thelearningpartnership.ca

Award Winning Essays 2014

Thank you to our program sponsors:

@TLPCanada

/TLPCanada

/company/TLPCanada

#turningpointsessays

/TLPofCanada

thelearningpartnership.ca
The Learning Partnership is a national charitable organization dedicated to building
stakeholder partnerships to support, promote and advance publicly funded education in Canada.
We do this through five key deliverables – innovative student programs, executive leadership for
educators, knowledge mobilization and policy, celebrating leaders and ongoing collaborations
across Canada. If you would like to support our programs and initiatives across Canada,
please visit thelearningpartnership.ca
The Learning Partnership is grateful for our program supporters:

Anonymous Corporate Donor

follow us
@TLPCanada

/TLPCanada

/company/TLPCanada

#turningpointsessays

/TLPofCanada

A Message from the
President & CEO and
Program Manager
Akela Peoples, M. Ed.
President and CEO
The Learning Partnership

ࣔ7KHJUHDWHUWKHREVWDFOHWKHPRUHJORU\
LQRYHUFRPLQJLW´– Molière

Marni Angus
National Program Manager
The Learning Partnership

All of us face challenges in life. In overcoming our challenges, we strengthen our character
and become stronger. The pages of this anthology are filled with stories of young people who
faced a difficult situation and chose to turn that negative into a positive and create a turning
point for themselves.
This publication features essays written by students in Grades 6 through 12 that capture
a significant event – a turning point – in their lives. In insightful, thought-provoking and often
moving prose, these young people explain how this one event has changed their lives.
The Learning Partnership is humbled that since our Turning Points program began in 1999,
over 111,000 students have shared their stories with us across Canada. This year, 15,000
public school students from Alberta, Saskatchewan, Ontario, New Brunswick, Nova Scotia and
Newfoundland and Labrador submitted an essay in English or in French.
On behalf of The Learning Partnership, thank you to all of these students who participated
this year. It takes courage to share such personal accounts and we are impressed by the
incredible courageousness you have demonstrated.
Thank you also to the many judges, teachers and sponsors whose support and
participation continue to make Turning Points possible. And of course, thank you to our
dedicated staff members for their hard work in carrying out this program across the country.
Reading these stories is truly inspirational, and it gives us all at The Learning Partnership
great confidence in the future of our country to see how well our young people are able to
overcome adversity and turn that experience into something positive. We can certainly all learn
something from them.

Akela Peoples, M. Ed.

Marni Angus

President and CEO
The Learning Partnership

National Program Manager, Turning Points
The Learning Partnership
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The Learning Partnership is grateful to our Anonymous Corporate Donor.
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Grade 6

ࣔ7U\QRWWREHFRPHDPDQRIVXFFHVVEXWDPDQ
RIYDOXH´ – Albert Einstein, Scientist

Taya Ferguson
First Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Think Positive

M

y heart was pounding out of my chest and my hands were getting hot and clammy. My
sneakers crunched the ground beneath my feet as I dashed down the pebbly path. I breathed
heavily. Today was going to change everything.

The doors burst open and I arrived at the prison of school. Exhausted and out of breath, I leapt
down the hallways, darting through crowds of kids laughing and screaming. It was very rough in that
hallway, but it was also very hot and muggy. With every step, I became more and more anxious to see
the list of who got a part in the school play.
Acting means the world to me. When I walk on stage, feel the lights on my face, and speak my
lines, I feel home. All of a sudden, I had to stop in my tracks. I groaned. There was a giant group of kids
in front of me, and they were all waiting to look at the list as desperately as I was.
Finally, they all peeled off to their classes. Many had given me a little grin as they passed and I was
very confused. I could feel myself suck in a deep breath. I inched forward to the sheet and began to
look for my name.
My backpack began to slide off my shoulders, giving me a sharp tingling feeling in my arms. All air
started to escape my lungs. I gasped. I read the list over a few times in my head, worried I might be
hallucinating. I was going to be Charlie in the chocolate factory: the lead role.
I thought I might scream; I was shocked. No, I was thrilled. I couldn’t feel better about myself.
I learned when you’re passionate about something and when you work hard, you will achieve your
goals. Just like Charlie says in the play, all you have to do is think positive.

Taya just turned twelve and she is a big sister and special friend to her nine-year-old brother, Nolan. She loves
acting and singing as well as rhythmic gymnastics, curling, badminton, swimming and golf. She enjoys spending
time with her family and friends and always seems to be full of energy.
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Ananya Arya
Second Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Unique

I

had an ordinary childhood until the age of 5. At that age, something unusual started happening:
my skin started to turn... white. My natural skin colour is olive, so having white skin is, indeed,
very mysterious. My parents were the first ones to notice this problem because I was young and
therefore oblivious to such things.
It began on my eyelids. At first, we thought it was just dry skin, but then it spread to my knees and
parts of my face. That was when my parents started worrying. I can only remember brief moments,
but I know that the situation was very stressful for my mom and dad—especially when they found out
what this “condition” was. I had skin pigmentation.
Apparently, skin pigmentation is very common. Affected individuals can usually get back their
normal skin tone, but it is a slow process. My parents tried everything they could on my skin like creams
and UV light treatment, but we weren’t gaining acceptable results.
At first, I didn't care what I looked like—even with questions from others that went something
along the lines of: “What's on your face?” I tried not to let their words bother me, but as my brain
started to mature, I realized that my skin labelled me in life. I would get teased, stared at, and judged
by others. Even though no one would say it to my face, I knew that people thought that I was a freak. I
even started letting myself believe it.
As time moved on, things started to improve. I began to notice that the treatments for my
condition were having a positive effect on my skin. I am thankful that my parents were always so
supportive and never left my side. Now, I no longer have low self-esteem. I have started making true
friends that don't care what I look like and appreciate me for my personality. I can now stand up for
myself. Most importantly, I realize that I am unique, and I am definitely proud to be me.

Ananya is in grade 6. Dancing is her life. She has loved dancing since the early age of four years old. She has
done hip-hop, contemporary, and jazz. Ananya also likes being able to make people laugh. She finds that being
different than others is a gift and that she couldn't treasure it more. This is simply her. An original!

Abilene Davis
Third Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Be Thankful for What You Have
“Be thankful for what you have; you end up having more. If you concentrate on what you
don’t have you will never, ever have enough.” – Oprah Winfrey
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I

was invited to my friend’s 10th birthday party, and I was so excited. As she opened her gifts, she had
the biggest smile on her face. She got an iPad and an iPhone! Everyone else at the birthday already
had iPhones and iPads; I had an iPod. I was embarrassed: all my friends could text and call each
other, but I couldn’t.
When I got home from the party, I asked my parents if I could get a phone or an iPad. I saw them
roll their eyes, I knew what the answer was going to be and I didn’t like it. My Dad said I had an iPod
and that was enough. This was not the reaction I had hoped for.
A few weeks later, my Dad took my brother and me to volunteer at a Christmas party for
underprivileged kids. I was so excited, but as I entered the building, I saw one of the most depressing
things I had ever seen. I looked around and saw kids with over or undersized clothes, kids with beat up,
ripped sweatpants and t-shirts, and kids with tangled and messy hair.
I was no longer jealous. At that moment I thought, I have many things while some of these kids
don’t even have their hair brushed. I don’t need all that just because my friends do. Near the end of the
party, I heard a little girl say to her mom that “This was the best Christmas ever!”
Before we knew it, Christmas Day was here! I got everything I had asked for, but as I opened my
gifts I thought of those kids I had seen the week before. In my head I heard that little girl say “This was
the best Christmas ever!” and it kept echoing. Every night I see those kids in my head, like I’m re-living
that moment. I have realized that my parents were right; I don’t need what all my friends have. I am
thankful for what I have.

Abilene is a very compassionate young lady with a very big heart. On a large scale, she is passionate about raising
money for "Me to We" with Spencer West, and on a smaller scale, she is very caring towards her three younger
siblings. For fun, Abilene loves to hit the slopes on her Snowboard.

Weider Chen
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

The Spoils of Victory

M

y car is practically an interrogation chamber! Eleven hours of heavy bombardment may be
common to soldiers, but for me, a car ride to Vancouver is worse than trying to kill a turkey
when you’re afraid of blood. Then again, you might not have motion sickness, so allow me
to explain…
“But why do I have to go?” I whined again. My mom countered, “This is a family trip, so you have
to go! And I won’t say this again, so stop hiding and come here now!”
“Ha! Mom will never find me in here,” I mumbled, blowing at the little piles of dust.

8 |
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“Or you can stay here, working on your homework and cooking your meals by yourself…” My
mom threatened. I hesitated. I would love a break from homework, but would an 11-hour ride really be
worth it?
I decided that it was.
Ten hours into the journey, my head swirled so miserably that I could barely speak or hear whatever
my family said. I didn’t want to puke anymore, but having two sacks of vomit from 4-9 hours ago
was “motivating” me. When I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, my Dad pointed to a red arch that
loomed above our minivan… Hey! It was the same bridge that I used when I first came to Vancouver,
which meant... there was only one hour left! Hooray!
Surviving was so worth it! I got to visit the Vancouver’s Science Center, and while there, I saw
window blinds turned invisible at the flick of a switch, hundreds of hands-on displays, and technology
dedicated to “Open Studio,” “Being Human,” “Earth & Sky,” and “Energy & Innovation.” The
technology really interested me; it had a peculiar but creative generator that operated like a hamster
wheel.
When I returned to my grandparents’ home, I was greeted by a savory meal with six finger-licking
dishes. Yum! When it was time to leave, my grandparents presented me with a red envelope containing
$350.00!
Hearing the “click” of a seat belt sent fear back into my head, but then again, surviving a trip
had great rewards! There are no spoils of victory if you surrender or avoid the fight. Now I just had to
survive the ride home...

Weider is a grade 6 student who enjoys drawing and would love to design ships or buildings when he gets older.
He is not very enthusiastic about travelling, but enjoys being home with his mom, dad, and two younger brothers.

Rachel Kim
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Follow Your Heart

I

t’s such a big part of my life that I can’t live without it. If you think about it, you’ll notice that it’s all
around you. It’s so simple, but it’s also so meaningful! Finally, and best of all, anybody can love it as
much as I do. This ‘it,’ this wonderful thing is called art.

I discovered art when I was little; its inspiring qualities pulled me in like a magnet. Never before
have I experienced something so wonderful. It’s so meaningful to me because no matter what mood
I’m in, I can always be creative with whichever medium I choose. Art has helped me through the tough
times, the sad times, and the boring times.
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When I feel calm and relaxed, I like to paint realistically. When I feel mixed and confused, I like
abstract art. When I feel focused, I sculpt. Art isn’t an outlet for my anger—if I’m angry when I am
needlepointing, it doesn’t end well. Instead, art brings joy to my life!
There is no right or wrong way in art because you get to be creative. There are no rules in creativity;
you just have to follow your heart. You get to express your personality or mood.
I realized you need something to keep yourself occupied when things in life bother you. It doesn’t
have to be art—it could be dance, soccer, baking or anything else you like! Hobbies are important
because they keep you happy. It is important to follow your heart and enjoy what you do in your life.
Art fulfills my life; I love it so much I can’t explain it.
I realized that every single thing in the world is a masterpiece. Somebody had to lace up your
shoes, somebody had to sew your shirt, and somebody had to paint so one day you could see it in the
museum. You see, everything in the world is a piece of art, even if some may not realize it. Without art,
there would be no colour. I believe I live on a piece of art: the planet Earth.

Rachel is a creative spirit who loves to bring joy to the world. She was a second place spell-a-thon winner and
received an honour award in grade 4. When asked about her thoughts for her future, she says she wants to study
how art has influenced today’s world. In her free time, she loves to work on artistic projects.

Srinidhi Kotikalapudi
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

My Roots

I

remember the memories of my trip to India as if it happened only yesterday. I was ten-years-old,
and I was visiting the southern part of India to see relatives. I was most thrilled to see my sistercousin, who is only a couple of years younger than me. She is my cousin, but we are as close as
sisters.
We finally reached Hyderabad, the city where my family lived. The weather was always pleasant
with a temperate breeze that accompanied each warm sunray. It was here that I experienced the best
part of my trip—visiting my relatives.
My family is dreadfully vast, so I hadn’t yet met every one of my relations. Well, guess what? It was
my aunt's wedding. A wedding is the most convenient time to chat, visit, and meet with new people. I
was thrilled because it was the very first wedding that I could carefully observe. I've learned that Indian
weddings can last for 3 days at the minimum, and a week at the maximum. The guests and the bride
had to change their traditional clothes about three times during the ceremony. I loved gazing at the
dazzling traditional outfits like the sari, the churidar, and the gagra.
Next, I enjoyed the lush green fields in the village that stretch as wide as the sea. I allowed the soft
breeze to blow my loose hair onto my delighted face. My grandfather took me to this humongous
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piece of land he owned in the area. There was this really interesting snake house with many scaly
snakes inside. Luckily, they chose not to bother us. Plenty of diverse plants filled the property, and palm
trees towered above the entire village without interfering with the sunlight. The couple of days we
spent in the village sped by much too quickly.
The time I spent in my home country was splendid, but I was craving to go home. This journey was
a turning point to me because I understood the significance of my relatives and their meaning to me
and to who I am. I realized my family roots run deep in India.

Srinidhi was born in India and is 11 years old. Other than school, Srinidhi spends most of her spare time reading
fiction and non-fiction books. She loves spending her time with family and friends. She dreams about becoming
an author when she grows up.

Alicia Li
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Alone

W

hen I was young, I never really had any friends. During recess, I would often play by myself. I
felt like I was invisible; making friends was so difficult. I was shy and rarely communicated with
people. My school life looked so dull, and I disliked it. The years passed by, and I was in grade
five. Life was predictable. I would study all day, go home, and then repeat myself all over again the next
day.
In my new grade five class, I encountered three people that became my friends and turned my
life around. They made me feel comfortable so that I could be myself around them. Little by little, the
dullness began to disappear, life became less foreseeable, and every day became more exciting. They
brought light into my life, and as a result, I became more sociable. I am so thankful for having them in
my life.
Grade six came and a new adventure started. One of my friends is in a different class, but we still
hang out. Times may get tough when we fight, but our strong bonds make us forgive each other.
During those harsh times, I may break down, but I remember that in the end, these challenges mold
me into a tougher, stronger person.
“Everything happens for a reason,” is what I tell myself. Friends to me are like chocolate; they can
either be sweet or bittersweet. It is important to have friends because it lets you express your true self.
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Being lonely and left out was not a pleasant thing. It made me feel worthless. Having friends is so
much more enjoyable. This experience made me reassess my life: I decided to spend a little less time
reading books and a little more time hanging out with my good friends.

Alicia is an eleven-year-old, grade 6 student. She was born in Calgary and celebrates her birthday in the summer.
Her favorite hobby is reading. She likes reading both fiction and sometimes non-fiction books in her free time.
She also loves drawing and creating art.

Sivana Whitfield
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Why to Me?

T

he hospital smells made my nose tingle with fear., I felt more and more anxious as more and
more people passed. I wanted to get up and run into her arms. I saw the doctor with his bright
white lab coat and stethoscope. As he turned to me and my mom I felt my stomach turn. Once
he did that, I knew my grandma was gone.
My heart sank to the bottom of my stomach. I felt a tear run down the side of my nose. Soon after,
billions upon billions ran down my face. Neither I nor my mom could sit there any longer. As we drove
home, I just knew nothing would be the same without my grandma. As my bedtime came, I wished
that my grandma would be with me tomorrow.
As the sun warmed the lids of my eyes, I stretched out my sleepy body. When my eyes adjusted
to the blazing sun, I stood up and put my fluffy slippers on. I stumbled downstairs waiting to see my
mom. She was still asleep. I ran over to her, knowing in my head that my grandma was gone. My life
had taken a sudden turn and I just could not stop thinking about my grandma. What did my grandma
think about in the last moments of her life? Was she at peace while in the hospital?
Trying to take my mind off things, I turned on the TV. I saw a news story that a person died in
a horrible car crash. I was glad my grandma didn’t die that way. That lifted some weight off my
shoulders; I knew that at least my grandma had gone peacefully. I realized that everyone has to deal
with loss, and while it’s never easy, sometimes you know it could be worse.

Sivana is an eleven-year-old girl in grade 6 who really likes her cat. She loves to read and draw. In the summer
months, Sivana enjoys camping.
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Bethany Yu
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

The Vacation of Lessons

I

stood on the escalator, fascinated by the view of Las Vegas. The air smelled sweet like the swaying
palm trees, and I stepped onto the bridge. The sun was shining; it was so hot that I could feel my
skin burning. I walked along the bridge, telling my sister to take pictures. I wanted to remember
this day forever.
Suddenly, I saw a woman holding a bucket. Her bucket looked very old and dirty, and she looked
as if she was hungry. She had a small broken suitcase beside her; I was sure that everything she owned
was in there. I felt very bad, so I tugged on my mom’s shirt to ask if she could at least give her a dollar.
My mom handed me a five dollar bill.
I walked over to the women and dropped it into the bucket. I looked into the bucket, and was
shocked to see that it was almost empty! The most that was in there was only one dollar, so I reached
into my pocket, took out a twenty dollar bill, and put it in the bucket. The women smiled at me
thankfully. I could tell that was the most money she had ever gotten.
I slowly walked back to my family. We walked a few more steps. I looked around and noticed
that there were a lot of homeless people sitting on the side of the bridge. They were all dirty and
hungry, and they all stared at us as we passed. I felt very lucky: I had a house and food, and I was on a
vacation! Those people around me probably hadn’t had food in their stomachs for days.
I learned to be grateful for what I have because I am a very lucky person.

Bethany was born in Calgary in 2002. She lives a simple and happy life with her parents, her older brother and
sister. She recently moved to her current school and there she joined band and French. Outside of school she goes
to Chinese school to learn more about her culture. She also takes drawing lessons. During her free time, Bethany
enjoys reading, swimming, and going on vacation.
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Grade 7 & 8

ࣔ3HUVRQDOLW\FDQRSHQGRRUVEXWRQO\FKDUDFWHUFDQ
NHHSWKHPRSHQ´ – Elmer G. Letterman, Author

Sophia Radford
First Place – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

Reminiscence

F

or the first time in what felt like forever, reality slapped me in the face. She was dead. The words
echoed inside my head and the knot in my stomach intensified: She is dead. She is dead. She is
dead.

My vision blurred as I scrutinized the ceiling. Tears spilled out over my cheeks, and I couldn’t stop
them as a hundred memories emerged to the surface of my mind. A tangle of blond hair; eyes alight
with laughter; lips pulled into a slight smile. Every vision of her was so crisp, as if I was there, yet so
blurry, as if the images were fleeting.
I squeezed my eyes shut as I fought to conceive the last memory I had of her, the last time I had
visited her. All the little details that I associated with her were wrong; the few strands left of her hair
hung limp, and her eyes, which had once sparkled, were devoid of any light. She was so pale and
fragile, looking like the slightest touch would cause her to shatter. For hours we talked and laughed,
really laughed, and I almost believed that things could get better again.
Almost.
The funeral—her funeral—had taken place a few days after her passing. The memory of it was
burned to my mind, and I doubted I would ever forget. I didn’t cry; I had exhausted all of my tears.
There was nothing left to cry, nothing. My hands shook violently at my sides. Throughout the service,
various people spoke, but I was tuned out from the world. That is, until my friend squeezed my hand,
encouraging me to move forward. Because that’s what you have to do, when you’re grieving. You’ve
got to keep moving forward, got to accept that your best friend is gone. That she’s never coming back.
You’ve got to bow your head to cancer and say, “You’ve won.”
For the service, eight of her friends had been asked to honour her by setting a rose onto her coffin.
A rose, a simple red rose, as delicate as glass. Eight roses, gathered in a vase, to accompany her to the
beyond. The essence of a child, all of her stolen moments embodied in a rose. How cliché; when you
watch sad movies, funerals are always somber and dreary, with a single flower lighting up the dark.
That's not how it happened; the roses didn't take away the grief. Instead, they served as a reminder of
how she would always have at least eight people to love her. We walked up to the casket and gently
set a rose inside the vase.
I lost my best friend. That statement, in itself, is powerful enough. But powerful words are often
twisted and coated in mistruth. I didn’t lose my best friend; my best friend lost her life. But I never
forgot her, never ever stopped valuing our friendship, so in a way, I will never lose her. She stays with
me always. She was ordinary, perfectly ordinary, and yet she taught me so much. When life wounds
14 |
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you, you don’t just allow it to hurt, you fight back. Because a true warrior may not win the battle, but
in the end she will always win the war. Why? Because she has eight friends, eight amazing friends to
place roses on her casket and bid her farewell.

Sophia is a grade eight student who lives in Calgary, Alberta, with her mother, father, and younger sister.
Originally from St. John’s, Newfoundland, she has also lived in the United States for 7 years. Her passions include
reading, writing, singing, dancing, acting, and playing guitar.

Sarah Zaitlin
Second Place – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

Alone in a Crowded Room

P

eople tend to believe that for a child to feel bad, something specifically awful—bullying, conflicts
at home, or a dramatic crisis—must occur. But they’re wrong. Often pain comes not from what
has been done, but rather from what hasn’t. The lack of support, the lack of a hug, the lack of
a wave, and the lack of a warm greeting can build a monster inside of you, tearing you up and eating
you from the inside out.
I should know; that’s what happened to me.
I was positive that no one cared for me, that no one wanted me. I was a hindrance to the human
race, ostracized and rejected. I felt like a castaway on an island, with no boat to connect me back to
anyone. I was completely and utterly alone. “Embrace your differences,” everyone says. But that’s not
easy. I was about as different as you could get: short, Jewish, gifted, dyslexic… the list goes on. And I
hated every drop of the blood that made me unusual and isolated.
Finally, fifth grade ended, and summer came as a welcome relief. That feeling of security, however,
was short-lived as I was almost immediately tossed onto a bus bourn for my summer camp. I was about
to be stuck with yet another group of kids for nearly a month. I tried to disappear into the seat as the
bus rumbled on with fifty yelling students oblivious to my existence.
It came as a surprise to me when a girl came over and sat next to me. She started to chat with me.
I was reluctant to answer at first, but eventually I got pulled into conversation. I learned a lot about her.
I discovered that we were very similar in that we were both Jewish, both gifted, and both named Sarah.
Before long, her friends came to join us. They included me, told jokes to me, and simply had fun
with me. They also seemed to genuinely like me. It felt like I was being pulled out of the waves of
isolation which had been drowning me. As I talked to my new friends, all the self-hate and anger
that had been suffocating me disappeared. The monster disintegrated, bringing who I really was to
forefront.
Once the monster of hate was gone, I couldn’t help but remind myself of what had shaped it:
loneliness. I believed that no one would ever be there for me, that no one would ever understand me.
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But with just a few kind words, those thoughts had been disproved. A laugh from someone had
turned me from resentful to compassionate.
From now on, I look for those isolated people, those who stand alone, who hide from the brutality
of youthful social interactions. I now do my best to help them and to show them that there are people
who know how they feel, who can relate to them. Thanks to my new friends, I’m now a happy,
sociable person.
Thanks to them, I am free.

Ever since she could read, Sarah has had a passion for literature. As a grade 7 student, Sarah spends her free
time reading, writing and spending time with her friends. Someday Sarah hopes to teach literacy to students with
learning disabilities.

Aisyah Ghazali
Third Place – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

Regret
“You don’t choose your family. They are God’s gift to you as you are to them.” – Desmond Tutu

W

riting about my past experience was beyond difficult. Come to think about it, difficult is
an understatement. I underwent possibly the darkest stages of my life, and I regret every
unintelligent action I made during this stage. I have learned that from every mistake made,
more knowledge has been gained. I have learned countless lessons throughout this period.
When I was younger, I thought my sister was a hindrance. I absolutely loathed her. People,
including relatives, would look at her in disgust and back away, as if she were some sort of contagious
disease. Down syndrome is a condition where you have extra genetic material which simply delays your
mental and physical development. Similar to my sister, kids with Down syndrome purely reach goals or
learn life skills at a slower pace than other people. This does not mean that she is an extra-terrestrial
being that must be avoided. She and all the other kids diagnosed with Down syndrome are normal
human beings with feelings. Sadly, I remained completely oblivious to this fact.
My so-called friends wouldn’t bother to play with me if I was accompanied with my sister. I started
to think of her as a liability. I felt ashamed of being related to someone so “retarded.” I can’t even
begin to describe how ignorant I was. Together, my friends and I would completely ignore and make
fun of my own sister! I would complain to my parents on a daily basis about how she was ruining
my life outside of our family. I never bothered to care about my sister’s own thoughts regarding this.
People, including myself, seemed to think that she didn’t feel or understand all the hate we were giving
her each day.
One day, I came home from school sobbing. I felt like I couldn’t live with the lack of empathy
or repulsion anymore. I wished for her to die. Atrocious words came flying out of my mouth as I
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complained to my mom. My sister sat beside her, listening to each and every cruel word that escaped
my lips. I can still clearly recall my mother’s words; she told me that as a family, we only have each
other, and my sister only has us to love her truly. I began imagining my life without my sister and,
surprisingly, it wasn’t glitters and rainbows. I began to bawl my eyes out, but this time my tears weren’t
caused by my selfish motives or feelings. Instead, they were caused by only one word: regret.
I learned a lesson that I will never overlook. My sister is a beautiful human being, and she is a gift
from God. I was too oblivious and selfish to realise that earlier, but I now know that she will always
have my back as I will always have hers. I still regret every moment I spent belittling my sister. I know
that she has just as much as significance in this world as any other person.

Aisyah lives with her parents and two siblings in Calgary, Alberta. She was born in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia and
had recently moved to Calgary. She enjoys reading, playing badminton, and going on social networking sites.
Aisyah would like to thank everyone who helped her in this journey, and hopes to become a better writer and
achieve her greatest dreams.

Madeline Maggipinto
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

My Brother, the "Special" One

D

o you have a young sibling? I do. I think most people feel that having a younger brother or sister
can be hard, but when I was younger, I thought that having a sibling would be like paradise.
I finally had someone to play with and to open presents with on Christmas. I do that with my
brother who has Autism.
I was six years old when my mom said, “Something’s not right.” After extensive testing, we found
out that my brother has Autism. Finally, his behaviour started to make sense. My family’s normal routine
and perspective began to change because of my brother.
Many people say that they can’t imagine dealing with someone who has a disability, and really, they
can’t. Being a sister to my brother—and more importantly, a role model—is part of my everyday life. I
sometimes see people with judgment written across their faces, but those people assume too much.
Growing up, I didn’t always see the good things about him. In fact, I mostly saw the bad. My
parents treated him differently, treated him better, because of his disability. I wanted to be treated the
way they treated him. I wanted to feel special.
On one of our trips to Disneyland, I faced one of my fears: roller coasters. Somehow, my brother
convinced me to go on a roller coaster called The Kraken. We got on and were waiting to go when it
started to move.
In an instant, my palms began to sweat like crazy and my heart rate began to accelerate. When we
were at the top, I started to panic because our first fall was coming.
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I was terrified.
My brother heard me, took my hand, and reassured me. At that moment, my heart relaxed. I felt
as if time had stopped and as if I was in another place. I looked into my brother’s eyes and a blanket
of relief covered me. I started to laugh and scream—not in fear, but in happiness. My brother took my
fear away from me. I learned that day that I should trust my brother more because he is always there
for me.
Many people say that their younger siblings sometimes anger them or annoy them. I admit that I
sometimes feel that way too but if my brother wasn’t in my life, I wouldn't know about people with
disabilities. I wouldn’t understand how they think or how they act. Instead, I would be like everyone
else: I would know what it’s like to have a normal sibling.
My brother has a spot in my heart that can never be replaced. That’s why I love him and that’s why
he is my “special” brother. If you have a younger sibling with a disability like Autism, my advice to you
is to have empathy. Think about how they feel and think. I know that it’s hard, but after a while, you
get the hang of it and you can deal with the disability better.

Madeline is a very outgoing person and is always looking forward to trying new things. She loves to go camping,
draw pictures and hopes to become a chef when she is older. Madeline has a ten-year-old brother who has
autism and she loves to play with him on their trampoline. Her favorite colour is green and her favorite food is
pasta.

Ella Murphy
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Catholic School District

Life Goes On

W

ould I recommend my previous choices and lifestyle to anyone? Not at all! I am the first to
admit that I have made mistakes, but life is about learning to deal with change and leaning
from mistakes.

Cutting is not a suicide attempt. Cutters, as we call ourselves, don’t usually do what they do to
get attention or to die. Rather, they cut to feel something other than the pain of their everyday lives.
When days look hopeless and the feelings of not living are strong, that blade hiding under your bed
can become your only friend. It’s a vicious cycle to be in, but the hardest part is getting out of it. You
can’t wear short sleeves on hot days, dance or participate in gym, or feel like a normal part of society.
Instead, you feel like you have to hide yourself all the time. You separate yourself from those who love
you and can help you the most. The blood tells you that you are living, breathing, existing, but that you
aren’t a part of the world. It is a horrible cycle, and it’s hard to change.
I have had to realize that life goes on. Life will only get worse if I choose to make it that way.
School will get me to where I want to go, so WHY throw it away? Yes, I am going to have scars and
memories of what I went through. But they remind me of who I was and where I came from and
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what I have overcome. I want to live, I want to have children, I want to pursue my dream career, but
most importantly… I want to help other people. That will never happen unless I learn to withstand the
negative and try to move forward.
One in six teens in North America self-harm and 30 000 suicides occur each year. This is one of the
top 10 non-accidental causes of death among teens. Suicide is a permanent solution to a temporary
problem. Sadly, some will never learn that if you hold on, there can be happiness. It comes in slow
steady steps, with the occasional slide back. I have learned that my life will go on, that I will be a
success, and that I will persevere.
I hope that I can use my experiences and my perseverance to help others one day; that my pain and
heartache will support others with the same issue. My voice is becoming stronger each moment I move
forward. One day, I will beat the demons that I tackle each day. Someday, I hope to help others do the
same.

Ella is a twelve-year-old girl who recently moved to Calgary, Alberta. She was born on May 23rd and was raised
in St. John, New Brunswick. Ella has an eleven-year-old sister named Audrey and a dog named Charlie. Ballet and
tap are some of Ella’s many hobbies. Ella enjoys writing as it gives her a medium to express her emotions. She
enjoys it when others read her writing and give her feedback.

Abby Popowich
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

Escape With Literature
"One must always be careful of books, said Tess, and what is in them, for words have
the power to change us." – Cassandra Clare, Clockwork Angel

I

have always had a great imagination. When I was in elementary school, my friends and I would
participate in role-playing games at recess. We would run outside, exited to fictional worlds full
of imaginary characters for the entire lunch break. On the weekends, my best friend would come
over and we’d play with stuffed animals. We would make them go on adventures and fall in love, all
the stuff we were too small to do. When I was little, the games were about having fun. As I got older,
however, they became more about escaping my normal life.
When I entered middle school, my life became a whirlpool of homework and adaptation. I was
constantly stressed and had trouble getting people to like me. Slowly, my childhood friends started to
separate from me. My friend still loved to play with toys, but I was distracted and disengaged from the
world we had created. Everything was building up and drowning me. It felt as though day by day the
light would drain from my life and leave me in darkness.
For my birthday that year, my sister got me a book called Divergent. At first, I couldn’t get into it.
It sat in my room untouched for months. One day, I decided to give it a try. Once I started reading, I
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couldn’t put it down. When I opened the book I wasn’t myself anymore; I was Tris, the main character.
While I read, my life seemed to seep away with every word.
I was free.
After I read Divergent, I realized how much I loved to read. I needed new books and new worlds to
live in. I became addicted to reading. It was as if something inside me said, “Yes, finally a break from
reality!” Books were a way to escape, to come back up for air. All the stuff that had been drowning me
didn’t seem so big and scary anymore.
Recently, I’ve learned to take characteristics from the stories that I like and value such as strength,
selflessness, and bravery, and use them to develop skills to cope with everyday life. I need reading like
I need air to breath. For the first time in a long time, I can see the light in the world. I can see how
beautiful and magical the world really is, and it truly is the most amazing thing.
Reading has become not only my passion, but also my savior. I remember Dumbledore’s quote from
Harry Potter: “happiness can be found in the darkest of times when one only remembers to turn on a
light.” In a way, reading is my light switch. What’s yours?

Abby is a grade 8 student. She has a heartfelt passion for literature. Abby loves to read and write. She hopes to
one day make a real difference through her writing.

Thuy-Ann Tran
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

Discovering My Hero
"I learned that courage was not the absence of fear, but the triumph over it. The brave man is
not he who does not feel afraid, but he who conquers that fear." – Nelson Mandela

M

y mom loves to tell stories. Especially stories about when she was a kid. In the year 2010, my
mother told me a story about my grandpa. I always thought of my grandpa as an old man who
had bad hearing and who loved to garden. This story changed my perspective of him instantly.
It inspired me to look up at him not as an old man, but as the courageous father of my mother, my
aunts, and my uncle.
The soft drone of music played in the background as my mom drove me to school. For the sake of
conversation, she started to tell me a story about Vietnam, her birth country. Usually my mom’s stories
were about her either playing with ants or burning ants. But this one was entirely different.
During the Vietnamese war, my mother’s family was on the losing side of Vietnam. When Northern
army came to her town, evacuation started immediately. Bombs were flying everywhere, people were
screaming, and guns shots were echoing on all sides. Obviously, my grandma and grandpa were
extremely worried for their family and their own lives. During this traumatic time, my grandpa decided
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to stay back to defend his own country. He risked his life because he wanted to protect all the woman
and children that couldn’t evacuate.
Eventually, my grandpa decided to move to Canada, so with all the money they had left, my
grandfather bought a boat. There were many people on the boat, so food was scarce. There were
about five families sailing across the sea. Unfortunately, when they reached Canada, my grandma
died of cancer, leaving my grandpa to care for five kids alone. It was tremendously hard work for my
grandfather to take care of five children and earn money while knowing very little English. It was
difficult living in Canada for the first couple of years, my mom told me. She didn’t know how to speak
English, so it was hard for her to make friends. Other than that, she felt protected by her other siblings
and her caring father.
When I heard the story, it changed my perspective on everything. I am grateful for my grandpa
because he led my mom to safety. Without his help, I never would have been able to live in Canada. It
would be hard to see where I would be if I lived in Vietnam. I wouldn’t have the luxuries I have today,
like an education and money. I probably wouldn’t have learned English at all! This story taught me that
even in the hardest time you should not give up. It was an amazing story that my mother told me, so I
hope it will be an inspiring influence to whoever reads this.

Thuy-Ann is 13 years old and is in grade 8. She has two sisters one of which is her twin. She also has a younger
brother. She loves running and playing the piano. She was born and raised in Calgary, but her heritage is
Vietnamese.

Benjamin Wood
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Catholic School District

Zip

H

is name was Allen. He never did anything wrong to deserve what he got. He was, and still is, a
great kid. He was the kind of kid who made you smile, who was always happy. He had a slight
disability, but you wouldn’t be able to tell just by looking at him. He stayed on his own, was a
little shy, never bothered anyone, and was never annoying. Yet, he was the biggest target for bullying.
Grade two was when it all started. Kids noticed that they could get under his skin easily, make him
mad, and get a negative reaction. Most of the “popular” kids picked on him, and then everyone else
would stand around and laugh. It was entertainment for us; it was humiliation for him. We would poke
him, call him names, and sometimes steal things from his backpack. You could easily tell that he hated
school.
By the time we hit Grade three, we had more ways to ruin his life. We made school hell on earth
for him and all it took was just one word: “zip.” We were out on the playground, waiting in line for
the swings. The two boys ahead of me were talking, and at one point, one of them told the other to
“zip it.’ Allen quickly turned around and lectured them on treating others with respect. One of them
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repeated zip again, and Allen grew angrier. You could just see the smirk that developed on their faces.
They had just found another way to make him mad. Allen hated the word “zip,” but people would
follow him around all day, shout “zip,” and laugh.
“What’s wrong Allen? We just said one word!”
“Oh Allen, don’t be a spazz! Spazzy Allen! That’s you now, Allen!”
Everyone was oblivious to the fact that he was crying. And it was about to get worse…One day a
group of kids cornered him. My so called “friends” and I walked over to see what was going on. Kids
poked, shouted, laughed at, and pushed him. And I stood there laughing just like everyone else. I just
stood and laughed while Allen was shivering and crying, the fear, the sadness, the desperation covering
his face.
“Spazzy Allen strikes again!”
One person just had to stand up for him—to stop it all—but no one did. We ruined school for
him. How could we do such a thing? We were all guilty: the bystanders and the person up front. You
could always see the relief on his face when the bell rang. He was a poor, innocent kid that did nothing
wrong. In fact, he would be the one to cheer you up! None of us deserved to have him as a friend.
It’s sad what we did. Now that I am older, I can better tell the difference between right and wrong,
and I can put myself in his shoes. After seeing bullying first hand, it changed me. I looked at how I
treated others and saw the difference between laughing at, and laughing with.

Ben enjoys reading action and adventure books and has always loved war stories. He has enjoyed writing
ever since he was a kid. When Ben was younger, he liked to make his own stories. It was, and still is, like he is
recreating another world, another event, or another person.

