small house, and I remember every square inch of that
house like the back of my hand. I know I can’t change
moving, and I guess it was for the best. Growing up, as
a child, I thought I would live there forever, but just like
Disney said, “forever is a long, long time, and time has a
way of changing things.”
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Grade 11 & 12 Sudbury Winners
“Every life has a measure of sorrow, and sometimes
this is what awakens us.” – Steven Tyler

Jennifer Floyd

First Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Achterhuis

T

he morning fog, sombre and burdened with
reminiscence, rolled over Prinsengracht Canal.
Sunlight poured out from behind Westerkerk,
Amsterdam’s tallest church, casting a dull glow on the
façades of the houses along the bank and speckling the
cobblestones with amber light. Slow, deliberate steps
brought me to the entrance, a set of frosted glass doors
at the side of a red brick building. I understood no Dutch,
but the words on the small sign over the threshold
held more meaning than any in my own language –
“Achterhuis”, the secret hiding place of Anne Frank and
her family.
In small groups we shuffled into the antique building,
standing where offices and a warehouse once existed.
The August heat filled the small space, specks of dust
suspended in the beams of light coming through the grimy
windows. The house had no tour guides, no headsets for
commentary – this was an experience meant to unfold in
silence and solitude. Walking through the ground floor,
an uneasy calm came over me. The rooms were all empty,
the furniture carted away directly after the arrests were
made. We stood shoulder-to-shoulder, filling the rooms,
but not a single voice could be heard. Moving towards
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the back of the building, a shabby door led to an uneven
wooden staircase. I climbed the antique stairs leading
to the Secret Annex, a mere eighteen inches wide and
perilously steep. A few more paces brought me face-toface with one of the most iconic symbols of Anne Frank’s
legacy still in existence – the movable bookcase. Passing
through it was like venturing into another dimension.
The Annex was more spacious than I anticipated,
and yet still far too small for seven people to live
comfortably. The walls and floors seemed both fragile
and indestructible, the heavy air dusty and faintly sweet.
In her tiny bedroom I felt like an imposter, a trespasser. I
looked at the photos she had pasted to her walls – film
stars, musicians, dancers. Anne and I saw the pictures
with the same eyes, only as I looked at them, I knew
how her story would end. As I stood in the Annex, a
sound from outside filled the rooms; faint at first but
growing steadily louder, until it resonated through every
plank of wood in the scuffed floor. The chiming of bells
rang out from the clock tower of Westerkerk, willful and
deep. The same sound that Anne had taken comfort in,
the chiming she had written about in her diary, washed
over me and pulsed through my body, so loudly I felt
faint. Settling behind my eyes was a dull, angry ache, like
that of a migraine. The rest of the group had moved on
to another part of the house, but I remained, standing
alone in the center of the bedroom, paralyzed by
emotion. The overpowering injustice of everything the
Annex represented – prejudice, discrimination, hatred,
fear – made me feel sick to my stomach. I closed my eyes
to keep from crying.
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Never before had the thought of injustice provoked
such emotion in me – first confusion, then sadness, then
a burning anger. In that moment, everything material
disappeared. It mattered not where I was from, where I
was going, who I was or who I could be. All that mattered
to me was who Anne had been, and who she was never
allowed to be. Never in my life had I felt so insignificant,
and so helpless. But as I stood there, alone in her room, a
thought came upon me that stole my breath. Anne had
been the victim of one of the most atrocious genocides
in history. She had seen her home, her friends, her
freedom, and eventually her life stolen from her, quickly
and painfully. And yet, in every moment of her short time
on Earth, Anne was herself. She had not allowed the
experience of total, heart-wrenching loss to change her,
and through the destruction of everything she knew, had
not lost herself.
Anne Frank was a warrior – she and 6 million others.
The strength she showed through such adversity has
been one of the biggest influences on my life, and
nothing has had a greater impact on my philosophy of
life than my visit to Anne Frank Huis. Standing there
on that perfect summer day, I realized how much more
complex and intricate the world is than I could have ever
imagined, and that very few things are untouched by
corruption and injustice. But I also understood, perhaps
for the first time, the beauty of life, and the importance
of embracing each moment without fear of the next. I
felt an overwhelming connection to the people of the
world who live in a state of terror and confusion, whose
hearts are heavy with oppression. Realizing that freedom
of thought and emotion is an indescribable blessing
changed my life. In that tiny room, I learned that pain
and suffering are separate conditions – that while the
human spirit may be dealt pain without choice, we can
elect not to suffer as a result of our circumstances. And
there exists no finer example of this than the family that
hid, but did not lose hope, within the walls of Achterhuis.
Jennifer, a grade eleven student, attends school in Sudbury, Ontario. Her
many interests include tennis, environmental science and travel. Jennifer
has visited over twenty countries worldwide. She is a senior student of
vocal music at the Royal Conservatory of Toronto. After graduation,
Jennifer plans to study international relations and economics.

Meghan Innes

Second Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The War Against Myself
“Ultimately, we all have to decide for ourselves what
constitutes failure, but the world is quite eager to give
you a set of criteria if you let it” – J. K. Rowling

E

very person has a voice in the back of their heads
that tells them right and wrong. Some people have
a voice that gives them advice and some people,
like me, even talk to themselves. Unfortunately, the voice
in my head doesn’t often have nice things to say about
me. There are days when I fall asleep, listing to myself all
the reasons that I’m not good enough, and how I don’t
meet the standards set by my surroundings, or by myself.
That would be where the word ‘failure’ comes in. I use
it frequently to describe myself, much to the dismay of
those around me, but it fits. The definition of failure, is
something unsuccessful or disappointing, and there was
a point in my life where I believed both of those things to
be true about myself.
When I was born, I had two siblings and a mother and
father who loved me. Soon after, my parents divorced
leaving my mother alone to raise three children, all of
whom demanded a lot of attention. As the youngest
sibling, I always felt like I was the outcast, even within
my own home. My siblings always seemed to have jokes,
and I was never included. This continued when I went to
school. It seemed that my peers didn’t understand me,
which suited me fine most of the time. I didn’t feel like
I needed them anyway. I hoped that once I started high
school, I’d get a fresh start, away from the children who
had been excluding me for years. Conversely, when I got
to high school it began to feel as though it was my fault
for not being accepted, which translated into self hatred.
While most teens were out making friends, I was doing
my best to avoid any contact with the outside world.
This lack of self confidence, self esteem, and all those
other ‘self’ words that everyone is supposed to have, grew
into another ‘self’ word that I would never have expected
to apply to my life. Self harm. There are many terms for it,
but the point is that when I cannot find another way to
deal with my problems I take a knife to myself. I decided
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one day that it would be a good idea to carve the word
‘failure’ into myself, as a reminder that I would never
be good enough, and it took off from there. It is often
thought that people harm themselves only for attention,
however I know from personal experience, this is false.
I hurt myself to make the emotional pain I feel become
physical, because there is no other way to express that I
am hurting. One of my biggest fears is that people will
see my scars. The feeling of being completely worthless
is not something that I would choose to endure. There
were mornings when I wouldn’t want to get out of bed,
because I didn’t see the point. After all, I wasn’t going to
amount to anything. It seemed at my lowest points that
I wasn’t worth anything, so what did it matter if I hurt
myself? I felt there was no one around to care anyway.
I was falling apart, and I don’t remember why. It
definitely wasn’t important enough to cause the landslide
that occurred in my life, and not worth my having to
tell people that I hate myself enough to suffer this way.
What bothers me most is when people make jokes about
it, because it isn’t funny. Not one bit. It’s those people
making jokes about the ‘emos,’ and the ‘cutters’ who
don’t understand what it’s like to wake up every morning
with no motivation to go anywhere, but an obligation to,
because nobody is allowed to know that I’m hurting. So
I go on every day, acting like everything is perfect, when
I’m dying on the inside and bleeding on the outside.
Ignorance is sometimes okay though. I’m glad that most
people will never know what it’s like; I would never wish
such pain on anyone. At the end of the day, you always
have to live with yourself, and life becomes really difficult
when you hate yourself.
The easiest part for me is that no one suspects the
person who spends all her time caring for others. Who
would think to check the wrists of the person who
checks everyone else? Who would think to ask the
person who makes sure everyone else eats their lunch,
if she has eaten hers? I’ve always been passionate about
helping people, and even when I’m in my worst places,
one of the only things that can bring me out of darkness
is to help someone else heal. However, if I want to help
people, I know that I will first have to heal myself. I now
realize, sitting around and hoping myself to get better
will not do anything.
The most important thing that I realized after I began
this journey, is that some day, I need to recover. It takes
years, and I know that I’m in it for the long haul, and
108
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need to be ready for a battle. Twenty years down the
road, I may still have scars, but I hope by then they will
be faded white lines, to remind me of my past. Those
scars will show me that I have grown up. They will no
longer be a sign of my weakness, but of my strength to
overcome all obstacles thrown in my way. Gone will be
the days where I believe what is ingrained in me (in more
ways than one) that I am a failure, that I cannot achieve
my dreams and that I won’t win this war. These types of
wars are the hardest to fight, because you are fighting
against yourself, and either way a part of you loses. I am
excited for the day that I’ll be able to say, “I was a cutter,
but I’m recovered,” because I know that day is coming.

Megan Lampkin

Third Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Opening New Doors
“Change has a considerable psychological impact on the
human mind. To the fearful it is threatening because
it means that things may get worse. To the hopeful it
is encouraging because things may get better. To the
confident it is inspiring because the challenge exists to
make things better.” – King Whitney Jr.

I

n the past, my relationship with my parents was
not always the easiest to maintain. Similar to other
teenagers, we fought over the simplest of issues,
and constantly disagreed. Having two younger brothers
only made the fighting and arguing much worse. It was
not until my fifteen-year-old brother, Tyler, confessed to
the world that he was gay that my family’s relationship
grew even stronger; particularly, the relationship shared
between my parents and me. My two brothers and I were
brought up to be accepting, but I was unaware of the
extent to which my parents were willing to be accepting.
Even though this event has affected my brother the
most, it had a large impact on my views and perspective
of my parents.

October 21st was the day; Tyler and I had stayed in
our own rooms, doing our own separate activities, not
paying much attention to one another, as usual. It wasn’t
until later that evening, just before bed, Tyler walked in
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my room. Though I thought he was only there to annoy
me, he instead asked me a question I will never forget.
“What would you say if I told you I was gay?” Shocked,
I laughed and told him to stop joking around, and to
leave me alone so I could go to sleep. He claimed that it
was not a joke, and this was his unusual way of telling
his older sister about his sexuality. Considering I am the
older, more mature sibling, I felt as though it was my
duty to comfort him, to guide him, as that’s what older
siblings should do. But instead, I just sat in silence, crying
hopelessly, as he walked out of my room. To this day, I
still don’t quite understand what I was feeling. Since Tyler
had not completely come out, I could not tell my friends,
and especially not my parents. I think the main reason
I was so upset was because I was worried what others
might do to him. Although society is more accepting
of homosexuality, I am still quite aware of how hateful
others can be. I was aware of the many hate crimes and
organizations that were against homosexuals. It was a
terrifying thought knowing my younger brother,Tyler,
was a potential victim of it all.
When I finally stopped acting selfish, I sat down and
had a long talk with him. Tyler explained how different
his life had been from what I had suspected it to be.
He asked me to keep it a secret from our family, which
I complied. I did not tell a single soul. I would casually
bring up the topic to my mother about how she would
feel if one of her children were gay. Like any other
mother, she said she would be very accepting, as she
would love us just the same. Many mothers can say that,
but when their child is actually gay, they feel differently. I
would constantly encourage Tyler to tell our parents, and
explain to him that it would only make him feel better,
but he refused and said he was not ready.
It wasn’t until three weeks later that Tyler finally
confessed to our parents that he was gay. I had been
at work that day, and I received a message from him
explaining that he had told mom and dad. As I walked
into my house, my parents were sitting at the kitchen
table. They seemed to be acting perfectly normal, like
nothing was different. I decided to start talking about
the situation. We talked about how they both felt, and
it was one of the most comforting feelings. I have heard
many horror stories about children coming out to their
parents, and I was unsure how mine would react. They
were so calm and comfortable about the situation. I
remember my mother’s exact words, “Tyler is who he is
and his sexual preference is such a small part of who he

is as a person. It really changes nothing about him. As a
mother, all I want is for my three children to be happy,
and to feel comfortable enough to come and talk to me.
After all, there are much bigger problems in the world
than your brother’s sexuality – like the fact that your
room is a mess.” It was that moment that I realized what
a remarkable mother she is. The fact that she was so calm
and accepting towards this life-changing experience had
allowed me to realize how much I respect her, not only as
a person, but also as a mother. Not only was my mother
accepting, but my father was as well. Prior to our talk,
I had been concerned about how my father would deal
with it. In turn, he felt the same way as my mother did.
He accepted my brother for who he is, and explained to
me that this was merely another chapter in our family
history. He explained in his own way that Tyler had been
gay his whole life, he just wasn’t aware of it; he is still the
same person he always was.
Although it may seem crazy, I truly believe my
brother’s sexuality changed my entire view of not only
my parents, but also my outlook on life. I have realized
what amazing parents I have, and have developed so
much more respect for them. I cannot express how
strong my relationship is with my mother and father, as
this has made me realize that they will always support
me through any situation. They were able to make the
hardest time of Tyler’s life much easier. I guess you could
say that Tyler’s sexuality has made me a stronger person.
Not only has he made our family stronger, but he has
also made me realize how difficult life can be, and how
strong you must be in order to overcome it all. This
particular event has helped shape my relationship with
my parents into the strong one it is today, and I have
grown to truly respect my younger brother. As my brother
once taught me, whether it is good or bad, in every life
there is an event that significantly affects you -- a point,
after which, you know your life will never be the same.
The strength he has shown has led me to be a stronger
person. He showed me that it is how you deal with a
difficult situation that truly defines you as a person.
Eighteen-year-old Megan lives in Sudbury, Ontario with her parents and
two younger brothers. After graduation, Megan plans to study kinesiology
at university. Her goal is to attend medical school and pursue a career in
physiotherapy. She enjoys volunteering and swimming. Megan would like
to thank her family and teachers for their support.
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Lyndsay Greasley

Fourth Place
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Error of My Weighs

M

y body lay lifeless and bruised as my brother
punched my side repetitively, leaving me gasping
for air. Accustomed to these physical beatings,
my body became numb to the pain. My mother stood
watching, hardly making an attempt to protect me. I
screamed for help, but nobody wanted to listen.
After one such beating, I ran to my room, stifling
the tears that threatened to expose my “weakness.” As
I locked the door behind me, I longed for an escape.
In a life in which I felt powerless, I needed something,
anything, that I could control.
I had always been a high achiever, athletic, giftedly
artistic, and a well-mannered daughter. But at that
moment, I failed to acknowledge such ideal qualities.
Thoughts raced through my head as I tried to understand
why I was abused by my own brother and why my mother
failed to protect me: I was not good enough. Such
thoughts then became distorted, and I heard a menacing
voice inside my head hiss that I was not thin enough, I
was not pretty enough. I stared in the mirror, disgusted
with what stared back at me: a repulsive bulging
stomach, thighs wider than the mirror itself, unsightly
broad shoulders. All I could see were extra pounds that
could be shed, and I knew I had to take drastic action—I
was going on a diet.
“I just need to lose five pounds,” I assured myself.
However, two weeks and five pounds later, I had to lose
a few more “just to be safe.” Before I knew it, I was
skipping supper and snacks, convincing my mother that
I wasn’t feeling well or wasn’t hungry. No matter how
much my starving body screamed for food, I denied
myself the right to eat, and so began my war on appetite.
I became obsessed with counting calories and reading
nutrition labels. A minute didn’t go by where I didn’t
think about burning calories I had consumed. Shackled
by the fear of gaining, I was consumed by anorexia and,
at that time, I was satisfied. The more I restricted, the
more I was praised by the critical voice inside my head.
Fasting was the only thing in my life that I had control
over, the only thing that made me feel powerful and
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worthwhile. For once, I even had a body that others
envied, which was not only intoxicating, but made me
feel superior. My situation represented a paradox: I felt
as though everything in my life was finally going right
when, in truth, it was anything but perfect.
In time, I had drastically restricted my caloric
consumption to a mere 150 calories each day. Within
three months, I had successfully shed 30 pounds. Yet,
no matter how much I lost, the voice inside my head
insisted that I was still not thin enough—I was still not
good enough.
My body rejected my “success.” I was lethargic,
freezing despite the layers of clothes hiding my frail form,
and fainting on a daily basis. As starvation leached the
life out of me, I became distant and depressed, and all I
wanted to do was sleep. The only thing that motivated
me to get out of bed each morning was to see how thin I
looked in the mirror compared to the previous day.
My mother eventually forced me to see a pediatrician,
who said I needed to be hospitalized immediately. There,
I was formally diagnosed with anorexia nervosa. I was
scared—scared of my friends finding out, scared of
missing school, scared of reality. Such concerns became
the least of my worries when I discovered that I would
not be discharged until I reached a healthy weight and
my vitals improved. This required eating large quantities
of high caloric foods—my worst fear of all. Every day I
stared at my growing reflection in the mirror, horrified
that all of my “success” was being undone without
my control. This drove me further into a labyrinth of
depression from which I was unable to escape. Without
my disorder, I no longer knew who I was, for it dominated
my whole life, my whole being.
After two months of consistent eating, I was finally
discharged. Sadly, however, I did not learn my lesson.
Two years later, my struggle with anorexia resurfaced,
and another 20 pounds slipped off my withered body.
Though I was happy, my pediatrician was not. This time,
I was admitted to the eating disorder specialization wing
at the Children’s Hospital of Eastern Ontario (CHEO) in
Ottawa.
On my first night at CHEO, I almost died. That’s what
it took for me to realize how severe my disorder had truly
become. It was also the first time I acknowledged that I
had a problem. Upon accepting that I was responsible for
nearly killing myself, I knew that I had to get better—I
wanted to survive. However, I did not just want to
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survive, I wanted to live. I wanted to measure myself not
in pounds, but by my triumphs and successes. To do so,
I knew I would have to destroy the mental monster that
had robbed me of three years of my life, a step I never
thought I would be able to take. It was the most difficult
thing I’ve ever had to do, but it meant the return of my
appreciation for life, and in many ways, the return of my
former self.
I remained at CHEO for two and a half months, and
in that short time I changed dramatically. Not only did
I gain weight, but I gained a better insight into who I
was, and who I wanted to be. Liberated from my inner
demon, I discovered that I didn’t need my disorder to
cope with the many stresses in my life, nor did I need it
to feel as though I was in control. For once in a long time,
it felt good to be happy—it felt good to gain.
Lyndsay, an honors student, lives in Sudbury with her mother, older
brother and twin sister. She is a member of many school athletic teams
including hockey, flag football, track and field and alpine skiing. Outside
of athletics, Lyndsay enjoys travelling, photography and horseback riding.
Lyndsay plans to study science in the fall at university, specializing in
behavioural neuroscience.

Julian Hickey

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

My Game, My Life
“Self Confidence is the first requisite to great
undertakings.” – Samuel Johnson

A

lot of truth lies within this quote. Confidence can be
man’s greatest resource, and his largest enemy. For
even with a well-thought-out plan, and the means
to complete it, those who lack confidence will lose faith
in themselves, and soon all of their undertakings will fall
to dust. I have experienced this first hand, the part selfconfidence plays in our day to day lives. It had troubled
me for quite a while, until I was finally able to bestow
confidence unto myself, simply through the medium of
football.
I have never been a terribly confident person, usually
second guessing most things I did. It had never really
occurred to me that I might have been letting things
pass me by simply because I didn’t have the confidence

to attain them. Sports, grades, relationships, all were
being hampered by my inability to be surefooted. This
lack of confidence had a snowballing effect, the more
opportunities I missed, the more inclined I was to be
cautious. All of this changed however, the moment I
heard that my school would have a football team the
following year.
I had never been so sure of anything in all of my
life; I wanted to join that team more than anything,
and the only thing that stood in my way was myself. I
knew that there was no way I was going to pass up this
opportunity; I also knew it wasn’t going to be easy. It
would take a lot of work just to be able to keep up with
everyone else physically, but I was prepared to do what
had to be done. I got all the gear I needed, and I joined a
gym to get myself fit enough to be able to play. I first felt
a confidence boost while at the gym. It was intimidating
at first, but it was not long before I was able to run father
and lift heavier, and that in itself was more than enough
to give me a sense of self-importance.
Time passed and soon the season was just around
the corner, it was August, and the first round of practices
was starting. There weren’t alot of us; luckily, this meant
there would be no tryouts; if you showed up you were
on the team. I was glad to have heard this; the last
thing I would have wanted, was to be told that there
was someone better for my position. When the actual
practices, or more accurately, the training camp started,
I felt that my time at the gym had barely helped me at
all. I was never expecting to be able to sprint a mile, but I
was still one of the first on the team to get winded, and
again I found myself second guessing my choice. When
I saw my friends attempting the same things, however,
I felt like I had something to prove, something to show,
to assert myself as a valuable asset to the team. That
is exactly what I set out to do. I went home that night
and promised myself that I would see the whole thing
through, I wouldn’t quit, I would not falter, I would do it
for myself, and for the others on the team.
My new found resolve did little to help my physical
ability. The next training session was
just as long, hot, dry, and tiring. I was not granted
the ability to complete the daunting tasks laid out in
front of me, but rather the motivation to do so. For the
first time in a long time, I was faced with a challenge that
I felt I couldn’t complete, that I didn’t want to complete,
but still felt compelled to do so. Then, over time, I found
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myself performing at a greater physical capacity. I also
found myself enjoying the challenges set out before me.
Another first for me was the feeling of being able to
accomplish anything I needed to. At that point I knew I
was going to be able to see my personal trials through. I
had accomplished my need, and I was fulfilling my want,
the want to excel, the want to compete, all of these
things were new to me and I was loving the experience.
As time passed, games were played against other
teams, and not a single game was won. I didn’t care
though. Sure I wanted to win, but I was quite content
with my company. We had our laughs, we had our
moments, and I had done what I didn’t think I could do.
What else could I have wanted? Not a lot, but more was
to come. Shortly after the season was officially over, I
found out that for the first time in Sudbury, there would
be a football all-star game -- a game where the best
players from each team in each division got together for
one end-all game of the season. I figured that I wouldn’t
be playing in the game; I knew I was a good player, but
not good as some of the others. I was about to receive yet
another confidence boost, I was chosen to play. I couldn’t
believe it, I was one of the best offensive linesmen in the
division, and because of that, I got to play.
Our division was not the victor, but I still won. I had
set my own goals over the season, and I had completed
each. I managed to even surpass my expectations. My
lack of confidence was no longer an issue. I had proven
to myself that if I really wanted something, all I had to do
was work towards it. Every battle was hard fought, no
ground was given easily, but in the end, the victory I held
over myself was greater than that of any football game.
Seventeen-year-old Julian was born in a small town on the northern
shores of New Brunswick. Currently Julian lives in Sudbury, Ontario. He
enjoys listening music, playing football and going to gym. When Julian
completes his secondary education he intends to pursue studies in biology
at university.