Natasha Wood
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Calgary Board of Education

A Not So Ordinary Family Vacation

S

unlight blinded my eyes through the dirty bus windows. The outside world was finally visible to
me. I couldn’t believe what I had just seen; it was very shocking to me. A thousand thoughts ran
through my mind, and I couldn’t imagine what my life would be like if I had to live like that. I had
just seen something I didn’t think I could ever erase from my mind. The beautiful island of Jamaica
where my family had planned a luxury reunion showed me a very different side than I had expected.
My heart pounded. All I could see were individuals carrying babies, food, and bags on old dirt
paths, framed by miles and miles of dilapidated homes torn down to bits and pieces. Stray dogs
gathered on street corners and children played soccer with a worn, deflated ball. I couldn’t even believe
that just on the other side of the highway on which I was driving, there were hotels and resorts that
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were perfect and that all looked brand new. The resorts were very fancy; it made no sense to me at
the moment. I tried very hard to fight back tears. I was so overwhelmed, and I felt terrible for all those
people who didn’t get to live in the beautiful resort.
It was about our third day in Jamaica when my family and I went on a tour around the south part
of the island. There were parts, like the parks and the ocean, that were just beautiful and then there
were parts, like the slums, that looked terrible.
We drove up the mountain and our tour guide, who grew up in Jamaica, explained to us the three
classes. Basically, it went from poor all the way to rich the higher we travelled up the mountain. As we
drove along, our tour guide even got time to show us his house. Although he was proud of his home,
I was shocked at the tiny place he lived with his wife, three children, aunt, and mother. This was a far
stretch from my life in Calgary. I didn’t understand how these people could even live like that.
While we were on our tour, the guide decided to drop us off at a local market just so we could
shop for souvenirs and find some local food. While at the market, the vendors all swarmed my family
and I so we would go into their stores and buy their jewelry or art. It scared me: random people
grabbed me by the hand and touched my hair and my clothes. I didn’t know which person to listen to
or to follow. It got to the point where I just wanted to leave and get out of this place. Strangers who
begged me to buy their Jamaican souvenirs seemed so very desperate. It made me sad that we couldn’t
buy something little from each and every person.
As I got back on the tour bus, I had mixed emotions. I didn’t know how to feel. I didn’t know
whether I was scared or sad or even angry; it was all too much for me to take in. I took deep breaths
to calm down. When I closed my eyes to try to erase this experience, I realized that I should feel very
appreciative for the life that I have. My heart pounded; I was still getting over the frightening part. I
couldn’t believe that I had gone from a pampered experience at our hotel to the poverty of Jamaica in
one short day.
The experience continued to sink in a few days later—especially when I came back home. I am
so lucky for growing up the way I have, and I feel very grateful for my family and our wonderful life.
Thinking back to Jamaica is mind blowing because of the difference in lifestyles. There were so many
people in Jamaica who could never have the possibility to live my life.
I have many great opportunities, with education and with sports, which others will never know or
see. There are times when I’m angry at my parents and friends, when I think I have the worst life ever,
but then I remind myself that my life is no comparison to what other people go through. What I saw
on that trip massively changed my view of my life. I think I have become more grateful for all the things
I have, all the opportunities given to me, and the great country I live in.

Born and raised in Calgary, Natasha strives to do well at school and in the many sports she plays. Her passion
is competitive soccer and she hopes her hard work at school and on the soccer pitch will earn her a university
scholarship to play the sport she loves. Natasha, age 13, would like to one day represent Team Canada as a
member of the Women's Soccer Team.
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Grade 7 (Français)

©/HFRHXUDVHVUDLVRQVTXHOHUDLVRQQHFRQQDvW
SRLQWª – Blaise Pascal, Philospher

Lydia Habtegergesa
First Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Mon petit frère est mon tout

T

out le monde a eu un événement qui a changé sa vie. Pour moi c’était la naissance de mon petit
frère, Nobel. Quand mes parents m'ont dit que je vais avoir un petit frère j’étais dans le déni parce
que je pensais que ma mère va donner la naissance à une fille.

Quand mes parents m'ont dit qu'ils allaient avoir un autre bébé, j’étais âgé de quatre ans. J’ai hâte,
mais là encore je suis triste parce qu'ils ont pris l'attention loin de moi. J'étais très heureux de le voir.
Lorsque Nobel est né, je ne pouvais pas arrêter de sourire. Là, dans le lit, était cette petite créature que
mes parents ont appelé leur fils. Quand je le tenais je pouvais sentir le poids de sa vie sur mes épaules
et le poids de l'effet que je voudrais avoir sur lui. J'ai tout de suite senti que j'avais une plus grande
responsabilité et j'étais prête à faire quelque chose pour mon petit frère. Je savais que ce moment où
j'ai posé les yeux sur lui, que j'aurais beaucoup plus de responsabilités. Je me souviens quand j'étais
plus jeune et Nobel ne pouvait pas parler, je tenais mon doigt près de sa bouche et il essayait de
mordre, je pense qu'il avait faim.
Mes parents ont arrêté de me gâter quand mon frère est né. Mes parents m'ont donné beaucoup
de responsabilité quand Nobel a grandi parce que mes autres frères et soeurs avaient beaucoup de
devoir, car ils sont dans l'école secondaire alors ils ne pouvaient pas surveiller le bebe dans la soirée.
Ils m'ont donné la responsabilité de prendre soin de mon petit frère quand par exemple il voulait aller
au parc je devais le prendre, quand il avait faim je lui faisais à manger. Je faisais les choses qu'il ne
pouvaitpas faire pour lui-même. Mais c'était très amusant, ça nous a rapprochés.
Maintenant que mon frère est plus âgé, il a huit -ans. J'ai plus de responsabilités à prendre non
seulement de prendre soin de lui, mais quand vous grandissez vos parents commencent à attendre
plus de vous. Maintenant Nobel et moi, nous sommes plus proches qu’avant. Mes parents sont
constamment occupés et quand ils ne sont pas, ils dorment ou font quelque chose de relaxant. Et
quelque chose de relaxant chez moi est tout ce qui ne concerne pas Nobel, parce qu’il est toujours
aussi fort et ennuyeux. Donc ça me laisse passer du temps avec mon frère, mais il est souvent difficile et
fatigant, mais il est tout à fait plaisir.
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Maintenant, mon frère et moi sommes si près que je l'aime à mort, je l'aime de tout mon cœur.
Quand j'étais plus jeune, je pensais que je ne l’aimerai pas autant que je fais maintenant, mais
maintenant que nous sommes très proches, je suis vraiment heureuse de l'avoir comme mon frère.

Lydia was born on July 24 in Calgary. She loves singing, dancing and playing basketball. Her friends say she is
loving, kind and funny. Her friends also say you can always ask Lydia for advice.

Hannah Campbell
Second Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

L'importance de prudence

E

lle avait à peu près 7 ou 8 ans. C’était tôt le matin quand j’ai entendu ce qui est arrivé. Je suis
venue dans la chambre de ma mère. Elle pleurait. Quand j’ai demandé ce qui est arrivé elle a pris
un moment pour répondre. Elle m’a dit que ma cousine a été frappée par une voiture et elle était
a l’hôpital. J’étais triste d’entendre ça. Ma cousine ne voulait pas tenir la main de ses amis. En essayent
de lâcher la main de son ami elle est tombé dans la rue. À ce moment une voiture est arrivée. C’était
trop tard pour arrêter et la voiture a frappé ma cousine, Zoe. Elle était sur Old Okanogan highway. Je
n’étais pas là mais je peux imaginer la voiture qui tourne rapidement un coin, les magasins sur l’autre
cote de la rue, le soleil qui se couche, l’odeur de l’essence dans l’air, et les visages de ses amis.
Les photos étaient partout sur mon Facebook. Le visage de Zoe plein de coupure. Elle était à
l’hôpital pour longtemps. Après un ou deux mois je pouvais lui parler sur Skype. Elle était dans une
chaise roulante jaune. On a parlé pour longtemps avant de raccrocher. J’étais contente de voir Zoe
après elle était très près de la mort. Je voulais tellement aller la voir mais ma mère devait travailler et je
devais aller à l’école.
Au commencement j’avais peur que Zoe meure à l’hôpital. J’ai pensé à elle chaque jour. J’étais très
content quand j’ai entendu qu’elle a retourné chez elle après être restée longtemps dans l’hôpital.
J’ai appris beaucoup de cet accident. Je dois être plus prudent et profiter du temps que j’ai avec
ma famille. Tu ne sais vraiment pas quand un accident comme ça va arriver. Tu dois profiter du temps
que tu as maintenant pour ne rien regretter après. J’ai aussi appris à être plus prudente et ne pas faire
des choses stupides. Je ne veux pas être à l’hôpital comme ma cousine. Ce n’était pas la faute de Zoe
ni la faute de personne. On ne pouvait pas éviter cet accident. Je suis très contente qu’elle soit vivante
aujourd’hui et que ce n’était pas un accident fatal.
Le temps est très précieux, profite du temps que tu as!

Hannah was born in British Columbia on June 26. She now lives in Calgary. Hannah speaks English and French
and is trying to learn Japanese with her best friend Brooklyn. In her spare time, Hannah plays video games,
watches cartoons and reads manga.
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Chloe Dvojmoc
Third Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Le cadeau de Dieu

L

e début de la septième année il était une grande transition pour moi de la sixième année, mais
je ne veux pas accepter. J’ai refusé tous l’aide que les personnes essaie de me donner. Entre la
natation, le piano et mes études ma vie était tellement meublée.

C’est commencer quand le premier jour d’école est venu. J’étais surtout agité. Mais, quand j’arrive
aux l écoles, j’ai observé que tous mes amis étaient plus maigrelette que moi. J’ai pensé que j’étais gros
et pas une personne en santé.
J’ai décidé d’arrêter de manger. Mon régime a consisté de très peu de nourriture. J’ai perdu 10
livres en quatre semaines. Mon visage à éclaircir et mes yeux ont noirci. Je suis devenu tellement
fatiguer et juste lever dans le matin était une tache.
Mes temps de natation on devenu très lent. Beaucoup de fois, la réflexion d’arrêter mon
dévouement de plus que six ans à passer dans ma tête. Le podium et des temps plus vite à devenir plus
en plus hors de portée. Mes visions et merveilles ont presque toute disparu.
J’ai arrêté de pratiquer le piano. Ma mère avait arrêté de paie le facteur pour que je puisse
continuer mes cours.
J’étais une étudiante super. Mais cette étudiante a commencé à dissoudre. J’ai arrêté d’étudier
pour mais teste car, j’ai pensé que je sais tout. Mais ce n’était pas le cas de tout. Mes Marques ont
commencé de descendre. J’ai arrêté de faire mes devoirs. J’ai donné peu d’effort. Mes travaux étaient
incomplets ou en retard. J’ai devenu une distraction qui parle tout le temps. Les jours où je n’étais pas
un distraction, j’étais pratiquement endormi sur mon pupitre.
Tous les jours j'étais dans un conflit avec un ou les deux de mes parents.
J’ai pratiquement perdu tout. Je pense que presque personnes savent que c’était si mal, même moi.
Mais il était une, qui sait tous. Ma professeure titulaire et française.
Un jour j’ai arrivé chez moi après une pratique de natation dans Novembre. Quand je suis entré ma
mère m’a appelé. Ma mère avait dit que ma professeure à téléphoner a travail. Madame n’était pas
contente, ni mes parents. Madame a observé que je n’étais pas la même étudiante que j’étais dans
Septembre. Elle a aussi observé que j’ai perdu beaucoup de livres. Elle sait que ma vie étais dans la
poubelle. Mes parents étaient très fâchés.
J’étais très fâché que Madame à lui appeler, mais après quelques minutes j’étais content. J’étais
content parce qu'elle avait me réveille. Ces pas juste mes parents qui ont remarqué que j’ai changé
mais les autres personnes. J’ai décidé de changer, change pour le meilleur.
Aujourd’hui je mange. Je suis jusqu'à 106 livres et en sante. Je joue le piano encore. Mes temps de
natation est très vite. Mes notes d’école sont élevées.
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Cette expérience ma montrer quand un personne donne toi l’aide prend et cour avec et change ta
vie avec. Car, cette personne est un cadeau de dieu.

Chloe is a Grade 7 French Immersion student, lives with her mom and dad. She likes participating in all aspects
of school, primarily math and science. In school she loves playing football and volleyball. Out of school she likes
spending her time swimming on a competitive swim team and playing the piano. She would like to thank her
parents, teachers, friends and family for shaping her into the confident person she is today.

Anna Aure
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Ma confiance et courage

E

n 6éme année, j’étais séparée de tous mes amis, c’était terrible. Tandis que mes camarades de
classe étaient dans une classe de tous sixième année, moi, j’étais dans une classe de cinquième
année et sixième année. J’étais dans une classe à deux niveaux. Dans cette salle de classe, j’étais
seul. La classe était vraiment petit comparé de l’autre classe. L'air était très sec, il me séchait les yeux. Il
n’y avait pas de fenêtre. Cette nouvelle classe était différente pour moi. Il y avait des personnes que je
ne connaissais pas, mais j’ai fait de nouveaux amis.
Parce que je suis tellement timide, c’était difficile pour moi de faire des amis parce que j'ai les
difficultés à accepter mon apparence. Je n'étais pas exactement la définition de belle ou parfait. J’étais
la combinaison de la 'insécurité et de la timidité et ce n’était pas facile de me faire des amis avec une
personnalité comme ça. Un jour, deux jeunes filles ont moi, pour le meilleur.
Le première amie que j’ai eu était, Maleila. Elle a été séparée de ses amis aussi. Maleila a des
cheveux noirs avec des mèches orange et rouge. Elle sent comme de la menthe poivrée. Elle porte
des lunettes. Quelques activités préférés de Maleila sont les dessins, les manga, la lecture des bandes
dessinées. Elle adore dessiner.
Maleila était ma première amie avec qui j’ai parlé. Il y avait des garçons que je connaissais, mais je
ne savais pas de quoi parler avec eux, je pensais qu'ils ne m’aimaient pas.
La deuxième amie que j’ai fait était, Alondra. Je la connais depuis la quatrième année. Alondra est
grande comparé à moi. Je pense qu'elle mesure 5,6 ou 5,4 pieds. ( moi je mesure environ 5,0 pieds.)
Elle a des cheveux longs brun fonce et des yeux brun foncé. Elle aime les jeux vidéo. Elle porte des
lunettes. Elle est une garçon manqué. Elle est très sportive. Alondra étaient une bonne amie.
Aujourd’hui, Alondra va au l’école, la Rose Sauvage. Nous ne parlons pas très souvent, mais je suis
contente qu'elle était mon ami.
Maleila et Alondra avait beaucoup en commun. Elles aimaient les jeux video, elles sont allés a la
même école, elles portent des lunettes, et beaucoup plus.
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Ces deux filles m’ont fait sortir de ma coquille. Avant cette année (6ieme), j'étais une personne très
timide et peu sûre. Aujourd’hui, Je ne suis pas aussi timide que j'étais avant. J'ai récemment essayé le
volley-ball, basket-ball et danceworks. Si je n’avais rencontré çes deux filles, probablement, je serais
seule. Alors, la leçon que j’ai apprise est, ne laissez pas la peur s'emparer de votre vie. Elle vous mènera
nulle part. L’autre chose que j’ai apprise est que les apparences ne sont pas tout. En fin, Maleila et
Alondra a changé ma vie.

Anna was born on Tuesday, June 12. She loves to eat noodles watching her favorite "Got to Believe" TV show.
She enjoys playing the guitar and her favorite actor - singer Daniel Padilla is beautiful. Friends say she is very nice.

Bradley Charko
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Mon père

J

e me souviens de l'évènement exactement. C'était le vendredi huit juin 2012 en cinquième année,
j'étais en traîne de jouer des jeux avec mes amis, puis le directeur était entré dans la classe. Il avait
dite quelque chose à mon professeur et puis a marché près de moi et il avait dit prends tes choses
et viens avec moi. A ce moment je ne savais pas quoi est arrivé mais je savais quelque chose de mal
est arrivé quand j'ai vu ma mère, ma grand-mère et ma sœur dans la petite salle dans l'école. Ma
mère m’a regardé et disait: « Brad… Papa est mort. » NON! j’ai dit. Je n'avais jamais pleuré de cette
force en toute ma vie. On était allé à la maison où j’ai vu ma tante et une amie de ma mère. Quand
la cloche avait marquer six heures du soir, les amies venais et venais pour conforter ma mère, Les
deux prochaines semaines plusieurs personnes venaient et venaient pour donner des prix et cadeaux,
des desserts, et du souper pour les semaines qui suivra cet évènement horrible dans ma vie. Pour les
prochaines mois les amies de ma mère venais pour le déjeuner, dîner et le souper pour aider ma pauvre
famille de trois personnes, j'ai découvert que les choses ne va pas être le même que avant quand mon
père été encore vivant. Je suis le seule garçon dans ma famille maintenant, je pensais que ma vie était
fini et que je vais échouer l'école. J’avais les « worries » de ce moment jusqu'à maintenant et je pensais
que c'était ma faut que papa été mort, j’étais confus et je ne savais pas quoi arrivera à moi dans le
futur. Mais pendant mes vacances en Hawaii j'ai découvert que je peux avoir du plaisir avec ma famille,
tout ma famille.
Quand on est retourné en Calgary on avait raconté des histoires de nos vacances magnifiques.
Après ces bonnes vacances, je savais que ma vie n'était pas finie et que je pouvais faire du bon. C'est
maintenant deux années plus tard et moi et ma famille et moi sommes correct. Dans mes mots ma vie
avait changé pour le bon.

Brad lives with his mom and his sister. He enjoys playing in the school band and plays the piano. He also loves
to play Lacrosse and competitive swimming. Brad is kind, caring and is self-determined to do the best he can in
every aspect of his life.
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Cheasley Ison
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Mon enseignante de piano

M

on enseignante de piano, Nelly, était une vieille femme qui parle très vite pour son âge. Elle
avait quatre-vingt-onze ans. Elle est née dans les Philippines. Elle est l'une des personnes les
plus heureuse que je connaisse. Mon enseignante m'a enseigné pendant cinq années. Nelly a
enseigné le piano pour plus de cinquante années. Elle joue très vite sur le piano, c'est incroyable.
En décembre 2013, mon enseignante de piano est décédé. Après ça, j'étais triste. Avant de
savoir qu'elle est décédée, je pouvais pas aller à mes cours de piano, car elle était dans l'hôpital pour
longtemps. Ma cousine qui a appris le piano avec elle aussi, a dit que mon enseignante était à l'hôpital
et elle est seulement décédée sans un mots. Il n’y avait personne dans sa salle de l'hôpital. Seulement
Nelly. Après quelques minutes, les docteurs ont trouvé mon enseignante sur le plancher. J'étais invité à
ses funérailles. Dans ses funérailles, nous avons regardé un powerpoint qu'elle a créé avant sa mort. Je
suis dans son powerpoint. Elle a mis les photos de sa famille, les récitals de piano et des photos d'elle.
Dans ma tête, je pouvais sentir l'odeur de la mort. Je n'ai pas pleuré, mais à l'intérieur de moi je voulais
pleurer. Elle me manque.
Maintenant, je ne prends pas les cours de piano. Mais, je suis contente pour les choses qu’elle
m’a enseignées. Elle m'a beaucoup aidé sur le piano, je pourrais l'utiliser pour mon futur. Je pourrais
probablement enseigner le piano à mes futurs enfants. Sa mort est une nouveau chose pour moi, car
c'est longtemps quand une personne précieuse est décédée. Parfois quand je m'ennuie, je vais sur mon
piano. Je veux jouer les chansons que j'entends à la radio. Quand je réussis à jouer une autre chanson,
je me rappelle de mon professeur, car elle a réussi à fait les choses faciles pour moi.
Enfin, j’ai appris que je dois chérir tout ce que une personne précieuse me donne!

Cheasley was born on January 3 in Manitoba. She speaks English and Tagalog at home. At school she loves math.
Cheasley plays the piano. In her free time, she likes to eat chocolate and talk for hours to her friends.

Daniel Lapid
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

La patience, la détermination et de la pratique

J’

ai commencé à jouer au ballon panier, il y a longtemps quand j'avais quatre ans. J'ai pratiqué
beaucoup mais, cela prend du temps. Mon père, ma grande sœur et mon grand-frère, ils m'ont
appris comment jouer au ballon panier. Comment tirer le ballon et comment dribbler. Ce sport
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est un jeu de travail d'équipe, si une personne ne travaille pas ou ne passe pas la balle, l'équipe ne va
pas gagner.
J’ai reçu des leçons de ballon panier quand j’avais huit ans. Quand j'ai commencé, j'ai joué au parc.
J'avais joué avec mes amis James, Edward, Izzy, Brian, Jimmy, Jim, Ramel, Kyle et Jobann, on a joué
presque chaque jour et chaque année de vacances d'été. Maintenant je vais au Centre de Genesis pour
jouer, car il fait trop froid dehors pendant l'hiver et parce qu'il y a d’autres bon joueurs avec qui je peux
jouer. Je me suis fait de nouveaux amis au ballon-panier. Mon père a dit que pour devenir meilleur tu
as besoin de jouer avec des gens qui sont meilleurs que toi. J'ai utilisé cette phrase chaque fois que j'ai
joué. Maintenant je suis dans l'équipe de ballon panier de l’école.
Notre entraîneur nous apprend à mieux défendre, comment travailler en équipe, avoir plus
endurance, comment tirer le ballon et comment montrer un bon esprit sportif, soit si nous perdons
ou si nous gagnons contre d'autres écoles de ballon- panier. On a joué cinq jeux contre de différentes
écoles et on a joué un tournoi contre les équipes plus âgés. Nos entraîneurs sont aussi enseignants
dans mon école et nous parlons souvent de nos jeux dans les couloirs
J'aime le ballon panier parce que c'est très amusant et tu peux jouer avec tes amis. Le ballon panier
a changé ma vie parce que j'ai appris que tu as besoin de pratiquer beaucoup pour devenir bon et
tu dois avoir de la patience aussi. Tu as besoin d'avoir de la patience et tu doit être déterminé parce
que tu vas devenir bon mais, cela prend du temps et c’est parfois difficile quand tu veux le résultat
immédiatement.

Daniel was born on October 18. He speaks English, French, Cantonese and a little Tagalog. He enjoys playing
basketball with his friends and eating rice. When he can, Daniel buys new shoes. His friends say that you can
always count on him

Sydney Paquette
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Ma famille

Q

uelques fois j’ai l'impression que je suis en train d'être tiré dans deux directions différentes et je
ne sais pas où aller. Depuis que mes parents ne sont plus ensemble ma vie est très différente.
Certaines fois je me demande pourquoi cela devait arriver. Ma vie est parfois confuse. Des fois je
oubli où je mets des choses et je me rendre compte que c'est à mon autre maison. Quand je suis triste
je me rendre compte que j’ai une famille extraordinaire et je sais que tout ira bien et ma famille serait
toujours là pour moi.
Dans l’été 2013 tout était correct on a fait beaucoup de choses ensemble come 1 famille, mais à la
fin de l’été j’ai remarqué qu’ils ont parlé beaucoup l’une avec l’autre et ils n’étaient pas trop heureuses
ensemble. Lorsque cela a arrivé j’étais très surpris. J’ai pensais que tout était super. Je suppose que
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c'est ce qui devait arriver. Nous sommes une grande famille heureuse même si nous vivons dans deux
maisons.
C’est une nouvelle expérience dans ma vie c’est beaucoup différent mais c’est pour la meilleure.
Pendant les derniers trois mois on a fait beaucoup des choses ensemble des choses avec ma maman et
aussi mon papa. C’est Vraiment cool! J'ai maintenant deux maisons et je suis proche de certains de mes
amis. Ma vie est incroyablement bon.
Moi, mon frère et sœur on fait des voyages avec ma mère et aussi mon père et tous ses voyages
étaient excellents. Même s'il est amusant d’avoir deux maisons et aussi aller sur plus de vacances,
parfois c’est difficile, et des fois je suis triste parce que je manque l’autre parent. Les gens me
demandent si je suis d'accord et si c'est dur. Pour être honnête, c'est difficile mais j’ai mes parents pour
m'aider.
Grâce à cette expérience, j'ai appris qu'il y aura toujours des changes dans la vie, certains pour le
mieux et d'autres pour le pire, mais à la fin même si vous pensez que ton vie est fini, nous ne pouvons
pas changer les choses que nous ne pouvons pas résoudre. La vie est la vie. J’aime ma famille même
si c’est différent avec deux différentes maisons je sais qu'ils seraient toujours la pour moi. Ma vie est
parfait et aussi ma famille.

Sydney is a very funny person who is very kind and caring. She is super athletic and flexible. Sydney is also quite
musically talented and can play the piano and the drums. She is supportive and a great friend. She is definitely
someone that can brighten up your day. Sydney is always there for people when they need it most. You can
always count on her.

Trishia Tabiano
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Le déménagement

E

n décembre 2007, j’ai déménagé des villes avec mes parents, de Montréal à Calgary je me suis
senti de nouveau. Comme toujours la température était assez chaude, une bonne journée pour
déménager. Alors, je vais vous raconter mon histoire de la façon dont ma vie a changé.

J’ai déménagé de villes à cause de la compagnie de mon père. La compagnie Symcor avait fermé
à Montréal alors mon père a eu un transfert d’emploi. Quand j’ai entendu cela, je me suis senti triste
parce que je savais que nous devions déménager des villes. Donc, moi et ma famille on voyage à
Calgary pour prendre une vue de la ville, comme une vacance. C’était ma première fois et ce n’était pas
si mal. Nous sommes restés-la pour presque 2 semaines, et après moi, ma maman et mon grand-papa,
nous nous sommes retournés à Montréal, car notre affaire est à Montréal et mon père est resté.
Après 2-3 mois, mon papa nous a appelés. Il a appelé pour dire à ma famille d’aller à Calgary parce
qu’il a trouvé un travail et une maison où nous pourrions rester. Alors, ma maman a emballé nos choses
puis on a déménagé à Calgary.
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Puis quand on est arrivé, mon père est venu pour me chercher avec ma famille et nous sommes
allés chez mon papa. Quand nous sommes arrivés, on à faite nos valises et ma maman et mon père
sont allés parler de leur emploi et de mon école. Mais moi, je pensais que m’a maman était folle car
mon père ne m’a pas s’inscrit dans une école et la maison que mon père avait acheté est trop chère,
il ne rentre pas leur budget. Je pouvais voir la frustration dans les yeux de ma mère et mon père. Mais
moi, j’étais déterminé pour trouver une école. Puis moi et ma maman, nous avons continuée à chercher
une école.
Alors, il était donc difficile pour moi et mes parents. À ce moment-là j’étais perdue, car je ne savais
pas ce qui se passait. À partir de là, je prends les choses doucement et patience-ment. Mais comme
la vie a continué je me rends compte que la vie n’est pas facile. Il y a toujours des problèmes dans la
vie, mais vous pouvez toujours résoudre votre problème. J’ai appris que vous devez être déterminé et
patiente pour faire quelque chose que vous voulez.

Trishia was born August 27 in Montreal, Quebec. At home, she speaks English and Tagalog. Her classmates all
agreed that Trisha is both nice and smart. For hobbies, she loves dancing to songs by Chris Brown and Ciara.
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Grade 9 & 10

ࣔ(YHU\H[SHULHQFHLVDVWLWFKLQWKHIDEULFRI\RXU
FKDUDFWHU´ – Gary Clausing, Musician

Argentina Vos
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Words Are Not Adequate
“Hell does not exist, except of our own making.
Hell can be dismantled if you have the power for it.” – Unknown

T

here is a sickness. This sickness cannot be healed with copious amounts of sleep and chicken
noodle soup. It eats away at you, consuming your heart until your world is plunged into darkness,
an everlasting night. Self-hatred is a disease, one that we all know is there, but one that no one
has the courage to mention. An alarming amount of teenagers deal with self-esteem issues every day,
and I am not proud to say that I was one of them.
I hated every inch of myself, and I didn’t know how to stop. With eyes like razorblades, I scrutinized
my being, ripping my persona open at the seams with the precision of a skilled doctor. Self-hatred is an
addiction. I became a victim of myself, growing so accustomed to being damaged that I forgot I had
been whole to begin with. There was a voice in my head screaming “worthless” but the worst part
was, it was my own voice. Insecurities will destroy you, unless you find the power to destroy them first.
I can’t pretend as though I had a sudden God-given revelation which, after one day, helped relieve
me of this heavy burden. Learning to love myself was a long and tiresome process. I can’t even be
entirely sure of when I realized I had a problem. It wasn’t healthy to look at myself and pick out every
flaw. It wasn’t healthy to have a predisposed attitude that my every move would be a failure. I could
not speak to anyone, for fear of them judging me as much as I judged myself. Sticking my hands in my
pockets and keeping my eyes on the ground, I shied away from any opportunity given to me, working
overtime to become invisible. If you asked me who I was, or what I planned to do with my life, I would
not give you an answer because I felt no one wanted to hear it.
The truth was that I did not know who I was. All I ever saw was the unnecessary fat on my
thighs, the blemishes on my skin, or the not-good-enough grades. All I ever saw was that I wasn’t
what everyone else seemed to be—perfect. And so the question of what I wanted to do with my life
was simple: I wanted to disappear. I wanted to blend in with the crowd and go unnoticed because
being noticed meant getting hurt. It meant someone could look at me and see straight through my
weakened facade and know how fragile I was, how easily they could break me.
I was lost and wandering, with an empty heart and an overflowing mind. When the days turned
into nights, the silence overwhelmed me because my head was anything but silent. Lying restless
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against my milky white sheets, my thoughts engulfed me. I was drowning, burying myself six feet
under without ever realizing it.
Everything changed when I started writing. People say that words tend to be inadequate, that no
amount of spilling yourself onto a page can describe what you feel inside. I do not believe that. My pen
was my sword, slaying the evil inside of me simply by acknowledging that there was an evil. I wrote
out all the negativity harbored in my heart and everything I had always been too afraid to say. I wrote
of the pain and loneliness I felt, of the beauty I saw around me but not in myself. I wrote of a world
where the blessings were even more plentiful than the condemnations, and I discovered that this world
had been the one in which I had been living the whole time.
When the nights grew long and became too lonesome to bear, I would write until the cool night
sky transformed into hues of pastel pinks and oranges with the rising of the sun. It reminded me that
I could still feel something. It reminded me that I was human and that if I didn’t stop hating myself, I
would turn into a smoldering fire, eventually burning out completely. I didn’t want to be an ember, just
the remnants of who I once was. So I kept on writing. I gave life to my deadened soul and constructed
a safe haven in which no one could hurt me, not even myself. No longer did I want to be an author of
destruction. I wanted to be a creator of beauty, a creator of life. With that in mind, I started the long
and perilous journey along the path of recovery.
Habits die hard. It took a lot of time before I could build myself up instead of tear myself down.
Once I started to love myself, however, the world no longer seemed so dark and cruel, and my mind
became an ally instead of an enemy. Having created my own Hell, I was the only one who could destroy
it. I am merely grateful that I stopped my sickness before it was too late.
Life is a gift of which you only get once, and there’s no use wasting it by wishing you were
someone else. I now know that with wide eyes and an even wider mind, you can make anything
beautiful. The sun will come up eventually, but even if it doesn’t, you can still watch the clouds. Most
importantly, I learned that this world is mine for the taking. There was no use in waiting for someone
to rescue me; I am my own hero, and I now know that I am worth saving.

Argentina comes from a family of seven, with two older brothers, a younger brother and a younger sister. She is
passionate about dancing, reading and writing. One day she hopes to travel the world. For the moment, however,
she is just enjoying life and making the best of every moment.

Raquel Iglesias
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

The Crucible

I
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used to believe that once your mind was swallowed by darkness, you would never see the light;
you would never smile a real smile; and you would never laugh a real laugh. I used to believe that
the monsters crawling around in your thoughts would never be destroyed, that the little remaining
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speck of light would soon be devoured. I used to believe all of this up until last year, up until I learned
that the dark may swallow many souls, but as long as light lives, darkness can never win.
My light was “The Crucible.”
I wasn’t very excited for eighth grade. I’m sure I’m not the only person who wouldn’t want
to return to a school that caused so much pain. A school where darkness strolled around, slowly
beginning to creep into your mind and slowly starting to take over your body. Sadly for me, Westmount
High School was all I knew. Of course I had my best friend, but I knew the bullies from the previous
year would be in the hallways, preparing to pounce on my self-esteem once again.
I was right.
Although none of the bullies were in my class, they still existed. They stopped bullying me face to
face, instead whispering and laughing about me behind my back. Being one of the bigger girls in the
school didn’t help my case either. Self-harm never occurred to me, but faking laughs and smiles did.
The only person who could bring out real ones was my best friend Jade. She could make me do
anything, anything good of course. The best thing she ever made me do was audition for a role in the
school play “The Crucible.” This play was my light. Since my self-esteem was smaller than a tic-tac, I
kept chickening out whenever it came to audition time. “Raquel” she said, “you’re an amazing person
and an amazing actress. Even Miss Stevenson knows you’re a good actress and she’s your drama
teacher. Any part you audition for, you'll get. I know you will. I’ll even wait right outside the audition
room.”
That got my hopes up.
After school that day, Jade and I walked to the audition room. “Good luck,” she said as I walked
into the room. I was nervous about everything; I was even nervous about being nervous.
“Everyone auditioning for the part of Marry Warren please step up.” Miss Stevenson stated. I stood
up and walked to the front of the room. There were only three girls auditioning for Mary. The odds of
me getting the part were good, but I still doubted I would.
Once auditions were over, I walked out of the room feeling worse than ever. “Watch me get a role
as a tree,” I told Jade as we walked to our lockers.
A week later the callback list was posted. I scanned the paper nervously looking for my name.
“Mary Warren—Raquel Iglesias and Emily Heart” the paper read. I jumped in the air and ran to tell
Jade and my close friend Lara. The next week the parts were posted. I was packing my bag to go home
when Lara slammed herself next to my locker screaming “You’re Mary! You’re Mary Warren! Mary Ann
friggin Warren!”
I felt as though my heart had stopped. I had nailed it, I had got the part! “I am? Oh my God, really?
Let’s go see!” I replied, asked, and exclaimed. I immediately dropped my bag, grabbed Lara’s hand,
and ran through the halls like a maniac. I held on to Lara’s hand with my life. Once I arrived at the
auditorium door breathing like Darth Vader, I scanned the list to see if Lara was telling the truth. She
was. I had gotten the part I wanted. I wasn’t a dumb tree; I was one of the lead roles!
The next few weeks were filled with planning meetings. Those were pretty boring: there were no
warm up or acting games. Instead, we just planned rehearsal days and decided who would rehearse
with whom. It wasn’t all bad—I did get to learn about the other cast members.
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It took a couple more weeks for everyone to get settled with each other and start becoming their
characters. We stopped calling one another by our real names and instead by our characters names. For
example, my name was no longer Raquel, it was Mary; and Lara wasn’t Lara, she was Mercy.
The play really changed my attitude towards myself. Of course I still had my insecurities, but every
cast member looked past them and saw me for who I was, not for who I could’ve been. That’s exactly
the way I saw them too. The next month or so zoomed past, but the cast was no longer just a group
of strangers: they were, and still are, my family. As much as I would like to explain how we became a
family, I can’t—it’s all a blur.
I used to think that the darkness would never be stopped, but now I have found a light: my family.
They fought the demons in my head and they made the speck of light explode and cover the darkness.
The Crucible gave me a family. The Crucible saved my life.

Raquel was born in Montreal 15 years ago and moved to Calgary ten months ago. She loves to read, write,
dance and sing but, most of all, she loves to act. Raquel has a passion for working with animals and would like to
pursue a career that allows her to do that, but would also love to act on the side.

Xaverine Tiongan
Third Place – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Hidden Side

W

hen did I lose my ability to smile from the bottom of my heart? Just another jumbled up
question circled through my mind and drove me into deep thoughts. Across the mirror, I saw
sparkling brown eyes and loving smile, but behind this image of positivity was a wall. An
endless, thick wall with cracked bricks and a rotting surface that guarded a hidden, darker side of me.
She sat, hugging her knees with her emotionless eyes which streamed down salty tears. Embraced by
darkness and loneliness, she silently held the burden of questions that tore apart her heart.
What’s the point in having friends when the closer and more attached you are to someone, the
harder and more painful it is to say goodbye? The thought of creating numerous memories to fill my
existence always puzzled me.
Feeling so different and being unable to carelessly enjoy life made me just smile and pretend that
everything was alright. Watching everyone smile and enjoy their meaningful lives made me feel like I
should plunge deeper into a dark abyss. Out of sync with the world, hiding the real emotions locked
inside me—how did I become like this? Always compared to a perfect sister, always found lacking,
always at fault.
This was my torment; becoming a person who always feared getting close to others and getting
hurt. I wasn’t stylish—I dressed in weird clothing that went against fashion—but I stood out as an
individual. I didn’t, however, know who I was. I spent most of my days lying in bed, staring at the
ceiling until I fell asleep. I was searching for who I was and what my identity was, sometimes going into
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a haze and muting out everyone else. I barely left the house—except for school, family quality time or
celebrations.
Then one day I encountered someone who would change the scene of my world. It was as if the
sun’s blinding rays shone on me and the warm wind danced around me. The first time I met him, he
walked up to me; gave me a gentle smile; and looked at me with his hazel eyes. He seemed like the
perfect, popular, and carefree person who everybody loved. He seemed like my sister. He was the type
of person I resented because deep down I knew that I could never be like him.
Many months passed, and no matter how hard I tried to push him away or how many times my
negative attitude annoyed him, he always kept trying to make me smile. It didn’t take long until I found
out about his past; a darker side was also hiding just behind his smile. Despite being bullied, he still
wanted to help others because of his mom. She had almost died, and he had made a vow with God
that he would help anybody in need if his mother survived.
She did, and so he kept his vow.
He taught me about how there will always be others who are suffering more, and how there’s no
way to help them unless we first help ourselves. He told me that there’s nothing worse than watching
someone you care about suffering and not being to do anything. When it gets to that point, we can
either endure everything alone and eventually go mad or share our pain with others and eventually get
stronger.
Some days I still look back to those questions, but I no longer want to just watch people around
me feel pain. He was the only person who understood me, listened to me, and saw me for who I really
was. His presence alone was enough to fill the empty void. He inspired me to become that person to
others. All along I knew who I could be, but I wanted someone to see through my fake smile and to
hold me tight like he did. I will never be as confident or worriless as him, and I will never be able to
understand everything responsible for his smile; however, I’ll never forget him and I hope he will never
forget me.

Xaverine is a grade 9 student. Since she was 8 years old, she had a love for fantasy novels filled with magic and
love. She enjoys drawing and playing online games. A shy girl, she was inspired by a friend to never give up; a
goal she wishes to pay forward to others.
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Kim Chicote
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

A New Perspective

J

unior High, a place full of unfamiliar faces and everyday drama. Middle school created countless
tears, pressures, stress, and unforgettable moments.