Jessica Pugliese

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Love in Us
“Forget regret, or life is yours to miss. No other path, no
other way, no day but today.” – Jonathan Larson, Rent
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T

he sound of applause seemed thunderous, the
smiles on the audience’s faces seemed to shine
brighter than the blinding lights of the stage, and
the premeditated perfection of beautiful harmonies gave
reason as to why they stood on their feet. Even after the
final curtain closed, I knew my life had been changed
forever.
During the summer of 2011, my life was nothing
short of changed. I felt emotions I had never known
before, had experiences that I thought were far out of
my reach, and shared an undeniable connection with
nineteen other people that I cannot find any other word
to describe besides “love”. As a cast member of YES
Theatre’s production of Rent my whole world was flipped
upside down, but it was in all ways for the better. It was
not only the words written in the script that inspired
change but, it was the way they seemed to leap off the
pages and come to life on stage that was truly magical.
As a cast we were able to evoke passion not only in
others, but in ourselves. I have learned more sharing a
stage with those truly beautiful people than I ever have
in any classroom, and I will carry this experience with me
for the rest of my life.
Jonathon Larson’s Rent tells the story of a group
of artists and musicians surviving in New York’s Lower
East Side in the Bohemian Alphabet City, in love and
friendship all the while suffering under the shadow of
HIV/AIDS. The script is packed with beautiful songs and
brilliant dialogue. It teaches the audience, and especially
the actors, that each day of our lives is valuable. It
inspires us to love with all of our hearts, to accept all
kinds of people, and most importantly that we must not
let society dictate our dreams. Though we may not have
been stricken with disease and struggle with the same
financial and physical implications as the characters we
portrayed, as a cast we shared and learned together in
a way that was as unique as the Tony Award winning
musical itself.
Every ounce of passion we projected on that stage
came from the deepest parts of our souls. It was not
just about pleasing an audience, getting a good review,
or a pat on the back saying we had done well; it was
far more than that. Before we touched the stage, we
had already rehearsed vigorously and committed every
part of our physical selves to this show; the only part
left of us to give was our hearts. We felt, as Jonathon
Larson wrote in the script himself, “the need to express,
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to communicate.” Each step, move and sound was
executed with pure drive, with just an undeniable need
to perform and express the true feeling behind what we
were doing. It was no longer just about each motion, but
about why we were making it.
I could almost say with certainty that there is not a
single person in my life who truly understands my past.
As I was growing up, with the exception of my parents,
I did not have anyone in my life whom I could trust. At
a young age, I was repeatedly betrayed by my peers
and, though I was very social, I had a very difficult time
trusting those around me. I slowly realized that, without
the ability to trust, I did not have the ability to love. Up
to the age of fifteen, I would drift in and out of moments
of depression. I knew that I had the love and support of
my family, but felt that without them I had no one. I did
not know how to completely trust other people in my
life, and I never experienced what it felt like to know that
someone loved me.
Rent was not just a show, it was a life experience.
Being constantly surrounded by the people I was
working with made them much more than just a cast;
they were the strongest kind of friends I can imagine,
and they are my family. Because of this show, because of
the connections I shared, I learned to give parts of me I
never felt safe enough to share before. I allowed myself
to open up my heart and let the show in. Not only the
choreography, music, and direction, but each and every
one of my cast mates--my friends, friends whom I believe
I will have for the rest of my life. The show has not only
taught me how to truly love others, but that there are
people who loved me as well.
“The Love In Us”: that was the tagline for our
astoundingly successful show, and that is what it truly
was. Each and every show, the audience got a glimpse
into all of our hearts; they truly did see the love we had
inside of us. It was projected directly to them on the stage
before their eyes. Every moment of the show was filled
with our passion not just to perform, or be a part of the
theatre, but our passion for life. I was part of something
I will value until the day that I die, and I cannot imagine
who I would be today without it. Because of this show
I understand that every moment of my life is beautiful,
and, regardless of what I go through, there will always
be people in my life who love me. I am no longer afraid
to pursue what I am passionate about and to go after
what I love. For the rest of my life I will strive to achieve

my dreams without fear, because there truly is no day
but today.
Jessica is a grade twelve student who lives with her parents and older
brother in Sudbury, Ontario. She enjoys performing arts, especially musical
theatre. Jessica will be studying political science at university this fall. She
hopes to pursue a career in law and remain actively involved in the arts.

Shelby Rogerson

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

We All Fall Down
“Anyone who has lived through it, or those who are
now living through it, knows that caring about an
addict is as complex and fraught and debilitating as
addiction itself.”– David Sheff, Beautiful Boy

A

t the age of fifteen I was opened up to a new world
unlike anything I had ever experienced before. It
took one person and his journey through addiction
and recovery to show me that life is not as simple as it
may seem on the outside, but rather a constant battle of
one’s inner self and their pursuit of happiness. Sheff was
right, when the end finally came; it was as though the
addict wasn’t the only one suffering from an addiction.
Carson and I were co-workers at a part time job. He
was well-liked by our employers, owned his own car,
and was enrolled in a college program. Needless to say I
was infatuated with him. I started asking around about
Carson and most said he was a good guy, but that he had
dabbled with drugs. I wasn’t concerned by this, though,
because a lot people have experimented, and what I had
heard was mostly word of mouth. As we began to talk,
Carson came across to me just how I had perceived him.
That was until the day he felt the need to “come clean”
to me about something.
I will never forget the moment when I received his
message:
“I have something to tell you and I feel like you
have the right to know before things go too far. I’m
currently in recovery for an opiate addiction and am in a
rehabilitation program. I’m sorry and I will understand if
you don’t want to talk to me anymore.”
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He was right. I didn’t want to talk to him. My whole
naïve world was shattered. How could I be attracted to
someone like him? I was raised in a good home, by good
people and had never been exposed to something like
this. I remember breaking down; I curled up in a tiny ball
in my bed and cried myself to sleep that night. Still to
this day I don’t remember exactly why I was crying. Was I
genuinely concerned for another person, possibly for the
first time in my life?
I decided to contact him the next day. Giving him
a chance to explain himself was only fair and I really
wanted to understand him. We met for coffee that night
after work and there he explained to me the story behind
his addiction. Carson had become interested in drugs
during high school; it first started with marijuana, and
proceeded to his drug of choice, Oxycontin. He used for
roughly two years, until realizing the road he had been
travelling had come to a sudden end. He had stolen,
lied, and hurt the ones who had truly cared about him.
It was before starting school in the fall that he chose to
seek help in the form of a daily dose of methadone. He
explained to me he had been sober for roughly 6 months
and was doing well on the program.
I now looked at Carson in a different light. I
understood this was one of his character flaws; I
witnessed his strength and appreciated it. To me he was a
truly remarkable person and I was proud of him in a way.
This marked the beginning of our two year relationship.
I cannot stress enough how important it was for me
to realize that Carson’s decisions were not a result of
poor upbringing or neglect, as he was raised by great
people and had everything to be thankful for, but instead
because of his own choices based on his own opinions.
A person’s faults do not necessarily dictate who or what
they become in life, and Carson was proof of this.
Now his recovery and my involvement was in no way
a blissful situation. Methadone requires a person to build
their life around it. It sometimes felt as though I was taking
the drug, as I experienced the repercussions of its use on
a daily basis. Taking it causes side effects; anything from
rapid mood swings, nausea, and fatigue -- all of which
I witnessed him go through. Carson’s demon’s were not
only in pill form, but he also had mental issues which I
could not help him battle solely.
Because I was with Carson I lost the respect of some
people, and I had to adjust my lifestyle to aid him in his
recovery. He supported me in all of my ventures and was
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truly a great companion. We were hardly apart and it
was almost as though I took the physical form of his
addiction. I can’t say I wasn’t happy. I really loved Carson,
and, in a way, he became my addiction, as much as I
became his.
Sadly, after his graduation from College, Carson
began to change. After a series of unfortunate events,
we finally broke up after two long years of commitment.
I realize now the lessons I learned from my experience,
and I try not to hold any hostilities towards him. We no
longer speak, and I hear that he is happy and still on
track and in recovery.
In spite of what occurred between us, the time I
spent with Carson created some of the fondest memories
and richest life lessons I will ever learn. I never thought
I would have learned what I did or met someone like
him in my lifetime. In life, the people you meet along
the way help shape who you become, and loving those
people only moulds you even deeper into who you are.
Addiction is something that anyone can experience; it
comes in all shapes and forms, whether it is to a person
like I had, or a drug like Carson. We all fall down, it is not
a matter of choice or decision, it’s something we do. It’s
those of us who embrace this obstacle who are the ones
who will ultimately succeed.
Shelby is an outgoing, grade twelve student in Sudbury, Ontario. She
enjoys travelling, music, driving and fashion. Shelby plans to study nursing
at university this fall. She hopes to pursue a career in medicine or law.
Shelby believes strongly in the message her writing conveys. She is very
proud to be a published author and intends to continue writing in the
future.

Ethan Roy

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

My Golden Ticket

D

reams. Everyone has them. Most people abandon
them for a “real” job though. Not me. I’m shooting
straight for the top. It started when I was in grade
six and hasn’t stopped since. My dream is to get on
screen. Not really too specific on the size of the screen. I
just want my face up there for the world to see. Of course,
this wasn’t always my dream. I used to think I would end
up in my small hometown working some nine-to-five job
for the rest of my life. It was actually a roll in my school’s
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first ever drama production that I auditioned for on a
whim that changed my trajectory.
Not much happened at Pius XII elementary school,
especially in the winter. The biggest thing that year was
because of the principal. She had a few ideas but none
of them really affected us. Except for one. It was a bleary
day and my class was quietly doing work when our
principal, Mrs. Bianchin, walked into the room with a big
smile on her face. Everyone in the class turned to her
and watched her expectantly. When she finally began to
speak she announced that this year Pius XII would be
putting on school play, Charlie and the Chocolate Factory.
We were all shocked; a play with the entire school was
unheard of. Most of us had never even seen a play. I,
however, was intrigued. I had seen my older cousin’s
performance in Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, and I
had seen Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory plenty
of times before.
I was about to volunteer for a small role when Mrs.
Bianchin continued to speak. To participate in the play
we would have to sing a song and recite something we
had previously memorized; an audition she called it. My
gut plunged. An audition? I have trouble reading a small
speech to the class, how could I memorize a song and
a bit of writing and then perform in front of this person
I didn’t know? It was then that I realized what being in
this play would entail: singing and reciting some writing
in front of people I don’t know. It was then that I resolved
to have nothing to do with this play.
Weeks passed and the audition date was approaching.
I had done my best to push Charlie and the Chocolate
Factory to the back of mind. I wasn’t doing a good job.
Everywhere I went I felt the nagging of this play at the
back of mind. I did everything I could to distract myself
from it: reading, playing games, even doing homework!
Time passed slowly until the audition was only a day
away. My heart began to pound as they announced this
over the speaker. I really wanted to go to that audition
but I couldn’t perform anything in front of Mrs. Bianchin.
And I didn’t have anything to memorize to boot.
A little later my friend Skyler told me he had memorized
his song and what he called his “monologue.” Well, this
couldn’t stand! If Skyler was auditioning then I had to
audition, too! I rushed home and feverishly memorized
what I had on hand: the lyrics to “Allstar” by Smash
Mouth and a small paragraph from a book I was reading
at the time.

They made an announcement the next day to call
the kids down to the audition. I clung to a copy of my
monologue as I made my way to the room. There was a
line of kids. I didn’t see my friends anywhere. As I waited
for my turn I unfurled my monologue and repeated it
over and over. Between my personal recitals I noticed
that Mrs. Bianchin was letting in a few students at a
time. I had to perform in front of other kids, too! The
line continued to move forward, four or five children at
a time. Finally, heart pounding, sweat marking my brow,
I walked into the classroom. The other students and I
sat in semi-circle on the floor in front of Mrs. Bianchin.
I sat patiently as the other kids had their auditions. Two
of them didn’t have anything prepared so they sang the
national anthem and recited a fairy tale. This eased my
anxiety a little.
Finally Mrs. Bianchin called my name. I stood up
and with a shaking voice I performed my monologue. A
wall of relief fell over me as I spoke the last word. The
hard part was over. All I had left was the song and I had
that down pat. After I finished my song Mrs. Bianchin
dismissed us with a wave and a promise that she would
announce the parts soon. I walked back to class with a
smile on my face.
Weeks passed and we still hadn’t heard anything
about Charlie and the Chocolate Factory. Slowly it slipped
from my mind, replaced by other worries. Then, Mrs.
Bianchin made an announcement. “For the students who
tried out for Charlie and the Chocolate Factory, the cast
list is above the fountain in the intermediate hallway.”
My heart raced. Finally! After weeks of waiting I would
finally know how all my work paid off.
The first chance we got my friends and I raced off to
the fountain where the list was posted. We each took
our turns scanning the list for our names. My friends
each announced what part they had been assigned. I
stepped up to the list and started looking for my name. I
started at the bottom and began to work my way up. As
my eyes climbed higher I began to lose hope – I hadn’t
seen my name yet. I was about to give up when I spotted
my name near the top. I focused on my name. “Ethan
Roy…Charlie”.
My audition helped me find my true passion. I can’t
even imagine how differently my life would be if I hadn’t
taken that leap. Needless to say, I’m glad I took it.
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Karleigh Sedore

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Life and a Loss

H

ave you ever had one person to whom you could
tell anything? A person who would be there for you
no matter what the circumstances were? It is these
people who will always be there for you in times of good
and bad and you will always be there for them. It is a best
friend. This describes more than a normal relationship
between a granddaughter and a grandmother.
Ever since I was young, I have always remembered
having my grandmother in my life. She is the one person
I was able to tell everything to, and always tried to
help me find a solution to everything. She lived down
the street from me and I think that is why I had such a
close relationship with her. I would sleep at her house
on weekends, and go to church with her. Singing in the
choir with her and her friends was a regular occurrence
for me growing up.
From going to dance recitals and basketball games,
to graduations and leaving home for the first time for
two weeks, she was always there to support or help out.
She loved to comfort us when we were struggling or
having a bad day. She enjoyed volunteering within her
church and the community. She spent her free time at
the food bank or homeless shelter. You could easily have
a conversation with her because she was so bright and
fun to be around.
I looked up to my grandma so much. She changed
my life in a lot of ways because she was so intelligent and
enthusiastic. She was also a genuinely kind and exciting
person; she made everything seem better. And finally she
was the highlight of my day. I never thought I would
have to say goodbye to my best friend.
Out of nowhere, my grandma started to get really
sick and helpless. I found myself wondering what was
going to happen with her and would she be okay? Most
days, I would ask myself why this was happening to me.
I was relieved to find out she’d be fine. She was not in
great shape, but she could live out of the hospital. I would
be able to see her again. That was one of the best days,
when the doctors said she had more time and was going
to be okay. That time did not last as long as I hoped.
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Even though she had become really sick again, I
thought she would recover. When she relapsed, I found
myself praying that she would wake up being okay.
Everyone told me that I had to let go and let what was
going to happen, happen. I did not want her to leave
and wondered why she had to. I never listened to what
people were saying because I was in my own world about
the whole situation.
She got out of the hospital and I had the impression
that everything was fine with her. It was not because she
put on a brave face that made it seem like she was good
but, in reality, her health had gotten worse. I became
desperate. I did not want to have to keep facing what
might be or what could happen. I wanted everything
to be dandy and work out. Why couldn’t everything be
okay?
On May 11th, 2009, my world changed. It was the
day I found out I wouldn’t be able to see or talk to my
grandma again. Do you ever wonder if you did enough?
I feel now that I should have spent more time with her.
When she died, everyone knew it was going to happen.
She was suffering; she didn’t want to eat, walk or sleep.
Even though I got to say “good bye” or “see you soon”
to my grandma it is still hard, saying goodbye.
I found it very difficult when the time came to say
goodbye. I kept hoping that she would pull through.
I didn’t know what to do when the event actually
happened. I just sat there, and cried and cried. I felt like I
was all alone and I didn’t know how to overcome that. I
sometimes still feel all alone, but I try not to.
She no longer has to suffer and I know that she is
looking down on me, every day. I am comforted by the
fact that she wouldn’t want me to grieve over her death;
she would want me to continue on with my life. I picture
her enjoying herself with the grandfather I never got to
meet. I know she is with me forever and always, even if
I can’t see her.
I try to remember how she was when I was growing
up, and before she grew sick, because that was when
she changed our lives, especially my life. People say that
you have to say goodbye when someone dies, but I one
hundred percent believe that I will see my grandma again
in another life. She will always be with me, proud of all
that I’ve done.
In 2009, I ran a mini-triathlon dedicated to her in
celebration of her life. This year, I plan on doing the same
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thing but a full triathlon this time. It’s time to celebrate
her many accomplishments. I live in her footsteps now,
and follow her motto: treat people how you want to be
treated and hopefully you will get the same respect back.
She has changed my life for the better and I have her
to thank for all that I’ve become. She taught me how
to live my life and not let everything bother me. She
told me once that I will do great things, and now I’m
starting to believe that. She gave me my confidence. My
grandma will always be a part of my life and will never
be forgotten. I love you, grandma!
Eighteen-year-old Karleigh enjoys being in the outdoors and spending
time with family and friends. An optimist, Karleigh always looks at life in a
positive light. She plans to study nursing at college this fall. After receiving
her nursing designation Karleigh would like to work at Sick Kids Hospital
in Toronto, Ontario.

Lisa Tran

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Beauty and the Beast

I

t was in the spring season, almost two years ago,
when I made the phone call to my aunt, inviting
her to come over to go shopping with my Grandma
and me. This trip, being a normal every day event, made
me oblivious to the danger that was soon to come. The
weather was warm, so my aunt decided to travel by
bike. It was early in the morning when she said that after
finishing her breakfast she would come straight over. She
never arrived.
My aunt was sitting at her small dining table eating
her breakfast. Across from her sat her husband. They
were discussing selling the house and the matter of his
being laid off from his job. They had also been talking
about divorce for a while. My aunt wanted to live on her
own. After eight years of a loveless marriage, she was
ready to move on.
After she finished her breakfast, my aunt took her
dishes over to the sink. Suddenly she felt a sharp pain in
the back of her head; she touched it to find a wet, sticky
mass soaking her hair. She instantly turned around and
found her husband holding an aluminum baseball bat
with blood dripping from it. She noticed the madness in
his eyes, as he was about to strike her again. She kicked

him, knocking him back and ran towards the front door.
Though short in stature, he was strong enough to grab
her and stop her from escaping. The madman who was
my uncle then dragged her down to the basement. It
was a dark, cave-like place that reeked of his cigarettes.
She fought him all the way, but he stabbed her twice in
the neck with a pen. Before he could stab her again, with
all the strength she could muster, my aunt pushed her
attacker away and escaped. She could hear him behind
her so she ran outside screaming for help. Her face was
caked in blood and her hair was a straggling mess. Across
the street, an old man heard her cry and immediately
rushed to help her. They called the police and waited.
Inside the house, now a crime scene, her husband
watched from the window. He knew what was coming
and so he, too, waited for the police to arrive. When
they came, he ran towards his sanctuary, the basement.
The police burst inside and found him on the floor of
the basement, struggling to breathe. He had slit his own
throat in an act of suicide, but did not succeed.
A week later my aunt went back to collect her things
from the house. It was pouring rain outside and I had
decided to go with her. Two officers accompanied us
while my Dad waited in the car. When we reached the
front door my aunt fell into hysterics and collapsed. Her
entire body was shaking and she could not pull herself
up to go into the house. The policemen took her away
to wait with my Dad so I walked in first. As the only
member of my family to walk inside after the fight I can
say now that I was truly horrified by the sight I saw. The
house remained untouched after my aunt left and I saw
the bloodshed. Inside I trembled but I was still strong
enough to move on, I soon found myself in the kitchen
where the worst of the encounter occurred. I would be
lying if I said I do not get nightmares from witnessing this
scene. I wanted to tell somebody, anybody about what
happened to my aunt and what I saw, but it was not my
story to tell.
I trusted that man, her husband. We all trusted
him. He was the only uncle I had near me and I never
once thought of him as a murderer. I remember feeling
content with him before, but now all I feel is pity. He was
a coward; he never spoke up about his feelings and that
left my family vulnerable to his attack. No one could have
known what he was going to do and that hurts me. If
I had known earlier, if I had watched closer, something
could have been done. But I know these thoughts are
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just foolish wishes that do nothing to heal my aunt’s
emotional pain. Mentally, I grew stronger. I was living in
my own world where nothing bad could happen, a place
where nothing could hurt me. It was not until this event
broke my “perfect world” and made me realize that not
everything is as it seems. In my mind, I thought my family
was safe from all of this, but it changed in an instant by
a man I used to call “Uncle”.
To this day, my aunt lives with us and I would not
have it any other way. She is one of the strongest women
I know, as she is not going to let what happened in the
past affect her future. The attack is rarely talked about
and the wounds she suffered have long faded away. My
aunt’s encounter with the beast was no love story; it was
a tale of selfishness and control. The man whom she
lived with for eight years did not want her to leave so he
took it upon himself to take care of that. But no longer
can he hurt her or my family as he is forever locked up
in his house from which he did not want her to escape.
My aunt is a constant reminder that through the worst
of situations, there is always a good outcome in the end.
Now she has us, especially me, to help her. What I know
now is that love is stronger than any beast in this world
and that through it all, my aunt is still alive, safe with me.
Lisa, a spontaneous grade twelve student, was born and raised in Sudbury,
Ontario. She enjoys reading, watching YouTube videos and celebrating
her Asian heritage. Lisa would like to thank her family and friends for all
their support especially her aunt, who has been a constant beauty in her
eyes.