It was the first day of school; the first time students saw my appearance and my behaviour.
My heart pounded—what were their first thoughts?—and I was terrified. The older students looked
down on me, turned to their friends, and whispered. Apparently my older sister had been athletic and
intelligent at the school, so people assumed I would be as well. My teachers set high expectations for
me, and my parents did too.
Whenever I didn’t have over a 90% on my report card, they would compare me to my sister and
say, “Your sister had over 90’s in every subject.” If I didn’t make a certain sports team, they would
compare me to her, the all-star. My parents reminded me each day that my education was essential,
and I understood. I studied for every exam, stayed up late each night, trying to reach my parents
expectations. Unfortunately, my best wasn’t enough. An 85% on a unit exam was still not acceptable.
I became my own enemy. I began to think I wasn’t good enough for anyone or for anything. Voices
echoed in my head, calling me stupid and a failure. I never wanted to attend school and became
insecure about myself. I would look in the mirror and agree with the voices.
My room was my refuge, a place to let everything out, a place to be unaccompanied. Being isolated
allowed me to think more negatively about myself. Whenever a friend asked if I was okay, I would fake
a smile and say, “Yeah, I’m perfectly okay.” How foolish it was to not let anyone help me; things only
got worse. The negative thoughts destroyed my mind and I began to think of ways to discipline myself
for not being good enough.
May 21, 2012. I took a sharpener from my pencil case, locked my washroom door and banged the
plastic case against my toilet. My body was lying on the floor, as if I was dead. The cold tiles pressed
against my skin. The blade was in my right hand, moving closer and closer to my left forearm as if
attracted like a magnet. The blade was touching my skin now; I decided to begin. Several bright, red
lines started to appear and a stinging sensation made my arm numb. A sense of relief scared away the
screaming voices in my head, finally.
One day, I pulled my sleeves to my elbows during gym class and a close friend noticed the scars. His
eyes started to water, looking like he had just seen something terrifying.
“I don’t know what happened, but what I do know is that you’re beautiful and you deserve to be
happy. Promise you won’t do this again, please.”
I never wanted to make someone upset. I didn’t know someone cared about me that much. He told
me stories that made me laugh so hard that I cried; he told me about events that made me reminisce.
He showed me that although my best may not always be good enough for everyone, someone will
always appreciate my effort.
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Although half of my junior high year was full of trauma, the other half was packed with
unforgettable memories. From grade seven to this day, I have cherished the good things that have
come. I have met great people that have made my day and created countless memories. Currently, I am
in grade nine. I don’t know what the rest of the year will be like, but I plan to make it full of memories
with the people I love.
Many hardships made me question my life, but I learned that you can either choose to let the
darkness bother and weaken you, or choose to learn from and be strengthened by it. I experienced
many events that made me want to rewind time, but those were the moments that made me realize
that there is so much more to life. To this day, I learn and change from my depression. My deepest and
darkest moments acted as a turning point in my life. They transformed me to become optimistic and
they helped me see new perspectives on life.

Kim’s classmates and friends would like you to know that she is an awesome friend that is easy to talk to and
always there for them. She is active in school and sports. Kim likes hanging out with friends, dancing and eating.
She loves her dog, Coco.

Mer Deng
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Welcoming New Angels
"The burden left by those who have passed will take time to heal, but the love that
they leave no one could ever steal." – Unknown

A

lthough this happened a couple months ago, I always think about that day—about how you can
lose someone close to you at any moment. Because of this day, I now understand that you have
to make as many memories with loved ones as you can. They won’t be here forever. We have to
show compassion and kindness so that we won’t have regret anything and so we will be happy with
the way we’ve treated others.
It was late October of 2013. School had just begun about a month earlier. I hopped off of the last
step of the large yellow bus, just coming back from linkages. I scurried up the pavement. The dry leaves
crunched beneath my feet, as the wind whistled through the trees. I have always thought that autumn
is a beautiful season. I was just about to jog up to my friend when I saw hardened expressions, gloomy
faces, red eyes, and tear stain cheeks on my teachers. Why was the staff so blue?
“Genny, come look at this.” I suggested while I motioned her to the staff room window. She
casually strolled down the pavement to where I was standing. “Why do you think that they are
so upset?” I questioned. “We’re probably just in trouble or something. Don’t worry about it” she
answered. I hoped that she was right.
I had that picture of the staff conjured up in my head. I tried putting the pieces together but they
just wouldn’t fit. I could not make sense of this. I grabbed my last book from my locker, shut the door,
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and walked to class. I plopped into my cold metal seat and waited for the rest of the class to enter.
They soon calmly and casually walked in and took their seats. I had a weird feeling in my stomach—it
felt like a volcano about to erupt.
The teacher walked in, not in her usual joyful, bright, and enthusiastic mood; but rather, in a
broken and saddened version. What was the matter? I thought it was connected with the faculty being
upset in the staff room. “Grade 9s, I have something to tell you.” She was about to break out in tears.
She grabbed a piece of paper from her desk and sat at the stool at the front of the class.
Her hands shook; she took a long, deep breath before she started. “I am very upset and saddened
to tell you that one of your fellow students has passed away. She passed away yesterday.” My teacher
was choking back tears; I was in complete shock. I felt as though I had just got hit in the face with a
ball. “What? No, this cannot be happening!” One of my class mates choked as she ran out of the room
in tears. “Let us pray for her” my teacher continued, but I could not take it anymore, “May I please be
excused?” I asked. “Yes,” she sadly replied. I ran out of the class with tears blurring my vision. I felt as
though my heart had dropped and shattered into many pieces. I couldn’t believe she was gone.
I always thought that the things happening around the world would never affect me. I always
thought that they would never happen to me. I’ve watched TV and heard about all the youth-related
deaths in this country due to bullying, depression, and many other negative factors. When I hear about
all these deaths, I feel badly and want to show compassion to the victim’s family and friends. But really,
I never knew how it felt to lose a close friend or a loved one due to suicide.
I never thought that I would have to go through this burden. Now I look back and I see how selfcentered and heartless I was. I had pity for those who had lost loved ones, but I never knew how it felt.
I never knew until now.

Mer was born in Gambella, Ethopia 15 years ago to Nyanchiw Bany and Deng Nyoch. She is the oldest of 4
children and is also known as Nyamer by relatives. At 5’11” Mer is a very tall basketball player.

Laura Gillian
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Scars
"Sometimes bad things have to happen before good things can." – Becca Fitzpatrick

I

used to wear a sweater or a cardigan every day. I didn’t wear them because I was always cold or
because I liked how they looked. I wore them to hide my arm. On the off chance I wore a t-shirt or
had gym, my arm stuck to my stomach as if it had been sewn on. I stood silently, praying that no
one would see the crimson lines. If someone did see them, I would reply with the overused—but easy
to roll off the tongue—excuse: “My cat did it.”
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Almost every night, I would lock myself in my room; salty tears rolling past my cheeks. I would
take out my blade and dig it into my flesh with several small and strait incisions. Then as my skin tore,
the dark ruby blood would slowly seep out. I would grab toilet paper and quickly clean up. More tears
would flow from my eyes as I watched the water turn pink while the blood drenched paper swirled
down the drain. This sight made me feel worse because I had promised myself that yesterday was the
last time.
It was one promise I knew I couldn’t keep it.
I dreaded school. I had no interest in what I was learning in any of my classes. It was a challenge for
me to focus because all I could think about was how I would rather be home alone sleeping. I was tired
all day—no matter what time I had gone to sleep the night before. When the time finally came for me
to go to bed, I kept myself awake with dark thoughts about how worthless or stupid or ugly I thought I
was.
I hated myself.
Things that I once enjoyed no longer interested me. The worst part was that I felt like I had no one.
I thought that if I told someone, they would push me away, think I was stupid, laugh at me, or call me
weird. It was my problem; I had to face it alone.
I later realized those statements couldn’t have been more wrong. As the days went on, I started to
be less careful with hiding my arm. I was tired of the same old hoodies and cardigans, so I started to
wear short sleeve tops more often. Eventually both my mom and my best friend noticed the cuts. The
first to notice was my best friend. We were sitting together on the bus, and I got too hot; I took off my
hoodie, not worrying about my arm.
He noticed my arm and asked, “Were those all from your cat?” Seeing as he was my best friend,
he knew that my cat was de-clawed. I knew couldn’t use the usual excuse. I told him that I was fine
and that he shouldn’t worry about me. He did worry. He kept quiet because we were with other friends
on the bus, but when I got home later that night, I received many concerned texts. I reassured him that
everything was fine. I hated lying to him; I knew that he was genuinely concerned. It was then that
I realized that I wasn’t alone, that I had someone looking out for me, someone who cared about me
even when I didn’t care about myself.
But it was when my mom saw my arm that really made a difference in me. When she saw the cuts,
I told her the same lie: that she didn’t need to worry and that I was fine. She didn’t believe me; she
knew I wasn’t OK. Later that night, my mom came into my room to talk to me. She spoke slowly and
softly. I could tell that every word was hard for her to say. She asked me a lot of questions—most of
which I didn’t answer. All I could do was stare blankly at the floor. It was what she said after that will
always stay with me. “I can’t let this go… I will always worry about you, even if it’s something small like
slipping on the ice.”
At that moment, my eyes were able to break away from their focus on the floor. I looked up at my
mom—tears welling in my eyes—and I hugged her. We hugged each other so tight I felt as if my limbs
and eyes would just pop out. I didn’t mind; I knew that I had someone who truly cared about me, who
would do anything to help me. It was then that I made a promise to stop; not just for me, but for my
mom, for my best friend, and for everyone who worried about me.
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This time was different. This time I could keep my promise. I had people that were willing to help
me, and I wasn’t alone. I realized that I had no reason to be unhappy. I had a great life with caring
friends and an amazing family. I had lots to live for and my life was just beginning.
I have thrown away my blade. I no longer cut, and I am a much happier person. I don’t feel alone
anymore. I know that if anything is ever going wrong, I have lots of people in my life who are willing to
help me. I now I have a better understanding of life. I realize that life is valuable and that it should be
appreciated. The cuts on my arms are now scars; they will always be there, a constant reminder of my
past. People will always look at them and ask about them, but I can now honestly tell them that I am
fine.
Every time I look down at my arm, I see the scars and remember how sad I felt and what I did. I
don’t, however, only see the negatives. I also remember how happy I felt when my friends told me how
much they care. I remember hugging my mom and I remember feeling supported. What I went through
was hard on me and my loved ones, but now my relationship with my friends and my mom are much
stronger. I realized that something good can always come out of a bad experience. Even though I will
always have those dark memories of pain and despair, they also bring up memories of love, family, and
friendship.

Fifteen-year-old Laura was born in Calgary and has one sister. She is an avid skier and field hockey player. Laura
loves animals and wants to be a veterinarian one day.

Emilia Mehrabi
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Through the Looking Glass

I

stand in front of my mirror, eyes bloodshot red, and staring at my reflection. I think, Will I ever fit
in with ‘them’? For the past three years, they’ve tortured me. Maybe it’s the way I dress. Maybe it’s
the way I speak. Whatever it is, they embarrass me every chance they get. Once, I was getting out
of my desk when one ran next to me and ushered me to the floor. I ended up hitting my head hard
on my desk. Every time I try to forget these moments and every time I try socializing with them, they
always bring up my past and they always bring up painful memories.
I look at the time; it’s two in the morning. The lights are on. I’m standing in my room, looking at
my reflection, and noticing my red eyes. I’m scared to go to school today. What will they do or say that
will make me lose it and go insane again? They insult me every day; and I have to act like it doesn’t
hurt me, so I laugh it off. But when I get home, I sit in my room and cry. I’m not one of “them” and
I’ll never be one of “them.” Maybe it’s because I don’t have the newest iPhone, maybe it’s because I
haven’t dated anyone yet, or maybe it’s because I don’t shop in the same places as they do. Maybe it’s
because I don’t hang out with “popular” people and listen to “popular” music.
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Another day passes, and today I have gym. I’m normally terrified of changing in front of other
judgmental girls. They’ll see my body figure and they will make fun of me. I feel like I don’t fit in
because of how I look. I have skin problems that I’ve been hiding since grade seven. If the other girls
see what I’ve been hiding, they’ll tell others and the bullying will begin again. They’ve bullied me to the
point where I want to fix myself so they’ll finally like and accept me.
No one knows what I’m going through.
They spot numerous flaws in me. Do they think I don’t see my flaws? I try my hardest to fix them,
to impress them and to finally fit in with them. Sometimes they make me afraid to go to school. School
is supposed to feel welcoming and you’re supposed to feel safe there. I always feel like telling the
principal or a teacher, but if I do take action and tell someone, they’ll get into trouble and then they’ll
call me a snitch. If that happens, the bullying will only get worse, trust me. I’ve experienced that way
too many times and I get the pattern. So I feel like they’ve got full control of me; there’s nothing I can
really do at this point.
It’s like a dead end.
I realize that I’m in grade nine and that high school is less than seven months away. A majority of
the bullies are going to one school; I’m going to another—away from them. I won’t have to be near
them or their rumours about me anymore. I’ll be around new people. Maybe they’ll get to know me.
Maybe they won’t judge me.
Grade seven, grade eight, and grade nine have been very life changing for me because I’ve learned
that I shouldn’t have to listen to what others say or think about me. I realize that my life will never be
the same, and if I haven’t been bullied, I would’ve become a different person. I look back at the time;
it is two-twenty in the morning. Turning around, I see my reflection once more. At the end of the day, I
realize it’s not what “they” think of me that matters. It’s about the good I see in myself.
My life isn’t perfect. It’s not how I dreamed of in my fantasy and it’s not how I pictured junior high.
My life, however, is as good as it can get—with or without the bullies—and I must appreciate it. I have
supportive friends who stand by my side every day. Because of them, I don’t feel alone. I realize that I
have people who love and care for me. I wipe away my last tear, turn off the light, and hop into bed. I
have hope that the new day will bring happiness.

Emilia is fourteen years old, born and raised in Calgary, Alberta. She is a very dedicated student. Emilia hopes to
pursue a career in medicine after high school.
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Maria Theresa Teves
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Canada: Land of Opportunities

C

oming to a new country far from my homeland was a frightening experience. I left behind my
friends, my close-knit family and all my memorable possessions. All that I was left with was a suitcase of clothes and memories of times gone by. It’s especially difficult for a young child around the
age of five to come to terms with.
As a child I was insecure, having only a few true friends and an abundance of relatives, most of
which were my direct family. The second youngest in my household, I was frequently compared to
my older siblings and expected to follow in their rather large footsteps. Sure I was helped out by said
siblings, and of course I thoroughly understood that I was loved by my family, but I was just the girl that
stayed home and didn’t wish to leave the comforts and safety of her family’s abode. I was five years old
and couldn’t understand what the future would bring, so I didn’t want things to change.
After a few months, I was told that I would be going to a new place called Canada with my family.
I was distraught and frustrated with this proclamation, as I would leave behind the few friends and
family that I had known throughout my life. I feared that all the memories would fade away over time
and that all the relationships that I had developed would become meaningless. Soon after, questions
about this strange, new country jumbled around in my head as my parents packed. I still did not know
much about that nation, but what little information I could scrounge up showed a frigid land of ice
which didn’t ease my worries.
The day of our plane trip to Canada came too soon. The months spent packing and planning
seemed to have blurred together. Sitting in the airport, waiting patiently in my coat, brought wondrous
sights and sounds. The chatter of all the families wishing departing loved ones farewell, as well as the
magnificent airport itself almost made me a nervous wreck, but after saying goodbye to my cousins
and boarding the plane, I readied myself for a new life.
The plane swiftly gained altitude, reaching heights that I found incredible, but the sights to be
seen outside the window were fantastic. The crashing of aquamarine waves against sandy shores, the
gently rolling plains of countries below and the mighty ice peaked mountains that drew closer were
simply unforgettable. Soon, the aircraft began its slow descent onto land once again. The plane landed
abruptly and as I stepped out from within the plane, I was amazed. Canada, it seems, had a natural
beauty to it. As my family trailed into the airport, we came across some friends. The grown-ups talked
with each other avidly, while the children piled into the cars.
The car ride seemed to blur, as we had soon reached what was going to be our new home. Inside,
a festive occasion had erupted, filled with warm greetings and delicious food. A few hours into the
night and our newfound friends said their goodbyes, leaving us to settle and unpack our belongings.
Weeks later, I found myself in front of a kid’s worst nightmare, school. My mother encouraged me to
introduce myself to what would be my new kindergarten class. Shyly, I walked into the class which
was in the midst of reading a book. My teacher inquired as to whom I was and I responded nervously.
During break, I found my fellow classmates surrounding me, questioning and welcoming me. Shocked,
I soon realized that they were talking to me, that they wanted to befriend me. My life seemed to take

44 |

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

Alberta

off from there. I apparently had a talent to excel in my studies, and I discovered that I was great at art.
I slowly emerged from my shell to become who I was meant to be. With my friends that I appreciate
and family that love me to bits, I realized a few years later that my arrival to Canada marked my new
beginning, giving me just the opportunity that I needed to become who I am today.

Maria’s classmates and friends would like to you know that she is bright and creative. They also describe her as
quiet but sassy. Maria is determined, probably because she is the fifth of eight siblings in her family. Her favourite
genre of books is fantasy.

Julia Thompson
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Calgary Catholic School District

Changing Perspective and Perseverance
"The pessimist complains about the wind; the optimist expects it to change;
the realist adjusts the sails." – William Arthur Ward

I

used to be the type of person who would give up when the going got tough. I was the kind of
sailor who would see a cloud in the sky and turn back at the slightest possibility of a storm. If I
couldn't do something, I would quit because I didn’t know how to handle failure. For a long time,
I thought this was acceptable; however, as I got older people started to expect commitment. Quitting
halfway just wasn't going to cut it anymore. By grade four, I realized I needed to change. I just wasn't
sure how.
When I was ten, my parents took my sister and me on a trip to Mexico. An eight hour flight
dropped us off in what was easily paradise compared to the frozen wasteland of Calgary in midFebruary. On our third day in Mexico, my dad convinced me to try snorkeling.
After being stung by a jellyfish the day before, I was reluctant at first but eventually persuaded
myself to give it a go. Frustration rapidly crept over my body as the salty water leaked into my goggles
and the rolling waves threatened to push me under. My will-power was fading fast just as an irregularly
shaped round disk appeared in my peripheral vision. It wasn’t an ordinary shell; it was a sand dollar!
A deep inhale and a flick of my flippers plunged me down until I could grasp my hand around the
sand dollar. My chest swelled with pride—that may have been the air in my lungs bursting to get out—
and I propelled myself back to the surface. With a beaming grin plastered to my face, I paddled back
to shore. Gingerly, I placed the sand dollar on a table to dry before dashing back to the sea in search of
more.
When I returned empty handed to the table, the sand dollar appeared the same; however, as I
gently picked up the disk, it shattered into a million pieces. Slowly, the disappointment of my only sand
dollar breaking began to sink in. Stunned and distraught I broke down sobbing on the beach. My tears,
salty like the sea, dripped off my sun burnt cheeks and splashed into the sand before evaporating,
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meaningless and inconsequential. Realizing I was crying, my dad immediately rushed over to figure out
what had gone so wrong.
"I know you’re upset, but tears won't fix anything,” he said. “You need to change your perspective
on this. One broken sand dollar isn't the end of the world. I'm not promising you will find another one,
but you’ll never know if you stop trying.”
His words echoed in the back of my head but I didn’t hear the meaning. With a heavy heart, I
stood up and walked quickly back across the beach to avoid scorching my feet on the hot white sand.
Strapping on my flippers with a growing determination, I waddled into the sea and let powerful strokes
pull me into the Pacific. Peering through my goggles, I glided back over the aquatic world below.
Beautiful corals stood as statutes with fish parading around them. Kelp spread out like blooming
flowers twisting and turning to the rhythm of the sea. Suddenly, shifting currents exposed a cluster of
at least ten of the smooth white disks nestled within the kelp. The moment my fingers grasped the first
sand dollar, a rush of triumphant joy tingled down my spine. As streaks of sunlight led me back to the
world above, I thought about what my dad had told me with a new understanding.
My dad was right. Perseverance allowed me to realize I couldn’t go on complaining about every
little problem life threw my way. Realizing that sometimes you only need to adjust your perspective to
solve a problem has been one of the greatest lessons of my life. You can choose to hope for change
or be negative about it but change is constant and coming to terms with it has allowed me to benefit
from the outcome.

Fourteen-year-old Julia was born and raised in Calgary, Alberta. She enjoys drawing, water colour painting and is
a very active participant in her school’s athletic program. Julia credits her love of reading for helping to develop
her writing skills.
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Grade 11 & 12

ࣔ$PDQ VFKDUDFWHULVKLVIDWH´ – Heraclitus, Philosopher

Natasha Wright
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Board of Education

Paisleigh Maye

H

ave you ever felt so alone that you gave up on your faith? Have you ever felt so depressed that
no matter how much smoke you inhaled, no matter how many pills you swallowed, and no
matter how many times you greeted the glazed over bottom of glass bottles, you still felt like
sadness used you as its personal marionette? Do you know what it’s like to not be able to look at
yourself in the mirror without crying? Every time I did, it brought me back to where I started. Despite
them being hidden, I saw the life’s worth of scars I carried with me every day.
That is until I met Paisleigh Maye.
At that time, I couldn’t tell you what it was. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t even tell you what day
it was. For years I looked for love in all of the wrong places, and most of the time I didn’t even know
what I was looking for. I just knew that it must be something that would make me feel like I wasn’t a
waste of life. At times I thought I had found that love, but it turned out to be another scar to add to
my already excessive collection. I was constantly fighting a battle with death.
At times I thought death was that love I was looking for, but I would always awake to the same
cruel world I longed to run away from. Every time I failed, my addiction grew more and more hungry.
When I fed it, I would constantly tell myself I was a piece of trash and that’s all I would ever be like it
was a compliment. You could say abuse and I were lifelong friends.
Even though I knew Paisleigh Maye was already by my side, I ignored it. I was afraid it would
feed my pain’s ever growing addiction. I knew I was going against every belief I thought I had, but it
didn’t matter. What mattered was that next inhale of my toxic love that would help numb my anxiety
momentarily. I didn’t want to see what I was doing to myself. I figured it didn’t matter. I already hated
myself so much I didn’t care what happened to me.
That is until I finally saw Paisleigh Maye.
It felt like all the air had been taken from my lungs. My heart was crushed. I lay staring, feeling like I
was suddenly paralyzed. I had never felt so much hate for what I had done. All I could think in my head
was that I was going to ruin this child’s life. With the person I was, I told myself that no one would
want a mother like me even if I was to change. For the next nine months, I was anxious.
At only sixteen years of age I was going to do this alone and not even the word ‘terrified’ could
have explained how I had felt. I was told constantly that I wasn’t going to be able to do it. I cried
every night already apologizing for being such a failure of a parent. It wasn’t like crying every night
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was something new to my routine. I was continuously criticized by words and looks of disgust. I fell
pregnant at the age of fifteen and was a disgrace in most of society’s eyes. If only they knew how I had
really felt before. But I didn’t care; I was going to be a mom.
Then the time had come. I wasn’t ready—not yet—but I knew no matter how much time I had I
still wouldn’t be. It was like waves. Nothing could prepare you for what was to come. It had felt never
ending, yet it all happened so fast. Just when I thought I was about to give up, I heard her. It was if the
earth stood still. I couldn’t ever find the words to explain what I felt, but I knew I had finally found the
love I was looking for.
Paisleigh Maye taught me how to really love. She didn’t see me how others did. It didn’t matter to
her how old I was or what my reputation held. She didn’t know how extensive my addiction to abuse
was. She simply knew I was her mom, and she loved me anyway.
I still will never understand how someone who is so scarred and broken can create a life so
innocent and beautiful. Paisleigh Maye is the reason why I’m alive today. She saved me from my past
and was the reason I quit my addictions. She made me realize that I can’t find love through abuse and
that I can finally put my trust into someone. She’s the reason why I strive to become a better person. I
know that no matter what life throws at me, I can fight through it. Becoming a mom gave me the selfworth I never had. And it’s all because I met my Paisleigh Maye.

Natasha is a seventeen-year-old student. She’s the mother to a beautiful girl named Paisleigh, who is the
inspiration for this narrative. Natasha aspires to receive a Bachelor of Education degree and dreams of teaching
history overseas.

Jesse Wright
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Board of Education

The Monster

I

t had a hold on my life for so long. For two long years I let the monster take over my life. I let her
do this to me; I let her introduce me to the demon she had within.

Was it really coming to an end? Could this actually be possible? The one thing that saved me
from myself and my thoughts for so long had been my best friend. My best friend was the one thing
that had shown me a sense of happiness and had helped me understand why my world came crashing
around me. It was my one sense of comfort. The only thing I had left I now had to abandon. But I was
terrified to let go and not sure that I could. My fears were paralyzing and overwhelming me.
What was I going to do?
As I was sitting in the bathroom with a heavy chest and a rush of emotions, I stared down at the
sign that told me I had to leave my best friend behind, that told me I had to let go and forget it all.

48 |

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

Alberta

My best friend? Even though it was slowly destroying me? But I couldn’t live without it; I wasn’t
willing to. It had given me every answer to every question I had wanted to ask her for years. Why did
it have such a strong hold on her? What kept bringing her back to it? I finally understood because the
monster had taken me over too. I had become something I had despised; I had become her.
I was no better.
It called out my name like it did to her. It whispered sweet nothings in my ear and said, “I’m here
waiting for you. It won’t hurt, just one more time.” Was this really what I wanted for my life—to be
just like her? To live this lifestyle for years on end, to possibly never get out of it? Or could I get out
now, and endure the battle? To start fresh and make something of myself for not only me, but for the
beautiful baby I had growing inside of me? I knew at that moment that I had to go through with it.
This was my awakening; my time to shine brighter than ever before.
I had not known about the baby until then, but I already loved it and wasn’t willing to do what
my mother had done to me. I did not want my child experiencing the things I had to. But was I strong
enough to defeat a creature that controls, manipulates, and destroys the souls it captures?
I had made my mind up; I knew what had to be done. I would not let the monster make my
decisions for me anymore. I had to leave for my sake. I had to leave so I could prove to everyone that I
could be better than she ever was.
Late that night, I started packing. I would tell her in the morning that I had to leave. But could I?
She disappeared from my life for eight years and missed so much that she should have been around
for. She was finally with me, in my grasp and where I could keep her. I might have the chance to have
the mother I always longed for. Could I abandon her like she had us? I had to; the monster was still
strong inside her. It had more of a grasp on her than I ever did. Leaving her was the only way I could
win this battle and defeat the monster I thought my friend.
I had come to the realization that it was a monster, a monster that had stolen her from me. It does
nothing but ruin lives and make people into something they’re not. Being emotionless is not human,
and that’s what I was. I had become her: emotionless, empty, and uncaring.
No more questions and no more debates. I had to leave the monster and her behind. I had to take
that first step towards a better life.
I stared back down at the positive sign that was staring back at me. Was I ready for this? How
would I make it work? I didn’t care at that moment in time. I would try my best and figure it out for
me and my unborn child. I had to at least try. I couldn’t be like her anymore; I couldn’t let the monster
take over my life. It was killing me, and it was going to hurt my unborn child if I didn’t stop. I couldn’t
handle that thought.
I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing what the monster had done to me. No color in my face,
no meat on my bones, thinning hair and cheek bones sticking out. I was frail, breakable, emotionless,
scarred, and damaged. Will that look change? Can I be… me again? Can I be bright-eyed, lively and
beautiful again? Could I win the battle this time? Could I defeat the monster? Would it keep calling my
name?
“It can try,” I told myself, “but it will never win again.”
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I didn’t need it to hold me up anymore. I didn’t need it to hide me any longer. I can be independent
and can work through problems on my own. I knew I could defeat it as I stared into the eyes in the
mirror. I saw new-found determination, strength, and confidence.
If I didn’t do this now, I would never be able to release the monster that was taking over, would
never be able to say goodbye. If not now, then never—and I have no better reason than I do now.
I was about to be something I never thought I would be at the age of sixteen. I was going to be a
mother, a real mother.

Jesse is an eighteen-year-old student. She is the mother to a beautiful and happy 16 month old baby boy named
Kayden, who was her turning point in life. He has pushed her to do better for herself and aim for her Master’s
degree in psychology so that she can give him a life she never had.

Ahliyah St. Denis
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Catholic School District

Everything Happens for a Reason

C

harming, intelligent, funny with a great smile who gives you butterflies and makes you feel good
inside. Anyone come into mind? If so, then that’s one thing we have in common.

It all began on the first day of eighth grade in social class. I remember glancing to the corner
of a dull classroom and seeing this boy; my stomach was instantly engulfed by butterflies. This moment
is still so fresh and vivid in my mind that it’s nearly impossible to forget. If I could go back in time,
however, I would tell myself to turn the other way around. But let’s be honest here: he was too cute!
Nothing could have possibly stopped me from looking in his direction. This boy taught me a lot more
about relationships than I had ever thought possible. He taught me that I shouldn’t make such a big
deal out of tiny details, that a relationship is between two people not three, and last but not least, that
not everything lasts forever.
I’m not quite sure if it’s just me, but I’m kind of a drama queen when it comes to guys. I always end
up taking things completely out of context without even trying; if being a drama queen was a talent,
then I’d have it mastered. One particular moment that stands out like a sore thumb for me would
be when I gained the courage to walk straight up to him. I told him that I liked him, and he replied
with “cool.” Words cannot articulate just how embarrassed I was. I did not prepare myself for that to
happen nor do I think anyone else would have. I was hoping for more of an, “Oh my God! I like you
too! I’ve been waiting for this moment my whole entire life!”
I guess you could say that I have the tendency to be a tad overdramatic.
I remember when we first started going out, he didn’t text me for one day—not a week or a month
or a year—and I went completely ballistic. I started jumping to conclusions about things that I could’ve
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said or done wrong; it turned out that he just had a hockey practise. Can you say crazy? From now on,
I’m definitely going to think twice about how I act in certain situations.
Girls can sometimes get themselves involved in each other’s business—regardless of the topic. It’s
pretty much second nature to us. My best friend thought it would be “helpful” to text this boy and tell
him all of the things that he and I were doing wrong. That was my job, but I guess I was just being a
chicken and didn’t want to bring it up myself.
It didn’t much help the situation.
If anything, it made the situation worse. I remember that he didn’t speak nor look at me for almost
an entire week. I’m not going to lie, that really got me. My best friend got tired of hearing me talk
about it, so she sent him the longest, bluntest text I have ever seen in my entire life. It wasn’t exactly
the kindest body of words out there. To give you an idea of how brutal it was… she probably would
have gotten suspended for verbal abuse if a teacher got their hands on it.
I’m not going to lie, I probably would have dumped myself if I were him. To this day, I still feel
horrible about it, but I can’t do anything about it now. It happened and I learnt from it. Let’s just hope
that the next time I get into a relationship, I start speaking for myself and keeping others out. Don’t
get me wrong—I love my best friend to death, but I would not under any circumstances want to date
her. I mean, I can admit that speaking to guys is not my forte, but in my next relationship I am definitely
going to use the mouth that the Lord blessed me with.
The last lesson that this boy has taught me is that not everything lasts forever. This is one that was
and continues to be the hardest to soak in. I liked this boy for almost four whole years and when he
finally liked me back I was on top of the world: of course it is hard for me to let go. Even if half of
the things that happened were situations I created in my head, I was still genuinely happy with him.
When you find that in a person, you want to hold onto it and never let go. As cheesy as that sounds it’s
insanely true. Most relationships you experience are meant to be short and sweet—nothing more. And
that’s exactly what I believe this was.
I have my whole life ahead of me, but it is pretty sickening to think that I also have many more
heart breaks ahead of me.
This boy will never be forgotten. At one point, he was my most favourite hello, my most favourite
face, my most favourite warm embrace, my most favourite daydream, and my least favourite goodbye.
I’m truly grateful that I had the opportunity to meet him. There is not a single thing that does not
remind me of him in some twisted way, and there is not a doubt in my mind that getting over him is
going to be in an internal struggle with my innermost self. I truly wish nothing but the best for him
and I hope that one day I run into him and we are able to look at each other with nothing but pure
happiness. Everything comes around full circle, and really, only God knows what will happen in the
future. After all, everything does indeed happen for a reason.

Ahliyah, 17 years old, is currently in Grade 11 and lives in Calgary, Alberta. She loves to write and is very
passionate about singing. After completing high school, Ahliyah plans to attend university and pursue a career in
nursing. She hopes that with her positive attitude and hard work ethic, she will be able to help motivate others to
achieve their goals.
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Brooklyn Boisjoli
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Board of Education

Just a Tad More Hope

M

y fight or flight response is kicking in again. I can feel my heart pounding out of my chest.
My senses are sharp. Although I am a very anxious person, I have become accustomed to this
panicked feeling; I even like to think that I embrace it. I’m standing at the podium, staring out
at the crowd in front of me. Doctors, brain surgeons, and journalists—you name it—are all here to
listen to what I have to say.
A little while ago I wouldn’t have believed that these people truly cared. My first instinct was to
assume that everyone was judging me, looking down on me. It was how I perceived myself. Not long
ago I tried to end my life; I was tired of feeling hopeless and angry. I never would have thought that
feeling could possibly change this much. I guess it happened because I started to believe the stories
people would tell about me. I lost faith in myself.
I was just thirteen years old when I lost my virginity. Most people would call it rape because I wasn’t
conscious, but that word sounds so crude to me. The rumours and lies never seemed to give up, but I
didn’t have the self-respect to fight them; instead, I became them. I started seeing a guy; he was quite
handsome and he was good with words. I thought he gave me the drugs because he cared about me
and wanted to help me feel better, but I soon learned this was not the case. I was so insecure and not
looking for a physical relationship, but he, on the other hand, did not feel the same way. He would get
me so high that I didn’t even know where I was, and then he would get what he wanted.
There were many occasions when I just couldn’t handle it anymore and I would try to commit
suicide, but it always seemed to be that the dose was never high enough, or the cut wasn’t deep
enough. For a long time I believed it was because I was a coward, but I like to think that it was because
deep down, I knew that the world couldn’t possibly be as cruel as I blamed it to be.
I was not always aware of the impact that my external environment had on my internal feelings.
The drugs, abuse, and lies were a norm for me. I bottled up my relentless emotions and fed them with
bad relationships and denial; they were ready to erupt at any moment. I am a very malleable person,
and I had surrounded myself with many unfavourable people who shaped me with their negativity. I
felt trapped in this vicious circle and it was emulated in my every thought and feeling. I just needed a
little bit of hope.
Hope finally came to me in the form of a person named Tyler, and it sprung me back into life. Even
though I wasn’t ready to accept it, I knew that things were going to change. After a very close suicide
attempt, I was admitted to the mental health unit at the Foothills Hospital. At the time this was the
worst thing that could happen to me, and I truly convinced myself that I did not belong there.
Tyler visited me as often as he could, and we would play card games and talk. I hadn’t ever had
someone speak so honestly and listen so sincerely to me before. I hadn’t heard from my old boyfriend
since being admitted, and he had already found someone new. It seemed like everything was falling
into place. I now had a sober mind, a reason to live, and someone who cared. Unfortunately, I didn’t
have the acceptance to learn from my mistakes. I really did want to be healthier for Tyler and my
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siblings, so I agreed to try medication. But not long after getting out of the hospital, I slipped back into
my old habits. I still needed more reasons, just a tad bit more hope.
The reason came to me in an unexpected way: my sweet baby boy Wesley. Tyler and Wesley gave
me the support and hope I had been searching for. My head is clear, and they have helped shape my
ambition which is now so strong. I wake up every day looking forward to life. Creating a stable future
for my son motivates me to be the best me I can be. It brings me so much joy to see Tyler spending
time with our son, and instilling the values in him that I look up to in my role models. I still have a lot
to learn about life, but something big for me has changed, and that is my willingness to learn from my
mistakes and the desire to reach my full potential.
This brings me back to my thank you speech. I don’t have much else to give so I have written a
thank you letter to this organization called Soroptomist, which means “best for woman.” They have
been very generous donors; they provide funds to Highbanks’ Society, a non-profit organization that
gave me the positive community and support that I needed. Being a full time student and mother, I do
not have much time to make money. I have been given the opportunity I so desperately needed to have
independence and provide stability for my son. It is still hard for me to wrap my head around the fact
that there are so many caring people out there; they give so much and expect nothing in return. I have
met many people like this in the last year, and it has changed the way I view this world and the society
I live in today. It has given me the confidence to make my own story and to write it the way I want to
this time.

At 17 years of age, Brooklyn is an active member of the student body at school. She has a two-year-old son
named Wesley and loves spending time outside with him. She aspires to receive a degree in human resources,
and she plans to work for a non-profit organization that will allow her to empower young women.

Rayna Krekoski
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Board of Education

The Sunny Side of Hell

I

was always resentful towards the life that I had known. I wasted years on the call of my sweet
demons. So when I was trying to better myself, something like this had to happen. I had never
believed in God, but I did then just so I could hate him. Perhaps the moment was supposed to test
my patience, or perhaps the devil was playing my notes like the strings on his guitar.
Of course I caved; I wasn’t strong enough to face myself.
My reflection became my biggest fear. I didn’t know who or what would stare back at me, so I
didn’t look. I was too ashamed. I blamed myself for what happened that cold spring night.
On a May long weekend, a piece of me was taken by the greed of a stranger.
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I woke up to the image of my clothes lying in a back alley; I had to re-collect myself. Pieces of my
pride were scattered and distorted in the dirt; I lay there breathless. I was afraid to breathe. I knew that
once I did, those moments would become real. At that point, I was grateful for my drunken state; it
made the bitter pill of reality easier to swallow.
I buried the pain of that night under a blanket of disbelief, feeding my demons more and more.
Lines perfectly synced helped me feel something. Late nights and early mornings covered the emotions
I was too afraid to face. Razors drew liquid poison from my veins; morals dripped softly to the floor. I
became a witness to my self-inflicted suffering because suicide didn’t compare to the rush of pain.
Escaping the reality of that night would be a run from the sunlight, forever hiding in the water of
darkness. But drowning myself was easier than accepting this cruel, cold world.
Finally, I acknowledged that monsters existed outside my head, and that they ran as freely as I once
did.
I had stopped going to therapy. I knew that everything she had spoken was the truth. Still, I chose
not to believe her; I wanted to continue being wrong. I kept my bad habits dangling on a chain that
flowed so close to my chest. They contaminated every beat of my heart fiercely, but I never feared the
conflict between my head and my heart. I wanted to be broken; it made me feel somewhat alive.
Next, I hid in the deepest corners of my unknown, waiting. I waited for the sun to hit my darkened
sky, allowing the horizon to guide me to a less empty place. But morning raised and that sun was still
eclipsed; my breath containing the evidence of another self-pitied night.
At this point, I was attending treatment and trying to recover from addiction. I felt as if the words
were written clear across my forehead, so instead of letting them come up with solutions, I stood up
and shared what I could. Choking, I felt as if I were going to vomit. I decided that the only way to settle
the storm was just to say it:
“I relapsed all weekend. I gave into the whispers of my devil, and in return, I was raped. I don’t
know much besides waking up in the hospital and being reminded each time I’d fully come out of my
black out. I have no details, no real recollection. I’m fine though, I guess… Shit happens.”
Blank faces with expressionless looks glanced up at me. I could feel the sympathy of my group
members. But sympathy wasn’t going to take this burden off my back.
A day or two after, I received a phone call from my mother. I was living in a group home out in
Calgary, and she was out in Kelowna. Sixteen, broken, bruised, and scared senseless, I was so lost.
The number on my cell phone gave a shock to my spine. A warm chill ran through my blood, boiling
at a soothing temperature. “Baby girl I had a terrible dream about you, are you okay?” I tried so hard
to contain myself—no need in her feeling guilty. I started off quietly saying that I was fine, but as the
sound of the “e” faded, I broke loose.
I continued to tell her the story of what happened. She was on the next plane to see me. Her red
sobbing eyes shared not only an apology for what had happened to me that night, but an apology
for everything. The warmth of her arms around me was something I feared I’d never get to feel again.
Unconditional love: I finally knew what that felt like.
To this day, I still try to justify why something so heartless could happen to someone. I’ve reasoned
that justifying it won’t change anything. Not a lot of good has come from that night, but something
that has forever changed my life did. My relationship with my family was rebuilt. The comfort that I’ve
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longed for from my mom has finally settled in. I’ve come to realize that she has always cared and loved
me, that I was important and meant something after all.
Life definitely isn’t fair, and it may not always work in your favour, but your ability to make it
or break it can define the lessons life throws at you. I’ve found dignity in who I am today, and I am
satisfied with my morals and accomplishments. Setbacks only burn if you leave those wounds open.
May 2011 is one of my proudest scars; a feature of family, strength, acceptance, and self-forgiveness.

At the age of 19, Rayna has overcome many barriers and setbacks in life. She continues to grow and improve
herself through the experiences that her journey has given her. In the early weeks of September, she’ll be
expecting a beautiful baby girl. Rayna is devoted to giving her daughter a life full of love, happiness and
opportunity.

Anna Llerena
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Catholic School District

My New Future

E

ver since I was a small child, I’ve had big dreams of graduating high school. I have wanted to
flourish through my post-secondary schooling, start a career, and be successful in life. My father
always told me to never make poor choices. That way, I won’t fail to reach my goals like some of
my family members have. I would always say to him that “I will never let that happen,” but nothing in
life is certain. Sometimes God has his own plan for us. When I was only 17 years old, I found out that I
was pregnant.
After I learned of the newly existing life within me, my mind became consumed by so many
questions: what will become of my future now? What will my parents say? What will my peers and
teachers think of me? Suddenly, my whole life had changed and I had found myself in a spiritual battle
as dark thoughts of abortion rooted into my mind. Before my pregnancy, I had firmly stood against the
selfish act of abortion; but now, I found myself faced with the horrifying decision. “It’s all going to be
okay. I will support you no matter your choice, and we will get through this together,” my partner told
me. I felt blessed to have such comfort and then I realized that I was not alone.
When I was 9 weeks into my pregnancy I decided to take on the role of being a teen mom and
resolved to face any hardships that would come my way. Initially, the choice was extremely difficult.
As I struggled, however, I heard a line from a song that moved me and spoke to my heart: “Choosing
our life over your life meant your death.” These lyrics were so powerful that I will never forget them.
Although I already knew which choice was the right one, fear controlled my thoughts for nearly two
months. These lyrics helped me realize what I really wanted; deciding to keep the baby has brought me
more happiness than I could ever imagine.
Being pregnant and then being a teen mother was going to cause a lot of changes in my
relationships, plans for the future, and responsibility. At fourteen weeks, my belly was starting to get
bigger and I knew that I would have to tell my parents. I was obviously terrified because I knew how
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disappointed they would be. When you’re pregnant in high school, it’s impossible to escape judgment;
there are hundreds of people with something to say about you. I was scared to stay at the same school
because I didn’t want to lose my friends. It’s not easy being in Grade 12 and having to think of all the
things you will have to face. Being pregnant at 17 has been a scary journey so far, but it has made me
stronger and has become easier with each passing day.
Does being a young parent ruin your future? There’s a common misconception that having a
child while you’re young will ruin your future. We hear constantly in the media that having kids as a
teenager will stop you from pursuing your goals. Truthfully, however, more students today are dropping
out because of substance abuse than they are because of pregnancies. In fact, most teen moms stay
in school and finish their educations. Personally, I see parenting as a blessing. I know that I will be very
committed to my baby, that I will be the best mother I can be, and that I will always be motivated to
provide the best future I can.
I will work as hard as I can towards being successful. Everyone has a turning point in their life—
mine just happened to be when I became a teen mom. To me, being a young mom means that I will
meet my little angel a little earlier then we should have, but it also means I get to love her a little
longer. Some people say that my life has ended, but I say that my life has just begun. She didn’t take
away from my future; she just gave me a new one.

Anna is an eighteen-year-old high school student in Calgary, Alberta, who will be graduating in June 2014 after
having her baby in May, hopefully on her due date of May 30th. Anna plans to continue her education after
her baby girl's birth using her scholarships and grants to go college to study Fashion Marketing and Business
Administration. Anna has wonderful support from her partner Reno and both of their families as well as the
Catholic School Board, so being a good mother and a successful student is possible and part of her future.

Kathryn MacMullin
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Catholic School District

A Job for the Better

“C

an I please have that?” This is something I have asked constantly ever since I can remember.
Whenever something caught my eye, or whenever I knew that other people had something
I liked, I automatically wanted it to be mine. The thought of something being expensive or
unnecessary never occurred to me, and trust me, these are the types of things I asked for. My mom is
a single mom, so these purchases must have been hard. I would beg and beg until she finally gave up
and put whatever I wanted in the cart. Any passerby would be able to see the reluctance in her eyes
and hear it in her voice, but she nevertheless bought it.
When I was around 5 or 6 years old, my dad passed away. Ever since then, my mom always tried
her hardest to make me happy. She was there for me one hundred percent of the time, spending a
lot of money on the pointless things I desired: Barbie Dolls when I was little, multiple hair styling tools
when I was a bit older, and clothes and brand name goods not too long ago. You could say I had no
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knowledge on the value of money. I simply thought that if you had money, you should spend it on
what you like. Fortunately, this type of thinking changed when I decided to get my first job.
A lot of my friends had jobs and they would always talk about getting their paychecks and having
money of their own. I never really cared because having a job wasn’t something I wanted or even
thought about. That was only until the day my cousin said she wanted to go apply at places and asked
me to come for support. When she finally got hired after many applications, she was so happy it was
contagious. I found myself constantly asking her about her job; if she liked it; if it was easy; how much
money she made. Basically, I asked her any question I came up with. Even though you could tell she
was tired after a long day at work, she was still really excited about all of her money.
It was after a month after she got her job that I decided I wanted one too. I wouldn’t have to ask
my mom for things, and I would have control over my own money.
I spent countless hours trying to figure out where I wanted to work, how I wanted my résumé
to look, and how many hours I wanted to be working. After I applied at my first choice, I was really
disappointed when I didn’t get a call back. I then realized that applying for a job wasn’t going to be a
“walk in the park.” It had been two weeks since I started applying, and I was almost ready to give up
when I thought about applying at a store called Bath & Body Works.
I own a lot of their products and I always go there to pick up new things, so I thought it was a
good idea. When I dropped off my résumé, they immediately gave me an application and said I would
get an interview the week after. I was so excited and really wanted the job. Doing my interview was
very easy and I got hired on the spot! I was ready to work my hardest and start making my own money.
When I went for my orientation, I thought it would be easy and that there wouldn’t be much to do.
But I was wrong. I had to learn a lot of rules and procedures, and I was constantly doing something.
When I got home, I knew working was going to be very tiring. When I worked my very first shift, I
knew I was right. Even though it was really fun and exciting, there was plenty to do. I realized many
tiring hours would have to be worked to make a lot of money, but I was ready for it.
After a while, it finally dawned on me that making money was not easy. There is so much hard
work that goes into each and every job, and to make more, you have to work more. That’s when it hit
me. I remembered all those times my mom spent her hard earned money on something completely
pointless and it made me feel terrible. That was my turning point. Thanks to my new job I had finally
developed a respect and understanding of money, and I had learned how to spend it wisely.
Now, I always save my money whenever I can, but I’m okay with spending it on my mom. Normally
she doesn’t buy things for herself, so whenever I see something she would like, I try to get it for her.
As for myself, I definitely do not buy what I want just because it’s in style or a certain brand. I check the
price to see if it’s reasonable, and always make sure it’s something I really want or need. I think buying
things to spoil yourself is good, but only if it’s once in a while. My question at the mall went from “Can
I please have that?” to “Do I really need that?”

Kathryn is a grade 11 student who enjoys writing and telling jokes with friends. She wants to travel and
experience new cultures. Most importantly, she encourages others to be cost conscious while spending, but to
have fun and enjoy shopping for things needed.
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Lawrence Nguyen
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Catholic School District

Every Man's Life Ends the Same Way

I

t is funny how time flies by faster the older we get. Or at least… our perception of it does. It is
almost like the mind is naturally telling us to stop wasting precious moments of life. Of course,
there is a more scientific reason for this; however, you should load up your own search engines—I
would not do the explanation justice. Prior to writing this story, I referred back last year’s turning points
essay. Although I felt like had just written it a couple months ago, I could not recognize myself. This got
me thinking: how much have I actually changed in the past year?
Well, for starters I worked more, got a pay raise, made more money, bought a new car (new to
me at least), and relied less on the bank of mom and dad. Actually the biggest transition into the
workforce was when I first started back in the summer of grade ten…
I was among the many students like me who were scouting out their first job. Unfortunately, it
was much harder for me because I refused to sacrifice school days for employment, and quite frankly,
I was too proud to flip burgers. The fifteen-year-old me was not exactly the ideal employee, so I was
completely shocked when my father told me that the company he works for was hiring and that the
supervisor was willing to offer me a summer job. It didn’t take much for me to accept after I reviewed
the many call-backs that I didn’t get.
It was an architectural exterior tile company. My father wasn’t around much; he worked in the
office, and I did manual labour in the factory. It also didn’t take long for me to stick out like a sore
thumb: all my coworkers were well into their adulthood.
On my first paycheck was a sum of money bigger than I had ever seen inside of my bank account.
Not bad for an $11/hour effort. The downsides, of course, were that the company’s manufacturing
division only ran from 7 a.m. to whenever we finished. So I’d have to wake up at 6 a.m. every day not
knowing when clock out time was. The worst part about this was how much it actually consumed my
summer; I would be too tired afterwards to do anything but sleep and eat. Although eventually, a silver
lining was found and it wasn’t just the income.
My perspectives drastically changed in my first two months of working there. The big mean-looking
guys were actually the nicest people ever and they all had their own stories to tell. Many of them never
finished high school or went on to post-secondary. It angers me immensely people in their situation are
portrayed so poorly by society. They are just as good as any Ph.D. wielding big shot in an Armani suit!
Since then, I have never again judged a person based on how they looked because at the end of
the work day, my clothes, skin, and hair were just as vulgar. I no longer worried about staying clean;
the filth was an indication of how hard I had worked. I got cuts all over from handling sharp metal, tore
up my clothes from transporting the tiles, and blew cement particles out my nose for 40 hours a week;
however, these were simply the physical expression of my life’s turning point. It was clear to me how
much my mindset changed.
When the new school year started, I had to quit; I couldn’t go to work and school. I went right
back, however, the next summer. This time the job was a lot more difficult—I was now doing more
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advanced work, but the pay increased $3/hour correspondingly. It was the same scenario as last year,
but with double the fatigue. I also got my license that year, which meant I could take myself to work
instead of forcing my father to come in two hours early. At this point, I thought that I had already been
steered as much as possible, that my turning point was done. Then I met the new guy.
He was a Caucasian male—only 21 years old—and had travelled Europe and Asia, owned his own
coffee shop in the Philippines, taught English with his father in Korea, and performed local shows in a
band. This man has done things that many can only dream of and that very few pursue. He has a very
extensive knowledge of music history and physics, which is why I was baffled that we were working
the same job for the same pay. He has taught me that the traditional “get a degree so you can have a
career” path is the right option only if that is what you want. Taking risks is necessary to move out of
the same spot. Albert Einstein stated, “A ship is always safe at the shore—but that’s not what it’s built
for.”
Currently, I am working on Saturdays during the school year so I can pay for gas and insurance. The
job has not changed, but it has definitely changed me. I am now less dependent on my parents and
more dependent on my scraped hands, sore back, and ripped jeans. The experiences have thoroughly
opened my mind to more accepting views and less judgemental ones. I’m in my last year of secondary
education and just a few months from legally becoming an adult. After high school, I plan to pursue a
career and explore new things. I hope for an interesting journey accompanied by many turning points;
as Earnest Hemmingway once said, “Every man's life ends the same way. It is only the details of how
he lived and how he died that distinguish one man from another.”

Lawrence is a young man living in Canada. He is soon leaving to pursue post-secondary studies and further his
journey into adulthood. Other than school and work, he loves innovation, knowledge, money, and is hugely
fascinated in dream analysis. Lawrence hopes to one day become a genius billionaire philanthropist, travel to the
moon, explore the Great Pyramids, and climb Mount Everest.

Amy Wagstaff
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Calgary Board of Education

Relentless

I

was young and I was rambunctious; nothing could stop me. I did what I wanted when I wanted,
and I just didn’t care. When I reached the ninth grade, I was ecstatic; I felt so grown up. I started to
party a lot and skip school to smoke weed. The harder I would party, the more school I would miss;
but I didn’t care. I had missed so much school that I was told I would not pass the ninth grade, so I just
stopped going because I didn’t care.
All I really cared about were my friends. When we’d party, we would drink until we blacked out.
We would use ecstasy and we would fight with whoever would “mess” with us. When I would get
drunk or get high, I would find excitement in fighting other people; it got my adrenaline pumping. But
then I fought someone and was charged.
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When I was released by the police, I just laughed it off because I didn’t care. When the judge
sentenced me to 18 months of probation, I still did not care. Nothing would stop me, even though I
was charged repeatedly with breaching the probation order by assaulting others.
As I continued to live my carefree life, I was introduced to a man named Travis. He had a big,
beautiful, white smile; a great sense of humour; and nice muscular arms. It was love at first sight, or so
I thought. A few weeks later, I moved in with Travis. He had a place in Lacombe, a small town outside
of where I was from. Things were great, my life was set, and nothing could stop. It was perfect—until
Travis unleashed a side of himself that I never wanted to see.
My friend and I were trying to find a ride into Red Deer to go to a party, but we couldn’t get one.
Travis became very angry and irritated. He was yelling, screaming, and slamming down vodka. When I
asked him to calm down, he started to choke me. My friend yelled at him to stop, and the minute he
let go, I ran into the bathroom and started to cry. Instead of leaving me alone, he forced the door open
and came inside. He had a knife. He yelled at me to stop crying but I just couldn’t help it. I started to
sob and begged him to calm down, but it was too late: he grabbed me by my hair and slit my throat.
I started to bawl as I watched the blood pour out of the wide open gash across my neck. At the
hospital I received 16 stitches. When my mom showed up, I just cried as she hugged me. When I was
alone, I over-analyzed everything and wondered how I had let this happen. After that incident, my life
took a huge turn for the worse. I felt even more alone because I had been living away from my friends.
I began to hang out with some “gangster” boys who sold drugs, ones that I had never done
before. They gave me the pipe and away I went; I was smoking crack and I was hooked. My family did
not want anything to do with me. I never slept, I weighed 100 lbs, and I never ate. But I loved the drug;
it made me forget everything and it made me feel good. Eventually as my addiction grew stronger,
my friends were not my friends anymore. This drug had become my only friend, and I was alone
and addicted. I had tons of warrants because of all my breaches and I had no idea what to do, but I
couldn’t care. I was far too deep into this addiction to care; it ruled my life. I was going to continue to
live my life the only way I knew how.
I decided one day to move to Calgary because my dad lives here, and this is where my life
began. I met a boy named Mataj who instantly became my best friend. He understood me; we were
inseparable. He knew everything about me and still accepted me for who I was. He took me off the
drugs and told me my worth. I believed him.
A year later, Mataj and I were still going strong and I was pregnant. We were so excited to have a
baby on the way. On August 15th, 2013, at 6:37 am; I gave birth to the most beautiful little girl in the
entire world. My whole life had changed; I was overwhelmed with the amount of love that my heart
held for her. This baby depends on me and needs me. She fills my life with joy and she instantly puts a
huge smile on my face. I love hearing her little giggles and listening to her talk. I get so excited when
she learns something new.
I returned to school and I found employment because I want to give my little girl the life that she
deserves. Sometimes if I’m feeling down, I just have to look into my daughter’s eyes and she will remind
me why I am here. I am overjoyed to be the one to watch my daughter grow; I want to hold her hand
as she experiences new things in life. I am thankful for my daughter because she had opened my eyes
to a whole new perspective in life and taught me what life was all about. Although Mataj and I are no
longer together romantically, he is still there for me as my best friend. More importantly, he has given
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me the most beautiful gift of all. To me, Mataj and my little girl are my heroes because for once in my
life I actually care.

Amy is a nineteen-year-old student who is striving to complete her education. She is the mother to a 9 month old
baby girl named Achette who is the inspiration to her story. Amy hopes to earn her Emergency Communications
and Response certificate from Grant MacEwan University, in hopes she can help others and change lives.
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– Johann Kasper Lavater, Poet

Thank you to our generous Anonymous Corporate Donor.
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ࣔ&KDUDFWHUWKHZLOOLQJQHVVWRDFFHSWUHVSRQVLELOLW\
IRURQH VRZQOLIH±LVWKHVRXUFHIURPZKLFK
VHOIUHVSHFWVSULQJV´– Joan Didion, Journalist

Seth Andrews
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Anglophone School District South

Middle School
"The great man is not he who does not feel fear, but he who conquers it." – Nelson Mandela

“C

ameron!” he exclaimed. “Pay attention.” My focus was built up. “What?” I exclaimed in
confusion. After a moment I realized where I was. Out of the window of bus 81, I could see
Barnhill School. I was anxious. The day had, after an incredible summer, finally come. Today
was the first day of Middle School!
Every new student of Barnhill wandered around the blacktop. I had a burning feeling in my head
that kept exclaiming, What if I fail? What will happen? All of a sudden and in the middle of my
thought, the bell began to ring. Teachers began to herd the kids into the building and things were
being put in order. As I walked down the hallway, I heard the door slam shut; I knew that there was no
turning back.
One hundred students were led into a gymnasium full of teachers. Most other kids were on the
floor, so I sat down. My friends and I sat together and made some small talk. Then one of the teachers
came over the microphone and began to call out the names of kids in each class.
As we sat in silence, the kids that I sat with were called. Then she stopped and moved onto the
next class. A burning feeling came over me again. I had been in the same class as my friends for years.
We were inseparable. I couldn’t believe it. It never occurred to me that it would be like this…
During the first period, I couldn’t stop thinking about things.
I had no one to back me up, no one to help me. I sat there with a blank look, and almost as if
I conjured, I heard a “Hey!” from behind me. I just ignored it. “Hey!” I heard again, so I turned my
head. “I like you,” he said. A smile as wide as the sunset spread across my face. I had just lost all of my
friends, but now someone I had never met before was chatting with me. I had never experienced this
feeling before, but it was incredible. Something so small and unexpected could change my point of
view.
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Ever since that moment, I’ve thought of this quote: “Even if something throws you off your horse,
you’ll eventually get back on it.” That was my turning point.

Seth was born in Saint John, New Brunswick on August 8th, 2002. Today he is 11 and in grade 6. During his spare
time you will find him drawing, biking, gaming, talking to friends on the internet – anything an eleven-year-old
boy would be doing. His talents include drawing, writing, singing and gaming. After high school Seth plans on
seeking a post-secondary education in a trade, specifically in mechanics.

Cameron Horwood
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Anglophone School District South

Kamikaze
"Face your fears and doubts, and new worlds will open to you." – Robert Kiyosaki

H

ave you ever been scared to do something that you weren’t sure about? Have you ever been
scared to “man up,” to face your fears? That’s how I felt when I came across the Kamikaze at
Magic Mountain.

It all began on my 10th birthday. It was a scorching hot day. I woke up thinking about my birthday:
the guests, the cake, and the presents. When my mother announced that we were going to Magic
Mountain, my sister and I jumped out of our seats and ran for the door.
Everyone piled in the car and we were off! When we got there, our eyes lit up. We rushed through
the gates and the first thing we laid eyes on was this gigantic slide—The Kamikaze. No one wanted to
go down, so we had a little fun first.
We went down the lazy river, down the tube slide, and into the wave pool. Then my father
volunteered to go down. We were standing at the bottom of the slide when he went down and
SPLASH. We were soaked. I guess we were standing at the wrong place at the wrong time, or maybe
we were at the right place at the right time.
Then it was time to face my fears. After an hour wait at the top, a six-year-old gave me the courage
to go down. He wasn’t scared. I don’t think he was scared of anything. So I held my breath and went
for it.
My mother stood in shock at the bottom of the slide. I rushed down that gigantic slide like a fighter
jet. I literally flew down in three seconds. I was going so fast that I was hovering over the water. When I
hit the bottom, my back was cherry red.
After the Kamikaze, I got to relax in the hot tub for the rest of the day. I’ve been on so many
adventures and done so many new things since then like rock climbing, canoeing, sturgeon feeding,
and tubing. I also try new foods, and once, I even held a cockroach.
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Thanks to that experience, I’ll never feel scared to try new things because I know that there’s
nothing to be scared of. You should just have fun, and if you have the chance to try something new,
you should take it.

Cameron was born in the beautiful city of Saint John, New Brunswick. Just 12 years later he made his way to
grade 6, where middle school really changed Cameron’s perspective on people. If he wasn’t in a classroom you
would find him on the field playing football, or in a music store jamming to a new song on the guitar. After high
school Cameron would like to receive a scholarship to a college in Boston. He plans on living life to the fullest.
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Grade 7 & 8

ࣔ3HRSOHJURZWKURXJKH[SHULHQFHLIWKH\PHHWOLIH
KRQHVWO\DQGFRXUDJHRXVO\7KLVLVKRZFKDUDFWHULV
EXLOW´– Eleanor Roosevelt, First Lady, U.S.

Mallory Davis
First Place – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District South

In the Blink of an Eye
"Life is not measured by the breaths we take, but by the moments that take our breath away."
– Hilary Cooper

I

t all started when exhaustion possessed her body; she seemed like she was sick every day. Then a
large lump formed on her neck. We had no preconceived idea of what it all meant, but we knew
something was wrong. After multiple doctors’ appointments, we were told that cancer had made a
home in my mother’s thyroid. I never thought that thyroid cancer would have such a big impact on my
family, but it sure did.
In 2007, my mother was officially diagnosed with thyroid cancer. After the diagnoses she went
through six months of oncology, pills, surgeries, chemo therapy, radiation, and isolation. Between all
of her appointments and surgeries, we barely got to see her. While she was at the hospital, my sister
and I were at home with my dad. He was trying so hard to keep everything as normal as possible, but
everything was a struggle. Dad had to do our hair and make our lunches—everything that my mother
always did.
Fall rolled around and then Halloween came and went. It wasn’t the same without her. We bought
Halloween costumes instead of making them and there was no one there to keep my sister from
scaring me in her creepy Gothic Raggedy Ann costume. Everything was so different, so hard.
Then came two lonely weeks of isolation: she couldn’t see me, and I couldn’t see her. Two weeks
with no mother was like eternity through the eyes of a six-year-old, but I got through it because of my
dad’s reassuring words: “It’s going to be okay; she’s going to be okay.”
While mom was alone in the hospital, she made a courageous decision, a decision that would make
a big difference to my family—the decision to fight for her life. She thought about her two little girls
who missed her so much and her loving husband who cared for her and was trying so very hard. With
all the strength and energy she had, she fought.
And she won.
I’ll never forget the feeling of closure that flooded throughout my body when I was told that mom
was coming home for good, that she had beaten cancer!
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Yet here we are eight years later, and my biggest fear is what those future oncology tests will say.
She still has to take a handful of pills every day, and she has a scar the whole way across her neck from
a former surgery. Mom has her ups and downs, but now I know that even though terrible things can
happen in the blink of an eye, with some hope and a strong family, they can work themselves out.
Despite all of the worries and fears, my family loves each other. That’s what keeps us together, no
matter what obstacles we have to face.

Grade 7 student, Mallory, lives in Chamcook, NB and attends school in St. Stephen, NB. Mallory is in her second
year of late French Immersion and loves to read, play the guitar, the alto saxophone and drums, and excels in
sports. She has played on the ‘A’ girls’ soccer, basketball and volleyball teams at SSMS since her freshman year. As
well, she has recently been selected to participate in an elite basketball camp in Fredericton with the potential of
becoming a Team NB member. Mallory loves to spend time with her family at their home on the lake, as well as
camping. This bond with her family inspired the words in her essay. Mallory’s love of animals has her interested in
a career as a veterinarian.

Simon Kurkimaki
Second Place – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District South

Everest

I

had done everything ten times each. It was finally time for me to conquer my biggest fear: Everest.
As I stand before this monster of a water slide, I can’t quite see the top. Then I look up and I see it.
Once I walk up to the stairs, I notice that I’m hungry.

Blue slushy in one hand and a hotdog in the other, I start to sprint toward the water slide. My Dad
stops me “Son, are you sure about this”? he asks. I was so sure. While looking back at him, I utter
“Hashtag Yolo!” I look up in the sky and see my perfect day: clouds, rain, and no people—an extreme
water park enthusiast’s dream. I swallow my hotdog instantly and inhale my slushy so fast my teeth
don’t have time to turn blue.
I then decide to start going up the stairs. As an out of shape thirteen-year-old loser, I find the
“stairs” part rather difficult. Ten flights of stairs later and I make it to the top. A French guy hands me
an old ripped carpet. “What am I supposed to do with this”? I ask. He replies “Yo no hablo Inglés.”
Turns out he was Spanish. “Do I use this to go down the slide”? I say. He then says “Io non parlo
inglese.” I guess he speaks Italian too.
I had a huge decision to make. Do I go down the slide, or do the walk of shame down the stairs?
After 3 seconds of intense decision making, I decided to go with plan A. I grip the carpet with an open
hand, and I start walking up to the slide. When I lie down, I can feel the cool yet refreshing water.
Slowly starting to creep to the end of the slide, I accidently push myself off the edge. After that, I don’t
really remember anything except a giant rush of air and the feeling of almost passing out.
I hit the water at the bottom of the slide with a huge splash, and my dad comes over to
congratulate me for my big accomplish. “How did it feel”? he asks me with a grin on his face. I look at
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him and say with a huge smile on my face “Amazing.” I have learned to live life to the fullest and to try
new things! After going down this slide, I now have the confidence to try anything.

Simon is a Grade 8 student at St. Stephen Middle School, though he lives in St. Andrews, N.B. He loves to play
video games and other things that he feels are not interesting enough to share. In the fall of 2014 Simon, will
be attending high school, but, to date has not made the choice to return to his hometown or continue in St.
Stephen. Someday, Simon wants to be a computer technician and make some money or something. He also
enjoys running which is quite weird because he really spends most of his time looking at a screen. Simon has a
knack for the witty and sarcastic, which dominate much of his writing.

Taylor Short
Third Place – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District South

All Too Familiar

“I

f you do this, I will be your best friend,” Ashley promised.

Those all too familiar words came from her sweet, innocent voice. It was the bully. The
same routine would happen every day. I would refuse to do whatever task she had set out for
me, but it didn’t come without consequences. I would suffer exclusion, and get laughed at by all of her
friends. I wish it could have stopped sooner than it did.
At the time, we were living on the lower end of the city. I had grown used to the kids at my school,
and school was one of the only places where I felt safe. I was pretty popular for being only five years
old. I had tons of friends, and teachers loved me. The problems began after school at my daycare. I
dreaded the feeling of knowing I would have to go. Every day, I would walk in to the stale scent of old
toys and dust-coated tables. The daycare resembled a kindergarten classroom, but you would never
know what went on behind closed doors.
I would be greeted by the sickening smile creeping on Ashley’s face as she put on her façade. That
sweet, innocent face held so many dark secrets. She only put on that act when teachers were around,
or, of course, when she wanted something. Day after day, I would be presented with different tasks
from her. The tasks would vary from pushing a kid in the mud to stealing someone’s toy. I knew she
was only trying to lead me into her world or take me under her wing.
I often look back, remembering the exclusion and embarrassment, the harsh laughter coming from
her friends. Now that I think of it, they weren’t really her friends at all. They were like a shadow of her,
doing exactly what she said when she said it. Without them following her every move, I could have
actually been friends with them. I often wonder: if I had just listened to her, would I have turned out
just like them?
I didn’t know how much longer I could have handled the bullying. Daycare was torture. I was alone,
and every day, I would only lose more of my spirit. I was like a dying flower, and I was only rescued
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from the torture when we moved. Two years and it had all stopped. I was free from the chains holding
me back.
After two years of dealing with it, I had a significant increase in my sensitivity toward others. I had
managed to turn off my own emotions, but I knew what it felt like, and I never wanted it to happen
to anyone else. No matter what anybody said, I knew I had to stand up for others. I just wished at the
time, I could have stood up for myself. I was left with a permanent scar, but I’m just glad it stopped
before the scar could get worse.

Born in Saint John, New Brunswick, Taylor was raised an only child by her mother, Denise. She is currently thirteen
years old and in grade 8. Taylor enjoys quiet activities, particularly reading and writing although she does spend a
lot of her time drawing and painting. In the future she would like to become an artist or a writer.

Delaney Bonvie
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

The Enjoyment of Dance

I

brushed my clammy hands over my thighs, trying to reduce the moisture clinging to my palms. I
swung my arms around and hopped from foot to foot, attempting to shake away the jitters. My
face was pale and my legs were beginning to quiver. It was almost my turn to take the stage for
my first solo performance. My nerves were really acting up; the pressure of wanting to get a high score
was really getting to me.
I watched the dancer in front of me, and realized I was in big trouble. The confidence she
possessed was so admirable. Her movements were so elegant and graceful. Her poise, beautiful. The
competition here was so intense. I had no chance of beating these girls.
Thoughts swam around in my mind while perspiration dampened my forehead. I could think only
of possible strategies to win. I was focusing so hard on trying to beat everybody that my heart was
fluttering and I was beginning to feel ill.
The music ended and my heart stopped. The dancer gave a small bow and exited the stage.
I started to hyperventilate. Then the announcer came over the speakers. The loud voice echoed
throughout the auditorium, welcoming the next performer to the stage. He called my name. My
stomach lurched into my throat and my eyes widened in terror. At first I forgot how to move my feet
but I mustered up all my strength and courage and staggered to my beginning position. But when the
music began, the world around me disappeared; it was just me and the stage.
The whole thing gave me a rush. The way my body glided across the stage, the way I extended
each arm and leg with ease -- even down to the elegant movements of my fingertips. But having the
whole stage to myself took the cake. My adrenaline pumped as I flew across the floor. I felt power in
each and every step I took. I felt strength every time my feet left the ground. I basked in the glory of
having all this space to myself; I relished every second of this new found freedom.
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A smile crept across my face as I realized that all my feelings of fear and nervousness were gone.
The audience didn’t matter anymore; this was just me having fun. I didn’t care about how I looked;
I was enjoying myself way too much to think about anything else except how I absolutely loved this
feeling.
As I realized the end was nearing, I was a little disappointed because I really wanted to stay in
that moment forever. I prepared myself for the ending and hit my position right on queue. The music
finished at the same moment as I completed my final move. After those few seconds of dead air, the
crowd erupted into applause. I finally did it; I performed solo for the first time.
The outcome of the competition was not the one I had initially hoped for but I did take home
a new appreciation for performing. I had gone to the competition hoping to place first but what I
learned is that it’s not all about winning and being the best. It’s about doing something because you
love it. I love to dance because it is something I deeply and truly enjoy.

Fourteen-year-old Delaney Bonvie is a hard working grade eight student. She lives with her mom, two brothers
and a sister. Delaney has a strong passion for dance. She has been dancing for ten years and took up competitive
dance when she was only five years old. Delaney has always been a leader in the classroom. She gets involved in
many special projects. She would like to give a big thanks out to her past and present LA teachers as well as her
family for all their wonderful support. Delaney would like to congratulate all the contestants for their hard work
and great story telling.

Mason Gourley
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

My New Home Invasion

I

was the king of my newly built castle, the man of the house. I was living the eight-year-old dream...
until some guy noticed my mom and everything began to change. This man barged his way into
my life like the Kool-Aid man through a wall, and within six months, he and his kids had moved
into our recently built home. This is the story of how a man and his kids changed my home and my life
forever.
I was so thrilled to be living in my newly constructed house. Every day was a new adventure for
me. My house had everything that I had ever wanted, mainly because I had partially designed it. I had
convinced my mom to sacrifice half of the downstairs living area so that a fifty foot long ball hockey
rink could be made. I also had (with the help of my grandfather) built a decent sized shed in the forest
to be my eight-year-old man cave. It had within it the necessities of a childhood life. I had installed a
mini fridge stocked to the brim with cold and succulent apple juice, enabling my friends and me to
party all night...well play Mario Party all night. Life was good!
When my mom introduced me to the concept of having other boys in the house, I was all for it. I
thought that it would be like having friends over all the time. When they moved in, however, things
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began to change. I was no longer the only person that my mother or sister could look to for support.
There were now three new options in the house.
Not only did my relationships and my day-to-day routines change, but my beloved hockey room
was split into a seldom-used family room and a bedroom for Jack. More importantly, my precious man
cave was now storing furniture. It was hard. Change is difficult, and learning to live with new people
while getting used to their quirks and behaviors was and still is a huge adjustment.
Three months after moving in, my mother and Todd were married. I was shocked by this and
struggled to understand his authority: not only was he not my real dad, but he and my mother had
very different parenting styles. He would resolve problems a little bit more firmly than I would have
expected. Since I was nine, and really only knew my mother’s methods, I showed distaste and was
uncomfortable around him for months. Over the years, I have learned to cope with and accept him and
his parenting techniques. I now understand his purpose, and consequently, I have a newfound respect
for him.
We are in year five of this journey that I once believed unimaginable. There are still ups and downs
due to the merging of two completely different families, but I am closer to accepting this change. The
dynamics of my blended family continue to get better; however, it is a process which takes time. To
paraphrase Robert Frost—our family has taken the road less traveled—and we are just crazy enough to
think it might work.

Fourteen-year-old, Mason Gourley lives with his mother, step-father, 2 step-brothers and sister in Fredericton,
New Brunswick. Playing the position of goaltender in hockey is a large part of Mason’s life. When not playing,
you can find him avidly reading, telling stories or playing X-box with friends. Mason attends Bliss Carman Middle
School and is currently finishing up his eighth school year.

Hannah Haynes-MacDonald
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

The Mud

D

o you remember when you were headed off on the turbulent journey of middle school? Do
you remember how adults complained about their experiences and lessons learned while you
listened, becoming more and more petrified but excited by the moment? My experience with
adapting to middle school was every bit as rocky and fun as they had described until I hit the mud
puddle of popular wannabes and fell in face first. I never thought it would be so impossible to be me.
Everyone has a goal when coming to middle school; it was no different for me. I wanted the
impossible: to be liked by everyone. Like my fellow “newbies,” I was self-conscious and scared of
the life-changing events that came with a new school. It soon became clear that all the older grades
accepted only the “cool” kids. They dressed a certain way and held themselves as superior to others.
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I also realized that the queen bees of my elementary school had become the “cool” kids of middle
school.
My naïve sixth grader brain had a theory: if they could be queens for that long, then they must be
liked by a lot of people. Looking back, I now realizing how ridiculous my thinking was. I didn’t know
that when I created that theory, I was closing the door that led back to myself.
I questioned my decision at first, but soon found myself among the highest believers in popularity.
I no longer valued my opinions or wore what I wished. Even my actions had gone to waste. I wasn’t
genuinely me anymore; I was just another rock in the rut molded by society. The worst part is that it
wasn’t anyone’s fault but my own. I had craved the impossible—to be liked by everyone—and had dug
my own grave.
The only time I saw a sliver of what I’d become was when my real friends and I began to drift apart.
I then began to observe that not as many people would like being around me as before. I soon became
disgusted by letting my actions get in the way of what really mattered. After I became aware of my
mistakes and faults, I slowly began the crawl upward to the door back to myself.
When I reflect on those petty months, I now realize that I’ve learned so many messages and lessons
that help me stay me. I now know that being myself is the only thing I’m meant to be, and I will cherish
that knowledge forever. I can only be grateful that I’m no longer stuck in the mud that never dries up.
Life is what you make it—whether it’s happy or sad or whether you live yours or someone else’s—but
you will always be born to be you.

Grade eight student, Hannah, lives with her parents, and three siblings Emily, Alex, and Matthew in New
Maryland, NB. She plays piano and saxophone and in her spare time she reads. Hannah is also an avid athlete
who runs with a track club and plays on school sports teams.