Kaitlin Quinlan

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Life Changing Diagnosis

O

n the first day of school the bus is always crowded.
For this reason I was not surprised to find out that
there were almost no seats left. Annoyed, I pushed
my way through a sea of squirming grade sevens and
eventually made my way to an empty spot near the middle
of the bus. Shortly after taking my seat I felt a buzzing
sensation on my thigh. I reached down into my pocket
and retrieved my cell phone. Gregory, my boyfriend
of two years, had texted me. It read, “Hey, I’ve had a
horrible day, I was hoping I could call you later tonight. I
really need your support.” Puzzled at what the problem
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might be, I set my phone aside. After a short reflection
I determined that Gregory’s first day back at university
may have been the reason for his stress, regardless, I
made it a point to phone him later that night.
A few hours later I found myself sitting down in my
dim-lighted living room, phone in hand, dialing the phone
number to Greg’s home. At first there was ringing, but
then I was greeted by Greg in his usual manner. “Hello,”
he said. I responded, “Hey baby, what was that text
about?”A long silence followed, and I could immediately
tell that something was wrong. I paused and strained
my ears, I was almost sure that I could hear Gregory
crying. “Babe,” he began slowly, “Dad’s sick. The cancer
came back.” As he explained what happened I could
feel my body sinking into the cool leather sofa, my hand
subconsciously reached for the pillow beside me and I
drew it close to my chest. The year before Greg’s dad
had been diagnosed with colon cancer, and after a shorttime we were told that his father, Dan, had gone into
remission. Silence followed, Gregory took a breath and
continued, “The doctor’s say that the cancer came back
and that it spread to his liver and lungs.” his voice trailed
off, but my muffled sobs filled the silence. It was midnight
by the time Greg and I got off the phone, and although
we were quiet for most of the conversation, the silence
was still more comforting than having to acknowledge
our reality.
Before I realized what was happening I found myself
running down the hallway, leading up to my parent’s
bedroom. Without warning I grasped the doorknob
and flew through the doors, landing abruptly on their
king-sized bed. Between sobs I managed to relate the
story of what had happened, and before I could finish
I found myself being cuddled between my two parents.
As I lay there in the arms of my father I heard myself ask,
“Do you think he’ll make it?” The room fell silent. Their
refusal to answer made me realize that my parents, the
people who could make any bad thing seem good, could
not even erase this cold and unforgiving reality in which
I was currently placed. All they could do was hold onto
their little girl, and wish the bad thoughts away.
I cried hard, straining my eyes shut in an attempt to
make myself stop crying. I could feel a hole in the middle
of my gut, growing larger with every second that passed.
Mom and Dad told me that all I could do was be strong
for Greg, and that I would only be able to do that if I let
myself sleep. I tried to convince myself that they were
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right, yet, as I pulled the cool covers over my tear-stained
face I realized that things would truly never be the same
again. I began to realize how brave Gregory’s family was,
and perhaps the bravest of all of them was Greg’s mother,
Anne. As Dan went through all the treatments, all the
sickness and pain, she never complained, never got angry
and never showed anyone that she was heartbroken. She
remained a constant companion to Dan, and somehow
managed to keep the household running. I will never
forget the night that my mother called Anne to tell her
that our family was there, should they need anything. I
think that was the first time that I had ever heard Anne
cry, and it was almost as heartbreaking as the diagnosis
itself.
As time passed, realization began to seep into my
mind. It occurred to me that people every day die of
cancer, an obvious fact in itself, yet baffling at the same
time. To believe that someone who is so close and dear to
your heart could suddenly disappear from your life was a
shock to me. Every night I pray that Dan will get better;
I want him to be there for Gregory just as my parents
are there for me. I always assume that my parents will
see me graduate high school and university; that they
will walk me down the aisle at my wedding, and babysit
my children. The thought that my parents may not be
there for me one day, which is a reality that Greg may
come to face, is perhaps the most upsetting thought
I have ever come across. Now, when I hear the word
“cancer,” I shudder, recalling the pain and potential loss
that accompanies it. To this day, no one knows what will
happen with Dan’s treatment, but through it all I hang
on to the fact that as of right now, I am lucky enough to
have a guaranteed future with my parents. This may not
be the case for everyone, but I pray that those people like
Gregory and me, who still have a family to love, cherish
and value every second of their time with their loved
ones. Although these precious moments can sometimes
appear to be ordinary and dull, they are truly the only
memories we will have of a person once they are gone.
Seventeen-year-old Katie lives with her parents and younger brother in
Sudbury, Ontario. She would like to thank her friends, family and teachers
for their tremendous support throughout the year and credits them for
her success in the Turning Points essay contest. Katie intends to pursue
a career as a physician. This fall she will begin her Bachelor of Science,
Nursing degree.

Ali Cecutti

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

No Excuses

M

ost people are apt to say their family is a bit
dysfunctional. You might have a quirky dad,
nutty mom, insolent brother, spoiled sister and
maybe even a crazy aunt or two. The dysfunction of my
family stems from my mother’s clinical diagnosis and
my being the only extension in her life, our little family.
Despite the difficulties attached to having a mentally ill
parent, I have always done my best not to let it affect me.
I avoid bitterness and blame as best I can, because she’s
my mother, not an excuse.
My mom suffers from Bipolar Disorder and Borderline
Personality Disorder. This means that sometimes she’s
depressed and other times she’s manic, which is caused
by the Bipolar Disorder. Borderline Personality Disorder
controls how she reacts and socializes. It means that she
reacts much more strongly, whether negative or positive,
and she’s afraid of crowds and yells at strangers a lot. She
gets really upset about small things, and sleeps a lot due
to her medication.
When I was in kindergarten, my mom was going
to university studying child psychology, and doing
placements to be a teacher. I was so proud of her, and I
was too young to really understand at the time why she
had to stop. It was just that Mom was sick. She was sick
for a while, and even when she started to feel better,
it didn’t last long. That’s not entirely her fault, because
when I was eight years old my father died. Even though
they split up and moved apart when I was still in diapers,
it was still pretty upsetting for her. She was depressed for
a long time after that.
She started working at Tim Horton’s when I was
around ten. I remember being so happy that I didn’t have
to lie about my mom being unemployed. She worked
there for a year and a half until she got really sick. I was
eleven or twelve when we practically moved into her
friend’s house for a while. When my mom is manic, she’ll
just clean everything all the time. I would wake up at
night to pee at Kathy’s house and she’d be lying on the
bathroom floor scouring cupboards for the third night
in a row. I couldn’t go home because there was nobody
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there and I didn’t want to go to my grandparents and
leave my mom.
Eventually, she went to the hospital, and I stayed
with my grandparents. I spent a few months with them,
struggling to get my school work done. It was hard to
adjust to a more structured environment, but I was fond
of it. When mom saw me for only a few hours on the
weekend, she was almost never angry, and I liked it. I
missed her, but having to go home with her again, and
having to take care of her was really straining on me.
She’s been in and out of the hospital quite a few
times since then, but the oddest part is that next to
nobody knows. In kindergarten, my grandparents paid
for me to attend the Montessori School, which they
did from senior kindergarten through to grade four. I
got “camperships” to go to summer camp, and I never
told anyone about my mom being sick. Private school
and summer camp had me meeting kids who were far
better off than I was, having money and often times
two healthy, loving parents, so I lied -- not just verbally,
but I made sure I was stopping anyone from thinking
anything was out of the ordinary in my house. I have
always projected the appearance of a smart, funny girl
who goes home to a happy house every night.
Right now, I guarantee that few would guess that
I dread walking through my door after school, because
I never know who’s going to greet me. Will it be angry
mom, yelling at me for not eating breakfast; depressed
mom, on the couch for the good part of a week straight;
hyper mom, who impulsively bought useless crap I don’t
need and can’t wait to show it to me? I know that I don’t
live the life that reflects who I am, and I know I can’t be
the only one. In seventeen years of life, I have learned
that everyone has a struggle. There’s something messed
up in everyone’s lives. Some people make a scene of it
and try to draw sympathy, and others hole it up inside
themselves.
I’ve been told that I need to share my feelings by all
the child psychologists I’ve been sent to, but I’ve never felt
inclined to do so. Instead, I live with my secret knowledge
of what I’ve been through and put it in perspective. I
never expect perfection from anyone and I’m overly
willing to give someone the benefit of the doubt. I know
that I’ve had rough days where nobody understands,
so I try to be a person who does. I make excuses for
other people because I know that they might be afraid
to make excuses for themselves, too. I’ve learned grace
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and understanding toward all people as an automatic
response, because I know sometimes happy people hurt
the most.

Marc Theriault

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Hardest Words
I’ve Ever Heard

I

t was a beautiful Saturday afternoon on Thanksgiving
weekend. Not a cloud in the sky would ruin my
beautiful day on October 9th, 2004. My best friend
and I were running around our big fenced- in yard
enjoying the sunny weather, when I saw my mom pull
into our driveway, home from work really early. I took a
quick glance at her and saw that she had been crying,
walking with her head down into the house. I naturally
sprinted into the house to see what it was that had made
her cry. I approached her and said, “Why are you crying?
Did someone hurt you mom?” she replied with tears
pouring down her face, “Marc, there has been a very
bad car accident today; your cousin, André, was involved
and he passed away at the hospital.”
Hearing those words from my mom, I was crushed.
My heart broke into a million pieces, I felt as if someone
took a knife and stabbed me. Words couldn’t describe
the pain I was going through. I remember running to my
room, slamming my door shut, screaming and crying at
the top of my lungs. I couldn’t be bothered by anyone.
I isolated myself in my bedroom for weeks looking over
old pictures of us together, which brought back great
memories. I lost my best friend in the entire world on
that beautiful sunny day.
What was supposed to have been a weekend filled
with excitement and a feast for a king, had turned into a
weekend of grief and misery. Instead of eating turkey on
Sunday, we planned a funeral for a man who was far too
young to leave us. Going to his funeral days later was the
hardest thing for me to do. I had to experience seeing my
best friend lying in a coffin and to say my final goodbye
because he had left us forever. I stood beside his coffin
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talking to him, saying how much I was I going to miss
him; I didn’t want to part with my best friend.
My cousin and I did everything together; fishing,
ball hockey, we even made necklaces. Even though we
weren’t close in age, he still treated me as one of his
close friends. Family meant everything to him. He was
always there for me when I needed someone to talk to
or play video games with. If you needed him you could
count on him to be there, right by your side, day or night.
Many years have passed since the death of my cousin
on Thanksgiving weekend, and even though I cannot
physically communicate with him, I like to go visit him
on special occasions such as his birthday, Christmas and
Easter. I tell him how much I miss and love him. I never
want to forget about our relationship and by visiting him
it makes me feel warm and complete inside. Every time
I visit him I bring him flowers and lay them down beside
his tombstone.
If I could have one wish granted to me I wouldn’t
wish for a million dollars, the fastest car, or even fame.
I would wish to have my best friend back so we could
continue where we left off seven years ago.
The hardest thing in life someone can experience
is the death of a very close friend or relative. It’s never
easy, no matter how strong we are, and it still reaches
out to us and shatters us. After the death of my cousin
I came to realize that no one is promised tomorrow
and it’s important to live every day as if it was your last.
We should always cherish the existing relationships we
have with the people who matter most to us. There is
no specific time or place to pass away, but simply when
God’s ready to take you. The accident my cousin went
through was an eye opener for me because I always
assumed everyone would die peacefully of old age with
their spouse by their side.
They say that time heals all, but as I write you this
story my heart still aches about losing the greatest
friend I’ve ever had. No matter how long ago this tragic
accident happened, I still, to this exact date, remember
when I walked into the kitchen and my mom told me my
cousin passed away in a horrific single car accident, just
like it was yesterday. I’ll never forget those words as long
as I live.
Though death is around us as we live our daily lives,
it is important not to worry about it but instead to live to
our fullest potential and achieve our wildest dreams. No

one can take away the memories you’ve made and the
hearts you’ve touched while you were living.
Marc, an outgoing grade twelve student, lives in Sudbury, Ontario. This
fall, he will begin a police foundations program at the college level. Marc
intends to pursue a Bachelor’s degree in law and justice. He would like to
thank his English teacher for supporting him with his writing.

Victoria Vantyghem

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Second Chances

I

t felt as though my still-beating heart was being
ripped from my chest. A tightness, as the words I
heard over the phone, became distorted, my mind
unable to process the thought that these past five years
could be over in a heartbeat. Never had I felt a blow
so hard. One second I was taking her for granted, and
now I was facing the reality that I may never hear her
voice again. This phone call didn’t change my life, but
it changed my friendship, my purposes for love, and the
foundation of my being. I had only known Kirsten for
six years, but if you took every memory, or moment in
our friendship, it would amount to a lifetime. She wasn’t
just a friend who walked into my life and left, she is an
individual who had changed me.
Kirsten was a passenger in a truck that rolled
seven times on the highway. She was thrown halfway
through the front windshield. She suffered seven brain
hemorrhages, along with hemorrhages in both her
eyes causing temporary blindness. Her brain had severe
swelling, which distorted her face beyond recognition.
Kirsten’s legs had been forced through the glass, and
were shredded to pieces, disabling her mobility. She was
in a coma for four days and was on life support. This
essay is based on a turning point in my friendship with
a girl who meant more to me than the world itself. She
held my heart, and if she died, would she take it with
her? I would spend the rest of my life with an empty
void, her residence in its chambers forever irreplaceable.
I owed her my life; knowing she was losing hers, and not
being able to save her, opened my eyes to the reality of
just how precious she was to me.
The accident, horrific as it was, was not as horrific
as the realization that the last words I had spoken to
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Kirsten were not “I love you” or “I’ll see you soon”, but
words full of anger and hurt. Kirsten and I had gotten
into a fight a month or so prior to the accident and our
friendship had taken a dramatic downward spiral. I had
let one incident ruin what we had, and knowing I could
never take it back if she passed away was more than I
could bear. When the news came that she had become
responsive, it was as though the world had been lifted
off my shoulders. The regret, although still present, had
lessened, because I was able to get my second chance.
Standing in front of the doors to the ICU, I was
shaking. I didn’t want to visit Kirsten because it would
make me feel better. It was because without her, it was
hard to remember who I was. I clutched onto the teddy
bear and note I had brought. In a split second decision, I
backed down the hallway and out the doors. If she was
dying, I wanted to remember her smile that rivaled the
sun for its brightness, not the unrecognizable figure in
the bed. I left the gifts at the desk, with the hope that if
she woke up, she would remember me as a friend.
It was weeks before Kirsten was stable. In those weeks
I had gathered the courage to call her, to hear the words I
so longed to hear. “I forgive you”. My only fear was that
I would not find the words to completely convey the pain
I had felt, or the love I had for her. Hearing the phone
connect, the suspense hung in the air, until she said those
first words that would determine whether or not these
last months could be erased. And in a single second,
they were, with a “hello”. It was a rocky beginning, as
if we were patching up a quilt that had already been so
intricately designed. Yet together, we were able to string
the threads back together, creating the strength to mend
what had been so carelessly broken.
I wrote her a card, which in my haste I had left behind,
yet I’ll never forget the words I had written. “I guess what
I’m trying to say is that you are there, in everything I am,
in everything I’ve ever done, and looking back, I know
that I should have told you know much you’ve always
meant to me.” (N. Sparks, The Wedding). Afraid that if I
brought up our fight and her accident, the fragile ground
we had created would break. We had lunch; I sat in
silence, taking in her beautiful face, marked by shards of
glass, and held my breath as she lifted her shirt, revealing
the seatbelt burns engraved upon her stomach. I was
overwhelmed with the urge to take her into my arms and
make her better. Yet I was hopeless in the cause, unable
to change what had been done, given the responsibility
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to sit and watch as she struggled to grasp onto a life that
had been so brutally flipped upside down.
To this day, I have sat and watched silently as Kirsten
has exceeded all expectations. The accident has left her
with a hormone imbalance leaving her to suffer from
depression, as well as brain damage that has affected her
short-term memory. It has been a long, strenuous journey
towards recovery, but she has come so far. I am proud,
as well as blessed, to know such a remarkable young
woman. I have watched Kirsten grow since she was
eleven years old, and she has always been able to take
every hardship and create the most positive outcome. As
it stands today, I am on the sidelines as she paves the
path of her new life, applauding every new milestone,
every newly accomplished goal. Never will I forget the
day I almost lost her, and for the rest of my life, I will
forever hold this precious girl close to my heart. She will
never understand how dear she is to me, or how her life
has affected mine. Our friendship will never fade; it is a
foundation, and it is a place that we can always come
back to, no matter where our lives take us. The accident
allowed me to find my way back, and together we will
walk side by side, until our lives branch off into another
direction. This time though, with the hope that when we
meet again, it will be for a reunion, not a tragedy.

Riley Kant

Honourable Mention
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Nature Versus Nurture

N

ature versus nurture, a controversy or a life lesson?
For me, it was both. I remember being in my Grade
10 religion class, discussing this widespread issue
among many. The discussion focused on the difference
between children growing up in a broken household or
a well-put-together household. Even children growing
up in a good home can turn out to be murderers or a
drug dealers. The question was, was it the household
they grew up in and what they were taught that made
them who they were, or was it in their genetics. While
the class discussed the given topic very heavily with many
different opinions and remarks; I only had one thing on
my mind.
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Two teens brought up in the same way had two
completely different outcomes. One led a life of
prostitution, cheating, drug dealing and lies, while the
other led a life of fulfillment and success. Dara and
David, my cousins on my mother’s side, came to live with
my family when I was two. They lived a life of starvation,
lacking parents and fear of the next day. Life for them
was, needless to say, a daily struggle. My parents took
care of them every summer and soon our house turned
into their permanent home.
My mom told me of a time, before I was born, when
she and my dad went to visit my cousins at their home.
Her stomach turned as she saw the fridge was empty
-- such a contrast from the fridge at home always being
so full she could barely shut the door. She described
the mess as something she couldn’t imagine someone
she loved having to live in. The bed sheets were sewn
together so that the beds looked to be always made and
clean even though they were never washed and felt like
sandpaper when you slid inside for bed. She couldn’t
stay, and she took her niece and nephew with her when
she left.
Dara was only fifty pounds at the age of twelve and
when she moved in with us she quickly got involved
in school and sports. Even though she never made the
team, she enjoyed the game. She got good grades and
made friends who are, and will always be, a part of her
life. Although she was in a better environment and never
had to worry about a single thing, she still stole food and
hid it in her room in case we ran out. Dara used to tell
me how she would hide jars of pickles and Cheez Whiz
under her bed.
David on the other hand, failed in school, was always
getting into fights and trouble, and could care less about
where he was going in life.
I will never forget the day he left. David was stealing
money from my brother and I, and my babysitter knew.
She let my parents in on everything he was doing while
they weren’t home, from yelling and throwing tantrums
at everyone to stealing things. The morning after being
confronted about it, he was especially loud and upset.
He was getting violent and I remember hiding with
my brother and my babysitter’s daughter in my room,
while he and Dara were in the kitchen. I could hear her
screams, and it made me sick to my stomach and I cried.
He had her cornered against the stove in the kitchen with
a knife to her throat, when my dad burst into his room,

grabbed him and went outside. He was sent home, but
my parents were too disgusted with him, he had to be
driven by someone else. I never saw him again.
Dara is loving, and forgiving. She is opinioned and
out spoken. She knows what she wants and goes for it.
She is courageous and brave, accomplishing her black
belt in karate, and wanting to be just like her, so did I.
There are countless nights when I would climb out
of the comfort of my tiny bed, make my way down the
long dark hall and find my feet slowly going step by step
down three flights of stairs and onto the cold cement
floor of the basement and into Dara’s room. I would
crawl into bed with her, where I would always feel safe.
She would scratch my back for hours and cuddle me
without letting go. Some nights it was a ritual for us to
make Kraft Dinner and eat dill pickles at midnight. The
food always tasted so good, and these are the memories
I will always cherish.
She moved out on her own at seventeen back to
Sudbury, where she was originally from and finished
high school. All the while she was working full time
and keeping up her own apartment. She then met her
current husband, Steve, and moved to Alberta for him to
work at the age of eighteen. She put him through school
by picking blueberries and selling them on the side of the
highway.
She eventually moved back to Sudbury and led an
even more successful life than before. She bought an
apartment building with Steve and leased it, bought a
big blue house in McCrea Heights and renovated it, then
moved to Royal Street, and renovated that house. She
moved a couple houses down from me in Val Caron, into
a half million dollar home, and was in her backyard at the
age of 24. She then moved into her current home and
renovated that as well.
She is working on her grade twelve biology and
chemistry classes to become an RN with me, while taking
care of a five and a three year old and three month old
baby. She is my cousin, my sister, my Sensei, and my role
model. I strive to be like her and she makes me want to
be somebody who she can be proud to call her sister.
Eighteen-year-old Riley grew up in a small town but moved to Sudbury,
Ontario to be closer to family. She currently lives with her parents, brother
and grandma. Riley spends a lot of time visiting her sister, Dara. She
enjoys playing sports and staying active. After graduation, Riley intends to
pursue a career as a millwright.
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Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only
through experience of trial and suffering can the soul
be strengthened, vision cleared, ambition inspired, and
success achieved. – Helen Keller
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Grade 6, 7 & 8 New Brunswick Winners
“Success is not final, failure is not fatal: it is the
courage to continue that counts.” – Winston Churchill

Jolene Ralph
First Place
School District 8

Golden

H

e was a surprise birthday present for my brother
and me. I never expected a beautiful golden
puppy to come through the doors of our home.
He waddled in, not sure about the tiled flooring, with his
tail wagging and his tongue flopping. All I could think
was, “He’s mine!”
That’s the memory I hold when I think of Pacey. I like
to remember the first time I saw him, not the last.
Pacey became part of the family immediately and
was the kind of dog that knew what to do if you were
happy or even depressed. My whole family was in love
with this beautiful, golden dog and he was in love with
the family. He was always there for us and was so loyal.
No one ever thought that something so precious would
perish from something so devastating.
Not a week after Christmas he had his first seizure.
I could hear him from my room and instantly knew
something was wrong. I crept through the hallway
silently. My dad quickly spotted me and warned me
not to come any closer. I froze, petrified at the shake
in his voice. The terrifying incident lasted only moments
and the gurgling finally ended. The rest of the week my
family and I kept close watch on Pacey and for awhile
everything got better. Until his second seizure. Again

the gurgling started and his body flung out of control.
We knew we had to get help. The vet’s diagnosis was
shocking and painful. A brain tumor in my beautiful
golden dog didn’t seem possible.
As a family, we decided the best thing for our beloved
family member was to be humanely put to sleep. It was
extremely difficult, but Pacey wasn’t going to get better.
That week we had no choice but to leave him alone
while we went to work or school. Every day we came
home to signs that the seizures were showing no mercy.
Pacey was no longer the dog we had come to know and
love; he was different, constantly afraid until January 2nd,
2010 when Pacey took his last trip to the veterinarian.
He was always scared of the vet and as I watched the
truck pull out the only thought that crossed my mind was
that he should be afraid. Somehow I knew Pacey knew
what was coming. Forty-five minutes later my parents
slowly stepped out of the truck with a leash hanging low
to the dirt. I followed the brown leash’s trail, and at the
end...no Pacey. No golden furry friend. Nothing.
I still miss Pacey but I know that this decision was
best for him. He was suffering from a devastating disease
and wasn’t going to get better. I loved Pacey so much
that I knew the only thing to do was to let him go. This
was my hard lesson learned. Although his golden fur
is no longer in reach of my fingertips, his giant golden
heart will never be forgotten.
Fourteen-year-old Jolene lives with her parents and younger brother in
southwestern New Brunswick. Jolene loves to read and hang out with
friends. An accomplished student, she has twice represented her school
at district speech competitions and the district Science Fair. Jolene dreams
of becoming a veterinarian and opening her own clinic.
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Victoria Ruigrok
Second Place
School District 8

Spilled Milk

W

hen I was in kindergarten, sometimes I got in
trouble. Maybe I just wanted attention. I don’t
know! However, I realized that it was wrong,
and I wanted to stop.
It was lunch time. I was sitting at my table, eating
when one of my friends accidentally spilled her milk. It
splashed all over her and another boy. The boy stood
up, and went to get some paper towels. When he got
back, we helped him clean up the mess. We went back
to eating. Then I got an idea. I whispered to her, “We
could dump more milk on him, and make it look like an
accident!” She looked at me and nodded. “Yeah! It’ll be
fun!”
So she pretended to spill her milk on him again. We
giggled. He hollered at us, and then we cleaned up. We
poured out more milk, and he fumed at us, and said he
would tell the teacher. My friend spilled it one more time,
and he got the teacher.
We didn’t get a detention, but we had to explain to
our teacher why we had done what we had done, and
write a letter to the boy to say sorry. The teacher wrote
us each a letter to give to our parents. My fear was what
would happen at home. I didn’t want to get in trouble! I
walked home slowly that day. After supper, I walked into
my parents’ bedroom, and gave my mother the note. I
sat on the bed while she read it. Finally, she looked at
me.
“Why did you do it?” she asked me. I burst into tears.
I didn’t know why! I had just wanted to do something, so
I had done it! I could taste my salty tears in my mouth, as
I explained everything. My parents weren’t mad at me,
they were simply… disappointed. They thought they had
taught me better than that. I thought about it.
I didn’t like disappointing my parents. It was even
worse than their being mad at me. I would have preferred
that they punished me, rather than telling me that they
were disappointed. I decided that I would try to be a
better person. No more getting in trouble. It worked! I
didn’t get into trouble with my parents.
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I am now a straight A student. I’m involved in lots
of school and extracurricular activities, and I don’t get
in trouble. I believe that spilled milk could have changed
my life.
Twelve-year-old Victoria lives with her parents and sister in Saint John,
New Brunswick. Currently in grade six, she enjoys playing violin and
cello. Victoria also likes judo, water polo, reading, writing, singing, and
performing. In the future, she would like to publish a book or compose
music.

Mitchell Janes
Third Place
School District 8

Battle

M

y first cousin, Chris, faced a devastating
childhood. In Grade 11 he was diagnosed with
cancer. He participated in sports and was active
until news from Toronto confirmed his fears; he would
have to undergo chemotherapy and lose his leg and
childhood to cancer.
For years as a child I heard of my cousin, Chris…he
needs a new prosthesis...has a disease...is sick. It was not
until last year when in conversation he told me about his
leg. He explained how he was devastated, he was upset
and angry. He could not understand why it happened
to him. After a quick diagnosis from his doctor, he
underwent chemo and many other operations and lots
of medication that the Canadian government paid for.
Many operations later he was told he would have to
have his left leg removed.
At first he was upset; already losing two years of
school to cancer he would have to lose part of another
year in recovery. He said in self pity he cut himself off
from everyone leaving himself alone, until he woke up
and realized that he could not live like this. He bought
a four wheeler and a chainsaw, cleared his land, built a
camp and got married. He is the opposite of “when you
have cancer or a limb removed, you can’t do anything
or the things that you used to do.” At the hospital he
helps people, young and old, with cancer and especially
people with artificial limbs.
My cousin has inspired me. He has taught me that
no matter what happens, nothing can keep you away
from doing what you love to do. Also, no matter what,

New Brunswick winners

you always need to see the brighter side of things and
strive to get there, that there will be problems along the
way but you need to push through them. As a teenager
I was never happy with what I had, but he showed me
something else. He showed me that right now I need
to focus on what is happening...now...where I am and
that is fine for now. I learned that instead of looking for
things that will happen in five, ten, fifteen or more years
I should just concentrate on what is happening now. I
find it amazing that it takes only one person to open
everyone’s eyes around them to experience what they
have experienced.
Grade eight honors student Mitchell was born in Saint John, New
Brunswick. He currently lives in Dipper, New Brunswick with his family.
Mitchell spends his spare time four-wheeling and working with his
father in their family-owned seafood business. He is looking forward to
attending high school in the fall.

I wonder why my mother Tanya Dixon had cancer. I
think it is because God thought that my mother would
be strong or maybe He wanted her to go up with Him,
but my mother refused because she had many family and
friends here on Earth.
Now my mother is cancer free. She reached her five
year mark last year. There are two things I can say about
my mother: she is a survivor and I’m happy that she is
still here in my life. I don’t think I could live without my
mother being here. I think this challenge in my life has
made me stronger and I’m ready for what God gives me
next!!!
Grade six student Jenna lives in the Greater Saint John Area of New
Brunswick. She enjoys dancing and making crafts. Jenna is a bright
student who is very passionate about school. She would like to pursue a
career teaching kindergarten.

Jenna Dixon

Brooke Robinson

The Cancer Survivor

Sadness from Joy

Honourable Mention
School District 8

Honourable Mention
School District 8

I

was touching her neck like I always do, but why did I
have to find a lump the size of a small bouncy ball on
my mother’s neck? She went to the doctor a few days
later. She came home and told the family the news. Her
face was so sad; her big blue eyes were trying not to cry.
Then she lost it trying to tell us the dreadful news. She
had cancer. The big “C” word and she needed surgery!!!
On the day of the surgery I was at my cousin’s waiting
for the phone to ring with the news that she had made
it through the surgery. I had mixed emotions that day. I
was nervous and upset that she needed to go through
that. I was scared that she was going to die. The news
was that she had made it and she was going to be okay.
I was overjoyed.
Going to see her that next morning was kind of
scary; everything was going on in my head. Is she going
to look okay? Is the cancer going to come back? I saw
her with a big long tube coming from her throat. It was
scary to see her like that, and getting to see her for only
ten minutes at the most. Seeing her changed me but I
felt like we could move on with our lives because the
cancer was gone.

M

y life has taken a negative turn in the past year
or so. My dog, Cambridge, died and it made me
the person I am today. My emotions used to be
on the edge, always crying, always sulking. Not now,
though, after this catastrophic event that has changed
the way I look at the world. I do not shed tears so easily
or sulk when people say no, because we all must live life
to its fullest and every minute we sulk, is another minute
taken from what we want to do.
It was a fall day, after school. The wind was strong,
my tension was stronger. My mother had said that my
dog, Cambridge, who had been in my life from the time
I was seven years old, was ill. She had said he might have
to go to the vet. My day was full of tension because
of those words, my joyous day filled with wonder and
nervousness about when I got home. But as soon as I
stepped off the bus, I could feel the sadness emanating
from the car. I entered the car, scared of the truth. But,
truth gave itself away quickly, as the muffled sounds
of sniffling echoed into my ears. All was silent. All was
wondering. The wind whistled outside of the car. All was
worried. Finally, I found courage and asked the question
no one ever wishes to hear in their evilest nightmare “is
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he gone?” The question rung in my ear as she nodded
her head. A sudden rush of sadness pounded in my
heart. A taste entered my mouth. Salt. And my eyes, wet
and blurred, closed as we sadly drove up our driveway.
The world mourned our loss, and my joyous tension that
filled the day, turned to sadness in seconds.
I have reconsidered what I want to become, and
settled for one option, a veterinarian, to help these
events become as scarce as possible. This incident has
taught me that even though life may be short for some,
and longer for others, we all must do what we want to
do now, before our time comes, as Cambridge’s did. I still
miss him.
Eleven-year-old Brooke lives in Saint John, New Brunswick with her
parents. She has been horseback-riding for five years. Brooke enjoys
participating in horse shows and has earned several first place ribbons.
She likes to participate in various school activities, including the Science
Fair. Brooke hopes to one day become a veterinarian.
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Grade 9 & 10 New Brunswick Winners
“Courage is not simply one of the virtues, but the form
of every virtue at the testing point.” – C. S. Lewis

Jack Ball

First Place
School District 18

Grace Notes and Stop Watches

L

ast December, I played in my first Messiah von
Handel, as first trumpet in the local orchestra. I say
my first Messiah because it would surprise me if
it ended up being my last; I can picture it becoming a
Christmas-time tradition. Fredericton is ideal for a young,
eager musician like myself. Being a university town, the
arts are generally well-valued and with a little effort, such
opportunities are abundant. However, there was a time
when I would rather have had a basketball in my hand
than a trumpet, rather have seen a hockey game than an
NAC Orchestra concert, and rather have been in a rink
than on a stage. A split-second accident sent me on a
different course from the one I had been following.
Like most boys, I loved nothing more than playing
sports in elementary school. I played a wide variety,
including soccer and cross-country running, but what
I was most keen on was short track speed skating.
Fredericton has a well-established and active club and
even the very young skaters get lots of ice time. I started
my fifth year of speed skating in grade five, and by
that time, I was already able to skate around the track
in twelve and a half seconds. But with greater speed in
speed skating comes greater risk of injury.
Thankfully, the accident happened on home turf –
UNB’s Aitken Centre – during the Harold Joyce meet. It

was my second race of the day: 777m, or seven laps, of
the track. The six of us who had qualified for the A final
lined up on the starting line, shivering in anticipation and
also from the cold temperature and our minimal apparel.
The gun cracked, and we were off as the sound of our
long blades slicing through the ice resounded in the
booming arena. One lap in, I was in a comfortable fourth
place. The announcer rambled on, but I was unaware as
I took the first turn of my second lap. Breathing hard, I
sped down the straightaway in a few long strides and
came into the momentous turn. Close together, we took
the turn, but just around the apex, the third place skater,
from Caraquet, slipped. Instinctive reactions took over in
that split second, and I made a lame attempt to dodge
around him but ended up crashing against the board
pads myself, my left skate wedged under the pad. I let
out a yelp of pain and shock, and upon seeing my leg,
I immediately thought of a similar fall I had witnessed
previously in which a skater I knew had been hurt very
badly. A whistle must have been blown because the
other racers stopped. A concerned referee approached
me with two burly men who gingerly carried my long,
scrawny ten-year-old body off of the ice. From there, the
paramedics put a temporary splint on my leg and told
my parents to take me directly to the hospital. After an
entire afternoon of lying on a stretcher in Emergency, I
was sent home with a fractured left tibia and fibula.
In the following months, I was put under anesthetic
twice for straightening procedures, and naturally my
speed skating season was cut short. I was unable to do
any of the active sports I was known for and loved so
much; to pass the time, I turned to trumpet playing. I
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had been playing in the school band for a year, but it was
during the winter of my broken leg that I started actually
focusing on the trumpet. After my cast came off, I tried
to go back to speed skating, but found it hard. For a
month or so, I soldiered on, but I had lost my nerve and
never found it. That summer I decided that I wouldn’t go
back.
A person makes thousands of decisions daily. Many
seem trivial, but some have a lasting effect. They may
cause one to shift minutely or alter direction entirely.
If the skater from Caraquet hadn’t slipped in that split
second, would I be on a different course today?
Jack lives in Fredericton, New Brunswick with his parents, older sister
and younger brother. In his spare time, he enjoys playing tennis, reading,
going for bike rides at dusk and watching movies. Jack’s other interests
include photography and playing music. He tries to spend as much time
outdoors as possible and dreams of travelling the world.

Madison Logan
Second Place
School District 8

Breaking Your Boundaries

E

veryone has a box. Inside that box is what’s known
as your “comfort zone”, and in one giant leap of
faith I decided to smash through the walls of my
own comfort zone and run for grade nine representative
on student council at my high school.
It was the first week of high school, and because I
was a freshman, this was a stressful time. We traveled
the halls in packs of at least ten, making sure not to
make eye contact with any of the upperclassmen, and
parted ways like the Red Sea if we saw an intimidating
looking, older student come within ten feet of us. But
unlike many others, my turning point was not just going
to high school; it was when I heard the announcement
for any grade nine students interested in running for
student council to meet at lunch. I had always liked the
idea of running for student council; when I was little I
watched TV shows where the main character gets up
and makes an inspirational speech that causes the crowd
to get on their feet and give deafening applause. Then
they win their election and get their shining moment.
After mustering up all the courage I could, I went to the
meeting.
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There were about six kids in the room in total;
the teacher went over the basic generalities for the
competition. We were told to have a speech in to her by
Thursday of that week and it was already Tuesday. A little
voice popped into my head, “you know you can’t make
that speech; you’re deathly scared of public speaking”.
But I was determined and decided to ignore that voice
of reason , take a step out of my box, and venture into
unmarked territory.
I was hesitant the rest of the day to the idea of actually
passing in a speech and sealing the deal of running. Every
time that voice of self-doubt entered my head I blocked
it out with one image. The image was of a poster in my
grade seven science room. It had been almost two years
since I had seen it, but after reading this motto daily for
a year it was stuck in my head for good. The poster sat
at the back of the room, it was dark blue and had a
basketball and net on it; it read: “You miss 100% of the
shots you don’t take.” I knew that it wasn’t only meant
to be applied to basketball and I was ready to apply it to
my own life. I could do this.
The day had finally arrived-- it was speech day. I sat
on the edge of the stage with the only other candidate
in the race. It was him or me; I had a fifty/fifty shot and I
wasn’t about to waste it. My stomach decided differently
when the flood of grade nine students came through the
auditorium doors; it was turning in circles and tying itself
in a million knots. My name was drawn to do my speech
last. I knew if I played my cards right this could be used
to my advantage and I was ready to make an impression
that would last. I sat and watched while my opponent
made his speech; it was amazing and the crowd erupted
into a fit of cheers, but I was ready to counter it with a
trick I had up my sleeve. I approached the podium trying
to find my breath. Inhale, exhale. I was prepared and
started in on my first line.
I made it through my speech, stumbling on only a
few words. When I was ready to put my secret weapon
into action, I had made a campaign commercial, like the
ones you would see on TV during any important election.
I exaggerated all my points to try to use humor to win
over the people. As the screen rolled down and my face
appeared on the blank canvas I faded into the shadows.
As people gave me the reaction I wanted, laughter, I found
myself start to grow this new found confidence. A smile
spread across my face as I moved back into the spotlight
and the auditorium was drowned in the clapping and
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hollering coming from my fellow classmates. I felt just
like the main character of my own TV show. The buzz
around the room while the students filed back out to go
to class was indescribable. All I could do now was wait.
Unfortunately, I didn’t win the election. The defeat
was upsetting but I gained from this “shot” that I took.
My confidence rocketed and I was finally able to speak
publicly without passing out on stage! I would have
never guessed in middle school that I would have stuck
my neck out on the line that quickly in high school. But
like I always think--you miss 100% of the shots you don’t
take.
Fifteen-year-old Maddie lives at home with her mother and older sister.
She is currently in grade nine and lives in Saint John, New Brunswick.
Maddie enjoys reading and writing and it is no surprise that English is
her favourite subject. Outside of school, she enjoys curling and skiing in
the winter and sailing and dancing in the summer. Maddie’s future goals
include traveling the world and becoming an English teacher.

Rachelle Potter
Third Place
School District 18

The Monster

M

y grandfather used to be so cheery and happy.
He never stopped smiling. He made the best rice
and peas and patties. He was an expert when
it came to making Jamaican food. When he came to
visit us, we would go for walks and go swimming in the
lake, but not anymore. Granddaddy can’t do the things
he used to love now because he met the monster. The
monster’s name is Alzheimer’s.
At first the monster made him forget little things. It
made him forget where he left the car keys or his wallet.
It also made him forget how to tie his shoes. These things
didn’t really matter that much because Grandma helped
him find the missing keys and tied his shoes for him.

no idea how to make us dinner. The monster had taken
away the joy from his life.
The next step was the hardest on the rest of the family.
The monster had somehow convinced Granddaddy that
he didn’t know us. It had convinced him that he was
living in a house full of strangers. He acted a lot differently
after that. He was more distant than ever. He kept to
himself a lot more. It’s a scary thing to see someone you
love turn away from you and act like they have no idea
who you are, act like they’ve never seen you before in
their life when really they’ve known you your whole life.
A little while after that, the monster completely
took Granddaddy away from us. Not only did he forget
who we were, but he forgot how to talk, feed himself
and go to the bathroom on his own. It was like he had
transformed into a baby again. He was completely unable
to take care of himself; therefore we had to do it. It used
to be him and Grandma taking care of and raising all of
us, but now the roles are reversed. That is what families
are for, to take care of each other.
Granddaddy is now in a senior’s home full of people
just like him who have unfortunately spent some time
with the monster as well. I think he likes it there. He eats
and sleeps well and looks happy every time we go to visit
him. He gets to ride around in a wheelchair all day now
because the monster decided to take away his ability to
walk, too.
What has happened to Granddaddy has affected the
way I look at my life now. I try to be happy and optimistic
and spend as much time as I can with the people I love.
I try to do these things because, since it’s hereditary, I
know there is a chance that the monster will introduce
itself to me, too.
Sixteen-year-old Rachelle lives with her parents and younger brother in
Harvey, New Brunswick. She speaks both English and French. Sports play
a big role in Rachelle’s life and she is a member of both the soccer and
volleyball team at school. Rachelle also dances competitively. She loves
reading and enjoys spending time with her friends.

Then the monster made him forget how to do more
important things like how to put gas in the car. It made
him forget how to cook, too. The day he forgot how
to make his special Jamaican food was a really sad day
because cooking was what he loved most about life.
Cooking was his hobby, his pastime. He just stood there
in the kitchen, completely still, and realized that he had
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Emily Parker

Fourth Place
School District 18

Embrace
“Not everything that is faced can be changed,
but nothing can be changed until it is faced.”

L

ife is much like a journal, with you being the
bookmark. To your left, there are pages filled with
stories of your life, which have helped define you.
Some tell of happiness, success and all good things in
your life. Others may be written about your misfortunes
and low points, and those are the pages many people
wish could be torn out. To your right, there are many
pages yet to be filled. Sometimes people don’t get to the
end of their journals. Sometimes, the blank pages are cut
out before we get a chance to fill them in, so you need to
live life to the fullest, not take it for granted.
It started in grade 6, when a new boy arrived in
our community. Coming from a very small town, when
somebody new arrives everybody knows about it. This
boy had relatives in our town, one of whom was in my
class, so he immediately was accepted in that clique.
From the first day he had something against me, but I
could never figure out what. It started out as teasing, but
slowly turned into bullying. In a matter of months he had
most of the boys in my class turned against me.
I had always been a happy, outgoing child who loved
school and learning, but as the bullying got worse, I
dreaded coming to school because I was scared. One
day I finally got the courage to talk back to them but
it didn’t help, so I pushed one of them. I thought I was
safe because I didn’t think they would hit a girl, but I was
wrong.
The things they said left me with almost no selfesteem by the time I was in grade 7. They teased me
about everything. They made fun of my clothes, my
hair, and even my makeup. I put a lot of thought into
my outfits and spent too much time doing my makeup,
hoping that I’d get to school one day and they’d think
I looked good for once, but that never happened, the
teasing only continued. They would go on about how
they wished I’d go somewhere and never return and how
their lives would be so much better without me around.
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Once I got to grade 8 things weren’t as bad, they
didn’t bully me every day. Then, half way through that
year, I started to realize they didn’t know how much
damage they’d done. They just did it for fun, not
necessarily to hurt me. So I did something that was really
difficult; I went to talk to that boy. I told him how much
they had been hurting me for the last two years and it
turned out I was right, he didn’t know he was hurting
me. He promised he’d talk to the rest of the guys. From
that day on, they tried their best not to tease me. They
still did occasionally, but it wasn’t as bad as it once was.
We even started becoming friends!
After our grade 8 year, we were transferred into a
new school combining two small communities. This was
still a really small school, just under 300 students; but
instead of one class of each grade, there were two. Most
of the boys were still in my class and all through that
grade 9 year, we, along with students from the other
community, became really good friends. I never thought
that would happen, but now, I’d even consider some of
them my closest friends. Currently, I’m in grade 10 and
although I have some self-esteem issues, they are getting
better. I enjoy school again and look forward to coming
every day. It’s amazing when I think about how far we
are from where we started.
So that is my story. The one I used to wish I could tear
out of my journal, but now I realize it helped shape me as
a person. I learned that sometimes, no matter how hard
you think something is going to be, you just have to go
for it because it might do a lot in the long run. So, don’t
tear out the dark points in your life, embrace them.
Grade ten student Emily currently lives in Doaktown, New Brunswick with
her parents and older brother. She enjoys sports and is a member of the
volleyball, basketball and soccer team. Emily has been involved in dance
and music from a young age and enjoys singing and playing both guitar
and piano. She dreams of becoming a large animal veterinarian when she
graduates.

Hilary Cashin

Honourable Mention
School District 18

Christopher

W

hen he was just four years old, my little brother
had his most valuable possession taken from him
- his childhood. He was diagnosed with leukemia
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before he even started kindergarten; so while most
children were playing with friends, he was in the hospital
receiving chemotherapy. My baby brother was almost
taken from me before we could become best friends like
most siblings should.
I remember the plain white walls of the room in the
IWK. There was a calendar hanging on the wall with a
picture of a planet on it. While my parents were telling
my sister and me that Christopher had been diagnosed
with cancer, I looked at the calendar and started laughing
because I realized that “March” in French is “Mars,”
like the planet. I didn’t know how to react to the news
because I was so young. I didn’t fully understand how
serious it was until now.
Childhood is the most enjoyable time of a person’s
life. To spend it in a hospital isn’t fair at all. It’s hard
to wrap my head around the fact that it had to be
Christopher of all people, especially at such a young age.
He will never get back those years he spent feeling weak
all the time, not being able to go to school, and basically
living off of hospital food. My parents tried to make it
as tolerable for him as possible. Every wish he had was
their command. Back then, I didn’t understand what
he was going through and got jealous very easily. My
sister had to grow up quickly because my parents were
usually away in Halifax with Christopher, and when they
were home they spent most of their time dealing with
him. Now that I’m older, I know that that would have
been one of the hardest things to have to go through.
Balancing work, a sick child that you could lose, plus
two other kids vying for attention would be mentally,
physically, and emotionally tough. I have so much respect
for my parents now for persevering and staying strong
through it all.
There was one weekend early on when things almost
ended for Christopher. He was sick with pneumonia
on top of his leukemia. He needed to be airlifted from
Fredericton to Halifax immediately. I watched his little
body, barely four feet long, be taken out of his hospital
room on a stretcher, tubes all over him. The hardest thing
I ever experienced happened when I was six years old.
That image of him will never be erased from my mind.
Just thinking about it sometimes makes me break down
and think, “What if that was the last memory I had of
him?” But it wasn’t.
After losing his hair twice, getting at least a thousand
needles, multiple surgeries, and countless trips to Halifax,

my brother survived. He beat cancer before most kids
his age beat Super Mario. I think that’s a pretty big
accomplishment for being only nine. I couldn’t imagine
my life now without my annoying little brother, so when
I get mad at him for little things, I stop and think about
how lucky I am to have him to bother me all the time. My
brother’s experience has taught me to live my life to the
fullest because things can go bad in an instant.
His incredible strength is the reason that I get to go
home today and spend time with my little brother.
Fifteen-year-old Hilary lives with her parents, sister, brother and dog
Biskit. An elite hockey goaltender, Hilary has won gold with Team New
Brunswick in 2011 and 2012. She has been recruited to study and play
hockey stateside this coming fall. Hilary hopes to continue to play hockey
in the NCAA. She would like to thank her English teacher, Ms Milner, for
all of her support throughout the year.