Caitlin Hyslop-Margison
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

Perfect Clarity
"There is no gesture more devastating than the back turning away." – Rachel Simmons

F

or the third time in my life, I was the new girl—known not by my name, but by my status as a
newcomer. For those first few days of third grade, I was placed in a position of vulnerability. With
the daunting prospect of entering a completely unfamiliar school, I wanted more than anything
to feel the security of being in a group. In my youthful, naïve innocence, I thought I appreciated what it
meant to have people you can rely on in your life. Little did I know that this innocence was about to be
snatched and hurled from me without mercy. I would never understand how important it was to have a
true friend until halfway through fifth grade.
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Soon enough, I fell in comfortably with a clique. I was positive that I had found excellent friends,
and I held them in the highest regard. The ringleader of this group was a girl called Leslie. A sickly
sweet and manipulative girl, Leslie had the ability to spin tales like Rumpelstiltskin spins straw into gold.
She also possessed the ability to make a person feel very special—when she felt like it.
In any case, I thought of her as my best friend, but she slowly started to exclude me from the
group. It was just little things at first: picking me last for games, not laughing at my jokes, breaking her
promise to be my partner in gym class, claiming that she forgot about that promise, and giving me a
glib apologies. A dark, icy cloud descended over my heart when I realized that I no longer belonged,
and I would go home every day after school to sob my young heart out. That was when her ruthless
exclusion tactics took on a whole new spin.
She began to twist the situation to make me the bully. Leslie and her friends told everyone I cared
about that I was saying terrible things about them. They would tell tales about my “maliciousness”
and make themselves the victims. For example, one day when they had pushed my emotions past the
breaking point, I became angry and started to cry. They went to everyone on the playground and made
sure that all of the kids knew that I was acting mean again, and that I had hurt their feelings. I began
to wonder… was it my fault? Wasn’t I hurting enough already? No, because she decided to bring my
mother into it.
I learned halfway through fifth grade that Leslie had been telling her vindictive lies to her parents
as well. Word got around about my “gossiping problem” with the parents in town, as well as all of the
details about what a mean girl I was. Leslie’s mother suggested that she and my mother have coffee…
only to discuss how awful I was being to Leslie. The sheer humiliation that filled me when I heard about
this was indescribable. I was being victimized, but everyone thought I was the bully. This was the point
where I decided I had enough. I was done being stepped on, prodded and poked, teased and toyed
with like a hamster on a spinning wheel.
Immediately following the coffee incident, my mother helped me explain to the principal of my
school what had been occurring for nearly two years. Sitting in her office, my stomach in knots, I had
what can only be described as perfect clarity. It was at that moment that I knew—true friendship comes
without strings and hurt. I vowed to never become like Leslie, the person who had caused me so much
pain. I made a promise to myself that for the rest of my life, I would be the best friend I could be.
Getting out of that situation changed my life, and made me realize how strong I am. Going
through what I went through would have broken some people, but not me. I decided to use it to my
advantage, and I did not let it wear me down. Today, I do not exclude, I do not gossip, and I do not
ever, ever spread rumors. Confiding and trusting in others is still an issue, but I let those things remind
me of a darker time. I remind myself that if I could protect everyone on this earth from that darkness, I
would. Even if I may keep my heart closed at times, I make sure that my ear is always open for anyone
who needs a friend.

Caitlin is an eighth-grade student who has lived in both Canada and the United States, and speaks English and
French. Caitlin has received the Bronze Star and Bronze Medallion certifications from the Canadian Red Cross
Lifesaving Society, and is going to enter the Bronze Cross program in the summer of 2014. She hopes to have her
lifeguarding certification by the time she is sixteen. She plans to study medicine and surgery at a university with
a stellar academic record, and hopes to be involved in at least one group in her high school that educates and
promotes the importance of both mental and physical health among adolescents. Caitlin plays the violin, enjoys
hiking, running, and traveling, and, of course, does a great deal of writing in her spare time.
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Monica MacDonald
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

The Last Delivery

I

t was early Christmas morning, and my cousins, sister and I all raced down the stairs to open the
enormous pile of gifts under our tree. After attacking all the presents—leaving only crumpled
wrapping paper and empty stockings behind—our Nana called us for breakfast. Our bellies full,
we headed upstairs to get dressed. Then, in an attempt to take our focus off the gifts, our granddad
invited us to help him deliver Meals on Wheels.
On our route, we stopped at about six houses. Everyone we met was very happy and extremely
grateful to receive the meals we were distributing. My cousins, sister and I felt pretty good about
ourselves for helping others. When we arrived at the last stop, my granddad warned us that this
apartment would be different. He was right; I will never forget our last delivery.
When we walked into the run down, neglected apartment, one of the most horrible odors I have
ever smelt hit me like a brick wall. A mixture of smoke, alcohol, and human waste filled my nose. We
walked down the grease stained hallway littered with bottles and garbage until we got to a room that
was barely big enough to fit the five of us. It was piled high with empty liquor bottles, syringes, and
discarded food containers. In the corner, on the sole piece of furniture, was a disheveled man wrinkled
beyond his years and struggling to sit up and talk. We set his much needed meal beside the bed. My
granddad, who had met him before, introduced us. Beneath his filthy, grey beard, what looked like
a smile came across his face. He barely knew where he was, but he still managed to wish us a Merry
Christmas.
When we got in the car, nobody said a word. I was shocked, speechless at how miserable his
living conditions were, troubled by his ignorance of Christmas day. I didn’t feel so good about myself
anymore. Seeing him just made me feel guilty and selfish. I had family, food, a home, and presents; I
had more than what I needed. Yet these people were alone, this was the only meal they got every day,
and they didn’t receive even one gift.
Helping deliver meals on Christmas day made me admire my granddad even more because he
volunteers to deliver Meals on Wheels almost every day. Meeting all those people and seeing how the
condition in which they live has made me more thankful and more aware. Consequently, every time I
found myself complaining or not being grateful, I thought of all those people we met and especially
that man. I always need to be thankful for everything and need to think about helping others who are
less fortunate. Not just on Christmas day, but every day.

Monica was born in Skowhegan, Maine and moved to Canada when she was seven years old. Everyone in her
family was born in Canada except for her. She currently lives in Fredericton and is in grade eight at Bliss Carman
Middle School. She loves sports; she plays volleyball, basketball and soccer. Monica would like to thank her
granddad for giving her the experience that inspired her to write this essay.

74 |

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

New Brunswick

Jack Morrison
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Anglophone School District West

Never Forget

I

t was a warm summer weekend in August. My family and I were in Montague, PEI for an annual
car show. It was a family reunion with my grandparents, uncles, and cousins. What started out as a
great weather weekend suddenly turned bad fast. It went from blue skies and sunshine to pouring
rain in record time. Because of the weather, we decided to head back to Fredericton.
We left early Sunday morning with six vehicles following each other across the island. My
grandfather’s and father’s trucks took the lead. The weather just kept getting worse and worse. My
brother and I travelled with my mother, and at one point, the rain was so bad that we couldn’t see
five feet in front of us. Most people on the highway pulled over or drove super slow. My dad and
grandfather kept going, but with caution. My mom was nervous to drive in the weather conditions so
she decided to pull over.
We waited on the side of the road for a good twenty minutes, when all of a sudden it just stopped
raining, and within five minutes there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. We got back on the road as we
planned to meet my dad at the Confederation Bridge. We were about five minutes away from the
bridge when we reached the top of a hill and I heard my mom say, “Oh my God!” My brother and I
were struggling to see over the seats to see what happened, and what I saw, I will never forget. Before
my eyes was a completely destroyed black truck. I didn’t know why my mom was so shocked until I put
two and two together and realized that the black truck was my dad’s.
When we got out of the car, we slowly walked up to the wreck. We looked around but no one
could find my dad. It was at that moment that I thought, “He’s gone,” and I instantly started to cry.
One by one, my other family members started to arrive. I stood there petrified. I began to realize that
there was no chance he could have survived that crash. Everyone who arrived started to cry as they,
too, thought he was dead; there was no doubt.
Suddenly, out of the corner of my eye, I saw the back door of the ambulance open. When I looked
over, I saw my dad step out of the doors. At that moment, my heart stopped; I couldn’t believe he
was standing before me. Then he walked towards us, kissed my mom, and knelt down to hug me. I
was just so happy to know he was okay and not gone. After he hugged everyone, he explained what
happened. He and my grandfather decided the roads were way too bad so they pulled over too. My
dad decided to jump out of his truck and sit with my grandfather; a decision that ended up saving his
life. They sat for a while when all of a sudden my dad looked back and saw a truck coming straight for
them. The driver was on the shoulder. The man slammed into the back of my dad’s empty truck which
rear-ended the back of my grandfather’s truck.
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That day changed my life forever, but in a good way. It taught me to always respect life because in
the blink of an eye it can change forever. More importantly, it was that day I realized how much I loved
my dad. We may fight, and I may say I hate him, but I could never live without him.

Fourteen-year-old Jack Morrison was born and raised in Fredericton. Sports are pretty much his life! He first
played hockey and soccer, however, soccer has always been his favorite. At Liverpool Elementary school, he
played soccer every lunch hour with all of his friends. Today, he plays on the Fredericton U14 boys’ Wanderers,
with most of the people he has played with from the beginning. He will be spending his summer with this team
and can’t honestly imagine anything better!
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Grade 9 & 10

ࣔ&RXUDJH.LQGQHVV)ULHQGVKLS&KDUDFWHU7KHVH
DUHWKHTXDOLWLHVWKDWGH¿QHXVDVKXPDQEHLQJVDQG
SURSHOXVRQRFFDVLRQWRJUHDWQHVVӛ
±R.J. Palacio, Writer

Gillian Staples
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

Count Your Blessings

T

here I sat, staring at my page. The only thing written was the title at the top. Glassy eyed, I
mentally ran through my life reel, stopping at points of interest, getting totally distracted by
reliving those moments. A turning point, what is that for me? Is it possible that I don’t even have
one? What if I’m the only person who has no life changing event to talk about?I know that my life has
had its ups and downs for sure. I’ve had moments of extreme excitement and moments of tremendous
disappointment, but a “life-changing” moment… that hasn’t happened yet.
At first, I was angry and frustrated by this assignment; I thought I had to have something. So I
desperately began pulling events apart and stretching them to seem like something life changing. No
such luck—unless I wanted to make something up, I had to try a different route. Then I began to think
a little deeper, and a different thought hit me: Is it really a bad thing if nothing drastic or traumatic has
happened in my life?
Upon reaching this conclusion, I began to pay closer attention to what others were writing. Heart
wrenching stories of sickness, injury, depression, and death were being described by my peers. Hearing
these stories made me thankful that I didn’t have one to tell. I’ve had my moments of sorrow and
injury and my instances of accomplishment and happiness—they shaped me into a compassionate and
confident individual—but none were so powerful that my life was forever changed, or as emotionally
charged as others.
I have been so blessed my whole life and have never really noticed. My family has always been
really close, so I’ve always had somewhere to turn to if I needed help. Sickness and death haven’t
ever really taken their toll on my family, and I’ve never appreciated that as a blessing until now.
Opportunities in so many different realms have been available to me while so many have had none. I’ve
played many competitive sports and have been immersed in music my whole life. I’ve travelled to many
different places in North America, including three family trips to Florida. I’ve been able to pursue my
interests and discover things I enjoy, making a great group of friends along the way.
My perspective changed while struggling to find a topic to write about. I took a closer look inside
my head and heart and realized how good I’ve got it.
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On one of my family’s trips to Florida, I encountered a young girl while waiting in line to get my
face painted. She had a round, childish face with glowing eyes, but a hat covered her bald head, her
complexion was grey, and she wore a Children’s Wish Foundation button on her shirt.
All of these signs pointed to cancer.
She proceeded to tell me about her Disney adventures and the rides she’d tackled. She laughed
about everything and looked like she was having the time of her life. She was so excited just to get
her face painted! This was a “wow” moment for me. After everything that girl had been through, she
could put it all aside to find happiness in the small things. She taught me to enjoy even the smallest
things that life gives you because you never know if you’ll get another chance. I never knew her name,
but she helped remind me how truly fortunate I am.
I guess in some respects this assignment may actually be a turning point for me. Though it wasn’t
a monumental event or a life altering trauma, it was an analysis of my life that showed me how good
I’ve got it! I am a healthy, active, educated individual living in a great country surrounded by family and
friends. I realized that the things I stress over daily don’t come close to the struggles of many others. I
am not so naïve to think that it will always be this way for me—we never know what life has in store—
but in the here and now, I have become keenly aware that I am very blessed.
I read a quote once which I think really applies to this topic: “When times are good, say thank you
and celebrate; and when times are tough, say thank you and learn.” Everything happens for a reason,
good or bad, it just depends on how you look at it.

Gillian is a Grade 10 student who lives in Keswick Ridge, NB with her parents and younger sister, Katie. She
enjoys running, playing softball and volleyball, and loves spending time with her friends and family. Music is also
a big part of Gillian’s life. She has been playing the piano for eleven years and takes joy in performing for a crowd
or just playing for fun. She is continually pushing her limits, striving to be the best that she can be and is always
eager to learn new things.

Amanda Childs
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

Finding the Missing Pieces

“S

o tell me when it started.” The woman flipped a page in her notebook and clicked her pen.

Instinctively, I glanced in my Mother’s direction and felt my lips purse. She gazed back,
and a compassionate smile graced her face. A storm ripped through my mind as thoughts
scattered everywhere. There were so many choices, so many paths I could take to describe my
predicament.
As if sensing my unsettled aura, the woman looked up and continued, “Just start anywhere.”
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The knot in my throat began to untie, allowing words to escape. “It-it could’ve started a long time
ago, but I reached a breaking point last year.” It was the day that I first answered the questions. Soon
enough, my mind wandered into a reverie of the memory.
***
It felt as though fire coursed beneath the skin on my face. I was certain I looked like a ripe tomato.
Whether this was a reaction from mortification or from my recent crying, I wasn’t sure. Perhaps it was
both. I diverted my gaze from my father and guidance counselor; I was afraid my eyes would betray
me.
“So why haven’t you been going to school?” The guidance counselors’ words were cautious, were
like she was approaching a frightened animal: calm and careful.
“I’m scared.” I murmured softly, my voice wavering. My eyes rested on the floor, avoiding her
searching stare.
“What are you scared of?”
Answering that question. Admitting phobias is like trusting someone with lethal information. Can I
trust this woman I just met?
I opened my mouth to answer, but a croak vibrated in my throat. My heartbeat pounded vigorously,
a frantic beat that was almost distracting. My eyes began to ache with the need to shed tears. The
shield I held up began to be consumed with emotions. Ignoring my displeasure, it broke.
“I can’t learn!” The words rushed out, and I started to sob. The dam that had held my emotions
shattered into billions of pieces. Rivers of warm tears trailed rapidly down my cheeks. I clutched at
my ribs, as if to keep myself from falling to pieces. Still choking on my sobs, I managed, “I can’t pay
attention for long! Even if I do pay attention, I still can’t learn!”
I expected to feel ashamed confessing my biggest imperfection, but it was like departing with a
poisonous friend—one you know you should’ve cut ties with ages ago.
That confession led to my dad getting me some ADHD testing. Shortly thereafter, I found myself in
an office with a man who held the papers containing my verdict.
“According to your test results, it’s clear that you have ADHD. If we can get you on the right
medication, it will likely lessen your anxiety so you can go back to school.”
With those words, I saw myself in a new light. I finally realized that I wasn’t hopeless. Everyone had
their hurdles, mine just happened to be ADHD and an anxiety disorder. Without my diagnosis, it was
like fighting an opponent that I couldn’t see. When the concealment disappeared, I could fight back.
I suppose most would find it odd that I was happy when I found out I had ADHD, but it was as if
someone had given me the missing pieces to a puzzle that left me in constant confusion.
Those two people belong on a long list of people to whom I’ll give my eternal gratitude. If I hadn’t
met any of the people who have helped me, I’d likely still be sulking in darkness. Their helping hands
have given me the strength to stand on my own feet. I’ve realized that it’s not the weak that ask for
help. Rather, it’s those who are strong because opening up takes courage and strength. Those who
helped lead me down my path gave me the pieces that I needed to assemble my puzzle.
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Now it’s up to me to complete it.

Amanda is a sixteen-year-old from Fredericton, who lives with her mother, her step-father and her three younger
siblings. Her hobbies include teaching herself different languages and reading. She wants to become multilingual
and to have chances to visit various countries.

Rhea Davis
Third Place – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District South

My Mom's Battle With Cancer

Y

ou would not believe how traumatizing it is to see someone you love in so much pain. Seeing my
own mother lay still on the hospital bed, with sinking eyes; a pale complexion; dark bags; and
a weak and forced smile, was pure torture. I was only seven years old when my mom was first
diagnosed with cancer.
At first, I often wondered why she was always tired, and why a large lump was forming on her
neck. Several trips to the hospital determined that my mom was suffering from thyroid cancer. This is a
rare, yet very serious disease which evolves in the lymph nodes. There are four variations of this cancer,
and my mother’s body was home to three. The thought of this was petrifying.
Of course, my father had spared the details, as I was only in second grade and my sister was only in
kindergarten. He had explained, however, that her illness was very serious. My sister and I were initially
oblivious to the severity of cancer, but we soon became aware that it was not a joke.
While my mother spent days at a time undergoing extensive radiation and chemotherapy, I prayed
with my sister and father. Most days my sister and I tried to remain strong and plaster our faces with
fake smiles. We wanted to keep our dad happy; we feared seeing him cry. We also did it for our mom.
Our minds were set on the idea that if she saw how happy we were trying to be, she’d want to come
home sooner. It was a purely innocent seven-year-old boy’s logic.
The longer she stayed away, trapped in the dungeon some call a hospital, the harder it was to stay
positive. Although my father was putting a tremendous effort into keeping things going smoothly,
nothing was the same without Mommy. Every morning was a hassle, and as hard as Daddy tried, he
would never make my ponytail as perfect as my mom could. Many days were spent without either of
my parents. We didn’t want to see our mom in that state, nor did she want us to. My dad spent many
nights by her bedside while we would try to sleep in the homes of our generous relatives.
The hardest time for me was Halloween. I had the perfect costume: Goth Raggedy Ann. I wish she
wasn’t sick that night. We were sent off to our cousins’ house so we could trick or treat with them.
Instead of being with my mom or my dad, I spent the holiday listening to my aunt cover up my fiveyear-old sister’s stunts by claiming she wasn’t her kid.
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Later in the process of the disease, I began to wonder why everyone was so upset. I had been told
countless times that my mom was going to be ok, that she was in good hands. One day, I approached
my dad, and asked in the sweetest, most childish way what kind of sick Mommy was. He eventually
ended up revealing to us that the illness was known as cancer. My younger sister and I were absolutely
mortified. We had recently learned about Terry Fox. Up until that point, he was the only person we
knew who had ever had cancer, and he didn’t make it. To calm our tears, Dad explained that doctors
had special medicines that would make her better, and he made a promise that she would come home
safely.
I then realised that my mom never seemed as though she was dying. In fact, on the days I went
to see her, she was always positive. With that big, loving smile on her face, you would never guess
that she was upset. This is because she is a fighter. Eventually all of the fighting paid off, and she beat
cancer.
My mom being sick remains the most important event of my life. My mother taught me many
values, the first being perseverance. This experience taught me to never give up—no matter what
challenges you are facing.
My mom always reminds us that, in the end, love of family is what pushed her through. My mom
doesn’t think of cancer as a curse, but rather, as a gift. She says that it taught her to live every day
to the fullest, to forgive and forget, and to find the best in everyone. She says that surviving cancer
has made her a stronger person. I now know how important it is to respect everyone around you—
especially family and friends—because they could disappear in an instant. I am extremely grateful that
cancer didn’t take my mom’s life, and I make sure to appreciate her because I know it could have easily
gone the other way.

Grade 9 student Rhea lives in Chamcook, NB and attends St. Stephen High School in St. Stephen NB. Rhea has
been a French Immersion student since grade 6 who loves to read, write, and sing as well as play the piano. Her
many school involvements include JV soccer and basketball, senior drama club and membership in SSHS’s Bully
Blockers. Rhea recently joined the school’s Renaissance Program. Rhea maintains a high honours standing. Both
Rhea and her younger sister, Mallory, are being recognized by The Learning Partnership this year. Rhea’s love of
her family and intense bond with her mother was the inspiration behind her Turning Points essay.

Michelle Arsenault
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District South

Sadly Ever After

W

hen people say, “you don’t know what you have until it’s gone,” they’re wrong. You know
what you had; you just never thought there would come a time where you wouldn’t have it
anymore. I was six when my life was at its greatest point. Everything I could ever want, I had;
however, the higher you climb, the harder you fall. Every great moment in life has to end, and that’s
exactly what happened to me the following year.
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A huge light-green house with four floors and a big white deck was what I used to call my castle.
I called it my castle because I had wanted to be a princess, but also because the house was so big
compared to me! A giant, grassy backyard was my adventure land, and the girl next door was my
assistant explorer. In the mornings I went to the school down the street, and when I came home, my
best friend would wait for me in the drive way to finish our games. My family was together then; we
would have barbeques on the deck, catch fireflies in the backyard, and go out on long Sunday drives. I
had everything a joyful child could ever want. Then, when I turned seven, I noticed change.
It was the start of spring. Revolting slush was still on the ground, the air was cold, and the grey sky
never showed the sun. My parents brought my siblings and me to the living room and sat us down.
I remember how my mother wouldn’t look at me and how my dad had an enraged look on his face.
They told us they were getting a divorce.
I knew this would affect my life; however, I never realized how much until the one thing that I loved
most was taken away. My mother, my sister and I moved into a small, stale apartment, and after a
while my father could no longer afford the house. He sold it to a renewing company, and my castle was
taken away. It hit me like a train at full force, and I was left empty and broken on the tracks.
That was the moment that ended my childhood. After the house was sold, I had to grow up, and
fast. I had to give away my toys because my room in the new apartment wasn’t big enough. Since
there was no back yard, I had to mimic my older sister and just sit in bed all day watching television
or doing homework. I no longer lived beside my best friend so I couldn’t just pop over when I needed
someone to play with. My imagination and wonder were locked away in a deep cellar in the back of
my mind, and the key was lost somewhere in time. For years, I was lost and unsure of everything I had
ever known.
I still live in a little apartment, but this new one isn’t stale, it’s bright. I’ve made new friends and
have gone on great adventures with them. Also, I have found the key to that cellar in my head and
I leave that door wide open. I’ve learned that good things come and go, and you just have to enjoy
them while you have them. And although I still haven’t eaten any barbequed hotdogs, or run around
catching those glowing little bugs, or driven long Sunday drives, I realize that good things have to fall
apart to make room for better things. I am sixteen now. I still don’t know what those better things are,
but I’m waiting.

Michelle is an adventurous sixteen-year-old girl from Saint John, New Brunswick. She likes going on long
weekend drives and listening to music. She volunteers at her school’s breakfast club and is on her high school’s
cheerleading team. She is looking forward to making the most out of the rest of her high school years by taking
advanced classes and becoming more involved with sports.
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Kelsie Cyr
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

The C Word

I

t took merely three words to change my entire life. They turned everything upside down. They
took my heart and they tore it apart. Yet, those words made me better when I healed. Even though
those words caused great damage, they made me a better person. I used to take life for granted
and rarely appreciated the things I was blessed with. But after one horrid sentence was said, I learned
to appreciate every breath I take.
I can still feel the sun’s ray’s peeking through my blinds, pinching my morning eyes. The warmth
of my blankets embraced me and the scent of coffee filled my lungs. I did not want to depart from my
bed, but a full day of school was obviously on the agenda. I rose and completed my morning errands
as usual. My mother, brother and I hopped into the car and headed towards our elementary school. We
all participated in a healthy and happy conversation.
In a six hour period, I finished all work that was handed to me, and was even complimented on
its quality. All went as usual. I was even invited to go to a friend’s house that afternoon. When the
bell rang, a swarm of eager kids rushed to their lockers. I exited the school, scanning the crowd for
my mother. When my eyes found her, I went to her side to ask permission to go to my friend’s house.
Surprisingly, she declined. She claimed there were things we needed to discuss. I assumed it was
another “girl talk” or even worse, “the birds and the bees” talk. So, I continued to persuade her in
allowing me to go.
After pleading my case, she gave in. The expression on her face gave away the fact she was not
pleased. The evening with my friends had gone as originally imagined. We completed everything we
had planned earlier this evening without any issues. At that time, I believed it was worth convincing her
to allow me to come. Not long after I had told her to pick me up, I heard my mother’s car roll up in the
driveway. I said goodbye to my friend’s and thanked their parents. As I scurried off to the car, I observed
my mother’s worried face.
The drive home was silent. The only sound was our breathing. When we reached our home, I knew
it was time to hear what she was struggling to tell me previously. She led me to the front porch and sat
a step below me. Her eyes began to tear up. They were on the verge of spilling over. I braced myself for
whatever was coming for me.
She took a deep breath and said the words, three simple words that hit harder than any punch in
the face: “I have cancer.” In that moment, I felt the world stop spinning, the sun stop shining, my heart
stop beating. My mother was diagnosed with thyroid cancer. She could no longer hold back the tears,
and we sobbed together. She explained to me that during her first round of radiation, we could not
approach her or have any contact with her.
After a long talk with my mother on those front porch steps, I realized something very important.
Many of us wish for big and expensive things such as new phones, fancy cars, and large houses. We
desire monetary things to show off in public so we can place ourselves in society. But then there is
my mother and others like her, simply longing for a cure to a disease. For an escape from the demon
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inside of her, threatening to take her life away. If they were granted one wish, they would want for that
demon to be over and to go in remission.
From that point on, I never took life for granted. I loved my family with a great passion and assured
that they were aware I did. I was grateful for every day I had with my mother and with my loved ones. I
made every day count.

Kelsie was born in the United States and moved to Canada when she was twelve years old. She has been dancing
ballet since the age of three. Bruno Mars plays a very important role in her life. She plans to go to university to
study law or something involving mathematics. She also hopes to move to Ontario or back to the United States
one day.

Kasey Lyons
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

Appreciate the Little Things

S

ometimes you don’t realize how much an action can affect others. Every day we go about our
lives, completely ignorant of the fact that so many people live each day longing for luxuries we
take for granted. One vibrant day, a simple gesture of pure kindness demonstrated to me how
much I actually take for granted. That gesture gave me a new appreciation for the little things in life.
As I awoke to the beautiful warmth of yet another summer day, I wanted nothing more than to
venture downtown. Living in such a picturesque place, the walk was lovely as the breeze off the St.
John River brushed my sun kissed skin. My friend Emma and I got together and chatted about anything
and everything. Well, anything and everything that wasn’t too substantial. We laughed and enjoyed
our free time and careless years as if nothing in this world could be better. Both of us came from good
families and both of us had very little to worry about. We were lovin’ it.
As the sun grew hotter and our day began to wrap up, we sat under the cover of a massive oak
in Officer Square. We relaxed and indulged in a delightful iced coffee. We had walked all over the city
encountering many friends over the course of our eventful day—not just those who were familiar to us,
but also those who make Fredericton the city we love so dearly. Everyone from stuffy business people—
rushing back to the office after lunch—to young and old musicians—filling the streets with the music
that drives their passion. And unlike any other day, today I noticed the other folks. The ones who lurk
in the shadows, unnoticed and unrecognized.
The more we walked, the more I took note of the people who weren’t quite like my friend and me.
As we approached the well-known Boyce’s Farmers Market, I finally vocalized my cooped up thoughts.
“You know how when we were younger, our parents always said it’s a tricky thing to give money to the
homeless?” I began. “Well how are we supposed to help these people? I understand that if we give
them money, they could spend it on just about anything, but I hate knowing that we’ve casually spent
money all day while these people have to beg for money just to feed themselves.”
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Emma agreed, and we tried to think of an alternative solution to giving out money to those in
need. After about 20 minutes, we wound up on King Street. When we got there, it hit me like a brick
wall.
“McDonalds.” I said, as the idea began to unfold in my head, “We can go to McDonalds and buy
meals. That way we’ll know that our money was put to good use, and that they had something to eat
for supper just like us.”
“Yeah, then we won’t have to just worry about what they spend it on!”
We went into McDonalds and purchased three Big Mac combos. As we left Kings Place, right at the
corner of the building was a man, probably about 40 years of age, but weathered and dirty looking.
My friend and I looked at each other, nodded, and approached him. As we got closer, the man looked
up as if concerned as to why we were heading towards him. We kept our distance, but I knelt down
beside him and his eyes began to grow wide as he saw what I held in hand. I gave him the bag and he
broke into a smile from ear to ear; the only thing he could say was, “Thank you.”
The reactions stayed very similar with the other two men we fed that night. You could tell that they
were all thankful. Such a simple thing, the luxury of having a meal, was something I took for granted
each and every day. These sweet, kind people don’t have the stability in their lives that I’m blessed with.
After that one day, my outlook on things changed greatly. Despite the days where I think life is rough, I
just stop and remember that no matter what, somebody always has it worse.

Kasey lives in Fredericton with her mom and dad and is the baby of four girls. She loves to read, write and play
volleyball and softball. She love doing hands-on work and would someday like to work in the trades, possibly as
an electrician. Through this experience she has learned not to overlook small things that might go unnoticed and
to appreciate all of the positive things around her.

Michael McKay
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

From Hardship to Happiness

T

ears were rushing down my face like waterfalls. The sky was black and filled with gloomy clouds.
I was taking notice of each raindrop that fell upon me as if time itself had slowed down. The river
was below me, and I was on the edge. I was going to do it; I was going to jump. But then the
most unexpected thing happened. My phone vibrated; my girlfriend, worried and nervous, had left a
message. I didn’t think it was possible, but that message was the start of the greatest lesson in my life.
My life had been rolling downhill ever since I was a toddler. My dad had left my mom when I was
4 years old, forcing her to take care of two little boys by herself. As the years progressed, I found
myself becoming the bad kid that nobody wanted me to be. I found that life was becoming ever more
difficult.
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By the end of Grade 6, I was already drinking alcohol and rolling joints. By the end of Grade 7, one
of my best friends had passed away. Her death was pretty tough on me; she had been there through
most of my life. By the third month of Grade 8, I had been suspended 4 times and had been in a few
fights. By November of that same year, I had been arrested for the first time. In fact, I already had a
lengthy criminal record at the age of 14. I know what you’re thinking: pretty impressive, right? I was
committing petty crimes and then running from the police just so my mom wouldn’t have to pay for
any more of my charges.
On December 22nd, 2012, I realized that I did not have it easy and that I had messed up pretty
badly. I jumped somebody that day, somebody who is never going to look at me the same way
again, someone who will have unintentional fear and worry when they see me. That’s when I started
becoming sad. Not ordinarily sad, but depressed.
I could tell.
I started hating myself for all of the things that I did and started asking myself why I had it so
rough. I saw myself as useless, mean, and hateful. I wasn’t wanted anywhere. This went on for several
months until I got closer with somebody that I had previously hurt with my uncontained rage. Her
name was Morgan.
Morgan and I became fast friends, and hers was the message that I received while standing on the
edge. She was obviously sad, but she was kept her messages positive to make me rethink my course of
action. She started messaging me the sweetest texts in the world. She gave me as many reasons as she
could think of as to why I needed to stay positive. She told me why she needed me here, she told me
about all of the great qualities about myself, she told me about why she loves and cares about me, and
she told me about why other people love me too.
She made me realize that there are people who care about me, that there are people who need me
here. She made me realize that I do have a future, and that I do have good in my life. If I’m just going
to be negative all the time, then I’m going to bring other people down with me. If I hurt myself, then I
hurt other people. I considered all of my friends and family—all the people with whom I’m close—and
thought about what their lives would be like if I killed myself. I started thinking about everyone else
and not just about myself. I thought deeply, and I noticed that I have a much better life than I had
previously thought.
I got off of the bridge and ran home quicker than lightning.
My life from that day forward has been great. I’m a better person now. I’ve been clean for 8
months and don’t excessively drink, and I’m happy and more positive. It was at my lowest moment that
I learned my greatest lesson, one that changed my life indefinitely.

Michael is a grade 9 student at Leo Hayes High School. Michael lives with his mom in Fredericton, NB. Michael
is well- liked by his classmates and brings a lot of life to the classroom. He stands out for his witty remarks and
realistic viewpoint. His writing has always been naturally impressive with a strong voice. Michael is unsure of what
his plans will be after high school because he is only in his first year! He does, however, have a strong love of
animals and shows interest in volunteering at the SPCA and involving that passion into a career.
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Miranda Scott
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

Holding On
"As a well spent day brings happy sleep, a life well used brings happy death."
– Leonardo da Vinci

E

ach person faces trials and events that change his or her life forever. I have definitely had my fair
share, but no trail, no event compares to the hardship in losing a loved one. If you have lost a
loved one, I am sure you know, but if you have not, you cannot possibly imagine.

I stood before my baby brother. He was tall for his age, and he was resting in a large baby blue
casket similar to what any typical three-year-old would need. His blond hair curled perfectly at the ends
and lay still, and his body was stiff, cold, and bloated. Makeup was brushed across his face, disguising
his pale skin. This was not the energetic, cheerful boy I once knew; this was just an empty vessel that
I couldn’t comprehend. I had told myself that I would be strong today, but the moment I caught a
glimpse of him, I felt myself come undone—a lump formed in my throat and hot tears streamed down
my face.
I hated the smell of funerals and flowers, I hated it. During the service, I was the first to walk
down the aisle to place my rose on Nathen’s body. It took everything I had in me to move and to not
breakdown completely. As eyes filled with sorrow gazed at me, I placed the rose attached to the ribbon
that read ”Yaya,” his special nickname for me, next to his tiny body. I gently kissed his lips, a final
goodbye. My heart was shattered. His loss left me with a gaping hole in my heart that hurt not only
emotionally, but physically. It was all over now.
I remember hearing the news. My grandmother got the phone call, and her words hit me like a
bullet: “He’s dead.” I was overwhelmed with emotions, like a wave crashing over me with panic, fear,
anger, devastation, and shock. Yet at the same time, I felt numb and empty.
Nathen passed away from Meningitis on February 15th, 2011, a sickness that took him in a day
without warning. That morning he was perfectly healthy, but by night he was gone—snatched away
from us by death. The truth is that I never realized how serious it was, so I never saw my brother that
day. I lived with the heavy guilt of that afterwards, but I convinced myself it was for the better. I would
not want to remember him that way.
Nathen was a character from the day he was born on February 7th, 2008; he became the center
of the family, like the protagonist in a book. He was the kind of boy who peed on the stairs, didn’t tell
anybody, and just inched around it. He was extremely busy, and knew exactly how to press anyone’s
buttons. Most mornings he woke my father up by feeding him dog food or by shoving a dirty mop in
his face.
On Christmas of 2010, my stepmother and I took Nathen to the Santa display, hoping his only
intentions were to show Santa his new tractor calendar. Nathen proved us wrong as he ripped through
the display, knocking down and destroying the head of a large glass polar bear. It got so bad that a
traumatized Santa yelled, “You’ll get coal if you don’t be good!” Thankfully by the end of it, Nathen
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did get a picture with Santa; unfortunately, he had to sit on a stool because there was no way he was
sitting on this stranger’s lap.
Nathen’s life was short but sweet, a book that ended too early. It was not fair and I will never
understand why because main characters are not supposed to die. When the pain of his loss hits, I try
to remember his happy simple life. I try to remember how happy he would be now and how he would
not want me to shed a tear. I am grateful to have had the privilege to have had this little boy in my life,
and I still count him as my greatest blessing even though he is gone. His small voice still lingers in my
memory, and although the loud pitter patter of his footsteps no longer echoes through the house, he
has forever left his footprints on my heart.

Miranda Scott is a fifteen-year-old grade ten student who enjoys reading, travelling and sharing time with friends.
Miranda received the Provincial Turnaround Achievement Award for her school this year, a major accomplishment.
Miranda has a passion for travel, hoping to experience life in Europe and South America. Miranda’s immediate
family has always been important to her, especially her little brother, Nathen.

Josie Versloot
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Anglophone School District West

A Moment
“It is during our darkest moments that we must focus to see the light.” – Aristotle Onassis

O

ne single moment, long or short, can change your life completely. Before that moment happened
for me, I didn’t realize how quickly I could lose something. I didn’t realize that it wouldn’t
always be there. I didn’t realize just how much I had. I wasn’t thankful despite having two loving
parents, three great siblings, a welcoming extended family, and some close friends. I had life pretty
good, but took it all for granted. I took all of it for granted until it happened.
That moment for me was the morning of July 19th, 2010. That moment happened at an hour that
was far too early for any normal summer morning. This day, however, was already far from normal even
before I opened my eyes.
I woke up to see my mom in my room and immediately knew something was wrong. I don’t
know if it was that it was so early or that she was extremely upset. She told me that something bad
had happened and that I needed to go downstairs. When I got downstairs—half-asleep and in my
pyjamas—two people were already in my kitchen: my mom’s friend and my pastor.
I had no clue what was going on and why they would be there until they told me. They told
me something I never would have expected to hear on what should have been a care-free summer
morning. It was about my dad. He had been in Quebec, and he was supposed to be coming home the
night before.
He didn’t, and he never would.
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What my mom’s friend and my pastor told me was that my dad had died in a car accident in Perth
Andover, New Brunswick on his way back home. His vehicle had hit a moose.
That is when it began, the never ending waterfall of tears. I didn’t want to have breakfast because
I was devastated, but my mom got me to eat anyway. I went upstairs and crawled back into bed to be
away from everyone. I remember my aunt coming up to see me, and then my friend’s mom asking if I
wanted to see any of my friends. When they left, I got dressed, not because I wanted to or really felt up
to it, but because I felt I had to. Slowly, a few of my close friends began to gather in my room. My tears
eventually stopped; I was blissfully distracted.
Later, when I went downstairs, I was suddenly surrounded by a great number of people who my
dad had affected. Thus, the streams of salty rivers down my face continued, rivers that would dry up,
run again, dry up, and then run again. At times, the sobs shook me, but during other moments, the
tears ran silently. This is how it went all day, on and off. That night I had trouble sleeping, not believing
he was gone forever.
The next few days, dealing with that loss, the visitation, and the funeral was hardly bearable.
Seeing him lying there, completely still and white, made it sink in that this was real; it wasn’t just a bad
dream.
Finding a new rhythm to settle into and then going back to school was difficult, but for some
reason, I became strangely positive. I looked on the bright side of everything and was always happy. I’m
still not sure if I was covering up my sadness or if I really had a new mindset and was truly happy. One
thing I do know is that to this day, losing my dad is the worst thing that has ever happened to me. I will
always miss him, but his death has had positive effects as well. I have become more appreciative, and I
have realized that nothing and nobody will be around forever. I have also learned to be positive about
every situation because your mindset makes all the difference, and because staying upset or angry
doesn’t help.
A moment. That’s all it took to end his life. That’s all it took to completely transform mine.