Kemi Collier

Honourable Mention
School District 8

A Strong Bond Broken by
Immigration

M

y father and I used to have the kind of relationship
that any daughter would dream to have with her
father; that all changed when my family decided
to move to Canada when I was four years old. My father
was not allowed to enter the country, and for over two
years my family was separated by the long immigration
process. During that time I felt confused, hurt and angry.
The whole experience permanently changed the way I
acted, how I felt about my father, and what I think about
the Canadian immigration process.
My mom, a Canadian, met and eventually married my
Nigerian father while they were working in Taiwan; I was
born there and became a Canadian citizen born abroad.
I have many wonderful memories of living in Taiwan
when I was little, but the best ones were of spending
quality time with my father. I was daddy’s little girl; he
treated me like a princess and I looked up to him like
a superhero. Before I began kindergarten, they decided
we should move to Canada. I was excited, until I learned
that my father wouldn’t be allowed to come with us.
He needed to be sponsored as a family class immigrant
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before he could even visit Canada! I was devastated when
I found out that he needed to wait in Nigeria until he got
permanent resident status, but I thought we would only
be separated for a short time. Over two years went by
before I saw him in person! When he finally arrived, I was
seven years old. By then, my whole life had changed and
my dad seemed like a stranger to me.
The way I acted around other people changed during
the time my dad wasn’t living with us. At first I felt sad
whenever I thought about him, and would sometimes
cry myself to sleep. I would wear the friendship bracelet
he gave me every day; it reminded me of how much
he loved me. I was terrified to take it off! Sometimes
when I felt angry that my dad wasn’t here or when I was
experiencing culture shock, I lashed out at the people
around me. My mom felt like the only person who
understood me! The few times someone babysat me, I
freaked out and was terrified that my mom might also
disappear. When I started school and saw all the other
dads with their children, I felt embarrassed that my dad
wasn’t there, too. He was missing out on everything!
Even though I was once really confident and bold, I
became shy around other people. I didn’t like feeling
different from all the other kids.
When my father finally came to Canada, it felt like
I was looking at an alien. He didn’t look the same as I
remembered, and he wasn’t as much fun. I no longer
saw him as my superhero; he wasn’t there when I
needed him. Even though I know he still loves me, the
strong connection we had has been broken. I wish our
relationship could go back to the way it was before my
parents decided to move here!
After experiencing the effects the immigration
process can have on families like mine, I know it needs
to improve. Families are waiting too long to be reunited
and should be able to visit one another in Canada. If
immigration let my dad visit me while he was waiting for
permanent resident status, it would have made everything
easier on me. It would have been less expensive for my
dad to travel here than for us to go to Nigeria, and it
would have been much safer.
In conclusion, I feel the long Canadian immigration
process has stolen part of my childhood. It has broken
the special bond I had with my dad, and affected who I
am today. All the money in the world wouldn’t be able to
replace the time I missed being with my father. My only
hope is that immigration will work harder to keep other
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children from experiencing the raw pain it causes when
a child is separated from a parent waiting to enter this
country.
Grade nine student Kemi lives in Saint John, New Brunswick. At an early
age, she demonstrated a promising talent for creative writing and hopes
to publish a captivating collection of short stories. Kemi is passionate
about animals and would like to work in the field of animal rescue. After
graduating, she hopes to revisit Taiwan and continue her travels around
the world.

Chloe Conklin

Honourable Mention
School District 18

The Word “Love” Can
Change Everything
“But that was love and it’s an ache I still remember.”
– Walk Off the Earth

“G

IVE ME MY PET-SHOP!” I screamed at my
younger sister. Like any other day, my sisters
were being extremely annoying, trying to
take my favourite pet-shop, the pink seahorse, away
from me. I grabbed Shelly out of my little sister’s hands,
and instantly she started to cry and whine until I told her
to shut up. All three of us noticed how absolutely quiet
it was outside my room. I told my sisters if they went to
see what was going on out in the living room, that they
could have the sea horse. I was lying through my teeth,
but they didn’t know and went anyways.
At the sight of Aaryn and Abby’s red eyes, I knew
that something was wrong. “Mommy and Daddy are
crying,” Aaryn said in an urgent whisper. I got off the
floor and started to walk back down the hallway with my
sisters. My parents came into view; they sat on the green
love seat in front of the window, staring out into space,
little rivers rolling down both of their cheeks. There are
few words to describe the feeling of seeing your parents
cry. As a child, you look up to your parents; they teach
you right from wrong, and they are your solid ground
that keeps you from falling. When they cry, that ground,
that solid rock, crumbles away at your feet.
“What’s wrong, Mommy?” Abby asked between
sobs. My dad made a choked noise and my mom
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spoke out in a voice no louder than a whisper, “I made
a mistake.” Her voice broke and a few more tears ran
the rivers down her cheeks. I wiped the stubborn tears
that leaked from my eyes, telling myself I would not sob
like my stupid younger sisters. I was stronger than they
were. “I told your dad that I love him, but that I am no
longer in love with him,” my mom’s voice broke through
the chorus of sniffles. It didn’t make any sense to me,
love was used twice in that sentence, yet love was the
problem. But it didn’t matter, those words were like
a switch, and as soon as they left my mother’s mouth
my father started to sob, and in turn my sisters and my
mother did the same. I, on the other hand, did not want
to cry; crying showed that you were weak. So instead of
crying with the rest of my family, I turned on my heels
and let the green carpet lead me back to my lavender
room. The day’s events scared me; would have scared
me even more if I knew that it was the beginning of a
separation.
My parents did not fight for our family. The separation
was a cloud of the blackest sort, staying over our heads,
casting shadows over life, following us out into the
world. School became my safe haven. I loved school; I
was one of the best students. All of my teachers loved
me, but none of them knew what went on at home, and
at home no one knew what went on at school.
Every night my father would tuck me in, place a kiss
on my forehead and with his hand on the light switch,
say in a hushed tone, “I love you.” His voice always broke
on “you.” He then walked to my sisters’ room and did
the same thing. Though he had a harder time saying the
three words, I could hear his soft cries as he walked down
the long hallway and slowly descended the stairs to the
guest room, where he slept every night. My sisters then
came into my room, climbed up on either side of the
bed, and snuggled close to me, both shaking with unshed tears. I would wrap my arms around them, kiss their
foreheads and tell them everything would be all right. I
wouldn’t cry. For my sisters I needed to be strong. On the
day my father left, I read the note he left with our family
portrait, quickly turning my sisters down the hallway to
my room, where I told them they could pick any pet-shop
they wanted.

Erin Guilfoyle

Honourable Mention
School District 18

Memories to Keep
“That’s how we manage to survive loss. Because love, it
never dies, it never goes away, it never fades, so long as
you hang on to it.” – Gayle Forman

W

e knew in the fall of 2009 it would be his last year.
The cancer had become terminal. After having
fought it once before and winning, the cancer
had come back while he was still recovering. This was
my grandfather who went golfing in the summer every
chance he got, and curling in the winter. He taught me
to golf himself and let me play cards with him. He was a
man of few words, but when he did speak you knew to
listen. This man who was once active began to fade as he
grew thinner and thinner, his bones began to poke out of
his skin, each piece caving in while still clinging to each
rib, hip and cheek bone. His eyes looked hollow and his
hair was mostly gone due to chemo treatments. Looking
at him in this state simply reminded me of looking at a
corpse, except, he was still alive.
For Christmas that year everyone flew into Sussex,
where my grandparents lived, to surprise my Grampy and
Nana. It was the last Christmas we all spent together. My
grandfather was still walking and standing at this time,
but Ensure bottles, liquid meal replacements, lay on the
counters since keeping down any meal had become
more and more difficult for him. He wore heavy sweaters
all the time and often had a blanket over his lap while
seated. My Aunt Christine and her six kids visited often
from Ottawa and stayed a week or so at a time. I got to
miss school and be around my cousins and grandparents.
One day while visiting, after a blanket of snow had
covered the town, my mom decided that in order to keep
my cousins entertained we would go outside and build
a snowman. This quickly turned into a snowball fight.
At this time my grandfather had become more ill and
stayed in bed the majority of the day. Not being able to
come outside, and doubting he’d be able to ever make
a snowman or walk in the snow again, I got my cousins,
Grace and Emma, to help me make a miniature snowman
to bring over to his window. Since my grandparents’
Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012 135

New Brunswick winners

Callie Tracy

bedroom was in the basement, we could easily set the
snowman down on a small pile of snow for him to see.
I knocked on the window as Grace, Emma and I pointed
at the snowman and watched as a smile lit up his face.
The kids brought life and happiness into the house,
when it otherwise would have been dull and depressing.
The second youngest, Grace, would always tuck my
grandfather into bed and say goodnight whenever they
visited. At the funeral home for visiting hours, I was told
to get Grace to go say her final, “Good Night,” to our
grandfather. When I approached her, she cowered on
the steps near the back of the funeral home; I told her
calmly it was time to go say goodnight. She jumped up,
her eyes having become bright, cheerful and innocent,
“Grampy woke up?!” she cried out excitedly. I had to
shake my head ‘no’ as she deflated, began to cry and
refused to come.
From the late fall of 2009 to February 15, 2010,
the date my grandfather passed away, I went through
watching someone I love die before my eyes with
nothing I could do except be there for him. Emotionally, I
was stronger and had a better understanding of life and
dying. Death is still a mystery to everyone; some people
believe that people may go to heaven or hell, others
believe in ghosts, some believe in reincarnation. The
people who believe in those are basically choosing where
they think the person who has died should be; it is peace
of mind to them. I do not need peace of mind; I do not
need to know where my grandfather or any other person
who has died has gone after death. The fact is they are
no longer there to talk to you, to hold you or simply just
to be there. The only thing left are the memories you
made together.
Erin, an outgoing grade ten student, lives in Lincoln, New Brunswick
with her parents and four cats. She is an active member of the SPCA
and the Children’s International Summer Village. Erin is an avid reader
and accomplished writer. She enjoys studying science and is interested in
pursuing a career in pharmacology.

Honourable Mention
School District 8

Mia’s Lesson

A

small juvenile child; that’s all I was in grade 2.
Scared of everything and painfully shy. I had no
friends; no one to share my secrets with. However,
I had everything a little girl could desire for. When news
came that my mother was pregnant with her third child, I
was filled to the brim with excitement. I thought maybe I
could have a friend in this new sibling I would soon have.
I prayed that it would be a girl so I could braid her hair
and play dolls with her.
Time passed slowly but surely. My mother was quite
far along in her pregnancy but was showing no signs.
She had seen doctor after doctor searching to find an
answer as to why her child was not growing. When she
finally got an answer, the doctor told her that they would
have to take the baby prematurely. Everyone in my family
was terrified of what was to come.

April 4th, 2005. That’s the day they took my mother
into the hospital to deliver my new sibling. I was kept
home with my aunt. I can remember playing countless
card games and staring at the clock waiting for the phone
to ring. The silence was killing me. Finally the silence was
broken with a ring of the phone as my aunt sprinted for
it, answering nervously. “A girl! A little baby girl!” said
my aunt as she hung up the phone. “A girl”; the words
lingered in my mind until I comprehended the fact that
my dreams had come true! Somewhere in the hospital
there was a baby who looked like me and was a part
of my family. I was ecstatic about the news. The joyful
vibes soon drifted away when we learned that Mia, my
sister, was diagnosed with Alpha 1-antitrypsin deficiency.
This disease is found in one’s liver. Alpha 1-antitrypsin
deficiency is a genetic disorder caused by defective
production of alpha 1-antitrypsin, leading to decreased
activity in the lungs and blood, and removal of excessive
abnormal protein in liver cells. I also learned Mia would
have to live in the N.I.C.U until she was a healthy weight.
Usually birth is an exciting time of love, a new
beginning, and a new life to live. However, my sister’s
life was not expected to be lived long. Mia’s fragile body
could fit in the palm of your hand. She weighed only
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2.5 ounces; can you imagine? She was hooked up to
many cords and she also had an oxygen tube. But Mia
was a fighter. She was off her oxygen tube after only one
day with it. Every day my mother spent hours looking
through the glass of the incubator, glancing at her child,
in hope. I remember the first time I ever laid eyes on Mia.
I stared in confusion at what my mother told me was my
sister. This creature looked nothing like me; nothing like
a human. But when I gently laid my finger on her arm I
instantly felt a bond between us that reassured me she
was my sister. I knew this bond I felt would last forever.
After two months in the hospital Mia was flown over
to the I.W.K in Halifax, Nova Scotia, to have a biopsy
on her liver. I had to stay with my grandparents for two
weeks. I longed desperately for my parents but I knew
Mia needed them more at this time than I did. When Mia
arrived back in Saint John everything seemed to come
together. She gained weight and was drinking a small
bottle on her own. Finally after three months and two
days Mia was allowed to come to our home. The first
week she was home was exciting and scary at the same
time. We were so gentle with her. But after a while she
acted as any other normal baby would.
Today Mia is a thriving seven year old. She still has
many blood tests and she gets sick more than most kids,
but this does not stop her. Mia is in her second year of
hockey, she takes swimming lessons, and she plays the
fiddle. Having a sister with a disease made me realize
how precious life really is and how I take my perfect
healthy life for granted. I now live every day to the fullest
and I live it with my little sister clinging to my hand.
Callie lives in St. Martins, New Brunswick with her parents and two
younger siblings. Currently in grade nine, she loves music and has been
playing the piano for nine years. Callie plans on completing the Royal
Conservatory Music Exams. Callie enjoys being a part of the school’s swim
team. She would like to thank her family and teachers for their ongoing
support.
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Grade 11 & 12 New Brunswick Winners
“One isn’t necessarily born with courage, but one
is born with potential. Without courage, we cannot
practice any other virtue with consistency. We can’t
be kind, true, merciful, generous, or honest.”
– Maya Angelou
Kiana Mozaffari
First Place
School District 18

Morvarid

F

or the first six years of my life, I was oblivious to
it; I was too young to understand, but poverty
was everywhere. It was in the bouquet of roses
that a girl was forced to sell to the passengers in the
cars stopping for the traffic lights. It was in the face of a
little boy with tattered clothing whose tears had washed
away the dirt on his face and had left marks that seemed
lighter than the rest of his skin. It was in the wrinkles of
the skin of the old man sitting on the sidewalk begging
for money, and in the eyes of the woman asking for food
to feed the baby she held so tightly under her black veil.
Poverty was all around me, and I did not see it; I was
born into it and it had become a normal sight.
In Iran, where I come from, not everyone lives in
poverty, but there is certainly a level of inequality within
class structures. In some ways, I am glad that I was born
into one of the more privileged sides of this society. In
other ways, I feel that being born into privilege made me
oblivious to those who struggle. As a young girl, I lived in
a closed bubble. That only began to change when I met
Morvarid.
Morvarid was a middle-aged Afghan woman with
dark skin and gray eyes. She had a fragile body, and
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as I remember it, she always smelled of a mix of spices
and lemon dish detergent. She always wore the same
floral-patterned outfit that was in the sad shades of gray
or dark blue. She was my nanny, and she occasionally
helped my mother with the work around the house. We
were not close and she did not talk much. She never for
a second replaced my mom, but I remember so many
mornings that I woke up screaming from a nightmare
and Morvarid was there telling me that it was going to
be okay. Sometimes she even sang to me in her Afghani
accent. I liked Morvarid.
Since Morvarid always wore the same clothes, one
day I asked my mother to offer her some of her own. My
mother said that she tried a long time ago, but Morvarid
refused to accept them. When I asked why, she said:
“Morvarid is a proud woman, she doesn’t like charity.
Some people accept only what they work for, which is
why they deserve every good thing they have.” That was
the first time I learned what it meant to earn something
to be proud of. After that, I wanted to learn more about
Morvarid’s background. All I knew was that she was a
refugee, and she was married with ten kids. As the only
child in my family, I could not even imagine what it would
be like to live in a house with ten children.
I began to fully grasp Morvarid’s life only when
I visited her home. I had a pet rabbit that we couldn’t
keep, so Morvarid said that I was more than welcome to
leave it at her house. I said yes, but just to make sure that
he had a good home, I asked to see her house. Morvarid
made it sound almost like an adventure and that made
me excited. I remember almost every detail of that day. It
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Katie Brewer-Bruce

took us about an hour to drive to the neighborhood she
lived in. As we got closer, the houses gradually changed.
They were made out of bricks and they were almost
falling down. Graffiti and paint covered almost every
visible inch of the brick. It was interesting to me that
people were attempting to hide the ruins with color.
Morvarid’s house was in the middle of cramped
alleys. They were so tight the car wouldn’t even go
through, and as you walked in the alleys you felt like
the light-brown brick walls were going to crush you
from the sides. I remember a little girl standing alone
beside a wall, sucking on her thumb and looking at us in
astonishment. When we got to Morvarid’s house, I could
hear the sound of the kids. When she opened the door,
I was amazed at what I saw. You could see kids running
everywhere and one of the older ones was trying to keep
order and looked frustrated. In the corner, a little girl was
weeping while holding a doll with its head cut off. The
sound of her cry was heart-breaking. I ran to her and
grabbed her doll. I tried to re-attach the head of her doll,
but it wouldn’t stay. I was failing her. It was probably
her only doll and it was frightening for her that it was
destroyed. Slowly, I started to cry, too. My mom grabbed
me by the arms and told me to say goodbye to my rabbit.
Between my cries I whispered, “Goodbye bunny,” and I
turned and closed my eyes.
Seeing Morvarid’s house and her living conditions
changed me. It affected who I am and the way I think
about poverty. I’m not really sure why out of all the
things I saw before that day, those were the events that
made me gain a new perspective. It was not like seeing a
beggar or a homeless person in the street. It was different
because it was seeing their life from the inside. It was
almost too close, too real. It could have easily been me.
Since that day, I have changed the way I look at people.
I still can’t read their eyes and I can’t always see what
they think, but I’ve become more aware of the pain and
struggle that is happening around me. Life was definitely
easier when I didn’t have to think about other people’s
pain, but now my eyes have been opened and I have a
stronger will to help.
Grade eleven student Kiana moved with her family from Iran to Canada
at the age of twelve. She has adapted well to the change of culture and
environment. Kiana is eager to learn and has a great sense of curiosity. She
looks forward to experiencing many other cultures throughout the world.
Kiana views art as an act of free expression and enjoys photography.
painting and drawing.

Second Place
School District 18

Hope
“Actions speak louder than words”

I

hated hospitals. I hated the beeping sound that
came from the machines; I hated the smell. I hated
when an announcement came over the PA system.
On that Tuesday afternoon, I entered the Dr. Everett
Chalmers Hospital for the first time in four years. My
hands felt clammy, and my ears registered all the noises
I did not want to hear. I walked as calmly as I could to
the information window and asked where Hope Brewer
was. The woman in the black blouse said she was still in
the ICU. I felt my lungs tighten. I nodded and followed
the signs placed on the walls to where I would find my
mother.
As I turned a corner, the sound of a woman’s voice
drowned out all the commotion around me, “Code blue
in emergency. Code blue in emergency.” I knew this
meant someone, somewhere in the same building, had
flat-lined. My heart went out to the family; I prayed that
someone they loved would not be taken away. I fought
the tears I felt coming and continued down the white
hallways. I walked with my arms pressed tightly against
my sides as if to keep myself held together. I rounded
the last corner to the ICU and pressed the intercom ‘call’
button beside the double-doors.
“How can I help you?” someone asked me.
“I’d like to see my mom, Hope Brewer, please.” My
voice broke on the word ‘mom.’ I pushed on the door,
and the same feeling washed over me as it had when I
first walked into the hospital. My whole body started to
perspire, all the sounds around me were simply too loud,
and my lungs felt too tight, so tight it was a struggle to
breathe. My arms stayed close to my body, still willing
me to keep it together. I wanted to run as fast I could-out the doors to the building and down the steps to the
parking lot. I was not sure that if I did, I would make it
to my car before I curled up into a ball and let my tears
stream down my face.

Turning Points: Winning Essays 2012 139

New Brunswick winners

I kept walking. “Room eight,” a man told me. I
glanced at him. My mind registered nothing about him
but the direction his finger was pointing me to. I did not
look at the faces of the other patients as I went by; I
looked only above them, at the black numbers that
hung on the wall. I found the number I was looking for
and took my first glance at the person lying in the bed
underneath. Her eyes were no longer their bright green;
the dark circles under her eyes were a dull black. Her skin
was pale and tired-looking. She had four tubes poked
into her skin.
At separate intervals, the machines attached to her
each made their noise. As each of those sounds rang out,
the “trying-not-to-cry” feeling in my throat intensified. I
suppose I must have found a way to move my legs and
stand beside her bed, but I do not remember walking to
her or reaching out to intertwine my fingers with hers. I
looked at her hand and saw the clear tube that attached
to it, the needle having disappeared under her skin. It
was the first thing that day that I had actually seen, the
first sight that had really registered in my brain. A tear fell
onto the tape that held the IV in place.
Once the first tear had fallen, I broke down. I stared
at my mom’s hand and watched as my tears fell. Some
landed on her bed sheets, others on her skin. I was
incredibly uncomfortable. The beeping made my head
hurt and the ‘too clean’ smell filled my nose, making me
long for the outdoors. I was silent and so was my mom. I
finally raised my head, looking away from the needles, to
her gaunt face. I ordered them away, but my tears would
not stop falling. I could hear parts of the conversations
other people were having. I heard the words weather,
food, and comfortable being said by different voices. My
mother and I were silent.
My mom and I did not have the best relationship.
I had yelled at her many times before, told her I hated
her. I had told her that I would become a much better
mother than she would ever be. I had said many nasty
and hurtful things to my mom over recent years, and I
regretted every word. I wanted to be able to take those
insults back, to replace them with kind words about how
grateful I was for all she did for me. I tried to think of
something, anything I could say to make my mother
forgive me. I tried to speak, but no words would come
out. I had never needed a hug from my mom as badly
as I did then. I could have apologized a hundred times,
but I did not. I looked at my mom and cried instead.
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I promised myself that my actions from then on would
show her I was sorry. I could not take back my words,
could not change how our relationship had been before,
all I could do was make it better beginning in that
moment. I squeezed my mother’s hand and told her I
loved her. She is the world’s greatest mom - I hope to be
like her someday.
Katie is a grade eleven student from Fredericton, New Brunswick. She
lives with her parents, older brother and sister. In her spare time, Katie
plays soccer, golf and dances. She hopes to receive a golf scholarship to
the southern United States and study psychology. Katie hopes to obtain a
PhD in forensic psychology.