Grade 10 student Josie lives on a farm in Keswick, New Brunswick with her mother and three younger siblings.
She is president of her local 4-H club, winning the provincial level of its communications competition. Josie also
enjoys being part of her school’s musical production. In her spare time she enjoys reading and spending time with
friends. After high school Josie plans to pursue a career in Education as a math teacher.
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Adrianna Durley
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

The Day My Soul Left My Body

E

very so often a snippet of memory would be triggered. Reality would melt away, and I would
be lying on my back at thirteen years old. A wave of nausea would hit me, and my body would
begin to shake. I knew something was wrong. I just couldn’t pinpoint exactly what it was. In May
of 2013, two years after the traumatic event, I admitted to myself what I had known all along—I had
been sexually assaulted.
He forced me onto my back and aggressively pulled down my jean shorts. My thin, awkward legs
visibly shook. I squeezed my eyes shut and whispered, “I have to go” over and over. I could never speak
louder than a whisper. My heart was in my throat. As my soul left my body, I watched him force four
fingers inside of the body I had left behind. I wanted to push him off of the poor girl he was violating.
The body lay still, her face turned towards me, tears streaming down her face. I wanted him to hurt like
this girl hurt, but I just stood and watched silently. I was helpless.
My cell phone rang. The body answered. Her eyes were empty, the rims red from crying. My dad’s
voice was coming from the other end. When the body spoke, her words were lifeless. The body pulled
on her shorts and walked to the front door where her book bag sat. I followed the body to my dad’s
car. Sitting in the passenger’s seat, my soul melted back into my body.
For two years after that spring afternoon, my soul was a lifeless void. I was disgusted with myself.
No matter how many times I showered under scalding hot water, scrubbing until my skin turned an
angry red, I could not get him off of me. I blamed myself for what happened, but I couldn’t help but
cringe every time I heard his name. If he came up in conversation, a cold sweat would break out at the
base of my neck. I hated him. I hated myself.
I started to become interested in feminism the summer before tenth grade. I read everything about
the subject that I could get my hands on. I had never felt such a strong passion for something in my
life. I found myself most drawn to the issue of violence against women. As I read the personal accounts
of survivors of sexual assault, I started to think more about the day my soul left my body. The day my
soul changed.
When I admitted to myself that I had been sexually assaulted, I lay in bed for hours crying and
rocking myself back and forth in the fetal position. My mind was racing and my heart pounded in my
ears. I could have vomited, but at least I felt something. At that moment, though I did not know it at
the time, the lifeless void that was my soul saw a feeble sliver of light.
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The light took many months to break through the dark emptiness. I had hidden the memory of that
warm spring afternoon in the deepest folds of my subconscious. I began to slowly pull those memories
to the forefront of my mind. It was a long, emotionally exhaustive process. It took many months of
counselling to unearth even small flashes of that day: my jean shorts being pulled off of me, a cell
phone buzzing on the dresser, the ripping pain I felt in between my legs.
Once I came to terms with my assault, I began to use it to strengthen myself. The light overtook the
void that had defiled my soul. I want women to know that they do not deserve to experience violence. I
want men to know that they do not hold the right to touch a woman’s body without her consent. I do
not want another thirteen-year-old girl with gangly limbs and crooked bangs to feel the self-hatred that
I felt, and I do not want any woman to feel alone after being sexually assaulted.
I was a thirteen-year-old girl with knobby knees and freckles who felt empty and alone. I attempted
suicide; I felt life was only a means for me to suffer. I struggled with the darkness that had inhabited
my soul.
I am now a sixteen-year-old woman, still with ever-present knobby knees, but possibly with less
freckles. I have days when I feel the void trying to swallow my soul, but I am strong. I am a powerful
young woman. I am a feminist. Feminism has inspired me to use my sexual assault to fuel my passion
for the issue of violence against women. In a way, I am thankful for that warm, spring afternoon. The
event of that afternoon tore me down many times, but now, I am indomitable.

Adrianna is a passionate grade eleven student attending Fredericton High School. She is the founder and leader
of her school’s feminist group, and volunteers with the local women’s shelter. Adrianna hopes to obtain her
psychology degree, live in Iceland, write novels, and eventually operate an emergency women’s shelter. Adrianna
would like to thank her grade eleven English teacher, Mrs. Prescott, and her loving, supportive parents.

Elizabeth Croft
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

Out of Context

“I

can’t write about myself. My life is uneventful,” I lied. My life has been anything but normal.
Often, my house could have doubled as a battlefield—except tears were shed, not blood.
When I first had to write about myself, I realized that I was disgusted by my life and that I felt
as though I was just seeking sympathy.
Truth is, I’m embarrassed by my life. I have a delusional father, forgiven too many times; a horribly
depressed mother; and a desensitized brother. Then there’s me, struggling to cope with knowing that
sometimes the sky does fall, and knowing that we can’t always catch it. My home life has made me
grow up too fast, has made me not trust people, and has driven me to smile even when I’m screaming
inside.
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I hate talking about things that have changed me because it makes my life seem so much worse
than it is. Yes, I could drone on about how my family wars have shaped me to be caring, affectionate,
and scared of ending up miserable and alone. I could also preach about how being bullied made me
sad, isolated, and alone. I could confess how I didn’t want to get out of bed because the harassment
followed me to school, stepped on my heels at dance, and cluttered my inboxes. I could talk about all
of these things, but it angers me to have people hear my stories and feel bad for me. So please, don’t
feel bad for me!
Middle school sucked. In grade six, I thought self-harm was the way to cope with everything that
was happening in my life. Then my mom found out; she cried and cried over it. She pleaded with me to
talk to her, but I refused. I didn’t like to and never knew how to talk about my problems.
In grade eight, I drew a picture of my face in a profile view. My eyes were covered, refusing to
reveal myself, refusing to reveal my emotions. My teacher found this questionable because I expressed
how I really felt.
I was silenced by myself.
“Are you sure you don’t want to go to the counselor?” my art teacher asked one day after class.
“It’s just a drawing,” I explained with no need to say more. Yet people still asked if I was okay.
“I’m fine,” I would say. It was as if I were a song on repeat and those were the only lyrics to my life.
I suppose visual art wasn’t the way to be expressive. People questioned my motives because it was too
visual and too revealing. So there’s little thirteen-year-old me: lost and confused, trying to speak in a
world that refuses to listen. All I wanted to say was that I’m okay. All I wanted was to be okay.
Soon, I learned to express myself through another way, through a way I had never really thought
about: writing. My mother always said that I had a way with words, that I was eloquent. Because of
this, I developed characters to hurt for me, dragons to slay for me, and beasts to hunt for me so I could
feel like I was strong. Then I wrote the first chapter of my novel.
I became Locklen Mazery, a girl with a hidden past and no home, just a lost girl trying to figure out
who she was. I am Calia Kanova who no longer wants to feel alone. I am Greyson Donnelly, feeling
as though I am inferior to all. I am Ashen Drury who would stop at nothing to keep the ones he loves
safe. I am Carson Loton, destructive, and angry, wishing beautiful things could last longer. I am them
and they are me.
In a way, my writing, and these characters, have changed me. I’ve become a better person and
learned how to deal with the worst of life. My characters have given me a shoulder to cry on and
a place to hide. It’s been a teeter-totter of I don’t want to live this life, so I live theirs. I’ve slain the
monsters that taunt me, beat the problems that nag at me, and deflected the hurt that comes towards
me. I’ve grown stronger.
There will be bad days, good days, and long days, but there will always be an outlet for me. There
will be a way to silently scream. And I will scream until I fill the pages. I will cry until my hand goes
numb.
“I can’t write about myself. My life is uneventful.” And as far as I’m concerned, it’s true.
Unfortunately for my characters, they’ll never have the audacity to say such a thing. I thank imaginary

92 |

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

New Brunswick

beings for carrying my problems as their world is shattered to pieces. The sky may sometimes fall, but
at least I’ve learned how to catch it.

Ellie is sixteen years old and was born and raised in Fredericton, N.B. She loves to play rugby, write, draw, act, and
dance. Ellie loves to participate passionately in class discussions and in life!

Nadine Violette
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

Fortunately Gay
"When you finally embrace the gift of your sexual orientation, it is the end; the end of
shame, fear, and oppression. You leave the darkness of the closet and begin a life of honesty,
authenticity, and freedom." – Anthony Venn-Brown

S

elf-acceptance is a process which, like any other kind of love, takes time and effort to build and
maintain. Insecurity is inevitable; however, seeing past it and embrace yourself is an awakening
like no other. I believe that self-love is a journey that never really ends, whether it’s taking care
of your body, continuing to remind yourself that you have a lovely smile, or simply picking yourself up
when you fall. Being gay is not something that defines me as a human being. In fact, before I was able
to grasp the concept of the word, it was insignificant. I was seven years old and invincible. I liked girls,
but that was normal. I could still blow bubbles with my friends, throw a football further than all of my
classmates, and laugh louder than anyone.
“Being gay is a hard lifestyle.” Of course I trembled. After all, this isn’t exactly something a
gay child wants to hear from their mother. All of a sudden this new word for how I felt was being
introduced into my vocabulary; however, for some reason, something was so incredibly wrong with it.
As I grew, so did my internal homophobia; my secret became harder to hide and my boyish habits
demanded more questions. My church’s teachings only worsened my anxiety; I spent years praying
to God for some way to bury this burden people called gay. I believed that perhaps he had made a
mistake. I did not fully understand sexuality, and therefore, I did not accept my own. Heterocentrism
was all that I knew, and the small town around me was only getting smaller.
After moving to Fredericton, I formed many new relationships. The move was definitely a step
in the right direction; however, as I entered middle school, I tried to mask my homosexuality with
perfumes, bad makeup, push up bras, and an overall unfamiliar facade. Kissing boys did not interest
me and although I could appreciate them, I could not continue lying to myself. Being in denial
only drove me further into the ground. I would spend hours trying to come up with some sort of
explanation for my sexuality. Finally, I realized that the only honest explanation I had was that I wanted
to kiss who I wanted to kiss. This simple justification led me to an incredibly significant realization:
maybe being gay wasn’t the problem.
Maybe there was no problem at all.
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I was beginning to understand myself in a very profound way, so I made the decision to change
my perspective on just about everything. I found gay role models; I began having conversations with
open minded, educated people; and I found people in situations similar to my own. My belief system
completely transformed, and suddenly, I discovered a multitude of self-worth. Ultimately, I fell in love
with myself. I began opening up to people and sharing my secret until it was just a story that I loved to
tell. The positive reactions I received filled me with an energy that I had only dreamed of.
Rebirthing yourself doesn’t have to be so strenuous. It doesn’t have to involve unbearable pain,
an epidural, or a doctor. Rebirthing yourself can be about a simple change in perspective. Rebirthing
yourself can be about the bravery that enables you to love yourself. If I had the choice to change my
sexuality, I wouldn’t even consider it. Even though it is such a tiny part of me, it has taught me so many
important lessons, given me the opportunity to meet so many beautiful people, and allowed me to
hear some pretty incredible stories. I am forever grateful for that, so why would I ever want to take any
of it back?
A major problem in today’s society is that there are brilliant people out there who do not feel
brilliant. They do not feel brilliant simply because they have been told otherwise or because they just
haven’t been able to see it in themselves. I grew up having to teach myself many things because,
unfortunately, LGBTQ awareness, self-acceptance, and open-mindedness were not subjects taught in
elementary school. In my case, they were things that I had to go out and discover for myself.
Love exists to make us feel invincible, not to hold us back. So whether it’s my love for women or
love for myself, I intend on expressing it as boldly as I please. My sexuality has been such a fascinating
blessing in my life, and I am proud of myself for being able to realize that when I did.

Grade 11 student Nadine Violette lives with her family in Fredericton New Brunswick, where she attends
Fredericton High School. Nadine is passionate about her learning, and she enjoys writing in her spare time as
well as photography, cooking, running, and spending time outdoors. Nadine would like to thank her mother and
other supporters for the positive impact that they have had on her life each day.

Jameson Cunningham
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

More Than a Game

H

ave you ever made the mistake of judging a book by its title let alone by its cover? I believe that,
regardless of how good of a person you believe yourself to be, everyone will make this mistake.
I have been there. My stomach turned and my mind swirled as I came to my realization. I was
appalled at what I had done.
The sun was glowing overhead. A warm summer heat had settled in. My life was good. I was in the
one place where I knew I always belonged: a soccer pitch. Between the thick white lines that encased
the slender blades of grass, the perfect stage had been created for the beautiful game to be played.
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Soccer was my sanctuary; my passion for it burned through my soul. Being eleven-years-old, the world
was simple—summer even more so. There was life and then there was soccer.
Soccer was simple to me. You scored goals, you won games, and you had fun. You could say that
I am overly competitive, but I will say that I am only passionate. I held myself to lofty standards when I
played and I believed that others should have been capable of doing the same. For that reason, when
one boy on my team named Kellam did not play with the same ferocity, I was enraged.
He continually allowed our goal to be ravaged by the opposition, who persistently scored at will,
and played with a completely care free attitude. For me, soccer was life. I preferred to live with high
intensity and high action all the time; on the other hand, Kellam seemed to be in it for the half time
orange slices and post-game juice boxes. It was like a jackhammer to my temple—watching him
flounder on the field was excruciatingly painful.
His frequent blunders had eroded my joyful demeanor. In fact, the pressures of one game pushed
me ever so close to going over the edge. Our team was clawing its way back into a game when Kellam
allowed one of their players to score an easy goal. My skin started to turn green and my muscles grew;
this hulk-esque rage brought my blood to a boiling point. It took every ounce of will power I possessed
not to blow my top. When I was finally in my family car, cruising on the highway home with my
mother, I vented and released my built up tension.
“I hate playing with Kellam! It’s as if he doesn’t want to be there!” I yelled. “He never cares and
he’s oblivious to what’s going on around him! I don’t get why he doesn’t try at all!”
“Jameson” my mother calmly responded to my outrage. I instantly knew from the tone of her reply
that we were going to have an in-depth talk about something important
“Yes?” I put forward, my voice hesitant and fearful that I had crossed a line and that the
consequences would be dire.
“You should know that Kellam acts the way he does because he is autistic.”
As my mother finished her statement, my jaw dropped a little. I was only able to muster up an
“Oh” as a reply.
As the tire spun rapidly on the pavement, so did the thoughts in my mind. I had just found out that
I was speaking ill of a boy who suffered from autism. My insides twisted and turned, and an enormous
knot grew in the pit of my stomach. I pondered all of the troubles he and his parents had been
suffering from since day one. To learn that I was adding to the stigma was sickening. As our car pulled
into our driveway, I vowed not to get mad at Kellam anymore and to accept who he was and whatever
troubles he may cause. I would do this with a completely upbeat attitude. Like a race horse without
blinders, I could now see the world clearer and I eagerly awaited the next chance to race.
Over the next couple of weeks, I began to embrace Kellam’s personality. I made it my mission to be
his partner in all of the drills we did. Whenever there was something minor that could be celebrated, it
was. Every successful pass completed or shot put on target was its own mini celebration, deserving of a
parade and victory speeches galore.
My coaches noted the newfound friendship between my teammate and me, so they started playing
us beside each other. This partnership became beneficial for both parties as Kellam was able to play
freely and with guidance become a stronger, more valuable part of the team. I, on the other hand, now
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had more responsibilities which forced me into the pressure cooker. Rather than shattering, however, I
became a diamond, unafraid to rough it up a little. Simply put, the two of us flourished.
Although I did not know it would happen at the beginning of the season, I grew leaps and
bounds that summer, transforming from a ten-year-old who lacked vision into an aware, engaged and
understanding eleven years old. I went from despising a teammate to respecting him. We were more
than teammates; we were friends. This happened because what we do in life is more than just a game.
If I had never had this epiphany, I fear what I would have become. I would have lacked understanding,
compassion, and sensitivity. This experience motivated me to join the Best Buddies, and it has also
taught me lessons about acceptance that I will use for the rest of my life.

Jameson, a Grade 11 student living in Fredericton, NB, enjoys reading and writing complex and challenging texts.
He is an active member in his community and at his school, volunteering with the Best Buddies program, and
participating on his school’s Cross Country team, Rowing Club, and Varsity Soccer team. He enjoys spending time
both at his family cottage and in the great outdoors, and he also loves skiing and kayaking. After high school,
Jameson plans to explore the field of architecture.

Kristen Grant
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

Missing Piece to Our Family Puzzle

F

orgiving and forgetting are two different things. I have grown up watching people try to forget
every bad thing that has happened to them. They push back the pain, hoping that one day it
won’t knock on their door anymore. You can see it on their faces and you can see it in their eyes:
those memories that spread sadness through their tired bodies will always be there. I have come to
realize that no matter how hard you try to forget, you never will. Those memories will be locked into
your mind, eating away at the small bit of happiness left in your heart.
I have grown up in a home filled with love and security, but every so often, I can see a flash of
longing in my mother’s eyes. Every Mother’s day or Father’s day, there’s a quietness that surrounds my
family. It’s like there’s a missing piece to our family puzzle. As much as we’d like to forget, his memory
will never go away.
I can’t say that I knew him. I do not know what he looked like and I never heard his voice. There’s
this part of me that wishes he could be here; that wishes I could’ve known him and wishes that we
could have grown up together.
In fact, I hide those feelings every day.
I push them into the deepest parts of me because it’s stupid to want to know someone who was
never really here. So when I was younger, I chose to try and forget. I wanted to forget that I would’ve
had another brother if the doctors would’ve taken their time to care for him. I wanted to forget the
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look on my mother’s face every time we went to his grave or the pain in my father’s eyes every time he
hears his name.
I am seventeen years old. He would be turning eighteen. My mom had carried him to full term.
He was a healthy baby as far as they were told. My parents had already had my older brother a few
years before and they were ready to complete their family with another baby boy. I cannot imagine the
excitement my parents had after waiting nine months for their child. The day came and everything was
okay.
Suddenly, the monitors at the hospital began to show that his heart rate was dropping; something
was going wrong. Then, they did the worst thing they could have done; they took my mother off the
monitors to get her into the surgical room. Within that short time, my brother’s arm pressed against his
chest, cut off his airway, and consequently, stopped his heart. The day Jordan was born was the day my
parents lost a piece of their family. They lost a part of themselves.
When I was about seven or so, I can remember visiting Jordan’s grave with my parents. It was
Mother’s day, and my mom put a bouquet of flowers on his headstone. I didn’t really understand what
was happening at the time; all I know is that I watched my mom lay the bouquet on Jordan’s grave and
my dad hold my mother as she wept. I can remember the crisp spring air that clung to our skin. My
coat appeared to protect me from the frigid temperature, but on the inside, I was still frozen solid.
Life likes to create these holes in our heads. If we go digging, we can get lost in them. But if we try
to forget them, then we’ll only fall back in. These memories are a hole that my family tries to forget,
and we all keep falling back in.
In a bible on my mom’s dresser sits a small photo of a lifeless baby lying naked on a blank table. It’s
the only picture my parents have of Jordan. I have heard them say how they wanted more. The wanted
the foot prints, a lock of his hair, a few pictures at most, but they did not get them. It’s one of the most
delicate possessions they have and the one they cherish the most. They blamed everyone else around
them for the mistake that took place. They wouldn’t talk about it and couldn’t look at anyone for a
while. Being the first child after his death, I felt like the replacement baby; the one that they didn’t plan
on having until Jordan passed.
People think that trying to forget the bad things in our lives will make them go away, but it’s
never that easy. Forgetting will just push the pain away and bury it until something brings it up again.
Watching my parents try to forget has made me realize that pain only goes away when you learn to
forgive. Forgiving gets rid of all the negativity you feel towards the problems you face. All the tears I’ve
shed and all the pain I’ve felt watching my parents—I have let it all go and forgive the people I blamed.
I have learned their lesson; hopefully, I can also teach it to them too.

Grade 11 student, Kristen Grant, is the top student in her class at Canterbury High School. She is part of the
basketball, badminton, cross country, and track and field teams. She has been a class rep with student council
for the last six years. She has been part of the leadership group for the last three years. This year, she has
spearheaded a campaign for mental health awareness. After graduation she plans to attend Dalhousie University
to study medical sciences. Kristen would like to thank her family for their continued support with each endeavour
she pursues.
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Derek Larlee
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

A Celebration of Life

T

he smell of sweaty and damp equipment filled my nostrils as I quickly entered the dressing room.
I was late as usual. I glanced around the room and all of my teammates were sitting quietly with
their heads bowed. They weren’t getting ready like they would be every other week. When I
walked in, I noticed that the dressing room seemed unusually glum and quiet. I thought nothing of it at
the time until one of my teammates greeted me with the horrifying news.
“Did you hear?” Travis asked with no expression on his face.
“Hear about what?” I replied with curiosity.
“Coach Dale had a heart attack last night. He passed away early this morning.” he answered.
At that moment, everything stopped. I could hear those words ringing over and over in my head.
My heart sank. Not only was Dale my hockey coach, but he was also my best friend Derrick’s dad. I had
gone over to Derrick’s house ever since the third grade and had played pond hockey on his home-made
outdoor rink with him and Dale. We had played monopoly, poker, and every other board game we
could find. I not only knew him as a coach, but I knew him as a friend.
I stood in that place for a moment, waiting for the news to sink in. I didn’t respond. I just lowered
my head and headed to my seat. I unzipped my hockey bag and started getting dressed for practice
just like I would any other week. The news hadn’t quite sunk in yet.
As the buzzer sounded for six o’clock, I, along with the rest of the team, stepped on the ice for
practice. Our Head Coach Chad called us all to center ice. There was no doubt about what he was
going to say.
“As I’m sure you've all heard, Coach Dale suffered a heart attack last night and passed away early
this morning.” I could tell that he was trying to act tough and be confident, but he couldn’t help the
tears that started to flow down his face. I felt the same sinking feeling creep into my heart. At that
moment, my eyes started to tear up, and before I knew it, I also had tears streaming down my cheeks.
I looked around to see if anybody had noticed, and to my surprise, every single player on the team was
in the same boat. The news had finally sunk it.
After regaining his cool Coach Chad tapped his stick and said, “Alright boys, huddle up! We’re
going to say a word of prayer.” We all huddled shoulder to shoulder around the centre ice face-off dot.
I can still remember his prayer to this day.
“Dear heavenly father, we don't know why you had to take such a special person from all of our
lives. He was young, he was a father, he was a coach, and he was a friend. He was someone we all
looked up to. But he was yours and not ours. Thank you for the time we got to spend with him, and
for lessons he taught us. Say hi from the Bantam AAA Blackhawks. Amen.”
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We didn't stop the huddle there; we stayed together like a team should. In that moment, I learned
what it meant to be a team and I learned what it meant to have a support group, to have a team to
count on. I learned what it was like for someone to have your back.
We held this position for a few minutes in complete silence until Coach Chad finally tapped his
stick on the ice. We then continued on with practice the same as we would any other week.
Later on that week, the team attended Coach Dale's funeral all wearing our jerseys with sewn-in
pins we had purchased which read “DC” for Dale Cosman. We all sat in the section of the funeral
home that read “reserved for Blackhawks.” It was a beautiful service celebrating Coach Dale’s life.
Afterwards, we all went out for a team lunch. We talked, joked, and acted like a team. We were there
for each other.
Looking back now, I realize why this happened to me at such a young age. This tragic event taught
me the value of life, and taught me how quickly it can end. Coach Dale was young and not expecting
his life to end that night. I’m sure there are many other things he would have done if he knew his life
was coming to an end. It’s for that reason that I have decided to live my life with no regrets and to
enjoy the time I have. Because in all reality, we don’t know how much time that will be.

Derek is a grade 11 student at Leo Hayes High School. Born and raised in Fredericton, he lives with both is
parents, Rick and Kim, and his twin sister, Danielle. As evident in his essay, Derek is an active student who
participates in many activities around the community. He spends his spare time playing on a hockey team and can
also be found skiing or snowboarding to pass the winter months. In the nicer weather he likes to hunt and bike
while staying busy with his involvement in his church community. After high school Derek has plans to look into
engineering or becoming a police officer. We wish him the best of luck on all endeavours!

Haili McGregor
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District South

Jigsaw

I

stumbled upon a very large piece of my identity, quite accidentally, in the local coffee shop; I was
soaked to the bone, clutching a paper cup.

The month must have been early November; willingly running into the rain and down the
street in any month after would have been suicide. I remember the cruel patter of the drops against
my backpack, cold and merciless. Still, I was bright and refused to bow against the pressing wind at
my back. I had my best friend at my side with the promise of a peppermint hot chocolate to push me
forward.
As we made our way down the street, we felt alive and young and vibrant in the grayscale
surroundings of our town. My mother's warning about jumping in puddles was still fresh in my ears,
but I was thirteen-years-old—practically a grown woman—much too old to go scampering through any
rain puddles. The real danger here was obviously drowning.
Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 99

New Brunswick

The wet slap of our sneakers against the concrete and the scattering of droplets beneath our feet
were our soundtrack. The droplets were chased upward in small splashes, only to be devoured by
fat drops of frigid rain, which were making a brave attempt at devouring us in kind. Wind howled
ghoulishly around buildings and cars rumbled like sleek predators to our left, but she was laughing. It
was contagious.
She was confident, blonde, and warm in the life-sucking winter of our town. Where everything had
gone cold and tasteless, she was the embodiment of summer while I was the meek breeze that clung
to her stride, too afraid to even cross the street without having her charge ahead of me. I blamed my
rural upbringing, but she had always been independent and unafraid. I thought I envied her.
Gray and blue turned into gold and honey as we dove into the safety of the coffee shop, welcomed
by heat, embraced by the scent of baked goods and freshly-ground beans. We breathed a sigh of relief
and burst into a flurry of giggles; we were drunk on each other, and on the barely tasted freedom
of wandering through town without the accompaniment of an adult. I was nervous in our new
surroundings. I felt as though all of the elderly citizens there were giving me judgemental glares, but
my friend was completely unfazed.
She held the confidence and sincerity of someone who had yet to learn better—someone who
would soon learn better, as life would have it—and I was so completely captivated by her. I was
amazed at how she could stride through life and never lose that 'everything is wonderful and nothing
will ever change' smile.
We were polar opposites when it came to our views on life. I was isolated and distant, aged beyond
my years, but she had a way of bringing out the curious youth in me. Though I was still cautious and
uncertain, only ever following her lead instead of making my own trail, she had a way of reaching for
my hand and pulling me headfirst into something new.
I suppose, in a way, she was like some sort of drug for me. It seems harsh—wrong—to compare
her to such a thing, but that is honestly the only way I can think to describe our relationship. I was
high on her, and the addiction only nestled itself further beneath my skin with each hit. I would see the
cornflower blue of her eyes and be lost to some other world, my fingers trembling and my thoughts
melting away from everything except the perfect curves of her eyelashes, the porcelain smoothness of
her skin.
I could smell the scent of peppermint and hot chocolate curling from the cup in her hands, its twin
in my own, escaping into open air on a swell of whipped cream topped with crushed candy canes.
It foamed over her lips, and her eyes fluttered closed, enveloped in the glory of what seemed to be,
to her, a beverage fit for the gods. Where I held my own hot chocolate as though it were something
insignificant, she sipped from hers like she was savouring art, and I didn't dare sip clumsily from mine.
I feared making a fool of myself in the presence of such beauty. I felt compelled to wait, and to
drink from my own cup like it was a horrible secret, aware that everything I did next to her would seem
awkward to anyone unfortunate enough to see. I was also swept up by this sudden moment of clarity
as my eyes traced the wet line of her bangs, studied each drop of rain in her eyelashes, and followed
the slight dimple at the crease of her mouth.
At that moment, I realized that I was desperately, hopelessly, pitifully in love with my very pretty,
very female best friend.
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That night, I slept beside her. I kept my secret in the quiet darkness of her bedroom, stayed as close
as I dared to the edge of the bed, and stared into empty space as my thoughts buzzed in vicious circles
inside my skull. These were puzzle pieces, rattling around in my brain, trying to find connections that
did not yet exist.
After some soul-searching and years of thought, I've recently managed to string together what
seems like the most accurate guess on how I might describe my sexuality. Gender is not a factor in
my attraction to people: everyone has the potential to be beautiful in my eyes. In fact, I am mostly
attracted to one's personality in the first place.
Of course, I will admit that I have a weakness for blue eyes and the mingled scent of mint and
chocolate.

Grade 11 student Haili was born and raised in St. Stephen, New Brunswick. She has a passion for music and
literature, and is working steadily towards her goal of becoming a novelist. Her essay comes from Haili’s
experiences with the chaos of discovering one’s identity in their teenage years, and her hope is that some day she
will have gathered enough pieces of herself to live comfortably in completion.

Robbie Rowinski
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

The Wake Up Call

M

y summer of 2013 was miserable. I’m not going to perfume the pig at all; my summer break
was simply miserable. Its poor quality was clearly the result of my ignorance heading into
the summer break. This ignorance, however, was the cause of my eventual sophistication by
summer’s end. These two months for me were a time of change and growth, and was a span in which
I transformed into a more mature person. This is a topic I don’t often share, and when I do, I leave out
many details to avoid the judgment of others. With that being said, this is the full, raw, uncut story of
my last summer vacation.
I figure I’ll start chronologically. In Grade 10, I ended up failing multiple courses, leaving me with
the option of going to summer school for an opportunity to gain the credits I had not received, or the
option of repeating Grade 10. I chose summer school so I wouldn’t fall behind, and it seemed like a
good idea. To this day, I still believe it was. The week before summer school started is where everything
changed.
On the twenty-second of June, I was visiting my friend’s house for a little bit. Afterwards, I had
planned to visit another friend’s house. When I arrived to my first friend’s house, however, I found him
and his friends drinking. As much as I don’t want to say “I was the idiot who took too many shots,” I
was the idiot who took too many shots.
When I was scheduled to leave for my next friend’s house, a friend from the party helped me get
to the bus stop. He skateboarded beside me as I walked there, and we soon enough arrived at the
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glass shelter. Suddenly, an ill-advised idea entered my intoxicated cranium—I wanted to use my friend’s
skateboard to shatter the bus stop window. So I did. I swung at the cubicle like Babe Ruth swinging at
a baseball.
Within minutes, a police officer arrived and I was put under arrest. He even tackled me to the
ground; I didn’t resist, but he saw me as a threat without even knowing who had shattered the
window. I came forward, took the blame, and spent the next couple of hours with that officer. After
what seemed like forever, he brought me home. My parents were extremely shocked to see a police
officer escort me home; neither they nor the officer knew I was drunk. The verdict was that I got off
with a warning, which seemed decent until the police officer left.
The twenty-second of June is my parents’ anniversary; this day was supposed to be about them
celebrating their love for each other. I realized that I had ruined that for them. I still feel sorry. Not only
was I sentenced with that guilt, but my parents took away my phone, my iPad, my and laptop like any
good parents should have.
This moment was a wake-up call. This was Mother Earth telling me “Hey Robbie, get yourself
together.” And so I did. Summer school started and I put my best foot forward every day. I woke up
early, finished all my homework, and also helped around the house. Although the routine was foreign
to me, it quickly became a habit.
Though I didn’t realize at the time, now I can clearly recognize that this was preparation for the
future. Those days of agony helped me get myself back on my feet again. The incident with the law
and the experience of summer school took my head out of the clouds and lodged it back in between
my shoulders. I’m thankful now for the very much dreadful wake up call.
The reality is that life’s what you make of it, and I had made it burdensome; I had made it lousy.
Every day was a repeat of the day before, making me hate it more and more. I lacked a social life: I only
ever saw friends at summer school. I really did learn my lesson and I will never repeat it.
All in all, looking back at it now, I’m thankful for everything. I’m thankful I was the idiot who took
too many shots and who got arrested and who lost all technology. I’m thankful that I lacked a social
life. I don’t believe in fate at all, but there’s something that made everything that happened so perfect.
I changed into a different person.
I now know when too much is too much and I now know I can’t just get away with stupid things
now. I now know not to behave badly and I now know to apply myself more to school. This wake-up
call was a big learning process. Despite how much I—like any other teenager—loathe school, I valued
this lesson like a bloodsucking leech cherishes finally getting its nutrients. I wouldn’t change a thing.

Robbie is a seventeen-year-old student at Fredericton High School who enjoys nature and wild life with an ever
extending compassion. Robbie plays the guitar (acoustic/electric/bass) and keyboard. He believes music is a
necessity to every day life. Robbie lives with his mother, step-father and younger brother, with three cats in New
Maryland, New Brunswick.

102 | Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

New Brunswick

Colin Waters
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Anglophone School District West

When Nothing Made Sense

A

t seven years old, life is, simply put, nice. Kids are surrounded by kind people who help them with
anything, and problems beyond eating vegetables do not even exist. Because life is cruel, this
blissful time is captured only in a few sparse, unclear memories. Life, feeling particularly cruel,
decided to make an exception out of me and initiated the single most impactful moment in my life at
the tender age of seven.
Nothing would ever be the same. Nothing could ever be the same. When I walked into that
hospital room, my mother choked back her tears long enough to spill out two words: “Dad's dead.” In
that instant, all I cared for was too.
It began when we discovered that he had lung cancer—the reason that I adamantly refuse to
smoke cigarettes. I was told in advance that he would greet death, but much like one's ability to see a
train before it hits you, it did nothing to ease the pain.
One of only the things I remember clearly that night was that I ate at Burger King for the first time.
In retrospect, I find it funny—in a morbid sort way—that my memory would choose to focus on the
only moderately good thing that happened that night. Besides that, everything past the revelation
of his death has been lost in my memory. It’s locked up in some vault in the deepest catacomb of my
consciousness, bidding time for its re-emergence as a repressed memory because, once again, life is
cruel.
I think the worst part was not having the chance to say goodbye. I mean, I did, but the last
goodbye I said to him was tentative. I intended to come back the next day to hug him and to say I love
him. Then he would say he loved me and then we would all live happily ever after. Life remained cruel,
however, and instead I inherited demons that would haunt me forever.
Looking back, it's clear that the immediate effects of his death evoked anger, confusion, and
defensiveness in me. I would silently dare people to mention my father. I would have rage fuelled
outbursts around my friends. I may have bullied someone—maybe he made fun of my father being
dead or maybe he just brought it up and I reacted poorly. Maybe this, maybe that. I don't know; I don't
trust myself to remember.
I do know that I would talk to him every night for a few minutes before I went to bed. It was an
oral journal—I spoke to the ceiling above my bed—and it continued for a number of years. It was a
one-way conversation, but that was fine with me. Maybe that outlet reduced my anger, or maybe that
outlet caused me to be haunted by my father's presence. It's clear that this period of time was ruled by
uncertainty. That oral journal eventually morphed into a mental one that sees frequent use to this day.
It's either a coping mechanism, or a form of compensation. Like the rest of my life following his death,
I have not decided.
Nothing is ever going to go perfectly for me. Don't get me wrong; I love my life. I have great
friends, interesting hobbies, and good marks, as well as all the small things that constitute a
satisfactory high school career. But no matter how many things are going right for me, there is always
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the dreaded reality weighing me down in the back of my mind. It pulls and nags at my soul, reminding
me constantly that life is cruel. Now I live with the duality of never wanting to forget my father for a
second, and wishing to be free from his burden.
At least I release that tension in a healthy way now, by talking to the people closest to me as
opposed to filling with anger. I was dealt an awful hand, but there is still time to make something of it.
That single event has defined my life up to this point. Everything I do is an indirect result of my
father's passing, for better or for worse. I was taught very early that life is cruel, and I was forced to
mature early just to cope. I became a boy with a fuse liable to blow at any moment—whether in rage
or in tears. Then I took the lessons life threw at me, dusted them off, and tried to make something new
from them. I've seen those grey eyes more in pictures than in life, and I memorized the letter he wrote
me before his death, but I can't imagine the tone of his voice. On the night he died, the world spun
around countless times before settling at an unfamiliar angle, leaving a scared boy alone in the world.
I dream of him saying that he is proud of me, and I would hold the weight of the world just to hear it
for real.

Colin is a grade 11 student who moved to Fredericton from Toronto at age three. He is an avid reader and
writer, as well as a musician. Currently living with his step-father and mother, Colin divides his time between his
bookshelf, his headphones, the hockey rink, and the downtown streets of Fredericton. His dream is to become a
famous rapper, but he will settle for becoming a simple doctor if life denies him. The unjust cancellation of NBCs
Community brought immense grief to Colin, and he has yet to move on from this.
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Thank you to our generous Anonymous Corporate Donor.
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Grade 7

ࣔ7HDUVDUHZRUGVWKDWQHHGWREHZULWWHQ´
– Paulo Coelho, Writer

Justin Nolan
First Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

Waterfall of Tears

W

e have all experienced pain, the feeling that brings its friends sorrow and suffering. They eat
away at your mind and soul, hollowing you out into an empty shell. When I first came to Junior
High, I was bursting with excitement! If only I was aware of the oncoming storm waiting to
strike in fury.
The enormous building intimidated me. The great structure glared down at me and smiled with
a sinister grin. When I walked through those metal double doors, I felt puny. Learning every room
and wall was going to take a while, and I knew it would be difficult to adjust to the crowded, narrow
hallways. But I was sure, with the help of my loyal friends, that it wouldn’t be a problem. As classes
were sorted, however, the chain that bound us together was broken. It crumbled to the ground. We
were separated.
To survive in this alien land, I found new friends. At first, we all exchanged jokes, smiles and laughs.
But it didn’t take long before they turned and targeted their laughs at me. I was punched, slapped, and
called pathetic. One strike to my ear left it temporarily deaf for five minutes, and the stinging feeling of
betrayal pierced through my body and grinded into my soul.
During the following months, the heartless demons who I had once called friends continued
to feed off of my misery. I wanted to be with my old friends, but the torment continued, and I felt
hopeless. I was afraid every day of my life, knowing that they were out there, lurking around every
corner, hiding in every dark shadow. I was their prey, and they were just waiting to pounce. I tripped
into an endless abyss, an inescapable chasm.
Finally, in early November, I decided the torture was too much to bear. If I was to keep it a secret
any longer, all the pain and agony inside me was going to erupt and explode! I needed to summon
every last, tiny crumb of my courage. I had been pushed around so much in the past months that I
forgot what courage was. Before my mind snapped, I went to tell my father my story. The story of my
fear, that drove me into a black hole. The tale of my pain, that stalked me every single day. I told him
why I had a waterfall flowing from my eyes, rushing down my cheeks.
Fittingly, that cold and dark night was the moment I stepped out into the light. I made an uncertain
decision, but it ended up being the best choice of my life. My parents informed the principal of the
problem, and he quickly stopped the demons’ monstrous reign. I still couldn’t go back though: their
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faces would remind me of the past. I decided to change classes, and leave my feelings of terror and
torture behind. I decided to reunite with my old friends, my good friends.