Vance Foreman
Third Place
School District 18

Buried Alive

I

t’s funny how memories work. Fragments of the past,
little reels of film rolling in one’s head, unaltered, and
haunting us until the day we pass away. They have
feelings attached to them, and although we remember
those feelings in reminiscing, we can never truly feel
them with the power in which they originally gripped
us. Which is why, in looking back, it is hard for me to
describe how things were, how I felt, and especially how
the world looked.
About two years ago, I was depressed. It is a word
many people think of casually as sadness, but you can’t
interpret the true feeling of being depressed until you
have felt its cold, icy fingers on the back of your neck,
taking hold of you like a sick, twisted marionette, and
almost unbreakable hold on you. The world becomes a
cold, dark wasteland, where the faces of those you love
turn from caring expressions to blank, expressionless
slates. Nobody cares about you; you are just one of the
hundreds of thousands of worthless people in the world.
When somebody actually catches your eye, you worry.
Why are they looking at me? What did I do? Why do they
hate me? Will they tell everybody just how worthless I
am and have them devour me like the sharks, smelling
fresh blood?
I would wake up in the morning and make every
effort I could to stay home from school. I figured, since
I’m doomed to a life of failure, why waste my time?
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When I did go to school, my mind stayed right in the
dark place it was. And it thought. Thought about how
worthless my life was. It thought about how I would sit
home my whole life and waste away, my bones turning
to brittle ghosts of them former selves. I thought about
my friends, and how they talked about me when I wasn’t
around. Most of all, I thought of how I was unnoticed in
the grand scheme of things, how nobody cared, and how
alone I felt. It was as if a giant shadow was permanently
cast over top of me. I was invisible, and it would make no
difference whether I existed or not.
This was an entirely private struggle. I’m sure that
to everybody else, it seemed as if I didn’t have a care in
the world. I played sports, I hung out with friends, and I
laughed. Pretty well everybody liked me. I was ashamed
of how I was feeling, pushing it away from the world,
never allowing anyone to see my ugly world. The way I
was feeling was wrong, the pit of darkness permanently
churning in my stomach was wrong, and my life was
wrong. I was just another worker drone, working in a
gray monotone for 60-80 years and then dying, my body
sifting into the winds, forgotten.
I didn’t sleep. The nights terrified me, because
my demons could truly manifest themselves. I forced
myself to stay awake, but sooner or later, sleep would
pull me under, into a sadistic dreamland. I would be
sinking, allowing cold, dark waters to swallow me
whole, watching a bleak sun fade as I sunk deeper, life
being pulled from my body. I would awake several times
a night, gasping for air, and find myself back to sleep
within minutes, returning for more torture. Over and
over, the grim despair of my imagination was cutting
into me, each cut making the wound deeper and deeper.
It’s the most terrible feeling in the world, where your
mind confirms that you are worthless, where even your
imagination tells you your life isn’t worth living.
It all changed in a matter of seconds. I wanted to
kill myself. Take a rifle, put it to my head, and blow my
brains out, splatter them all over the wall, and end this
miserable existence. That thought terrified me. It also
got me thinking, why was I the only one feeling this
way? This question gave me an answer that would wash
almost two years of sorrow from my skin. It was my fault.
I had been the one who had decided I was worthless,
that I didn’t deserve to live, that the best course of action
would be to end it all. I couldn’t blame the world, and
I subconsciously knew it the whole time. I had shut out

the very people who could help me, let foolish pride lead
to its own suicide. If I could bury myself in a hole so deep,
surely to god I could claw my way out of it.
It gave me hope. A faint glimmer of, it, but that’s all
I really needed. After that night, I gave my life another
chance. I wanted happiness like everybody else. I was
lucky I was even on the Earth, that I hadn’t shot myself
the night before. I looked at things in a better light, and
that first day of trying to be happy, it was difficult. But
the next day, it got a little easier. The day after that was
even easier. I had my smile back, the best gift ever. Best
of all, it had been from myself. Life could be good; I just
needed some incentive, a message to make me better. I
had that now, a reason to climb back up. Life wasn’t a
burden, it was a blessing.
That was two years ago now, and I’ve never been
happier. I play in a band, make good grades and play
soccer and basketball. I have the best friends a person
could ask for and a girlfriend that I love with all my heart.
My dark days are behind me, and I’m moving forward to
a bright future. Every day is a blessing, that I don’t take
for granted. It’s up to me to make this a life worth living.
Vance was born in Fredericton, New Brunswick and currently resides in
the village of Stanley. He enjoys playing basketball as well as performing
with his band. Following high school, Vance intends to study criminal
justice or pharmacology at university. He would like to thank everyone
who has helped him become the person he is today.

Anna Carroll

Fourth Place
School District 18

Death Does Not Discriminate
“If you live every day as if it is your last, one day you will
be correct.”

I

was in grade nine and sitting in Social Studies class
when a teacher came in and broke the news. Our
peer, and my friend, John, had lost his battle to
cancer during the night. I remember my pen falling out
of my hand as the teacher told us that anyone in need
of support could follow her. I stared straight ahead at
the board throughout her speech and it wasn’t until I
searched the silent classroom and made eye contact with
my classmates that I realized tears were running down
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my face. Numbly, I allowed myself to be led out of the
classroom with two other distraught girls.
John was diagnosed with cancer in seventh
grade. It still feels like yesterday that the group of us
neighbourhood kids would wait for each other by the
school doors before walking home together. It was
during one of our walks that John mentioned he was
going to see the doctor because he had headaches that
weren’t going away. It was a brief comment in passing
conversation, but from that moment on our lives were
changed. As much as we all tried to act normal, John’s
fatigue and his slow loss of hair were a blatant reminder
that the cancer was always there.
From the beginning, I knew that John was very
sick with cancer and I realized he may die but I don’t
think any of us came to terms or accepted that, I know
I didn’t. I would hear when someone told me he was
not doing well, but it was as if I was deaf, for I was not
truly listening. Even when he relapsed it all seemed so
far away, it wouldn’t actually happen. We were kids,
teenagers; we could get sick but we couldn’t die. Yet,
after a long battle of two and a half years, John passed
away on February 21st, 2010.
Before John died I was merely going through the
actions of life, not actually living. I went to school, I
hung out with friends and I came home. I did what was
expected of me but I wasn’t trying to reach my potential.
I wasn’t thinking about the future or consequences, I was
ignorant because I thought I had all the time in the world
to do the things I dreamed of doing. Then John died,
and suddenly things didn’t seem so far away anymore, it
felt as if time was rushing by without me. My time with
John seemed so short, five years, all gone in the blink of
an eye. I wanted to go back, I wanted to go back to the
late summer nights we spent together as friends, back to
watching movies on his couch, back to when I was blind
to the monster that is cancer. You are not supposed to
die until you are old and ready to go. Yet, here I was at
fourteen attending my fifteen year old friend’s funeral.
At first, I was devastated and didn’t know what to
do but I soon realized there are two ways you can take
any piece of news. You can let yourself be torn apart
by it and not be able to move on, or you can choose to
accept it for what it is, accept what has happened and
learn from it. You can choose to let it strengthen you.
I realized that I had an option on how to deal with my
loss. I could allow myself to be overcome by it or I could
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go out and live my life to its full potential, in honour of
those who have had that option ripped from their grasp
prematurely. The fact is, no one knows which day will
be their last. No one knows when they will die. So, why
do so many of us waste our lives waiting? Whether it is
waiting for the right time or waiting for something to
happen, the question remains, why?
I decided that I was done waiting. I decided that I
was done letting something as silly as fear stop me from
doing what I wanted to do. With a life as short as ours
can be, it doesn’t make sense to let fear and insecurity
rule how we live our lives. So, I vowed to start doing
better in school, I knew that I was capable of much more
than what I was letting others perceive. I vowed that if an
opportunity presented itself to me, regardless of how big
my fear was I would do it. I made goals for myself; I joined
more clubs and participated in an exchange program
that I wouldn’t have done before. There are an infinite
amount of possibilities in the world if one believes and
determines they are worth the risk. The scary things, the
things that make your stomach clench in fear and your
heart beat faster are the things that are truly worth it.
It’s scary because bad things will happen to good
people. John was, and continues to be, one of the
strongest, bravest people I know. I will never forget what
John has taught me, intentionally and non-intentionally.
It’s scary because death does not discriminate, death
does not care about your age, sex, race or religion.
No one is invincible to death, no one is guaranteed an
amount of time, all we have is right now. John taught
me that, and John taught me how precious the time we
do have is. Life is too short to worry about trivial things
that won’t matter a year from now. Life is worth the risks
you take because everyone deserves to live life to its full
potential. In the months following John’s death, my life
was spiralling out of my control, I didn’t know what to
do and I didn’t know how to act, it felt as if life as I knew
it was ending. Now, with hindsight, I realize that time of
my life was necessary for my life to truly begin.
Anna was born and raised in Saint John, New Brunswick. Her interests
outside of writing include reading, travelling and swimming. Anna enjoys
learning about history and being active in her community. She would like
to thank her English teacher, Ms. Vaughan, for all of the help she has
given her this past year. Anna is extremely grateful for all of the amazing
opportunities she has been given and hopes to continue to write and
travel for years to come.
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Nicholas Aiken

brother heard the screams. He walked past the living
room and went to see my father. “What’s going on with
Nick?” he asked my dad.

Faith

“You will have to ask him yourself son. I don’t want
to say anything, but a lot is going on with him. Talk to
him later tonight.” My dad’s explanation was filled with
sadness and yet there was a sternness to his voice.

Honourable Mention
School District 18

I

felt like there was nothing left to give. Nobody
wanted me around. I would go to school and get
harassed constantly. Everybody hated me. I couldn’t
blame them, we had that in common. I had lost all faith
in myself as a person. I hated myself.
I have always known I was different. I wasn’t the
best at sports. I didn’t like doing all the typical “teenage
boy things”. When I was going into the ninth grade, I
was terrified. Entering high school is scary at its best, all
the new people, new classes, and new freedoms. Many
people told me to just be myself and everything would
be okay. I knew that if I were to be myself, things would
be far from okay.
I started realizing I had attractions to the same gender
when I was only thirteen years old. The fear climbed
through my body. I wasn’t ready for the hurt I was going
to endure. I went to church every Sunday and I attended
a catholic school for five years. Religion did nothing to
relieve my fears. How was I supposed to tell my family or
my friends?
As soon as high school came along that’s when the
bullying started. Every day they would scream, “There’s
the faggot” or “Out of my way queer.” Each time I heard
one of those painful sayings it was just another bruise
inflicted on my self-esteem.
My home life wasn’t much different than school.
While I wasn’t getting called those names, the silence I
was getting from my family was like a slow stab piercing
through my heart. After telling my family I was gay, my
mother started blaming herself for what was happening
to me. My mother’s blame made me feel worthless and
that there was something wrong with my decision to
accept my sexuality.
The hardest moment came when I had to tell my
brother about my sexuality. One day I was arguing with
my mother. She was trying to explain to me there must
be some way I could fix this sexual preference, or maybe I
just hadn’t met the right girl and was rushing into things.
Hearing my mom basically try to find excuses to explain
my sexual feelings hurt me. We began to fight and my

Later on that evening, my family was eating supper
in the living room and watching television. I sensed the
tension filling the room. I knew Jeremy was going to ask
me about what happened with mom earlier that day.
“What happened earlier with mom, bro?” my brother
asked me gingerly. I was dreading this conversation! I
already had to deal with the disappointment of my
parents. I couldn’t handle having more rejection from my
brother.
“Well, I just recently found something out about
myself. I told mom and dad I was gay.” The expression
on my brother’s face shattered me. I knew I shouldn’t
have told him. I had heard homophobic slurs from him
on many occasions but I felt like he needed to know
because we were family.
Through the following weeks my brother treated me
like I was invisible. He constantly ignored me at school
and even at home. I had enough and couldn’t take the
isolation anymore. My friends and even my family were
treating me like an outcast. I felt like I had some type of
disease and it was slowly eating away at my well being.
If this was what it is like to be gay, I didn’t want anything
to do with it. I’d pray each night to God, pleading for
forgiveness. I just wanted everything to stop, all the pain,
all the tears and all the fears.
On that icy cold winter day, while I was waiting for
the bus and my fingers cold to the touch I pondered my
decision. I lived on a highway where transports would
drive past every morning. My emotions were taking over
my common sense; I started walking out in the path of a
roaring monster. Nobody wanted me around anymore. I
was told that many times, so why live? I could feel the cold
breeze reaching further into me. I heard the screeching
roar of the monster as it neared. At the last moment I
stopped to think that I need to have faith in myself. It
would be the only way I could continue to fight.
Today I would like to tell my story. My hope is to
help those who have experienced these same dreadful
feelings. I may not be able to stop all their torment but
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maybe I can save them from the hate that almost cost
me my life.
I have the word Faith tattooed on my wrist as a
constant reminder that no matter what happens, no
matter how hard things become, I need to have faith and
believe that everything will get better if I keep pushing
forward.

Melissa Larivee

Honourable Mention
School District 18

A Flicker of Light

P

icture the average teenager, the one slouching
in the back of the classroom, snapping her gum
and surfing Facebook on her iPhone. I used to be
that kid. The one who didn’t appreciate a thing in life,
and complained about everything she possibly could
complain about. I didn’t smile when the sunset looked
more beautiful than usual, and I didn’t get chills running
up my spine when I saw someone’s life change. School
was dreadful, and so was getting along with my parents.
I used to be that person before it happened: the most
well-known disease took a loved one away from me.
Cancer took my uncle.
The day the phone rang, I picked it up and heard the
words that made my blood rush away. I could hear the
thud of my heartbeat in my ears. The numbing of my toes
came shortly after. Then I heard it in the background. It
wasn’t the sound of tears falling to the floor, or sad words
escaping from the sound of the mouths on the other
line. It was laughter. The simple notion of happiness filled
the air in the room on the other side of the line. In a
time like this, he was joking more than he ever has. Then
something shifted inside. Some little flicker of light in the
deepness of my heart ignited, and kept growing into the
blazing fire it is today.
I went to visit him after his surgery. The first thing
I heard echoing from his hospital room, through the
curtains were the words. He was already joking around,
itching to get out of bed to dance to the radio music.
After his chemo therapy treatments his hair had fallen
out in tufts, but his joy in life came to him in handfuls.
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He got better really fast, or so we thought. He
climbed, then fell hard. I remember how my mother
described his last breath. Almost like a sigh. Letting us
know that he’s enjoyed his time, and isn’t sad to leave.
He made his mark on the world. He surely made his mark
on me.
I guess he realized that your life is a privilege, not
a right, when his life was on the line. That turned my
life around drastically: from hating school, to wanting to
learn everything: from fighting with my parents to saying
an unexpected “I love you” and giving multiple hugs.
That’s when I changed. I smile at beautiful sunsets, and I
get chills when a beautiful thing happens in front of me.
Half because I appreciate the moment, and half because
I know it’s my uncle telling me I’m doing an okay job at
life, and it only goes up from here.
Seventeen-year-old Melissa was born in Montreal, Quebec. She currently
lives with her family in Saint John, New Brunswick. After completing high
school Melissa would like to study Biomedical Engineering at university.
She is often ensconced in her studies but makes time for extracurricular
activities. Melissa is a charismatic young woman who thoroughly enjoys
music, horseback riding, and spending time with friends.

Lee

Honourable Mention
School District 18

My Dictator

W

ho am I? It is the most important question we
can ask ourselves, and can also be the most
difficult to answer. Some are musicians; others
are athletes. Though, these are not answers to the
question, but pieces to a larger, complex picture. Some
of us, sadly, have far fewer pieces than others due to
certain circumstances that dictate our lives. I am one such
individual. Who am I? I am the victim of Social Anxiety
Disorder.
Social Anxiety Disorder, or SAD (great abbreviation)
is basically the fear of social encounters. SAD affects us
all in different ways, so my symptoms may not be the
same as others. My symptoms are incredible amounts of
anxiety around the clock, migraines, panic attacks, racing
thoughts, insomnia, depression, and short-term memory
loss.
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I cannot remember exactly when this demon
burrowed its way inside me, but I do recall that I was
quite young. I’m sure others who knew me suspected
that there was something different about me. The adults
said I was shy, which I tended to agree with; I wasn’t like
the other enthusiastic and sociable children. I took my
sweet time warming up to people, and even then I didn’t
say much. Though, at this age, I didn’t think anything of
it. I simply dealt with it without knowing I was dealing
with it; quite the conundrum. As I grew older, I began to
distance myself from others more and more. I became
stressed for no apparent reason and began having
intense migraines, which was no picnic in the park.
I began realizing that I was lying to my parents about
what I did at school, usually to make them think I was
having fun with all of my friends whom they didn’t see.
They did meet the few friends I did have, but not seeing
so many of my other ‘friends’ I spoke of must have made
them suspicious.
My dictator was draining the pleasures in my life,
drawing my parents closer and closer to the realization
that their son was not the social butterfly he wanted to
be. Eventually, my mother confronted me, saying how she
thought I had something called Social Anxiety Disorder.
Disorder, such a small word struck fear into my heart that
day. Disorder; I’m different. I’m less than everyone else
and they know it. That was one of the thoughts I can
remember racing through my head in the few seconds
between her statement and my response. I learned later
that this was one of the side effects of S.A.D: Racing
Thoughts. The best way I can explain the phenomenon
is to make you picture the inside of a crowded bee hive;
so many bees buzzing about in no apparent order. Just
when you seem to latch onto one bee, it buzzes on by
and six more take its place. In those few seconds I had
to think of a response, my mind was that bee hive. To be
honest, I don’t remember exactly what my response was.
It doesn’t matter what it was, really. What matters is that
I finally knew my dictator’s name.
Now, I did deny having this disorder for a long time.
I was still denying it throughout the sessions with my
first therapist. I gave in eventually, after taking the time
to think about it logically. I suppose I knew the truth of
my therapist. I gave in eventually, after taking the time
to think about it logically. I suppose I knew the truth of
mydilemma deep down, as corny as that sounds. All of
the clues added up; my need for solitude, the racing
thoughts and ever-so quiet tone when someone spoke to

me, the migraines, depression, and so forth. People say
they feel better after admitting something to themselves,
but I felt much, much worse. This is a social world; being
someone in it with Social Anxiety Disorder was the worst
thing that could happen. How was I going to get a job?
Get a girlfriend? Get married? Hm. I sound quite selfish
here, don’t I? Let me think. Solve world hunger? Perfect.
The point is: I was growing helpless. Negative
thoughts flowed freely inside the crowded bee hive that
was my mind, and life began to lose its importance. I
began to experience suicidal ideation, which is a fancy
term for ‘thinking of committing suicide’. Death seemed
so much easier; and by easier, I mean a hell of a lot easier.
At this time, I was an atheist and believed that after
death there was nothing. No, not nothing; I thought
there simply wasn’t. So how much worse could it be not
being? Not having to worry about anything, not being
ridiculed every day for being different; all of my fears,
worries and insecurities would cease to be if I ended my
life.
This was around the time that I decided to tell
someone about my disorder. It wasn’t my best and truest
friend either, but a young lady whom I’ve known since
kindergarten. All it took was for her to ask me why I
never smiled. Something snapped in me that day, the
reason unknown to me. I found myself needing to tell
her, and so I did. I poured my heart out into pixels, several
cell phone text pages long. It felt amazing to open up to
someone other than a psychologist or psychiatrist. And
so, I told my aforementioned best and truest friend, too,
as well as two of my other peers. With their input, I was
convinced that suicide wasn’t (and isn’t) the answer. I
have so much to live for! Just because eleven years of
my life have been hell doesn’t mean the next six decades
will be the same. Suicide is the ultimate ‘cop-out’, to
quote my psychiatrist. I am not a quitter and won’t let
my dictator dictate whether I should live or die. I’ll fight
this monster until the last breath of life leaves my lungs.
While I dangled precariously from the Ledge of Life,
He was lounging on his regal throne being fed plump
grapes by his servants Pain and Depression. Little did He
know, I was thrown a rope of hope, Death nipping at my
heels. Only time will tell if I will completely overthrow the
dictator that is my disorder.
Eighteen-year-old Lee lives in Grand Bay-Westfield, New Brunswick with
his parents, younger sister, dog and two cats. He thoroughly enjoys
all forms of writing. Outside of school, Lee enjoys reading and playing
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video games. After graduation, he intends to pursue university studies
in a Programmer Analyst program. Although his studies will focus on
computer programming, Lee hopes to continue to write and publish
many novels.

Robert Watson

Honourable Mention
School District 18

I Had No Idea

I

had lived the majority of my life without any real
understanding of life or death. No one close to me
had ever died, so it was definitely not something
I thought about often. Whenever I heard of someone
else’s death, I felt badly for the family, but I could not
relate to them, so my limits for sympathy were somewhat
low. The only time that I ever thought for a prolonged
time about life and death was when my grandfather
talked to me about his time in the war. Maybe it was his
detailed account, or the honest sadness in his voice, but
whatever it was, it was enough to make me think, and
make me sad. I thought I had grasped a better concept
of the value of life from the stories he told, but it was not
until his passing did I realize that I never had a clue about
life and death.
I had grown up with one grandfather, my fathers’
father. My other grandfather was not around, but I did
not care, because I thought the grandfather I already had
was amazing. He told me only the stories of the struggles
of WWII, never the actual killing, when I was a child. I
was too young. But as I grew older, the stories got more
vivid and detailed. I thought of him as a hero when he
first started telling me stories, and even as I grew and
they got more violent, I still thought of him as a hero
but I started to pity him. He had been through so much,
and he was still tough as he was recalling those horrific
events. It was around this time that I found myself
pondering the things he had to do, how hard they must
have been, and how someone would be able to cope
with such horrid images lingering in their minds for the
rest of their life. It was for this reason that I had gained a
tremendous amount of respect for him. He did his part,
he helped his country, but like so many other veterans
out there he needed somebody to help him. So I sat and
listened. That is all I could do, and it was all he wanted.
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I could not help but think he was holding a lot in, but I
would never see the day when he would let it out.
As he grew older I noticed he was starting to repeat
stories, or that he would tell new ones but he forgot
the major details. He also started forgetting names and
dates and eventually it got to the point where it was an
ordeal to get anything out of him. He had blood pressure
problems and had a blood clot a few years earlier. I knew
this was the beginning of the end. I had shared many
memories with him and even as his mind grew weaker I
knew he would remember me to the end. In what I did
not know would be his final week he had shared some of
the older stories he had forgotten. I was surprised to say
the least and I was even more surprised when he started
to tell me in greater detail than before, his recollection
of the assault on Juno Beach. This time he told it with a
smile and I could not help but think that he knew he was
passing on and wanted to pass on his most triumphant
tale before he passed. He wanted to be remembered and
I wanted to make sure he was. It was a Friday morning
when it finally happened. An aneurism. A vital blood
vessel leading to his brain had popped. According to the
doctors he may or may not have been awake when it
happened. Either way it would have been painless, and
he would have been dead within a few seconds. I was told
when I arrived home from school. Initially, the newsdid
not affect me. Maybe it was because I was expecting it,
or because I did not know how to react. However, when
the realization that he was truly, 100% gone had sunk
in, I crumbled.
My parents had known about the close relationship
I had shared with my grandfather, so I was very grateful
when they announced they were going out for groceries,
despite the fact they had gone out the night before. I
slowly took off my shoes and jacket and headed upstairs
to my bedroom. I leaned my book bag against my bed
post and laid down on the bed. I stared at the white
ceiling and within a few seconds tears had overcome me.
I tried not to cry, I wanted to be like my tough grandfather.
He never cried. But I was not tough. So I cried. I probably
lay there for four or five hours. There were a couple of
sobs here and there but for the most part I just stared
at the ceiling and pondered all those stories I was told.
For hours I tried to understand the meaning of those
tales, wondered if he told me only certain ones, if he was
trying to leave me a message, whether or not there were
stories he wanted to share but could not. There were
many unanswered questions but when I finally sat up, I
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realized the lesson he was trying to teach me was about
the value of life, no matter whose it is or where it is
from. I understood that for one to truly understand how
valuable somebody’s life is, you have to take one away.
He took many away. I felt grateful now. I had learned this
lesson without having to go through all the horrors that
he experienced.
The meaning of the lessons he taught me have not
faded and I will make sure they never will. I have thought
about it plenty since then. I have realized a few more
things, too, such as the importance of the ability to
recognize when the taking of a life is justified or not. Or
the understanding of the impact death can make, not
just to the person it is claiming, but to their family and
friends as well. Although the relief that these revelations
have brought cannot fill the hole left by the death of
my grandfather, I am content knowing that I will always
have his wisdom to help guide me through life and that I
can always use this new found understanding of life and
death to help comfort others in their time of need.
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Character cannot be developed in ease and quiet. Only
through experience of trial and suffering can the soul
be strengthened, vision cleared, ambition inspired, and
success achieved. – Helen Keller
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Grade 7 Newfoundland and Labrador Winners
“The unexamined life is not worth living.” – Socrates

Claire Borgaonkar
First Place
Eastern School District

Be Thankful For What You Have

D

uring the summer of 2010, an incident occurred
that really opened my eyes to how important love
and family are. My father, sister, Aunt Maya, my
two cousins and I had visited Ottawa for a wedding. It
was our last day there and we were killing time in the
hotel lobby before driving to the airport. My Grandpie
had planned to say goodbye to us before we left. As the
time grew closer for us to leave, he still hadn’t arrived.
Dad was texting his cell phone in an effort to figure out
where he was. After countless minutes of failed texts, my
Dad’s phone finally rang. He pushed ‘answer’ and started
talking.
Suddenly, my cousin gasped and clapped her hand
over her mouth. My head shot up and I followed her
watery-eyed gaze toward my father. My heart started to
hammer against my chest as I saw his terrified expression
and violently shaking hands. What had happened? I was
suddenly desperate to know. Finally, my dad hung up
and croaked, “That was Grandpie. Babcia is lost.”
A bowling ball-sized lump swelled in my throat. My
stomach flip-flopped. I knew how bad a situation it was.
My grandmother, or Babcia, as we call her, is a victim of
Alzheimer’s, a disease that affects the memory. She had
acted dazed and confused the entire trip. She couldn’t
even finish her sentences. Now she was lost in a big,
unfamiliar city in the cold rain.