Thirteen-year-old Justin, a Grade 7 student, lives with his parents and older sister Emma in St. John’s,
Newfoundland. An avid swimmer, Justin brings his energy, athleticism, and creativity to all his classes. In his spare
time, he likes to play chess and video games, and loves to read and write stories. In the future, Justin plans on
attending University for creative writing so he can become a published author.

Leah Peddle
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

Living With Kate

I

magine being in a world where you feel you don't belong. Imagine being able to hear the blood
rushing through your veins. Imagine nobody wanting to play with you because you're different.
Welcome to autism!

My eight-year-old sister Kate is autistic. She was diagnosed with this disability when she was just
three years old and since then, her childhood has been anything but typical. Instead of playing with
dolls or going to friends' houses, she has spent much of her free time doing therapy to help her speak,
socialize, and cope in unfamiliar situations.
I vividly remember the day when my parents first told me. I was just seven, and it wasn't a big deal
to me. As I've matured, however, I’ve realized that Kate's autism has affected my life more and more—
sometimes positively, but sometimes negatively.
Our family has traveled to Disney World several times and because of Kate's disability, we have
been permitted to skip the lineups! I felt this was so cool! But then when it was time to stay for the
fireworks display, we couldn't as it was too hard for Kate's hearing. At first, this annoyed me, but now I
realize that Kate is far more important to me than silly fireworks.
Every year my family attends a camp for autistic children and their families. I love going to this
camp because I get to talk to other siblings who are experiencing the same thing. These camps also
make me realize how grateful my family should feel because even though Kate has autism, it's very
mild compared to other kids I've met.
It's been extremely hard to see my parents fight the challenges that seem to haunt families coping
with children who are disabled. They've had to fight to get Kate support in school just so she can
succeed like every other child. Sometimes this can cause tension at home. My wants are overshadowed
by Kate's needs, but for her, I am more than willing to handle that.
Some of my friends have said things like "don't blame Kate, she's autistic,” and “she's not
smart.” This hurts me! Society must become educated about autism. I want Kate to be accepted! I
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want everyone to appreciate all the “Kates” of our world. As her sister, I want her to be happy and
successful, I want to protect her, and I want people to realize that she has so much to offer this world.
This has been my biggest turning point. Kate has made me the person I am today. I have opened
my eyes to the endless possibilities for disabled individuals; it is time for the world to open theirs. I
consider myself to be a kind, patient, and non-judgmental person, and growing up with an autistic
sister has taught me unconditional love. I am thankful for Kate in so many ways, but especially for
playing a huge role in shaping the person I am today. She is my inspiration. She is my true hero!

Thirteen-year-old Leah, a Grade 7 student, lives in Lethbridge, Newfoundland and Labrador with her parents, her
sister Kate, and her two cats. She is actively involved in music, practicing voice, piano, classical guitar, and flute.
Over the past six years, she has won numerous Kiwanis music festival awards. During her free time, Leah loves
to draw, read, play volleyball, and cheerlead. In the future, she hopes to teach music therapy to children with
disabilities.

Megan Fitzgerald
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

A Newfound Escape

M

y heart fills with dread as I realize I have school today: Another day of agonizing verbal torture.
Should I fake sick today? I thought to myself as I dragged myself out of bed. I sighed,
knowing my parents wouldn’t buy it if I did.

As I walked up to the front doors of my school, I hesitated before finally pulling them open. I
stopped before entering the classroom; he was already there. I braced myself and walked in, trying my
hardest to be invisible.
“Hey stupid!” He called, followed by several other very stupid names.
I rolled my eyes pretending to ignore him, but the words hit me like a punch to the gut. I walked
over to my desk and just sat there, waiting for the bell to ring and the name calling to stop.
Then my only friend in my class this year walked over to me.
“Hey!” he said. “Have you read the Lightning Thief?”
“No,” I replied. “I don’t like books.”
“Well I think you’ll like this one,” he said.
“Percy Jackson and the Olympians, the Lightning Thief,” I muttered.
“Yeah,” He said. “You’ll love it, trust me.”
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Throughout the day, I kept glancing at the book. It was pretty thick compared to the books I was
used to. Finally, I picked up the book and quickly flipped through it. There were no pictures.
Near the end of lunchtime, the bully walked over to my desk and started with the name calling
and insults again. I thought if I pretended to be busy, he might leave me alone. I could draw, but then
he would just make fun of my drawings. I could write something, but I wasn’t about to go on mission
impossible to find a pencil in my messy desk. I looked over at the book, still placed in the corner of my
desk. I picked it up before the little voice in the back of my head could protest, and I began to read.
I felt all the screaming voice of my classmates slowly fade away, and I was pulled into my own little
world of beautiful silence. After what felt like a few minutes, I put the book back down and returned
to reality. Everyone was taking their math books out and the teacher was writing something on the
board.
Over the course of the next few months, I read and finished The Lightning Thief. No matter how
hard I tried, I could never pull myself away from that book. Whenever I read it, bullies didn’t bother me
(or maybe they did, or tried anyway. I could never seem to hear them.)
I had finally found an escape, a breath of fresh air in my suffocating school life.
It’s been about two years since then. Nowadays if I said that I hated reading, no one would believe
me. Books are a part of me, and I’m so glad they are.

Thirteen-year-old Megan, a Grade 7 student in the French Immersion Program, lives with her parents and older
sister in Mount Pearl, Newfoundland and Labrador. Megan loves music and video gaming, and is very artistic—
she can spend hours personalizing every character she creates. She also has a very positive outlook on life as
evidenced by the optimism throughout her Turning Points essay. In the future, Megan is interested in pursuing a
career in video game development.

Lucas Adams
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

Just Ask Me

B

ack in Grade 2, all was normal. I was a happy child who loved sports and games. After playing
games, however, I would sometimes find bruises on myself. I never knew where they came from,
or why I had them. To be honest, I never thought too much about it.

That summer, I joined baseball and began to notice the bruises more frequently. More importantly, I
noticed that whenever I got cut, I would bleed for much longer.
One day I took a ball to my wrist. Jolts of pain shot through my body as if I were being stung by
a thousand bees, and my wrist quickly turned purple. Concerned, Mom brought me to a doctor who
immediately sent me to the hospital for blood work. I was petrified, but Mom said it was for my own
good.
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After waiting for what felt like forever, the doctor came in the room and asked my mom to
step outside. My heart was in my throat. She went outside, only to hear that I was diagnosed with
LEUKEMIA. This was devastating for my family. When Mom came back into the room, she whispered
something to Dad. His face turned snow white.
Almost immediately, the doctor sent me to the Janeway Children’s Hospital by ambulance. I
remember entering the emergency room. It was terrible! They had to hold me down to insert an IV.
I was later brought upstairs to my own room which had two beds, a recliner, a bathroom, and a
TV. Dad would sleep in the recliner, and Mom would sleep in the bed. This room is embedded into my
head, as if I lived there my whole life.
That first night, my second blood test came back. The doctors were confused by the results, and
didn’t know what was wrong with me. Luckily, leukemia was ruled out. My family was ecstatic!
To find out what was wrong with me, the hospital sent my results to many places in North America
and then on to Europe! Finally, a doctor in Germany sent back the results and said I had a rare
condition called Idiopathic Thrombocytopenic Purpura, a blood disease wherein your body does not
have enough platelets. I was recorded with one platelet. As a result, I even had bruises on the bottom
of my feet.
I hated being in the hospital. Every 12 hours nurses appeared to give me needles. I was afraid, but
who wouldn’t be? I felt like I had no control over my body, and I thought they were trying to hurt me. I
screamed and kicked while trying to fight the gut-wrenching pain. It was impossible to stop.
A month later, after a lot of pain, I was released. I remember walking out of the hospital and being
hit by a gust of cool, fresh air. It felt like heaven. At that moment, I realized that if something went
wrong, I might not have been able to feel this breeze again. It came on so quickly: one day I was fine,
and the next, I was in the hospital. If I never survived, I would have been missing out on all of the
opportunities I have now. I realized that not only me, but everybody should live their life to the best of
their ability because anything can happen… Just ask me.

Lucas, an outgoing Grade 7 student, lives in the small town of Upper Island Cove, Newfoundland and Labrador.
The youngest of three siblings, he plays baseball and ice hockey at an elite level, and always strives to develop his
skills. In the past eight months, Lucas has represented Newfoundland and Labrador at the Baseball Nationals and
the Hockey Atlantics, becoming the only Pee Wee age group player in the province to achieve that feat. Lucas
dreams of playing professional sports someday, but also has a keen desire to become an Oncologist and give back
to the health care system that has treated him so well.
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Nadeen Al-Obaidi
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

The Click of a Switch

T

here are many incidents in life that you could call “turning points.” Some may have a small
impact on your life and some may have a huge impact. I’m going to be telling you about the time
we knew something had to be done.

I remember that day crystal clear. Living in Iraq wasn’t always pleasant—it had its ups and downs—
but we always knew it was not a safe place. We just couldn’t leave our families behind… until that day,
that day that changed everything.
It was a casual day. My brother and I, being only six and four years old, were at school while my
parents were at work. I never actually knew what happened until I made my way back home. I leaned
that a tragic incident had happened at my older brother’s school: a missile had been launched near the
second floor of the building, and many sixth grade students were injured near the launching.
It was horrifying, and my brother escaped from the school and ran. He ran as fast as he could, not
caring about what was in front of him, not stopping. Personally, I don’t even have the capability to
understand and know the feelings inside that young boy. Every day I think about how courageous it
was of him to make that choice. I wish one day I can be half the person he is.
While he was running, a kind hearted man stopped him by the supermarket and asked him what
was wrong. My brother told him what had happened and the man managed to keep him calm.
Thankfully, my mom had written our home number on one of his binders, so the man was able to
call and inform her of what had occurred. As soon as they heard, my parents made their way out of
the hospital where they worked and went to pick up my brother. I was only informed of what had
happened when I arrived home after school.
This whole experience was a real turning point for us. It was like a sign, like the click of a switch.
It really opened up our eyes and we realized we had to go somewhere safe. This incident has changed
my life because I learned to appreciate our life here. It’s everything I hoped life would be.

Born in Baghdad, Iraq, Nadeen Al-Obaidi moved to Jordan with her family when she was four years old, and then
to Canada in 2009. Nadeen’s interests include music and sports—especially soccer—and she plays the guitar,
piano, and trumpet. Nadeen also enjoys trying new things and going on adventures. In the future, her dream is to
become a doctor just like her parents.
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Nicole Bussey
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

The Mask

T

he silver line unravels into the depths of the turquoise sea. The August sun reaches down,
wrapping its warmth around my skin. The boat rocks on its side, swaying to the rhythm of the
unsettled waves.

Fifty feet underneath the water’s surface, my hook sends me muffled vibrations as it sinks into the
sandy floor. I stand, glints of sparkling sunlight blinding my excited eyes. The faded shoreline, once a
festival of people, is now an unknown place of stillness and silence.
Suddenly, my sweating hands feel a vicious tug. My daydream is popped like a child’s balloon. I reel
in my fishing line, sharp with anticipation. As the floundering fish begins to surface, my excitement is
replaced with confusion. I stare at a sleek thrashing creature, about two feet in length. Its jaw shows a
tiny row of one hundred teeth. I look into its beady eyes and fearfully realize that hanging from my tiny
hook is a shark.
My dad rushes to my side. My family is amazed and scared. They cautiously take pictures of the
creature dangling from the small silver hook. My dad struggles to release this amazing figure, this
shark, from its tightly hooked mouth. My fear, I realize, is slowly floating away, like a heavy curtain
revealing sunlight. This shark, under his thrashing tail and gnashing fangs, is just an ordinary creature
trying to survive.
My father turns around and I realize that the hook is embedded into the sharks white lips too far.
The creature is still. He is slowly, painfully, fading away. I turn toward my dad, and confidently tell him
to cut the fishing line. With a clip of my father’s rusty knife, the mysterious shark drops down and
swims back into the deep, crystal waters.
I look out into the horizon, light blue reflecting off the salty ocean. I have just witnessed something
magical. I appreciate that this small, slippery creature is free. The shark wears a mask of sharp jaws and
deadly eyes, but underneath those horrific features is an innocent creature simply trying to survive.
The realization shocks me.
My dad calls to me from the stern of the boat. The sun is slowly turning its gentle head. As the
motor roars and the boat speeds away, I think to myself how amazing it is that such a small act could
leave such a footprint in my soul.
I stare out into the vast opening of the ocean, spreading out before me. I have turned a dreaded
fear into something beautiful.

Twelve-year-old Nicole, a Grade 7 student living in Newfoundland and Labrador, loves singing, acting, and playing
the piano. In her free time and when on holiday, Nicole often enjoys fishing. She is also passionate about writing,
and she is very excited about her participation in the Turning Points essay contest.
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Lillith Kelly
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

Wish You Were Here

M

y life was always normal. I had a mother and a father, two brothers, plenty of friends, and a
happy house. I felt so lucky to have amazing relationships with all of my family. My life just
couldn’t get any happier. So instead, it took a turn for the worse.

Before then, I suppose I took everything for granted. You hear of missing persons often but you
never expect to be put in the places of those affected. Well, I was.
Some of it was a blur because I hadn’t thought much of my father’s absence that day; everyone
was reassuring me that he was just at work. But, as the next few days unraveled, I began to learn the
reality: my father was missing.
I remember the support—neighbor helping neighbor—and I was constantly being hugged,
reassured, and pitied. I just thought I was dreaming. It made me even more upset to know the reality. I
would pray and cry endlessly each night hoping to be given the chance to see my father again. I think
the most overwhelming moment of the search was when there was an actual helicopter trying to help
find my dad.
Throughout the entire experience, I hummed my dad’s favorite song, Wish You Were Here by Pink
Floyd, in the strange hope that my dad would hear it and come home. The day the news came is a day
I will always remember. I had been at my friend’s house trying to relax unsuccessfully. To help us feel
better, my grandparents took my brothers and me to dinner.
When we got home, my friends and family were silent. I felt the eyes watching me and I
immediately became uncomfortable. My mom sat us down. She looked upset, but despite the ordeal
taking perhaps the largest toll on her, no different from the way she had usually looked. When the
simple words left her mouth, I lost my ability to feel, too distracted by an enormous tidal wave of
emotions. My dad wasn’t coming home.
The next few days were just a blur of complete loneliness. Facts flew by me, but I wasn’t sure if I
wanted to know the details of his death. When it came time for the funeral, I was visited by everyone
from classmates to close family friends. I was very overwhelmed, and Pink Floyd was always hummed. I
remember every moment.
This experience has had such a huge impact on my life. My dad was my best friend and after his
death, I always felt like half of me was missing. This experience has also helped me to gain a new
perspective on life, which is to cherish the happy moments in life. When thinking of my dad, I try to
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remember all the exciting and fun memories I had with him. Everyone gets upset once in a while, but I
just try to keep my head up because it will get better.

Lillith, an energetic Grade 7 student from St. John’s, lives with her Mom and two brothers. Named after her great
grandmother, she is an athletic student who takes part in volleyball, swimming, track, and other field sports.
Lillith has had much success with writing projects and public speaking, and has recently started painting. Her real
passion, however, is dance! Lillith loves to dance, goes to multiple classes each week, and has been practicing
ballet for 10 years.

Graham King
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

The Empty Room

I

sit in the stone cold armchair of the hospital hallway, which is filled with murals of Winnie the Pooh
in bright pink shades. A radio in the distance plays soft, classical music. I’ve just been told that my
sister is suffering from an eating disorder and is required to stay in the hospital for a month.

I knew something terrible was going to happen, but I still didn’t see this coming. It’s not like I
couldn’t hear my sister’s shouting matches with Mom, or like I didn’t notice the dead silence at the
dinner table. When I sat in the basement watching TV, however, I never thought anything of my sister
locking herself in her room. I definitely didn’t think it would lead to her developing such a devastating
condition.
The house felt empty without her blasting strange music upstairs or watching shabby TV shows
downstairs. Something was missing in my life when she wasn’t there. Seeing her empty and lifeless
room everyday sent a chill up my spine.
The visits to the hospital affected me the most. Walking down the dull hall, the sickening smell
of bad chicken and applesauce permeated the building. Every day I passed the same posters about
smoking before entering the cramped room and seeing my sister. She was the one who had helped me
in every way possible, but now she was restricted to a single bed, her outgoing mind imprisoned, her
every movement controlled. All she had now were movies, crazy 8s, and ten minute strolls through the
building. She wasn’t my bright sister anymore. Instead, she was just a shadow of herself.
I lay down in my bed at night just staring at the ceiling and thinking. I think of how a mindless
comment about body size implanted itself in my sister’s mind and made her think differently about
herself. It blows my mind that something as small as an article in Teen magazine could change her
personality so substantially.
This event changed the way I treat others. I will always consider how my words may impact others.
Now I don’t say that extra word or that extra comment because I know that if that one sentence is
interpreted the wrong way, it can change a person’s perspective of him or herself, and it can negatively
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affect the perception of the people around him\her. My sister’s anorexia has shown me that minds are
fragile and can shatter like a dropped plate if not treated correctly.

Born in Maine, Graham moved to St. John's in 2007. He spends a lot of his time playing on various Junior High
and city sports teams for soccer, volleyball, basketball, and baseball. This year he also joined the school jazz band,
taking up the saxophone. He gets up early to do his paper route, and goes to bed when he's told.

Jenna Oliver
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

Hard to Say Goodbye

I’

m at a point in my life where I have a clear understanding of a major life changing event. I've
learned that when bad things happen in life, you just have to face your fears and move on.
Other kids may not know what I'm referring to, but I have learned how losing someone very
close to you can change you to your very core.
When I was eight and in grade two, my life changed. My Nan had died just six days before I was
born, and her death made my Pop live with my family and me. My Pop was my best friend and I was
his biggest fan. He would even sit next to the little table and chairs in my room just to play and draw
with me. He was an amazing person in my life and he inspired me every single day to do my best and
to be a good human being.
As years passed, my Pop developed a heart condition. One night, my Pop became very sick, and my
parents had to call the ambulance. I can still hear the sound of the sirens. Even when I hear sirens now,
I have the same reaction as I did that night: fear! I kept saying to myself that God could not take my
Pop away from me. He just had to be well again.
Days later, I went to the hospital to see my Pop. I gave him a big hug and kiss! Mom had snuck in
some "Mary Browns” that day and Pop had a feed. I wanted him to feel better, so I told him, "Don't
you worry Poppy; you will be home with us soon!" My Pop meant the world to me and he was going
to come home…hopefully.
The next day at school, my parents picked me up in the middle of class. When we got home, my
parents told me that my Pop had passed away. I was heartbroken! I thought to myself that "I'm on
the edge." I felt like my world was going to end. As my parents were trying to explain everything to
me, there were so many thoughts going through my mind. Who was going to teach me how to draw?
Who was going to tell me jokes? Who was going to play ball with me?
My Pop was buried in St. Brendan's, Newfoundland. I was not able to go to his funeral because
my parents said that I was too young. Now when I'm in art class or playing ball or when someone tells
me a good joke, I think of my Pop. He was always there for me and I will always remember him. Even
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though I am still very young, I still remember how much of a positive influence my Pop had on my life
and how he helped me to be the very best I can be.

Jenna Oliver, a Grade 7 student of Butlerville, loves reading, writing, swimming, and the guitar. She is a very
caring and compassionate individual, and she attributes these qualities to her relationship with her Grandfather-the inspiration behind her Turning Points Essay. When she finishes high school, Jenna aspires to be a teacher.
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Thank you to our generous Anonymous Corporate Donor.
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ࣔ:RUGVDUHDOHQVWRIRFXVRQH¶VPLQG´–Ayn Rand, Writer

Adesse Brown
First Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

Tragic Tournament

C

ompetitive, determined, and aggressive. These words might be some of the ways to describe
my personality, even more so now than before my second tournament. I’m in taekwondo, and I
joined when I was in grade three.

The one event that changed my life was my second ever tournament. It affected me greatly, and I
can never think about it without bringing down my mood.
The tournament was at a Sackville school gym; there were a ton of people. I was a green belt, and
I had practiced my pattern and sparring to perfection. I got to the first match in patterns, and I was
doing so well that I knew I was going to win this match, maybe even win gold. But at the end of the
pattern, three of the five judges went the other way. I stood in shock and tears came to my eyes. But I
didn’t let them out. I fought my desire to cry, and by the time I started to spar, I was fine. I won against
the first two girls easily—all they did was defend, not attack.
I was in the gold medal round. I was determined to win, and I remembered two things:
First, that my teacher had said “You don’t want to be the person backing up; you want to be the
person backing them up.”
Second, that in this tournament, you were not allowed to have a coach next to the ring while you
were competing. Of course, the other girl’s father was coaching her.
Now I wanted to win even more.
As soon as the ref said go, I made her back up. I hit her with control, but not without force. Later
on, she was open, and I threw two clean, beautiful turning kicks to her middle. Then, surprisingly I
heard, “STOP!! LIGHTEN UP!!”
Mr. Ripley, the centre ref, had practically roared at me. I had no idea that I had hit her so hard. After
a bit, the timer beeped and my opponent and I stood next to the ref, each of us waiting for Mr. Ripley
to raise the winner’s arm. He yelled “WINNER!” and I beamed, but then I realized that my arm wasn’t
up.
I sat on the floor weeping, and I’m pretty sure I cried the Pacific Ocean. I was so distracted that I
forgot to take off my headgear so they could put on my unwanted silver medal. Afterwards, I could
barely drink water; I was crying so hard.
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To this day, that experience has brought me down so much that I defend instead of attack in
sparring, I no longer try new things involved in Taekwondo, and I no longer go to tournaments. But I
am doing better, or at least my Taekwondo teacher says so. He says that I’m really good at sparring and
kicking and things like that. Someday, I’ll beat someone and win gold.

Hayden Burgess
Second Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

Father's Day

I

t was Father’s Day, 2013. My family woke my dad up, gave him our cards, and made him bacon
and eggs. A little bit later, we heard the phone ring. We picked it up; it was my Grandfather.
“Happy Father’s Day,” we exclaimed when he answered. He was upset and crying.

“What’s wrong?” we asked. “Your Nanny… she isn’t well,” he answered.
So we ran to the car and drove to Windsor. I was really worried driving because I didn’t really know
what was happening. Will she be okay? I thought.
When we arrived, my Mom and Dad decided to drop us off at our other nanny’s while they went to
see what was happening.
Waiting for my parents to get back was the longest 10 minutes of my life. I prayed and prayed,
“Please God, let my Nanny be okay.”
My parents got back and we walked out on to the porch; they told me and my brother that my
Nanny passed away. She was 66 and had suffered from MS since she was 20. We think that’s why she
passed away.
The day of the funeral came. It was really sad because I had to sit in the front while they read a
poem called “If Only I Had 5 Minutes.”
I got a card from my class with everyone’s name. It said stuff like “It will be okay!” and it made me
feel a lot better.
I put a hockey card of me and a cow bell in her coffin so she could always cheer for me. I also said
a lot of things to her like how I love her and how I miss her.
My favorite memories of her was when she cheered for me in hockey, when she baby-sat me and
we shared memories together. I remember that she would always take me to the Mic-Mac mall for
a bagel and smoothie. We would see her friend and we would call him the muffin man because he
worked at the bakery.
I may not be able to see or feel my Nanny, but I will still pray to her and talk to her grave and love
her with all my heart.
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Devin Kuhn
Third Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

Goodbye

W

e had a thirteen-year-old dog named KY. She was a golden lab who was always friendly and
loveable. She loved the snow, and I loved her more than anything in the world. I’m going to tell
you the story about the day she left me forever.

One cold and stormy day, my mom and my dad were up doing paper work when our dog
KY wanted to go outside. My dad let her out. About 30 minutes later, I came downstairs into the
kitchen—I was so hungry—and realized I didn’t see KY.
I asked my mom, “Do you know where KY is?” She didn’t know, so I asked my dad. “I let her
outside,” he replied.
I looked outside and saw KY lying on the ground. I cried to my dad and mom, “KY’s outside on the
ground and I think she’s hurt.”
My dad ran outside, picked KY up, and brought her inside. I was in tears, just sitting there and
watching my dog suffer in pain. I couldn’t watch anymore. I walked away and all I could hear was her
whining.
My mom asked me, “Are you OK?’’ “Kind of, not really… Can you take me to Drew’s?” I replied.
My mom answered “Okay.”
About 3 to 4 minutes later, I was at my cousin Drew’s house while my mom, my dad, and KY were
at the vet. My mom and my dad had no choice: they had to put KY down.
On January 28th, 2013; KY passed away.
On that day, at that moment, I knew that my life was going to change forever. It was the saddest
day of my life. KY meant the world to me; I was sad to let her go, but I also knew it had to happen.
Every day I think about her and all the good times we had, like when we took her to white point
beach or when we took her to my grandparents in little Dover. In Dover there are oceans, lakes and
more fun stuff. My dad, my granddad and I used to take her hunting with us. My dad would shoot the
ducks and KY would go get them.
I wish I had her back, but I know she’s in a better place.
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Maddie Barbour
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

The Unforgettable Gift

W

hen I got that gift, I was about ten years old. I was at Gaspereau Vineyards—a winery managed
by my aunt—and my friend and I were practicing our sledding on a hill behind a barn. When
we finished, my friend and I went to the gift shop and just sat on the balcony right outside. My
aunt noticed that we were sitting alone, so she joined us. She asked how sledding had gone, and I told
her that it went well.
Then I heard a very loud bark from the parking lot. My friend and I ran over to see what the barking
was coming from, and we saw my mother with a beautiful golden retriever on a leash in front of her.
“Whose dog is this?” I asked
“This is your new dog. Her name is Roxy,” my mom replied.
I was so surprised. “WHAT?! Really?!” I screamed
My mom laughed. “Yes! She’s yours now,” she told me.
So then I took the leash and we went for a walk. When we came back, we just sat on the curb in
front of the gift shop until my mom came out and said it was time to go. We all got in the car to drop
my friend off and he and I just sat there in silence petting Roxy. When we got home it was supper time,
so we just had pancakes and then went to bed.
Two weeks later…
My mom and I were eating breakfast and Roxy was lying by my feet. Afterwards, I went outside
and Roxy was swimming in the water getting the rocks that I always threw in for her.
One day, she started slowing down and laying on her blanket in pain. Whenever I wanted to go
outside, she wouldn’t move. I was worried about her, so mom and I took her to the vet who said that
she had arthritis. She told us to give her aspirin and she told us Roxy would be okay.
The aspirin was working at first, but when she would retrieve rocks, she would limp. We just kept
giving her aspirin and we didn’t really worry about it.
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Leah Bradford
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

Jack

M

y dog Jack has been a part of my world since before I was born. His first reaction to me, as my
mom would say, was “Oh look, a new play toy!”

He would nose me out of my play pin and roll me around on the floor. Jack was the nicest
dog; he even let me splash around in his water dish.
One of Jack’s favourite things to do was swim. All summer he would swim after sticks and rubber
balls. My sister Kayla and I would grab hold of his tail and let him pull us through the water.
At least once a year we would go to our camp in New Brunswick. We would always take Jack with
us because it was one of his favorite places to be. He would run around in the woods, ride on the 3
wheeler, and—of course—swim in the river.
I have so many great memories with Jack; he was really an amazing dog to me. One thing I will
always remember about him is that he hated pictures. I found old family pictures with Jack, and in
every single one of them, he is looking away.
Jack was also afraid of thunder. When there was a thunder storm and we were out doing
something, we would come home to pee and ripped up mattresses. Let’s just say we never left him
alone in a thunder storm again.
A few years later in the summer, Jack was swimming and he jumped in after the ball but went right
under. I was just about to jump in after him when he popped back up. That was the last summer Jack
swam.
About a year later he wasn’t really “Jack” anymore. He had trouble walking and he could barely
get up on the carpet. So we came to a decision: we were going to put him down.
When the day came, I didn’t really know what to do with myself, so I just tried to enjoy my last day
with him. Soon enough, we were driving to the vet. When we got to the operating room, I broke down
in tears—flashbacks and memories just flew back to me! It felt like a dream. We said our goodbyes and
then… he was gone.
There will never be a dog like Jack; he was definitely one of a kind. Jack peed after he was gone,
and my Dad said, “It was his last shot at the world.”
I will never forget or stop loving my best friend, the one and only Jack.
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Jacob Hunt
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

It's For You

O

ne day, I was over at my babysitter’s. I was running around the hallways, playing with my mini
hockey stick and ball, and shooting at the walls. I heard the phone ring. My babysitter picked it
up, talked for a minute, came out into the hallway, and finally said “It’s for you.”

I went on the phone, said hi, and then asked who was on the other line. It was my dad. He told me
that I had a new baby brother, but that he was born early and didn’t know how to breathe. They had
him in a little bed with a bunch of tubes that helped him breathe. They didn’t know if he was going to
live.
After my dad came to pick me up from the babysitter’s, we went straight to the hospital to look
at my new brother. He had a bunch of needles in his head and two tubes in the sides of his belly. They
were really working hard to make him better. I really hoped that they would make him better. I knew
how much fun we would have together and I thought it would be really cool to have another brother.
After a couple weeks, they said that he could come home with us and that he didn’t need to be in
the hospital. We were so excited because we were going to have a new member of the family. In the
beginning, he slept a lot and he was so tiny; it was cool to hold him.
After he got bigger, we played a lot with him and played tag on our hands and knees because he
couldn’t walk yet. It was so fun! Then once he could walk, I played mini sticks with him and he loved it.
He would always go down and get dressed in the goalie gear and tell me to take shots on him with my
hockey stick and my ball.
To this day, he gets me to take shots on him and to this day, I still think back and say I was right: it
really is fun having another brother.

Zachary Kerr
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

The First Day is Always the Worst Day

I

t was September 5th, the first day of Grade 7. I was getting ready for the new school year, and
when I looked out the window, I was shocked to see an ambulance and a lot of fire trucks.

I asked my mom what was happening. My mom said that it was my grandfather. He had had
Alzheimers for 14 years, and on that day, Alzheimers took more of him away.
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I came home that day. My Nan was in the hospital with Papa. We were waiting for the phone call
from my Nan with information about papa.
The phone rang. My Nan told us that Papa died on September 5th at 3:02 PM.
Next came the day of the funeral. My family sat in the front row of the Baptist church and everyone
got a turn to say a good memory. Finally, it was my turn.
I walked over to the stand and wiped the tears off my face. “Papa was my best friend and my
favorite grandfather,” I said. “I had no idea that the last conversation would be the last few words I
would hear papa say to me.”
Later that day, I asked my mom if I could stay at the church for a bit. When she said yes, I waited
until everyone had left and then I cried for hours and hours and hours on the church bench. At least
he’s in a way better place right now, I thought.
When I tell this story, it makes me cry. Right now he’s watching me from above; I hope he’s proud
of me for writing. I have a dove that sat on his ashes at the funeral ceremony that is blessed from
papa’s spirit. Every night I cry myself to sleep in memory of him, and every night I still hear papa playing
his favorite song on the piano in the basement, or outside my bedroom door, or in the new house. He
sends me a dime every day to tell me he’s alright and to remind me to always remember him.

Allison Pearson
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

It's My Life

T

wo years ago I was on my very first sports team. That sport was soccer, and I was really looking
forward to it. Unfortunately, my first coach did not like me at all; she told me that I was
unimportant and that I wasn’t trying.

I didn’t let those comments stop me. Every day after soccer practice, I would run up and down my
street just to try to make my coach happy. But during every game, I would sit on the ground waiting for
her to put me in. Most games, I would sit on the ground; other games, I was lucky to get on once.
There was this one game where she put me in for about 10 seconds and then immediately took me
off.
Of course, I wasn’t one of those people that would get mad at her for not putting me in a game.
But I had worked so hard to be good and she didn’t care at all. She had favourites and I was not one of
them.
One day my mother just got tired of me not getting the play time I deserved. After my soccer game
ended, she went up to my coach and yelled at her to put me in more. She said that she had paid that
money for nothing because I was supposed to play at least four times a game! My coach still didn’t
care and continued what she was doing. I didn’t play, and we lost all our games.
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My mom was mad, and I was upset.
A year later after I sat on the field and waited, I didn’t really have the desire to play soccer anymore.
I thought about stopping, but I wasn’t going to let myself give up. I told myself that I was going to
work harder and gain back my confidence, so I signed up for soccer again.
I was terrified that my old coach would be there.
It was the first practice and I went in my cleats, my shin pads, a t-shirt, and shorts. I threw my water
bottle on the ground and went on the field. Thankfully, my old coach wasn’t there. That was a huge
relief; I knew I would do better.
Then the coaches came on the field and they said their names were Cory and Dan. For once, I
heard something that a coach had never told me before: “It’s not about winning; it’s about having
fun.”
I automatically knew it was going to be a great summer. I worked really hard at the practices, and I
learned how to do a really far throw in. My coaches were amazed.
At my first soccer game, I told them I wasn’t very good at the position I played, which was forward.
They told me, “That’s fine! We’ll put you on defense so you can take all of the throw in’s.”
We won all our games, and it was perfect.
Cory and Dan taught me something, that soccer is “not about winning.” Now I know it’s about
having fun, and now I’m scoring goals and playing all the positions!

Jesse Reteff
Honourable Mention – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

He Was a Big Change in My Life

M

y dad was a big change in my life!

When I was born until I was about two, my mom and dad split up. They just weren’t meant
for each other. Back then I didn’t understand what was going on. I didn’t know why my mom
had left my dad and had taken me and my sister with her. We moved in with my uncle Garry, and
about a year later, my mom met my now step-dad, Ryan. I actually grew up thinking he was my real
dad.
When I was four, I went on visits with my real dad for about half a year. When I was five, my mom
stopped letting me go. I mostly forgot about him. I had always remembered someone else in my life,
but I had never told my mom because I was afraid to know the truth. I just didn’t know who it was. My
dad had taken my mom to court shortly afterwards and fought and fought to be able to see us again.
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A half year later, I finally went to see my dad again. I started to cry. I honestly felt so scared to the
point where I really did not know what to do with myself! At first, I didn’t know who he was. But now,
I am definitely not afraid to go visit with my dad. I’ve been visiting my dad for years and I love seeing
him. I am so glad that I am able to see him all the time!
My dad had a girlfriend at the time and they are still together today. I will always remember that
first day I saw him after such a long time! Loretta pulled me aside and she said, “Everything is going to
be okay!”
My dad is a big part in my life, but so is my step-dad Ryan and my step-mom Loretta. I get to see
my dad all the time now and that will never change if I have any say. He changed my life forever!
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ZK\\RXGLGQ¶W´– Martin van Buren, American President
As the Turning Points program continues to expand across Canada, we were delighted to have schools
in the Bimose Tribal Council in Kenora join us.