I tried to stay calm. I didn’t want to have a meltdown
in front of my younger sister and cousin. We sat in
silence, staring in disbelief at the plastic hotel plants and
indigo colored walls. When Dad finally announced that
it was time to go, we whispered teary-eyed goodbyes
to our cousins and aunt. As I embraced my aunt, she
whispered, “Don’t worry. Everything will be ok.” I prayed
she was right.
At the airport, I started thinking of Babcia. I
remembered her before Alzheimer’s and how she used
to read me princess stories and sing funny Polish songs.
It made me realize how much I would miss her if I never
saw her again. Even if she didn’t remember now, I knew
those memories still lived somewhere inside her.
After waiting several anxious hours, my dad received
a text from Aunt Maya. As his eyes scanned the phone
screen, a big smile spread across his face. He looked
like he might cry. I leaned over his shoulder to read,
“Everything is all right. Babcia is ok.”
Relief spread over me. I wanted to jump for joy!
Babcia had been lost for more than four hours, but had
been found by the Ottawa Police, unharmed and just a
little scared.
The events that took place in Ottawa taught me how
valuable love and family are. We don`t realize how much
we love someone until they`re gone. Since the Ottawa
incident, I`ve been more careful to treasure the people I
love. As I learned the hard way, we should embrace every
moment with our family, as they can be taken away from
us in the blink of an eye.
Thirteen year old Claire enjoys writing, playing the piano, and spending
time with her family and friends. She also likes to dance. Claire would like
to thank her family and teachers for their continuous support.
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Jacob Meadus

Second Place
Eastern School District

The Gift of (in) Sight

D

id you know you can live with one eye as normally
as a person with two? I figured this out the hard
way. On January 27, 2006, I woke up just like it
was any other day. Still half asleep, I rubbed my eyes. I
realized, however, that something was different. There
were lines in my vision. I was six, so this kind of thing didn’t
seem like such a big deal. But as I ignored these lines day
after day, they grew worse. Finally, when my vision was
so poor that I started looking up to try to see above the
lines, my dad and I ventured to see a doctor, who then
sent us to a specialist. When the doctor diagnosed my
situation, my heart stopped. Retinal detachment in both
eyes. The doctor immediately started explaining how my
retina fell from its usual spot, and that they would have
to perform emergency surgery to fix it. But as he spoke,
my mind was focused on two words; retinal detachment.
They echoed in my ears and caused fear to erupt inside
me like a volcano. The doctor then began describing the
surgery I would need to have. Anxiety suddenly took the
place of my fear. They were going to put me to sleep and
split my eye open? The thought alone sent a chill down
my spine. What if they couldn’t fix it? What if they made
it worse? I tried to push those thoughts out of my mind.
The hours up to my surgery were the worst - I couldn’t
focus on anything. All I could do was wait. Finally, after
what felt like an eternity, my hospital bed was rolled to
the operating room. The last thing I remember was the
mask being placed over my face. The smell of the gas.
The reassuring voices of the surgeons in the background.
That was when I lost consciousness.
I woke up to blackness and whispering. It all seemed
like a dream -- a very dark, strange dream. As I started
to sit up, I heard my mom breathe a sigh of relief. I felt
my dad pat me on the shoulder. But where were they?
Why couldn’t I see them? I discovered that my eyes were
being held shut with a piece of medical tape. Suddenly, I
felt the pain of an IV being taken out of my left hand. My
head ached like a woodpecker was pounding on it. This
definitely wasn’t a dream.
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After a week or two, I could take the tape off. I was
good as new! But I had tons of time to think about how
easily I could have gone blind. I could have never seen this
colorful, beautiful world again. I believe, however, that life
wanted me to see, so I can. Every day, I appreciate what
life has given me. A lot of people don’t value what life
gives them, so they can’t appreciate life itself. Learning
to appreciate this gift has been my turning point.
Twelve-year-old Jacob was born in Brampton, Ontario and moved to
Newfoundland at the age of five. He lives with his mom, two sisters,
and their chocolate lab puppy named Bailey. Jacob loves public speaking
and has spoken at several area events. Jacob plays the saxophone in
the school band and loves video games. In the future, he would like to
become a well-known paleontologist and travel the world.

Julia Hudson

Third Place
Eastern School District

A Hard Goodbye

I

n the summer of 2009 I had to say goodbye to one
of the most important women in my life. That year
was the first time I truly recognized the importance
of family. I would also forever remember that year as the
year my Grandma died of ovarian cancer. Death happens
to everyone but I was young and couldn’t help but ask
myself… Was it my fault that everything was going so
wrong? And with that I cried myself to sleep for days
leading into weeks, then months.
I’ve never needed anything to help me remember the
good times with my Grandma because all my memories
were amazing and stayed close by at the forefront of
my mind. All the conversations where she would tell me
how beautiful and strong I would grow up to be always
filled me with joy because behind those words I knew the
meaning…love.
Love is a strong and sacred word that should be
shared only between two people who truly know and
accept each other. But honestly the emotion between
my Grandma and me was so much stronger than love. It
was as if love was too small a word to describe our bond.
This is not a story of my Grandma’s life but simply her
journey and along the road I found myself embarking
on the rollercoaster that is cancer. Although my precious
Grandma’s disease did flip my life upside down, we also
got the chance to get to know the true Pauline who
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was fearless and adventurous, the Pauline who wasn’t
afraid to leave safe old St. John’s and to follow my family
and me on an adventure to Disney World and all over
the Caribbean. The Pauline who decided she’d race
the chemo and shave her own head. The Pauline who
smiled and sang every day to make everyone around her
feel better even though it was she who was losing the
battle and had every right to be mad, and sad. Madness
or sadness never crossed her face, only smiles, love,
laughter and music. All the adventures my Grandma and
I tackled together were sure to put a smile on our faces.
She would attempt to teach me to play the piano or how
to play cards, although trying and succeeding are two
very different things! The laughs we shared together
were unforgettable; the duets we played were unique.
Most of all, it was the love and connection between us
that made it so wonderful to be with each other. It was
easy, and comfortable. It felt like home, like love. Saying
good bye to my Grandma was the hardest thing I’ve
ever had to do. It changed me. I will never again let an
opportunity to give a hug or say “I love you” pass me by.
I carry my Grandma with me every day.
Thirteen-year-old Julia lives with her parents and older brother in St.
John’s, Newfoundland. She enjoys playing team sports such as basketball,
volleyball and soccer. Julia loves to draw, read, write and sing. She has
a large loving extended family and great friends. Julia plans to attend
medical school and help find a cure for cancer.

Carlie Ball

Fourth Place
Eastern School District

Sunshine Bear

I

t was February 27th, 2004. I was 4 years old, and I
remember my mom telling me that my grandmother
whom I love very much was not coming home from
the hospital. She was 60 years old and died of cancer.
At first, I didn’t understand the cancer part but the not
coming home part, I definitely did. Even though I was
young it changed my life and taught me things that I still
value today.
The last time I saw my grandmother was when I
visited her in the hospital with a teddy bear for her as
a gift. When my mom and I went to the front desk a
woman asked me about the bear. “What’s its name?”
she asked.

I remember thinking about the sunshine outside so,
without thinking about it much, I responded “Sunshine
Bear”. Her face shone like a diamond when the words
came out of my proud little mouth.
When my mom and I went into my grandmother’s
room, I saw a bunch of wires and machines hooked up to
her. I was a little scared at first, but her usual warm smile
soothed me. I couldn’t wait to show her Sunshine Bear!
My grandmother’s eyes had lost their sparkle; they looked
like shattered glass. She knew in her mind she was going
to die. I revealed the bear and my grandmother’s mouth
stretched out into a bigger smile.
“It’s for you,” I told her. “His name is Sunshine Bear.
He will bring you sunshine,” I added.
“He’s perfect!” she beamed.
My mom and grandmother had a chat about some
type of therapy I didn’t understand. Later my grandmother
looked at me with saddened eyes and asked how my
sister Alia and I were doing. Alia was only 2 years old.
Then we said our goodbyes. I looked at her not
knowing that this would be the last time I would ever
see her.
A few nights later, after our visit, my whole family
was gathered at my grandparent’s house. My sister and I
were playing downstairs and my mom came down with
eyes as red as cherries, trying to hide her tears. She told
my sister and me, “Nanny is not coming home from the
hospital.” I started to cry… I cried not only for myself
but for my father who had just lost his mother. Then my
mom handed me the teddy bear I gave my grandmother
during our last visit and told me my grandmother wanted
me to look after Sunshine Bear. My grandmother was my
best friend and to this day I still have Sunshine Bear in
my room without a scratch, mark or rip. It reminds me of
her every day.
Life is a gift; we should cherish it because I have
learned you never know how lucky you are to have
something until it’s gone.
Carlie is a kind hearted, energetic twelve-year-old who lives in Conception
Bay South with her parents and younger sister Alia. She is involved with
the school band, cheerleading and basketball team. Carlie has been an
active member of the Student Leadership Council for the past three years,
promoting involvement in school activities and encouraging school spirit.
She would like to thank her family for their support and Ms. Clouter for
awakening within her a love of reading and writing.
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Jeanna Crane

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Fragile Thoughts

I

have had an ordinary life. In my opinion nothing
horrible or life changing has ever really happened to
me. Sure I’ve had relatives die and friends turn on
me. I have even had fights with my parents. But, all of
these incidents have been mundane, normal.
I call my experience more of an awakening than a
turning point. It happened just a few days before my
tenth birthday. It was then that I started thinking from
the perspective of others. I began watching the news
more and paying closer attention to the stories telecast.
Later that night as I was sitting in bed thinking about
the wish I had made when I blew out my birthday candles
-- a wish for world peace -- my reality changed. I thought
about the war in Afghanistan, the rising crime rates,
murders getting more frequent and countries in turmoil.
I came to a conclusion that would change my outlook on
life forever. There will never be true peace.
At that moment, the carefully constructed walls that
my parents, the media and the adults that I grew up with
had built around me crumbled, shattering into pieces
that would never fit back together again. A reality that
had been held from me for so long crashed down on me
with tidal wave force.
We may think that we’re safe, that the wars that are
being waged for us are keeping the danger away. That’s
not true. There are still criminals walking our streets,
rapists, murderers, thieves, filling our jails and putting
our lives in danger.
Suffering is all around us and we don’t even notice.
When you think about it, there is always someone in pain
somewhere in the world. It’s dizzying to think that there
could be someone on the other side of the world, going
through the same pain as you, probably even more.
People are too caught up in their own worlds to
notice the grief and sorrow lying just beyond the walls.
You can say the world is at peace, but is it really? There is
war, crime, global warming, rising prices on everything,
fossil fuels running out and disease at every corner. The
152
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world is coming apart at the seams, and even one wrong
move could tip us over the edge into chaos.
I don’t understand how I didn’t think about this
before. Maybe it was ignorance. I didn’t want to
acknowledge it. Maybe that’s what everyone does,
pretend it isn’t happening; act like the world is fine and
that there’s no unrest, pain or misery.
I think it’s time we stop hiding behind our flimsy
barriers. The truth can’t be ignored for long, so why do
we try? How is that going to help? How is that going to
stop the suffering?
News flash people, it isn’t! You put up all the walls
you want, but it isn’t going to change anything. I say tear
down your walls. Let the truth in and maybe someday
you can stop someone’s suffering. I think I’ve realized I’m
not a kid any more.
Grade seven student Jeanna lives in Goulds, Newfoundland with her
parents and older brother. An avid reader, she also enjoys listening to
music, going to movies, writing short stories and taking care of her pet
cat, Willow. Jeanna excels in school and hopes to become an engineer.

Mackenzie Croft

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Life Goes On

“O

bstacles don’t have to stop you. If you run
into a wall, don’t turn around and give up.
Figure out how to climb it, go through it, or
work around it.” - Michael Jordan
It was a Thursday afternoon in March when the
school bus dropped me off at my house. All I was
thinking at that point was this day was going to be like
any other day but I soon found out that it wasn’t… This
day changed my life forever.
I got home from school, and told mom that I was going
down to my cousin’s house to see her new baby and left.
When I came back, I heard my sister crying. She came
running over and said, “Mom and dad have something
to say to you”. I ran in the house and everything felt
really gloomy. I saw mom sitting in the living room with
my little brother, Rhyne, crying on her lap and she said,
“Your father and I are getting a divorce.”
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All I could feel was the whole world crashing down
on me. I had to get out of there, so I ran outside and sat
on a wooden ramp next to our car and looked out at the
road. My aunt saw me crying and told me to come in her
house and talk about it. I couldn’t, and I went back inside
the house. Dad was at the door getting ready to leave.
Where was my dad going to go? I wanted to go with
him but my mom had custody, so I had to stay with her.
All mom said was, “It’s time for you to go now.” At that
point, I hated my mom.
I screeched and I said, “I will always love you. No
matter where you are, you just have to remember that
I love you.” I also asked dad before he left if he would
come up for my birthday and holidays. He said yes, kissed
me on my head and left. Birthdays and holidays went by,
and my dad was nowhere to be seen. I just thought to
myself, “How can a father forget about his four children
like that?” I never really had an answer, but I did know
deep down inside that he remembered me.
Four years later, my mom said she needed a change
and wanted to move. No one thought it was a good
idea and none of us, including me, wanted to leave. On
Monday, mom dropped us off at school and said, “I’ll see
you when you get home.” When I got home, only my
Nan was there. Mom had moved in with a person she
had met online. Once again my life was destroyed. I was
heartbroken, how could my mom just leave us for some
guy she didn’t even know. I felt like another piece of my
life was taken away from me.
A couple of months later, my dad came up to
visit us. When my dad had to go, he asked when our
birthdays were. I thought to myself, “How did he forget
my birthday?” I guess I never thought that he would
forget, but I got over it after a week or two. A couple
of months later, mom also phoned and talked to us. I
started thinking that maybe my life could be back to
what it was before.
What have I learned from all of this? I have learned
to take care of myself and to be independent. I have also
learned not to take things for granted. I’m going to visit
my dad this Easter and I’m happy that I will be able to
see him. I still wonder, “What would have happened if
my mom and dad were still together? What would my
life be like?” I guess no can tell me what it would be like,
even I can’t. However, I can change the future the way I
want it to be. Some obstacles might get in my way, but I
still have a family who can help me through it.

Twelve-year-old Mackenzie lives with her grandmother, sister and brother
in Aquaforte. She enjoys playing sports and is a member of three basketball
teams, a ball hockey team and the cheerleading squad. Mackenzie is also
involved in various clubs such as knitting, yoga, cadets, and choir. She
plays the saxophone in the school band. Mackenzie hopes to one day
study to be an electrician.

Sydnee Hallett

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

World Vision

S

omeone once said the invention of television would
change the way we view the world. No truer words
have been spoken by the human tongue. For me,
television is more than a source of entertainment, it
helped changed my view of the world and my outlook
on life.
To me the world was portrayed as a nurturing,
peaceful happy place to be. I always had plenty of healthy
food to eat, clean clear water to drink, a warm, safe
home, a loving family and so much more. Life couldn’t
be better. Little did I know my life to some was a dream.
As I gazed at the T.V. screen one Saturday morning
watching a marathon of cartoons, my eyes became
transfixed on a commercial for World Vision. There
in front of me stood a young malnourished, child in
tattered clothes, her skin tarnished with dirt and her
face stained with tears. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Was
this child standing in front of me real, and where did
this parentless, homeless child come from? Seeing this
unfortunate child in that devastating condition saddened
my heart, but she was only one of many.
I needed answers to a mountain of questions swirling
like wind wrapped around my head. I called to my father
to come quick and see what was on the screen. The look
of disbelief on my face told him he had some explaining
to do. He told me that unfortunately there were children
in the world less fortunate than I was. Some have no
home, no parents and very little to eat or drink. I was
crushed!
After the reality of the situation sank in, I was
determined to help these children any way I could.
Shortly after, my parents and I decided to become a
sponsor for World Vision. For a small sum of money each
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month, the World Vision Society would help children in
poor countries live a better life.
My perception of the world changed that day. I no
longer take for granted all the blessings and opportunities
that I have been so lucky to receive. I now realize what
a privileged life I lead, I’m very grateful to be living in
a country where all the necessities of life are plentiful,
there are an abundance of opportunities, and medical
care is always available. This experience and others that
followed helped me become a more caring, thoughtful
and conservative person, which helped shaped the
person who stands before you today. As Heather Cortez
once said “To the world you are one person but to one
person you could be their whole world!”
Sydnee is a friendly, energetic and outgoing thirteen-year-old. She lives
with her parents and pet cat, Max, in Clarenville, Newfoundland. Syndee
focuses on her academics while remaining active in many extra-curricular
activities such as volleyball, basketball, cheerleading and drama. She loves
music and enjoys singing, playing piano and flute. Syndee is passionate
about social causes and is concerned about the welfare of others. She
plans on pursuing a career in law or the performing arts.

Michael Walsh

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

Hockey Politics

“I

n hockey, the emphasis should be on fun and
fitness, not winning.”

I always thought minor hockey was
supposed to be fun. It was, until I got into All Star
Hockey three years ago. In the beginning, minor hockey
was everything that I thought it would be. It was fun,
exciting and a great form of exercise. Our coaches were
fair, encouraging and fun to be around. This was not
always the case, as I quickly found out when I joined All
Star Hockey.
The important themes and goals of minor hockey
such as fair play and fun for all did not exist. The most
important goal for the coaches was winning the game,
and the Bay Arena Hockey Association being known as
the best.
As a member of this hockey association, I played the
position of goal tender. It was a position of pressure but
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I loved it. I always had a great team of friends. If we lost
I was never made to feel that it was my fault. If we won,
we won as a team.
I was never picked for the A team, but I didn’t mind. I
always thought I was better off on the B team because of
the politics that took place on the A. There was always a
great deal of pressure placed on the A team to win at all
costs. They were expected to perform at their best all of
the time and could not, “have a bad game”.
The B team didn’t have those same expectations at
the Atom level and I didn’t expect them at the Pee Wee
level. Unfortunately, the politics started taking place on
the B team too. I witnessed players being given more
ice time than others and coaches yelling at my friends.
It became very important to win the game, not about
having fun.
I personally experienced being given unequal ice
time, broken promises and disrespect from our head
coach. I was torn because I wanted to give up something
I no longer enjoyed but I felt like I would be leaving my
friends without a goalie for the remainder of the year. If I
stayed, my friends would be happy but I wouldn’t.
My parents always said, “You can never make
everybody happy, but it’s important to be happy with
yourself.” I decided to quit.
This changed me and the way I think about minor
hockey because I found out that there is politics in
everything. You can’t always do what makes everyone
else happy. Even today, which is three months after I
quit, I still wonder if I made the right decision. I still miss
playing hockey with my friends and having fun.
Michael, a grade seven student and lives in the historical town of Cupids
with his parents and brother, Andrew. In his spare time he enjoys playing
classical guitar. Michael has a future goal of becoming a robotics engineer.
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Kaitlyn Windsor

Honourable Mention
Eastern School District

One Less Angel

“W

hether we are filled with joy or grief, our
angels are close to us, speaking to us and
loving us.” –Anonymous

The light shone in through the window, onto the
brown oak chair. It was empty as it had been for days,
weeks, months. I felt a single tear roll gently down my
cheek. It was quiet; I could hear the clock ticking. My
brother burst through the door, and sat on the chair I had
been staring down. I quickly wiped the tear off my face
and headed to my room to sleep.

This event did not just change my family, it changed
the way I see life. Oftentimes, a tradition or a talent is
passed down from generation to generation. However,
in my family it seems as though cancer is passed down.
Since 2007 I lost my Aunt Mary to cancer, as well as my
great grandfather to melanoma cancer.
This event opened my eyes because I now realize that
the world is not a perfect place where everyone is always
happy. Those who always seem to be happy decide to
look beyond the imperfections and hardships in the past
and, try to live life to the fullest. After all, that would be
my uncle’s wish for our family.
Thirteen-year-old Kaitlyn was born in St. John’s, Newfoundland. She has
grown up in Placentia Bay where she currently lives with her family. Kaitlyn
is a member of the caregivers rowing crew, the drama club, and plays the
clarinet in the high school band. In her free time she enjoys swimming,
scrapbooking, and spending time with her friends.

On Tuesday, April 17, 2007 my uncle John
succumbed to melanoma cancer. Earlier that day in the
Health Sciences Complex in St. John’s, I stood in the
doorway with my Nan. I heard family around me, carts
shaking in the hallway and the heart monitor beeping.
I was confused. Why did this happen to him? Why not
someone else? I looked deeply into my uncle’s tired
eyes, searching for some sign of expression. The smell of
hospital food swept through my nose. Pain, pain was the
only expression that I could find.
I still remember looking around at all of the people
crying and I was no exception. The sound of the heart
monitor changed. Rather than the constant beeps there
was a single beep that seemed to last forever. I looked
up to the heart monitor, the mountains of lines that had
before filled the screen, were now replaced by one line.
From there it happened incredibly fast. My Nan’s arms
flung off my shoulders to catch my uncle’s widow. The
doctors rushed us all out to the waiting area. I was mad!
God could not have been happy with one less angel? I
was not mad; really I was heartbroken. I had lost an uncle
with whom I shared many memories.
A week later I joined my uncle’s widow in releasing
his ashes into the ocean. It was a windy day, many rose
petals drifted across the rocks and small patches of sand.
Seagulls swarmed above our heads. All eyes stayed fixed
on the ocean as we said our prayers and last goodbyes. I
felt closer to my family at that moment then I had in my
whole life.
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2012 Turning Points Adjudicators
We would like to sincerely thank all of our judges for their time and support of the Turning Points essay contest.
Tier One judges are comprised of Faculty of Education teacher candidates from eight universities. Tier Two judges
volunteer from the professional communities.
TIER ONE -- Greater Toronto Area:
Ontario Institute for Studies in Education/University of Toronto
Course Leaders: Adele Jeffrey and Joanne Wolf:
Stefania Acquisto, Philippe Almaria, Daniele Angelosante, Katarina Badrov, Joseph Bonadie, Abel Borg, Victoria
Carbone, Susan Caschera, Rosalia Cha, David Connell, Marcelo Da Silva, Amanda Della Rocca, Laura Di Nardo,
Jennifer Doggart, Sharon Fernandez, Ashlee Ferreira, Margaret Fong, Silvia Gismondi, Shane Gomes, Artur
Halicki, Natalia Kouzela, Melody Laing, Tracey Lightfoot, Amanda Lombardi, Andrea Magallanes, Cynthia
Melo, Jonathan Messenger, Vanessaa Michielli, Rosanna Mortillaro, Natashia Palacio, Emily Pellegrini, Marica
Piedigrossi, Fedora Pinto, Russell Piva, Melanie Russell, Nadine Sarhan, Charlotte Scanlon, Christine Shaffer,
Shereen Shamshoon, Jennifer Spano, Karl Svab, Cameron Tang Poy, Michael Van Do, Janet Vaz, Jennifer
Verge, Stephanie Zarini
Course Leaders: Mindy Pollishuke and Julia Arnold:
Vanessa Aranha, Bridgette Barone, Sandra Bartolini, Hawwaa Bhamjee, Sabrina Bhuchar, Kyle Brownell, Paulette
Campbell, Alice Chan, Angie Cheng, Jessica Cornell, Victoria Dee, Olga Dyakina, Matthew Houlahan, Ananda
Kaulessaur, Ariana Khan, Dana Kusnir, Anthony Labate, Louis Liu, Jennifer Lugg, Shirin Maani, Andrew Maio,
Ana McWatt, Clara McWatters, Sahar Mohamed, Katie Naccarato, Christopher Neary, Kelvin Ng, Manuela
Pereira Chort, Kelly Rafferty, Nicole Reid, Raelee Robinson, Alexander Scott, Nadia Singh, Heather Snowball,
Clinton Soskin, Aida Su, Corrina Switzer, Irene Tang, Tamara Tymkewycz, Jessica Yang
Course Leader: Serge Parravano:
Carlo, Allarde, Ashley Barreira, Sarah Brown, Steven Buchanan, Andrei Chiose, Jason De Jager, Melissa Dionisio,
Lance Dixon, Lindsay Dodge, Laura Golbeck, Eva Hatjinickolaou, Janice Lee, Nicole Mangroo, Viktor Nemethy,
Sai Paranjape, Daiva Paskauskas, Irina Pintea, Mack Polak, Rachael Sloat, Brianne Smith, Khushbu Sorot,
Simon Sutherland, Eleftheria Tassiopoulos, Emily Tate, Maryem Tollar, Caley Venn, Jennifer Waddell, Meghan
Williams, Angela Wong, Win Zie Wong, Victoria Alstein, Laura Argiropulos, Christina Bagnarol, Vera Beiber,
Samantha Caughey, Harmony Cooper, Randel D’Souza, Hannah Ehrhardt, Stephen Finlay, Yi Lin Huang,
Carolyn Johnson, Amy Kwong, Alyssa La Rocque, Zoe McGrath, Laura Michaels, Matthew Midgley, Marlys
Neufeldt, Catharine Norman, Niki Popper, Kelly Robins, John Shannon, Michael Skiperis, Gabrielle Stannus,
Vivian Thomas, Jasmine Toews, Ashley Weichel
York University
Course Leader: Franco Francesco:
Oluwabusola Durodola, Andrew Singh, Faiza Jama, Keshini Budhoo, Lisa Peppard, Rashida Masters, Shawna
O’Brien, Nesreen Zeidan, Hiat Labib, Alexander Riga, Krystal Owens, Chelsea Woods, Mary Tran, Sarah Trites,
Kevin Stuart, Joyce Fung, Jessica Lee, George Obeng, Zaheer Dauwer, Rodney Baptiste, Sarah Sutton, Sajda
Khalil, Yves Freypons, Yu Liu, Chantel Walker, Millie Carranza, Jeremy Koo, Yun Lee, Carrie-Anne Dyson, Trudy
James, Sara Asfaha, Michelle Campbell, Curtis Dardaine, Samia Fariad, Suraiya Shaikh, Tamara Dixon, Lisa
Lukkarinen
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TIER ONE -- Calgary Catholic School District & Calgary Board of Education
St. Mary’s University
Course Leader: Dr. Derrick Mohamed
Marie Acton, Danielle Booker, Stefan Brunette, Claudia De La O, Paul De Leon, Brian Deagle, Claudia Dihel,
Melanie Gorman, Zoila Green-Reustas, Kyle Haley, Allison Hughes, Caroline Jasinski, Linda Jensen, Tiffany
Harris, Kaitlyn Kavalinas, Maree Koehler, Adam Lahoud, Dannielle McCallum, Christien Nardella, Kelly Nelson,
Anna Nunez, Graeme Paton, Pattie Quinn, Gabriela Rotela-Morrissey, Safina Sachedina, Stacey Sharp-Hegland,
Josipa Skrtic, Laura Sweett, Amanda Taillon, Morgan Taylor, Shannon Thiessen, Katherine Tuck, Jena Walker,
Andrea Weldrick
University of Calgary
Course Leaders: Dr. Kimberley Lenters and Dr. Catherine Burwell
Farah Abu-Shama, Christopher Bailey, Stephan Barg, Elizabeth Beingessner, Hayleigh Bird, Philip Bird, Danielle
Blasetti, Alysa Calvert, Marielle Castelo, Charlene Code, Julie Cusson, Sara El-Antably, Nadeen Fakih, Natasha
Festa, Dana Fraser, Allan Gallant, Paul Gardner, Melinda Glas, Shyla Halseth, Megan Harrop, Tyler Hayden,
Dana Hurtig, Elise Janz, Anna Jensdottir, Hilary Juzwishyn, Victoria Kreiberg, Michelle Lane, Jason Le Clair,
Matthew Leronowich, Jordan Lorentzon, Lesley Machon, Megan Magee, Kathryn Marlow, Matthew McPhail,
Corinne Mondoux, Cassandra Morrish, Ashley Newell, Nathalie Nobert, Tasha Paauw, Kate Pike, Jessica
Polivchuk, Nicole Pun, Shelby Reinitz, Cassandra Ribecco, Kathryn Rochon, Giuliana Ronca, Patricia Ryan,
Robert Sanderson, Kate Schultz, Sabah Sheikh, Byron Sieben, David Sucha, Alexandria Thomas, Monika
Tomczak, Diyon Van, Amanda Wilkes, Alyssa-Rae Wilson, Peter Worthington
TIER ONE -- Sudbury Catholic District School Board, Sudbury, Ontario
Laurentian University
Course Leader: Dr. Jan Buley
Cassandra Bisson
Nipissing University, North Bay, Ontario
Course Leader: Dr. Glenda Black
Karen Ancher, Kelly Wallace, Andrew van Trigt, Julia Greco, Devin Sametz, Tracy Cockburn, Darian Young,
Ryan Lahti, Sarah Cormier, Bethany Pender, Cam-tu Tomkins, Bethany Guther, Angela Csiki, Stephanie Hayden,
Michael Berardi, Kaitlin Elliott, Derek Larose, Melyssa Girard, Dustin Roskam, Mark Pearson, Amy Jones, Steve
Lauzon, Camden Jermey, Jennie Moore, Beth Jewiss, Laura DeBuono, Ashley Witt, Evan Morrison, Sterling
MacNay, Erin Sallie, Jennifer Gowan, Rebecca Loree, Ayaz Warraich, Andre Rigby, Rebekka Phippen, Samantha
Clark, Stephanie Sonnenburg, Aleksandra Trivan, Lindi Andrews, Jenn Brydges, Elizabeth Nolan, Victoria Hisey,
Lindsay Dainton, Simon Trumpickas, Megan Rigney, David Atkinson, Graham Cale, Melissa Hotchkiss, Grace
Young, Agnes Plourde-Doran, Adam Lake, Meghann Hardy, Alexis Dixon, Samantha Deluce
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TIER ONE -- Eastern School District, Newfoundland and Labrador
Memorial University of Newfoundland
Professor: Dr. Roberta Hammett
Cory MacDonald, Ashley Doiron, Jennifer Aver-Sceviour, Calen Fisher, Sonya Leclere, Stephen Bolt, Tara
Sweeney, Perry Byrne, Amber Haighway
Professor: Dr. Dorothy Vaandering
Julia Collins, Heather Noah, Adam Dyke, Alexandria Sheppard, Lindsay Spurrell, Kristi Bourne, Shalene
Kinden, Stephanie Dawson, Rebecca Dawe, Michele O’Dea, Rebehah Peddle, Christina Pyke, Alyssa White,
Julia Ings, Sarah Wells, Melanie Lynch, Kristin McGeachy, Krystal Knee, Amy Gaetz, Sarah Pike, Caitlin Laverty,
Pam Mercer, Sandi Hillier, Lisa Parsons Sullivan, Krystal Costello, Ashley Kavanaugh, Peter Vokey, Crystal
Eady, Terri-Lynn Scott, Shaunna O’Leary, Eira Ducey, Beth Ann Austin, Mary-Beth Eason, Debra Paguette,
Ashley Thompson, Julia Hickman, Stephanie Vokey, Dia-Lynn Ayles, Rebecca Vardy, Evan Warren, Andrew
Wade, Mike Fingley, Christina Nickel, Emily Paddon, Natasha Kean, Stephan Walsh, Valerie Simmons, Cheryl
Evans, Breanna King, Melanie Hunter, Hilary Finn, Kate Dinn, Brittany Hodder, Kristina Manning, A.J. Marks,
Samantha Wambolt, Lori Chaytor, Andrea Tucker, Katie Somerton, Andrew Braye, Keisey Drover, Desiree
Bussey, Robyn Anstey, Hollie Philpott, Jessica Shea, Stephanie Parsons, Katie Budgell, David O’Keefe, Adam
Hunt, Susan Smith, Stephenie Dooley, Rebecca George, Jeremy Oxford, Steve Meadus
TIER ONE -- School District 8 & School District 18 - New Brunswick
University of New Brunswick
Coordinator, Faculty of Education: Dr. Paul Emile Chiasson
Melanie Grimmer, Trish McNeill, Marion St. Pierre
TIER TWO JUDGES: Calgary....................................................Members of the Professional Community
Irene Anderson, Nursing Unit Manager.................................................................................... Peter Lougheed Hospital
Joy Bower-Eyre, Trustee........................................................................................................ Calgary Board of Education
Todd Brown, Senior Project Engineer.................................................................................................Polaris Engineering
Mavis Clark, Former Superintendent.................................................................................... Calgary Board of Education
Donna Crawford, Retired Curriculum Specialist.................................................................... Calgary Board of Education
Gina Filipetto, Stay at Home Mom , Former Principal.....................................................Calgary Catholic School District
Colleen Hammond, Entrepreneur....................................................................................................................... Calgary
Heather Hickey, Stay at Home Mom to Two Preschoolers ......................................................................... Saskatchewan
Pamela King, Trustee........................................................................................................... Calgary Board of Education
Jeanette MacDonald, Consultant, Secondary English Language Arts...............................Calgary Catholic School District
Linda Manwarren , Retired Principal ..............................................................................Calgary Catholic School District
Vicki McLaughlin, Specialist with Corporate Partnerships...................................................... Calgary Board of Education
Dawnelle Salant, Teacher, Author ..................................................................................Calgary Catholic School District
Jaralyn Monkman, Director of Programs ..................................................................................................Impact Society
Carolyn Murphy, Member of Advisory Board............................................................................The Learning Partnership
Hertha Rose, Retired Supervisor.....................................................................................Calgary Catholic School District
Bob Steele, Radio Announcer....................................................................................................................... CFXL Radio
Margaret Porter, Retired Teacher........................................................................................................................ Calgary
Marilyn Maguire, Retired Teacher ..................................................................................Calgary Catholic School District
Franca Putigna, Parent ..................................................................................................Calgary Catholic School District
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TIER TWO JUDGES: Greater Toronto Area.............................Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Retired Head of English....................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Steven Barwin, Teacher & Author..................................... York Region District School Board & Writers’ Guild of Canada
Dana Clarence, Retired Director of Professional Affairs.............................................. Chartered Accountants of Canada
Katie Drummond, Business Analyst............................................................................................................. T4G Limited
Don Ekstrom, Sr. Manager Employee Relations/HR Advisory Services...............................................RBC Financial Group
Lies Ferriman, Teacher Coach............................................................................................ Toronto District School Board
Gail Fraser, Manager of Partnership Development............................................................. Toronto District School Board
Noeline Laccetti, Retired Literacy Consultant................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Larry LeFebour, UX Developer..................................................................................................................... T4G Limited
Elaine McInnis, Retired Curriculum Consultant........................................................... York Region District School Board
Gordon McInnis, Retired Principal..................................................................................... Toronto District School Board
Kim Patrick, Business Unit Director.............................................................................................................. T4G Limited
Stephen Rensink, Teacher Facilitator............................................................................York Region District School Board
Monica Spence, Facilities Manager.............................................................................................................. T4G Limited
Janet Stickney, Coordinator Partnership Development....................................................... Toronto District School Board
Susan Sorensen, Lawyer........................................................................................................ Borden Ladner Gervais LLP
Christine Suski, Manager of Strategic Initiatives, Sales, Strategies & Support...................................RBC Financial Group
Judi Symes, Retired Head of English.................................................................................. Toronto District School Board
Rie Threndyle, Retired Consultant..................................................................................... Toronto District School Board
Tanja Williamson, Project Manager.............................................................................................................. T4G Limited

FRENCH TIER 2 JUDGES: Greater Toronto Area.....................Members of the Professional Community
Rita van Landeghem, FSL Instructor................................................................................................ University of Toronto
Fonnie Tran, Retired Principal............................................................................................ Toronto District School Board
Andrée Nottage, Retired Principal..................................................................................... Toronto District School Board
Rita McGill, Retired Principal ……………………………………………………………….Toronto District School Board

TIER TWO JUDGES: Brantford, Ontario.................................Members of the Professional Community
Mary Jamieson, Youth Services Officer....................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Nicole Robinson, Equity and Inclusion Officer............................ Aboriginal Focus Waterloo Region District School Board
Audra Sewell-Maloney, Executive Director...................................Guy Hon Nya Ni: The Amos Key Jr. E-Learning Institute

TIER TWO JUDGES: Sudbury, Ontario...................................Members of the Professional Community
Cindy Blinn, Curriculum Consultant.................................................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Jennifer Connelly, Curriculum Consultant............................................................ Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Cassandra MacGregor, Assistant to the Director.................................................. Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Lori Roy, Curriculum Consultant.......................................................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Krista Sarmatiuk, Curriculum Consultant............................................................. Sudbury Catholic District School Board

TIER TWO JUDGES: St. John’s, Newfoundland.....................Members of the Professional Community
Donna Dawe, Retired Educator....................................................................................................Eastern School District
Robert Dawe, Retired Educator and Assistant Superintendent......................................................Eastern School District
Dr. Marion Fushell, Retired Educator and Assistant Deputy Minister............................................... Ministry of Education
Cynthia Fleet, Retired Educator and Director/CEO........................................................................Eastern School District
Rex Roberts, Retired Educator and Program Development Specialist ............................................Eastern School District
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TIER TWO JUDGES: Saint John & Fredericton, New Brunswick Members of the Professional Community
John Adams, Vice-President............................................................................................................................... Stantec
Elaine Batt............................................................................................................................................Retired Educator
Bill Buggie, Faculty of Education......................................................................................... University of New Brunswick
Robert Fowler, Chair....................................................................................District Education Council, School District 8
Sandra Garrish......................................................................................................................Author of Children’s Books
Martha Goguen....................................................................................................................Author of Children’s Books
Jody Gorham........................................................................................................................................Retired Educator
Marta Janes, Senior Business Analyst .......................................................................................................... T4G Limited
David Kelly, Deputy Mayor.................................................................................................................City of Fredericton
Grace Losier, Mayor....................................................................................................................... Grand Bay-Westfield
Barry McNight, Chief of Police...........................................................................................................City of Fredericton
Michael Pacey.................................................................................................................... Retired Educator and Author
Melissa Roy, Office Manager....................................................................................................................... T4G Limited
Elizabeth Sloat, Faculty of Education.................................................................................. University of New Brunswick
Jeannine St. Amand, Chair.........................................................................District Education Council, School District 18
Tanya Whitney, Learning Specialist................................................................. New Brunswick Department of Education
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Participating Schools

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

Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District
School Board
Assumption College School
Holy Trinity Catholic High School
St. John’s College School

Calgary Board of Education
Louise Dean Centre
Mount Royal School
Samuel W. Shaw Middle School

Calgary Catholic School District
Blessed John XXIII
Bishop Kidd Junior High School
Bishop McNally High School
Christ the King Catholic School
Holy Cross School
St. Gregory Junior High School
St. Martha School
St. Michael School
St. Rose of Lima Junior High School
St. Stephen Elementary/Junior High School

Conseil Scolaire Viamonde
École Secondaire Étienne-Brûlé

Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board
Ascension of Our Lord Secondary School
St. Augustine Secondary School
St. Kevin School
St. Mark School

Eastern School District, Newfoundland
Amalgamated Academy
Baccalieu Collegiate
Balbo Elementary
Baltimore School Composite
Beaconsfield Junior High School
Bishop White All Grade
Catalina Elementary School
Christ the King School
Clarenville Middle School
Cowan Heights Elementary School

Crescent Collegiate
Donald C. Jamieson Academy
Dunne Memorial Academy
Fatima Academy
Fortune Bay Academy
Frank Roberts Junior High School
Heritage Collegiate
Holy Cross Junior High School
Holy Name of Mary Academy
Holy Redeemer Elementary School
Holy Trinity High School
Lake Academy
Laval High School
Leary’s Brook Junior High School
Matthew Elementary School
McDonald Drive Junior High School
Mobile Central High School
Mount Pearl Intermediate School
Persalvic Elementary School
Random Island Academy
Roncalli Central High School
Sacred Heart Academy
St. Anne’s Academy
St. Catherine’s Academy
St. Edward’s Elementary School
St. Francis School
St. John Bosco School
St. Joseph’s Academy
St. Joseph’s All Grade
St. Kevin’s Junior High School
St. Lawrence Academy
St. Matthew’s Elementary School
St. Mark’s Allgrade
St. Michael’s Regional High School
St. Paul’s Junior High School
St. Peter’s Elementary School
St. Peter’s Junior High School
Southwest Arm Academy
Stell Maris Academy
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Swift Current Academy
Tricentia Academy
Villanova Junior High School

Grand Erie District School Board
Brantford Collegiate Institute & Vocational School
Hagersville Secondary School
Paris District High School
Port Dover Composite School

Halton District School Board
Bruce Trail Public School

Hastings and Prince Edward District
School Board
Centre Hastings Secondary School

Peel District School Board
Brampton Centennial Secondary School
Glenforest Secondary School
Sandalwood Heights Secondary School
Sunny View Middle School
Turner Fenton Secondary School

School District # 8, Saint John,
New Brunswick
Barnhill Memorial School
Fundy Shores School
Harbour View High School
River Valley Middle School
St. John the Baptist/King Edward School
Saint John High School
St. Malachey’s Memorial High School
St.Martin’s School
Simonds High School
Woodlawn Learning Centre

School District #18, Fredericton,
New Brunswick
Central New Brunswick Academy
Fredericton High School
Harvey High School
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McAdam High School
Stanley High School

Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Bishop Alexander Carter Secondary School
Marymount Academy
St. Benedict Secondary School
St. Charles College

Toronto Catholic District School Board
Notre Dame Secondary School

Toronto District School Board
Bloorlea Middle School
Brian Public School
Broadlands Public School
Brookview Middle School
Dunlace Public School
Fairbank Middle School
Gordon A. Brown Middle School
Hollycrest Middle School
John English Junior Middle School
Lawrence Heights Middle School
Marc Garneau Collegiate
Maurice Cody Public School
Oakwood Collegiate
Seneca Hill Public School
Shaughnessy Public School
Smithfield Middle School
Woodbine Junior High School

York Region District School Board
Castlemore Public School
Coledale Public School
Donald Cousens Public School
Fossil Hill Public School
Nellie McClung Public School
Parkland Public School
Redstone Public School
Richmond Hill High School
Sir William Mulock Secondary School

Program Supporters:
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In Appreciation
The Learning Partnership would like to thank
• the teachers who facilitate the Turning Points program and encourage submissions from their students
• the thousands of students who share their compelling stories
• the judges who choose the winners from so many thoughtful stories
• our partner school boards and supporters of Turning Points – the Calgary Foundation, the Ontario Ministry of Education;
Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board; Eastern School District, Newfoundland & Labrador; and a very
generous 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
• Judi Symes, for her continued advocacy, support and work on professional development with teachers
• Donna Quan, Deputy Director: Academic, Toronto District School Board
• Rita van Landeghem for her support and in-service with French Immersion teachers
• Kathleen Kawalauskas, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Calgary Alberta
• Eldred Barnes, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Newfoundland & Labrador
• Eric Estabrooks, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, New Brunswick
• Dr. Paul Emile Chiasson, Education and TESL Coordinator, University of New Brunswick, Saint John
• Barb Buckley, Enrichment Coordinator, School District 18, New Brunswick
• Jacqueline Firlotte, Learning Specialist, School District 18, New Brunswick
• Jill Jollineau, Learning Specialist, School District 8, New Brunswick
• Dr. Elizabeth Keyes, Faculty of Education, University of New Brunswick, Saint John
• Dr. Kathryn McLellan, Learning Specialist K-12 Literacy, School District 8, New Brunswick
• Kim Stewart, Learning Specialist for PD, School Reviews, School District 18, New Brunswick
• Susan Young, Learning Specialist K-12 Literacy, School District 18, New Brunswick
• Marian O’Connor, Secondary Program Consultant, Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District School Board
• Lynn Abbey, Literacy Co-ordinator, Grand Erie District School Board
• John Way, Senior Education Officer, Eastern School District, Newfoundland and Labrador
• Christine Greene, Program Specialist, Eastern School District, Newfoundland and Labrador
• Dr. Bruce Vey, Assistant Director of Programs, Eastern School District, Newfoundland and Labrador
• Jeanette MacDonald, Consultant, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Catholic School District
• Jennifer George, Specialist, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Board of Education
• Dr. Bryan Szumlas, Supervisor of Teaching and Learning, Calgary Catholic School District
• Dr. Olive Chapman, Dean of Education, University of Calgary
• Janet Vivian-Walsh, Assistant Deputy Minister, Department of Education, Newfoundland & Labrador
• Dr. Karen Goodenough, Associate Dean of Education, Faculty of Education, Memorial University of Newfoundland
• Sherry Lickers, Executive Director, Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board, Brantford, Ontario.
• Tracy Bomberry, Executive Assistant, 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
• Donna Pruden, Tipper-Pruden Holdings Ltd. for photocopying and preparing the judging packages in Calgary, Alberta
• All of the administrative and support staff from our participating school boards who have given of their time to support
this program
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Winning essayists were celebrated at an awards event held at
The Ontario Science Centre in Toronto on May 31, 2012
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