The Learning Partnership is grateful to our Kenora program supporters:

Anonymous Corporate Donor
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ࣔ,WLVWKHZULWHUZKRPLJKWFDWFKWKHLPDJLQDWLRQRI
\RXQJSHRSOHDQGSODQWDVHHGWKDWZLOOÀRZHUDQG
FRPHWRIUXLWLRQ´–Isaac Asimov, Writer

Scarlett Scott
First Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Bimose Anishinaabe Student Achievement Program

Wisdom’s Story

I’

ve decided to tell my daughter’s story to answer the question “Who Am I?” because she is
the reason I have become who I am today. She taught me how to love another human being
without sacrifice; she gave me strength, wisdom, and faith. She helped me find myself; I was
lost without even knowing it. I carried Wisdom Joanne Foster for exactly forty-two weeks and four
days. This beautiful baby girl was put into my arms on April 26, 2010. She came into this world at
8:02PM with the biggest smile on her face. She was given the name Wasageezhagook—which means
‘Morning Light’—on the afternoon of her death at 12:12PM on May 3, 2010.
I was thirteen weeks pregnant when I started to have a lot of bleeding. Consequently, I was
rushed to the Kenora hospital from Grassy Narrows First Nation. At the time, I thought I was having
a miscarriage. The moment the nurse on the emergency floor listened for a heartbeat, I thought my
child—my baby—was gone. The nurse called in Doctor Sharon, who then confirmed that my baby’s
heart was, in fact, beating at 150 beats per minute. There she was…my Wisdom.
An ultrasound was made for me that very evening. Unsure of the outcome of my results, I was told
to rest as the ER doctor figured out what was wrong. I couldn’t sleep at all that night; I felt worried,
afraid, and lost. I tried my hardest to think positively, and I prayed and prayed all night for good news.
In the end, the doctor was not sure what the problem was. I was sent out to the Women’s Hospital in
Winnipeg for further testing.
When I got to the hospital, I was put into a small room to wait. After undergoing another
ultrasound, I found out that my baby had suffered a Fetal Stroke. The doctor at the hospital ordered
the ultrasound pictures for me to have as a keepsake. I stayed for another night as the doctor ordered
another ultrasound, as well as another test to check the amniotic fluid that my baby laid in.
That very day I was told I was carrying a baby girl, but I was then brought to another room and told
that my baby girl wasn’t going to make it, that she could die even before birth. The doctor then said it
would be best to abort because the baby would just suffer and not get any better. My answer was NO:
I had faith and I had hope. I kept telling myself that everything was going to be fine.
I told myself that she was going to get better.
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I returned back to Grassy, back into a home I should have escaped. For the next few months, I was
locked in a house with metal screening on each of the windows and padlocks on the inside of the front
and back doors. The person I had once loved and had given everything to, my father’s child, started to
change. It began with pushing, and then started to get more and more physical each day. It got to the
point where if I wanted to leave, I would have been forced to hit myself or to take a handful of pills.
Of course I stayed…
I remember looking out the window of my bedroom one night, praying that my unborn child and I
would be kept safe.
I attended appointments once a month in Winnipeg. Each month I prayed for the situation
to improve, but we only heard the same thing over and over again: “She isn’t going to live; the
possibilities of her living are very low. Even if she makes it out alive, she will likely only be alive for an
hour at the longest.”
I got 3D ultrasound pictures every time I went for an appointment. I constantly got to watch her
grow, but also had to watch her die slowly at each ultrasound. Nothing got better; I could feel my life
slipping away slowly. The creator was taunting me, and I was being punished.
I went back to Grassy to a similar kind of punishment every day, and it only seemed to be getting
worse. As I lay on my bedroom floor, crying and with blood streaming down my face, I heard the front
door open and shut. I quietly opened my bedroom door, to make sure that he had left…and then I ran.
I didn’t know where I was running to, until I remembered that the child care office was down the road.
So that’s where I went. I must have looked crazy—crying, bleeding, and pregnant. I was so shaken up
and afraid that I couldn’t even get the worlds out. I repeated the same words over and over again, “I
want my sisters. I want to go home.”
I finally calmed down and was able to tell the workers what was going on and why I was in the
state I was. They went to go get my clothes and the rest of my belongings from that house, and I was
finally going home. I cried the whole way back to Whitedog. I was free, and I was going to be happy
again—or so I thought.
At eight months pregnant, it was time for another appointment. Things still weren’t getting better;
my baby’s brain was starting to fill with fluid. I cherished each and every day that she was inside of me;
I talked to her, sang to her, and comforted her.
But I was putting my child through pain. At times, I thought that keeping her was the wrong
decision because I was making her suffer. I started to feel guilty.
When I got back to my fathers house in Whitedog, I sat outside, crying and praying, for five hours
on the porch. Finally, I broke down and went begging to a medicine man for help. He told me, “No
matter how much power we have, we cannot stop what the creator has planned.” I still didn’t want
to believe the path that my daughter was headed for meant death. I wanted her to stay with me and I
wanted to watch her grow.
At forty weeks pregnant, I was to stay in Winnipeg until the birth of my daughter. The doctors
didn’t want to induce me because it might have sped up the process of her passing, so they were just
letting her come into this world when she was ready. My sisters and grandmothers spent every day
with me. They tried their hardest to stay by my side, and I’m grateful for that, for them….
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My water broke at 6:00AM. I called my sisters and they were on their way from Whitedog. They
drove all the way to Winnipeg to be by my side. It was a long and tiring day. At 8:02PM, weighing
6lbs, 4oz, Wisdom Joanne was born into this world, and I knew at that exact moment that I would
have some time with her. She was put on my chest—she didn’t cry or fuss—and she started cooing and
smiling at me. It was almost like she was saying hello. I fell so deeply in love with her and knew that
she was going to be my angel and be forever with me.
A few days passed, and the doctors were letting us go home. My father made the decision that he
wasn’t going to let us into his home because he didn’t want his granddaughter to pass away in front
of my little brothers and sisters. We stayed in the hostel unit at the Kenora Hospital where we could be
closer to the doctors and nurses. My grandmother Sharon stayed with us in the hostel, and I prepared
myself for what was going to happen. I knew what was to become of my daughter, and I just tried to
cherish every day I had with her. I constantly told her I loved her, and that I would never let her go and
would love her forever.
May 3rd was the hardest day of my life. The nurse said that my Wisdom Joanne was to leave us at
any time—she wasn’t eating, and her body was shutting down. At 11:53AM, I held her close to my
chest. She opened her eyes, smiled, and took her last breath. I cried so hard and wouldn’t let anyone
take her away from me. I didn’t want anyone touching my baby. Even though I thought I had prepared
myself, I wasn’t prepared for something that I didn’t know was going to hurt so much. I felt my life
flash before my eyes. My baby was gone, she was really gone. My heart shattered into a million pieces.
We had her ceremony in Grassy. For three days I mourned. I never cried so hard in my life. I couldn’t
eat, I couldn’t sleep, and I couldn’t stop crying. A mother should never have to bury her child. I had my
family close: my dad, grandmothers, cousins, and sisters were my strength. The day we sent her off to
the spirit world was clear and sunny. In the sky, four eagles were flying overhead. My sister Janet held
me and said, “You know what grandpa told me? When it’s a beautiful day like this when someone
passes, it means it was their time to go…”
As the elder sent off Wasageezhagook, we were to face the window as a woman sang a traveling
song. We all felt my daughter’s presence, and then we felt her leaving us to be in a better world: one
free of pain, sorrow, anger, and hurt. She was leaving for a world free of every other awful thing that
exists in this one. The elder said, “She is running across a beach, she is happy and she is free. She’s with
her grandpa and auntie, who came to meet her and bring her home.”
Wisdom Joanne Foster gave me life’s biggest lesson. She is my strength, no matter how hard things
get. When I feel like giving up, I think about what that elder told me, and I know that she is watching
over her brother and me, protecting us. I am a strong aboriginal woman; I am Ojibwe! She helped me
find faith when I thought I had lost it all, she helped my find my culture again, and she helped me find
myself. For now, I must remain here with my boys. But I believe that when it’s my time, I will be with
her again.
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Gillian Prouty
Second Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Bimose Anishinaabe Student Achievement Program

Who Am I?

I

n my first year of high school, people asked me one particular question that I never had the answer
to: “What do you want to be when you finish school?” Realistically, I had no idea where I was
going in life. I didn’t have any goals, and I didn’t think about my future; I was lost and hopeless.

One day I found myself falling into a deep depression; metaphorically, I was falling. I was only
fourteen and I had already had enough of life. I tried asking for help, but nobody understood. They
told me that it was part of being a teen or that I was being too melodramatic. There was so much
expected of me, and it was too much for me to handle. In school, my grades were below average, and
I even failed a class. I honestly felt so stupid. I don’t even know how I got myself up in the morning just
to repeat the same day every day.
I started drinking a lot and doing drugs to ease my pain, to forget my problems. I lied and hurt
the ones I loved. Of course I felt bad—I never thought I would stoop that low in my life. Every day I
wished that I could turn my life around, but I felt like I was stuck in the darkness. With school and
family problems, I just shut myself out. I pretended to be happy, like there was nothing wrong. I pushed
people away. I had some good days—days where I was actually smiling—but mostly I had those days
where I just wanted to be nowhere.
I talked to my friends a lot about how I felt; that way, I wouldn’t feel like I had too much baggage
to carry. They helped me get through bad times and horrible phases. They tried their best to keep me
going. By then, I wanted to drop out and run away, but I knew that I would never escape my problems
that way. They would only get worse to the point where I couldn’t go back.
Halfway through grade nine I met somebody that truly made all the difference. This person guided
me down a different path and showed me that there was so much more to life than I thought. They
helped me go through my struggles with alcohol and drugs, reminding me over and over again that
it was a waste of my precious life. They kept me going in school and encouraged me to push myself
forward. I was reminded every day that I had so much more potential and that I could change who I am
if I set my mind to it. I finished that year with seven credits.
Meanwhile, I had ruined my family’s trust in me. The process was like taking a piece of paper
and crumpling it, then trying to smooth it and make it perfect again--that’s what my trust with them
looked like by the time I got back on my feet. I think that my family tried to help me, but realized that I
wouldn’t let them. I think it’s because I didn’t want them to know I was that unhappy.
In the beginning of Grade ten, I was healing in the process of becoming a better me—with the help
of this person guiding me out of the darkness. I started to realize that I had too many distractions, that
I needed my own space to change myself and set my priorities straight. I moved back to my reserve
with my family and attended school there.
After the move back home, anxiety set in; that whole year I struggled to get my credits. I mostly
worked outside of class. I tried so hard to stay away from alcohol and drugs because I knew already
that I’d just end up back where I was. Someone mentioned a goal that was almost impossible for me to
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accomplish, but I became determined. My goal was too graduate June 2014, at age 16. I earned eleven
credits that year doing extra hours in co-op and following independent learning courses.
Of course, I had days where I would just sit there, staring at my work, crying out of frustration. I
was so stressed out; I felt so overwhelmed with everything that was going on around me. Today, I am
at eighteen credits and am still working on reaching my goal. I only need a few more extra credits in
order for me to graduate this coming June. I am not doing this because it’s expected. I am doing this
because I want to.
I want to prove to myself that I am strong enough to overcome any struggle or challenge that
comes my way. I want to prove that I am smarter than I think and that I can accomplish anything. I set
my goal pretty high, way past my comfort zone. Even if I don’t succeed at reaching this goal, I can still
say that I got this far because I’m a better person than I was before. Everyone that kept me moving
forward is still by my side today; I had more support than I realized. This challenge re-shaped my
identity in so many positive ways. I am becoming a stronger, brighter, and wiser me.

Danielle McDonald
Third Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Bimose Anishinaabe Student Achievement Program

Who Am I?

I

was born with Spina Bifida and Hydrocephalus. I spent my first month in the hospital so that the
doctors could put a shunt in me and close my back. Then I went home to heal and to meet my
family. The doctors told my family that I wouldn’t be able to walk, and that I might have learning
problems. My mom was told to make sure not to bump my head. I lived at home with my brother
Jamal, my sister Janna, and my mom and dad.
At first, everyone carried me, but soon, I crawled around to get places. When I was three, I got my
first wheelchair. My mom said I loved it, and that I was really happy to get around and see more things.
I started school when I was five. I made lots of friends, especially Shamisa. Most of the time, I felt
okay at school. I only remember crying a few times because I felt that I couldn’t do some of the things
the other kids could. I wanted to go down the slide in the playground and run in the races for track
and field. I asked Jamal to push me in the race so I could have a ribbon like the other kids. But most
of the time, I was just me and felt ordinary. I had to go to Winnipeg a lot for appointments. I had a
standing frame and even a pink cast at one point.
When I was small, I would have tantrums and hide under the bed. I was a pretty stubborn baby. My
brother and sister didn’t like babysitting me, but I always had lots of fun visiting my grandma and other
family in Ottawa.
Having Spina Bifida and Hydrocephalus brings new challenges all the time. When I was eight,
I started having seizures. I met lots of doctors and nurses who looked after me. When the seizures
started, school got a lot harder and I started to fall behind. It became hard to concentrate, and I missed
a lot of classes. Remembering things got harder, and math became very hard for me to figure out. The
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seizure medicine made me tired and bothered my eyes. The teachers helped my by giving me more
time to work on things, and my mom helped by explaining things in smaller words.
I missed a lot of school in grades seven and eight, but started again in grade nine. My family took
me fishing and skidoo riding, and I liked spending lots of time at the school playground playing and
talking with my friends Isaiah, Kellie, Shania, and Erykah. They made me feel normal and like I was one
of the gang. I kept busy by helping at all the dances, and I joined the chess club. I went to Thunder
Bay for chess and made new friends from Shoal Lake and Thunder Bay. Most of the time I felt good at
school, but I didn’t like when some kids called me names because of my wheelchair. That used to make
me angry. My teacher Valerie would talk to me and listen to me and make me feel better.
As I continued high school, my seizures got worse and I had a pressure ulcer which put me in the
hospital for a year. I was so lonely; I missed my friends, teachers, and family. Sometimes I would play
bingo with my grandmother who was also in the hospital. When I was scared, my mom would stay
with me and sleep on a cot beside me. Dr. Harland and my nurse Melanie were funny, but some of the
other patients weren’t very nice. I met a lot of people because of my Spina Bifida in the hospital, some
who helped and some who bothered me. I was sent to Winnipeg for an operation and was in a coma
for three days afterwards. I finally woke up and started to feel better.
I wanted to finish school. I started high school again, and worked at getting my credits. This year,
I am in Grade 12. Again, my health interfered. Spina Bifida kids have smaller diaphragms, which gave
me pneumonia and water around my lungs. The doctor drained the water out of my lungs, but now I
have to do lots of breathing and coughing exercises. My cousin Danny has been helping me. I still want
to graduate, but now I have to catch up all over again.
There are many people who have helped me with the challenges of having Spina Bifida. Sharon,
Cindy, Sandy, Valerie and my aunt Jan all make me laugh when things are hard. My brother Jamal and
my cousin Danny make me feel better. My online friends keep me busy. My nurses Melanie and Lynn,
and my physiotherapist Cheryl keep my spirits up. My dog Chewy is a bug, but he still makes me laugh
when he runs around the house in one of his crazy moods. My sister Janna makes me eat right. Finally,
my mom and dad make sure I go to my appointments and stay in school. I don’t do drugs or drink
alcohol because I realize now that I have to be careful about my health. I have to take medicine that
sometimes changes my personality. I don’t like that feeling.
I have had to deal with health problems most of my life, but I have met lots of nice, funny doctors
and nurses along the way. It has made me think about helping people and finding a job in a health
career. I also like to write, and might write about growing up with Spina Bifida. I really like working
with the younger kids at school because I think I am a mature person and a good reader. I like to help
others like they have helped me in my life. It makes me feel good to listen to their problems, help them
stop bullying, and help them learn.
I think Spina Bifida has made me have to work harder to get around and learn at school, but it has
also made me stronger. I am proud of my Indian name, “Shkode-bizhiki-ikwe,” which means “Buffalo
Woman.” Just like a buffalo, all of my strength is in my upper body. I feel like I’m strong like a buffalo. I
can also be very stubborn, like when a buffalo stands still. But most important is to stay strong so I can
be healthy in the future and help other kids at school.
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Dorissa McDonald
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Bimose Anishinaabe Student Achievement Program

Me and My Condition

I

t all started last January. I could remember perfectly what happened—partially because I wrote it
all down as it was happening, but also because this condition is a major issue for me. On the day
I came back from winter holidays to school on January 8th, I kept noticing that the vision in my
right eye was blurry. At the time, I thought I had just gotten something in that eye, but now I realize it
must’ve been my condition kicking in.

Later that night, I had my first serious panic attack. I still don’t really know why I had one. My mom
allowed me to stay home from school for the rest of that week. It was later that week, on the 10th of
January, that the blurriness turned into pain. My right eye hurt whenever I looked at something bright,
which made sitting near my laptop at my desk uncomfortable because of the nearby lamp. I thought it
was an eye infection then, but it wasn’t. Later, sometime on either the 11th or 12th, the blurriness and
dull pain moved into my left eye as well.
That was when I realized that something must be wrong.
Even without looking at the notes I’ve written to remind myself, I can vividly remember what
happened on the day of January the 13th. I woke up that day feeling horrendous eye pain. It was so
bad that I could barely keep my eyes open due to the pain, and the pain made every little light hurt. I
was given some kind of eye ointment, but it didn’t work much at all. I suffered for about a week, until
the 23rd, when I was finally told to go see the optometrist as soon as possible.
The next day, the 24th, the optometrist I saw figured out what was wrong with my eyes, but did not
know the exact name of what I had. He told me that something was causing the pigment in my eyes to
fall off and stick onto the inside of my eyes, which was causing the blurriness. He said that this usually
just happens in one eye, but for me it was bilateral. He then said that this might be an autoimmune
disorder or disease affecting my eyes. At that time, we weren’t sure exactly what it was since he said
there was a whole list of things that could’ve had a hand in causing it. Before I was dismissed, I was
given a new prescription slip to exchange for my eye drops. The redness and my eyesight improved and
cleared up right away, so I was glad.
For the next month through to February, I continued using my eye drops to deal with my eyes. I
had yet to start my actual medication. Also, my mom let me stay home from school the whole time
so I could be closely monitored. I couldn’t have done very well in school with my condition acting up
anyways. I found out my cousin has the same condition that I do. Hers wasn’t detected as fast as mine,
and so she had to have surgery. Although my condition was detected early, it wasn’t early enough; the
optometrist told me I might have lost some vision in my right eye. Something could have been done
about it if I had seen him earlier. My mom thought it was just a particularly bad case of pinkeye, but
obviously it wasn’t. Also, I’m not sure of the details, but I found out that another of my cousins has the
same condition. I realized that whatever it was, it was hereditary. But again, I didn’t know the exact
name of what I had then.
I did a little research of my own, and learned of something called uveitis. Although I learned the
name of my eye pain, uveitis can be caused by a number of things. Also, it was at that time that I
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learned of something called Vogt-Koyanagi-Harada Syndrome, which was mentioned on a letter that
was written to the optometrist and the eye doctor that my cousin had seen. At that time, I never
suspected that I had it. However, it turns out that is exactly what I have, as I was told by the eye doctor
in Winnipeg on February the 26th. I was told to visit yet another eye doctor two days later on the 28th,
who again told me I had VKH.
I continued staying home and making regular trips to the eye doctor during the month of March.
It was sometime in March that I finally got started on my medication, which really helped to clear up
my eyes. I’ve stayed on the medication ever since. It was in May that I finally went back to school. My
condition ended up putting me out of school for four to five months, which understandably made me
fall behind a year. I don’t really mind, but I’ll admit it still kind of sucks. But at least I got a handle on
my condition. Ever since starting my medication, I haven’t had any problems with my eyes. However, it
doesn’t mean that my problems have ended. I was told that my condition is incurable and hereditary,
meaning that I have to live with it for the rest of my life, and that I can pass it on. It is not degenerative
as long as I stay on top of it, but if I don’t, I could lose my eyesight. My eyesight is very important to
me, so I’ll do what I can to monitor it myself.
I can definitely see changes in how I live my life. I am much more careful about my eyes than
before. Also, I have developed a sensitivity to light, so I must wear special sunglasses. These changes
are negative, sure, but they’re positive in a way as well. I’m much more aware of myself due to learning
what my condition is. I’m not sure if I have grown as a person, but I know that my relationships with
my family helped me overcome my condition in the first month I had it. Although my condition is
incurable, I’m not going to let it bring me down. I’ll continue pursuing my love of drawing and writing,
which relies on my eyesight. I’m not sure how I’ll deal with it when I’m older, but I think I’ll be able to
handle it.

Taylor Redsky
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Bimose Anishinaabe Student Achievement Program

Promises

I’

m a fifteen-year-old girl living on an island, and I’m fulfilling a promise I made to my parents a
year ago. When I was thirteen years old; my parents begged me to change my lifestyle for good.
As the weeks went by, everything fell apart.

On the island, our school teaches kids from Kindergarten to grade eight. After graduating
Elementary school, students leave the reserve and their families to move into a boarding home fifty
kilometres away from the community. Students attend school during the week and then go home to
their reserve on weekends.
Upon starting high school in Kenora, my life became a rollercoaster of marijuana and alcohol. I
began skipping classes almost every day and spending all my money on drugs and alcohol. At a young
age like that, I wanted to give up. Half my friends at my school wanted me to be a stoner and the
other half wanted me to go to school like I was supposed to. I was conflicted and torn.
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Skipping classes and smoking marijuana made me feel lazy and unmotivated. I came to realize
that I didn’t need that “stuff” in my life. My parents were very worried and scared; they were worried
I would experiment with other. I thought about my family and about school and how the drugs and
alcohol affected my life. It totally sucked at the time. My friends made me think that I was just a lazy
fourteen-year-old in grade nine.
After passing grade nine, I went back to my reserve for summer break.
After summer break was over, I started a brand new year of high school at Beaver Brae in grade
ten. I was there for two months until I messed up again. I tried harder than ever, but the peer pressure
to get high and to drink overpowered me. I became more involved with alcohol and marijuana. I would
drink during the night and go to school all hung over and sick the next day.
For my birthday, my friends threw a party for me and I met this boy and fell in love. He gave me
butterflies in my tummy. We had a birthday bash for me, I got drunk, and I woke up sick. I still went to
school the next day for yet another birthday gift—a 40oz of Long islands—and I drank half of it before
going to my morning classes smelling like booze.
I decided to run away with the boy I fell in love with. The day after we left, I was arrested by the
police because they said I was missing since last night. They took me to the Ontario Provincial Police
station for six long hours. My parents came around eight in the morning and picked me up. They told
me that they were so worried and scared. I thought to myself that I have to smarten up for GOOD
because it wasn’t fair for me or my family. It was time for me to put my foot down for good and say no
to drugs and alcohol.
In August, my parents shared how they felt about me smoking marijuana and drinking alcohol.
They were really worried about me. It made me sad to think about how it affected my school and, most
importantly, my family. Three weeks into school, I was trying my best and hardest to focus on school.
I still skipped way too much. I was taken out of school and brought back to my home reserve, Shoal
Lake #40. I then realized I made the biggest mistake in my life by doing all the bad stuff. I felt so stupid
and depressed.
I made a promise to my parents then; I told them that “I’m tired of feeling this way.” I told them
that “I will try harder, go to school, stop smoking weed, stop drinking, and work towards graduation.”
They said, “Okay, prove it. Make us proud of you.”
So here I am today, keeping my promises to my parents and, most importantly, myself. I’m proud of
who I am and what I have become. I’m a fifteen-year-old girl living on the island. I stay away from the
“negative stuff” and I get high school credits instead.

Fifteen-year-old Taylor, a Grade 10 student, lives on an island called Shoal Lake #40 in Kenora. She is a very
outgoing and social person who enjoys spending time with her friends and family, and who likes going out for
evening walks. Taylor also loves children, and in her spare time, volunteers with the Right-to-Play program at her
school. She is very athletic and plays hockey, volleyball, basketball, and baseball. In the future, Taylor hopes to go
to college to become an Early Childhood Educator.
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– Speakers’ Desk Book of Quips, Quotes and Anecdotes
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Grade 10, 11 & 12

ࣔ:ULWLQJLVLWVRZQUHZDUG´– Henry Miller, Writer

Chezney Martin
First Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Medicine Game

T

he sound of feet on pavement excites your body and the heat of the arena warms your blood.
You hold your breath. As soon as you lace up and buckle on your equipment, you are a gladiator,
your skin impenetrable behind the armour of an athlete, an animal. Your suppressed anger and
aggression fades away when you hear the buzzer, and your heart pounds in anticipation.
Let me in! your mind screams over and over. Eventually, ultimately, finally, the doors open.
When you enter the arena, you rip the fabric of reality. It is your freedom, your savior—the only
place your animosity is welcome, the only place you feel truly one with your body. You need aggression
and strength. You earn respect by your choices, and how effectively you protect your teammates. You
battle your fears, you fight your body, and you push yourself past your limits. The arena is your temple
and you worship what it offers. Your body responds to it in a way that no one on the outside could
understand.
But it wasn’t always this way.
***
People see hoods, bandanas, Timberland boots and blaring headphones as the symbols of
“natives.” Like we have become so small that we can be defined simply by what we wear. I’ll have
you know, however, that behind those layers of clothing burns a fire. A fire so hot, it burns white with
potential. All you need to do is peel the layers away.
Perhaps it is the assimilation of our ancestors that has reverberated into us, and made us act out in
frustration. If only we could express our feelings externally. Instead, we disrupt ourselves internally—we
skip class, we drink and we smoke. I’ve done it all. I’m only being honest. Perhaps it is a sin for me to
insinuate that all with native blood do. I apologize; I know that isn’t true. But to destroy any chance for
someone else to be successful, that is a greater sin.
At school, I didn’t talk too much. I didn’t know too many people and I didn’t go out a lot. I had a
small group of friends that liked pot and beer, and my grades weren’t too impressive. I was an average
aboriginal teen. But I didn’t want to be. I was in grade eleven, barely passing some of my courses.
This isn’t right, I thought. I wanted so much more for myself. I didn’t want to be another statistic for
flunking teens, but I couldn’t see how I could change. That is, I couldn’t until my sister signed up for
lacrosse.
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Like a beacon of divine intervention, I watched her first team practice and knew I wanted to join.
Her team played with grace, little mistakes, and flawless persistence. I knew it must be a sign.
After days of relentless begging and pleading, my mother agreed to sign me up. I had never
wanted to play a sport so badly in my life. My brand new equipment—especially my stick—made me
feel ready, became an extension of my body. Our team was called the “Warriors” and I couldn’t be
more proud to wear our jersey.
From the first time I stepped on the floor, I fell in love with the sport. It became a recipe for life
change, for self-growth. Little by little, I noticed the paint of my old life chip away to something
beautiful and new. One by one, the bad influences in my life disappeared. I became a new person by
the end of the season.
I could talk freely, and chat with nearly anyone that approached me. My confidence level was so
much higher, and my self-esteem followed closely behind it. I couldn’t be happier within the skin that
had once filled me with shame, and with the mind that had once looked to outside influences for an
escape.
Currently, my grades are in the eighties and nineties, and I am focusing my every spare minute
on writing a novel. Regardless of religion or race, anyone can definitely achieve anything with focus. I
merely wanted to change, and it only took an entire season of lacrosse for me. I now know that it can
take just one simple action to change an entire life. I now understand why my people call lacrosse the
Medicine Game

Chezney, a Grade 12 student, loves writing and Lacrosse. Her love of reading helped shape her passion for
writing, and her bond with her father, who has played Lacrosse all his life, helped foster her connection to the
sport. This fall, Chezney will be entering a journalism program at Niagara College. She is currently writing a teen
fiction novel, and in the future, Chezney hopes to write a collection of Iroquoian legends and establish herself as
a published novelist.

Collette Webb
Second Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Dark vs. Light

I

t’s a Friday night, and I dance around the room taking drink after drink. As the night progresses,
I begin to tire out, my body going numb, my mind spinning. I feel invincible, like I could dance
among the stars. I assume it’s the alcohol. The feeling, however, starts to rapidly rush over
me, making me dizzy. All of a sudden, I come crashing back down, landing in the dirt. I am being
swallowed whole by darkness, desperately looking up to find light, desperately looking for some way
out. I couldn’t. The storm is rolling in and the visibility of the lighthouse is fading away.
My senses feel the touch of another’s hands on me. I can’t move to stop them; I can’t open my eyes
to see who it is. All I can do is listen. I hear the noises, the sounds of snapping and beeping rising in the
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midst. I can feel someone’s presence sitting next to me. As their hands slide up, they reveal my once
clothed body. On the inside, I am full of fire and rage; on the outside, I am limp and helpless. I lie there,
paralyzed, unable to move. I slowly drift off, hearing only a raspy, muffled voice, and then I am gone.
***
Birds sing and the sun shines on another typical summer morning. I wake with a start; feeling
groggy, like an explosion had gone off and knocked me unconscious. I sit on an unfamiliar bed trying
to recall any memory from the whirlwind of last night. Tragically, I find proof to justify my fears as I
search through the photos.
Snap one.
A body is laying there like a statue on display. I can see the worry in her eyes, her body entirely
exposed.
Snap two.
I hear the thud of footsteps walking in synchronization with every heavy breath he takes. He leans
down to her ear and says, "The things I have planned for you tonight."
Snap three.
He glides his hand over her torso; with that touch I feel a similar tingling sensation. When he
navigates her body, I feel my own delicate skin invaded. I realize that I am watching over myself—
watching every movement and hearing every sound—and am unable to escape this nightmare.
My heart pounds in furious rage. My hatred turns on like a light, by the flick of a switch. I want to
shut it off, but I cannot make it stop; I have no control. It began with the alcohol and the numbness
slowly creeping in. My safe house turned prison, everything is now dark and gloomy. I’m confined
within my own walls, wanting to break free. My heart strings continue to be tugged like chains, back
down into the bottomless pit of nothingness.
Seeing his face again causes flashes from the past. I hope against hope that they are good
memories, compelled by a mixture of wishful thinking and pain. My gut and heart sink rapidly like I’m
being sucked down by quicksand. It happens faster and faster; I struggle to pull myself out, but there’s
no winning. I try to alter my mind to forget, to erase those memories for good so I don’t have to live
with knowing that he won.
Knowing I was under someone else’s control rips apart my insides. He gained the satisfaction of
accomplishing his filthy needs, leaving me self-conscious and scared of what may come next one day. I
wish and I hope that he doesn’t prey on innocents any longer, that maybe that he’s even finally freed of
his infection, that maybe he can finally be satisfied with his own mate. I should have known better; he
was my cousin’s boyfriend. I had only just met him.
I’m speechless for not knowing, not knowing that my surroundings were harmful, dangerous. I feel
rage from his still-lingering touch on my precious body; he feels like frosted ice on glass. I was hopeless
like a broken winged bird, unable to fly away, protect myself, or fight.
Questions soar through my mind like an eagle in flight. Do I hide it and keep it locked away? But
how—how do I run from a face I see every family gathering? How do I free myself from this constant
anxiety and pain?
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Not knowing how to find comfort in relationships or how NOT to think about HIM when I am with
other people causes me to remove myself from boys, girls, parties, friends—everyone and everything.
I strengthen the walls of my own prison, but I only feel worse. The funny thing about feelings is that
they pile up on you, like layers suffocating your own self-esteem.
He started it.
He hurt me and solidified that first layer of suffocation, but I add to that heap. Failing in school
adds a layer, losing touch with friends adds a layer, and keeping secrets adds a layer. I keep adding and
adding and adding until there are so many layers, so much weight, and so much hurt that I can’t get
out, pull out, or even take a peek.
Finally, a year later, I hear a click go off. This sound, this once horrible, painful sound no longer
reminds me of the snap of that camera. Instead, it becomes a light bulb that guides me out of the
dark, the glow that gives me hope. I become excited about applying to university, about attending
school regularly, about getting my friends back, and about taking control of my life again.
I no longer want to feel like I’m weak on my feet, like I’m flailing; running from a predator that
can naturally outrun me. My weaknesses fuel my burning fire; they have become the secret weapon
to my recovery. I have become strong and the roles have changed: the once poor and limp gazelle has
become the mighty powerful lion!

Colette Webb, a Grade 12 student, lives in Hagersville with her mom, dad, sister, brother, three cats, two dogs
and one fish. She enjoys shopping for clothes, reading books, watching Netflix, and spending time with family
and friends. After senior year, Colette plans to attend university to pursue her goal of becoming a doctor.

Lily-Anne Mt. Pleasant
Third Place – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Pain of the Past; Promise of the Future

I

t’s cold, the floor is hard, and the silence is deafening. I feel like a caterpillar in a cocoon,
comfortable in my mind’s shell. Metamorphosis has come and changed me from an oblivious
child into a lifeless wreck. A searing pain sets into my skull and my vision is blurred with the tears
I refuse to shed. He’s not worth it; he never was. I can still smell the alcohol lingering on his breath,
dragging me out of oblivion and back into this unfortunate reality. My brain tries to tell me that it never
happened, that it was a dream concocted in the depths of my brain, but the not-so-subtle ache in my
body reminds me of the truth. It all happened so quickly—I’m not even sure I can grasp it—and I am
left with my thoughts… alone…
I was scared, but when it was over, I had overcome fear, become so detached that it no longer had
a hold on me. I thought to myself, Maybe I can go on, maybe I can pretend it never happened. I knew I
couldn’t; I eventually told.
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Six months later, by the slip of a tongue, I revealed the truth. They called the police and he was
removed from the household. My mom lost her husband; Cole lost his father. For the longest time,
I believed it was my fault, and I felt guilty for denying my mom the love she so badly wanted, for
denying Cole the father he so desperately needed.
I’ve grown since then; it has been ten years, a decade of time to think about and pick apart the
situation. My thought process along the way is irrelevant—in another ten years my present thoughts
will not matter—so there’s no sense in dwelling on the past.
“The end justifies the means” is as true now as it ever was; the pain and guilt could only lead up to
one thing: revelation. I shouldn’t be upset that it happened, that is something I can’t change. Instead, I
should be thankful that it got me to where I am today, that I have learned and grown from it.
My father hurt me. Not only physically, but emotionally and to the core.
It is said that no one can forcibly change a person, but this is a lie. When something so catastrophic
happens that you no longer have the ability to feel anything, someone has changed you. Hate and
anger no longer exist; they leave you the moment love and happiness do. It is easier to feel nothing
and be content in that cold, hard, deafening isolation than it is to feel everything at once and be
overwhelmed, be consumed, be caged.
Depression is not the absence of feeling. Rather, it is the incapability of conquering feelings. I’m
trapped. When I allowed emotion, I felt pain. When I remained in solitude, I felt nothing. I wasn’t sure
what was worse: the numbness or the pain. The memory of my father lingered in the darkest corners
of my mind, affecting every step I took. Every time I breathed, I felt the suffocating grip he still had on
my life, not allowing me to separate from the betrayal I felt as a child. He held me in the darkest part of
my life where no light could reach me.
“Change the things we can and accept the things we can’t; remember that everything happens
for a reason.” It has taken me a long time, but I now realize that I can change how I let things affect
me. I am the person I was meant to be, whether I like that person or not. I now know that I have the
ability to change, that life has many defining moments, and that there will always be more. I shouldn’t
be ignorant to these moments; I should learn and grow. I now know that believing I experienced
everything there is to life, that I could not be free, only limited me.
I believe that the core values of a person, the morals that inform choice, are qualities attained as
children and young adults. I believe that children have a simplistic way of thinking, an innocence which
allows them to understand things even adult cannot grasp. I believe my childhood experiences have
shaped and taught me.
I won’t run away from my problems, my thoughts, or him. He deserves to see me flourish. He
wanted to break me, wanted to have the power that comes from dominating another person’s life,
but I won’t give him the satisfaction. I have fire; however small it may be, it still exists and will not
be diminished by the memories of him. I have power and I get to choose where I go from here; it is
entirely up to me. His ability to take advantage of a little girl, a helpless child, shows what kind of
person he is, but it does not define what kind of person I am.
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I was abused, but I am not a victim.

Lily-Anne Mt. Pleasant, a Grade 12 student living in Six Nations, enjoys reading, writing, and shopping. This fall,
she will be attending the London School of Business and Finance in England to study International Business.
With a degree, Lilly-Anne hopes to offer business opportunities and training to small business owners in third
world countries. Writing her Turning Points essay has allowed Lily-Anne to move on from her diminishing past
experiences and to strive for a better future. She hopes this future will allow her both to gain personal success
and to help others succeed.

Taylor Bluhm
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

The Great Escape

I

t’s Wednesday night. I lie wide awake. The stress is never ending and my mind is completely
consumed with thoughts. I am being suffocated by emotions, dreading the knock at my door once
the clock strikes six tomorrow night. I know that someone will be here to take me for the weekend,
someone whom I’m forced to call dad. I try drifting off to sleep, but the thoughts overcome me. It’s no
use; I won’t be getting any sleep tonight.
On the outside, I look like a typical eight-year-old girl: smart, full of energy and potential, and a
young ball player. Internally, I withhold a secret identity: a sad little girl who is afraid of living in her
own home, who doesn’t know what it’s like to have a special connection with her dad, who desires
above all else to escape from the monster that entraps her.
I might as well be dead.
It’s Saturday night. I’m awakened by a treacherous scream coming from the kitchen. It’s him.
He is outraged by something I can’t quite make out. My step mom tries to calm him down, but it’s
impossible. When he consumes enough alcohol, he’ll never quit. I quickly leave my room to help. The
stench of beer makes my insides churn; I still haven’t grown accustomed to the smell.
I tell him to quiet down so that my brother and I can sleep. He doesn’t stop. He’s like a snake; he
can sense the fear leaking from my pores. He focuses his attention on me now. He grabs me by the
arm and throws me to the ground. The pain is excruciating and I’m completely hopeless. I so badly
want to get up and fight back, but I am only eight. My step mom tries everything she can, but she is
weak and cannot do anything. I hear something whip across the room and hit the wall. I break free
from his grasp and run to my brother’s room where I see him crying. I crawl into bed and hug him
tightly until we drift off into a deep sleep.
It’s the next afternoon. My brother and I are downstairs playing. When we’re together, all our
worries go away. But I’m always on constant alert. As the big sister, it’s my job to be brave and to
protect him.
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As we play with our toys, we hear elephant-like footsteps coming down the stairs. As he gets
closer, I can’t smell the beer. It’s weird, and very unusual. His strides grow larger as he approaches us
and I hear rattling coming from his pocket. I spot the capsules; I can tell that this is going to be bad.
His voice is loud and harsh; we have no idea what he’s yelling at us about. His hand slides to his
back pocket and pulls out the weapon: a knife. My heart thumps right out of my chest. The monster
pulls his hand back to his ear, ready to strike. I push my brother out of the way and we run towards the
stairs. The sound of the knife plunging into the wall pushes me to move faster.
“I was only trying to scare you guys,” is the last thing I hear before I’m gone.
He tears me apart, little pieces at a time. The stress is unbearable and impossible to escape.
When I’m ten, it gets worse. The headaches feel as if I’m going to die, and soon I am diagnosed
with a stress disorder. The doctors give me medication to ease the pain but the memories still burn
inside of me. I’m always so tired, and the pain never dulls.
Time passes, but nothing changes. What’s the point in even sticking around if he treats me like
the garbage that he throws out on the road? I get close to hitting my breaking point, close to leaving
everything behind.
Then I finally can’t take it anymore. Razors become toys, pills become candy. My mom starts to ask
questions about my marks. “Oh, the cat just scratched me” I tell her. Still she worries.
It took six years of bruises, hundreds of headaches, and a little push from my mom for me to gain
the confidence I needed to face my demon, to face my father.
The sun is starting to set—the orange and yellow colours create such a pretty canvas in the sky
—and my eyes are drawn to it. My head feels as if it is about to explode. It’s as if the thoughts are in
competition with each other, but none of them can decide who goes first. They simply push themselves
all the way to the tip of my tongue, waiting to attack, waiting to strike.
From the window I see him outside; he looks confused by my presence. I get out of the car and
walk towards him. I’m face to face with him, standing in the driveway. The thoughts run out of my
mouth and turn into actual speech. Everything comes out—all the anger that I’ve held inside me, all the
emotions that I’ve kept hidden for the past thirteen years. Everything is finally being said.
“You’re supposed to be a dad, why do you choose pills and booze over your family?” I ask. I can
see he’s getting mad, but I don’t care. I’m not scared of him anymore. I know somewhere in his heart
he truly cares about me, but I don’t have time to wait around, I don’t have time to hope.
Tears stream down my face but I don’t let up, I keep pouring my heart out. As I yell and scream at
him, I feel the stress deteriorate. It’s as if I’ve lost ten pounds. I feel so much lighter, so much freer.
I tell him, “I’m going to get my life back on track, starting with you out of it. I don’t deserve what
you put me through.” I know I’m right; I don’t need him. I just need the ones who truly love me.
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Brandon Burning
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District School Board

My Unpredictable Journey

O

n the first day at my new school in Grade 4, I felt shy, scared, and alone. Nobody at that school
wanted to be my friend and I was picked on for my appearance.

The bullying got worse and worse until one day I lost it. As usual, I was walking by myself
at recess when the boy who picked on me ran up and punched me. I lost it; I grabbed the boy by the
neck and threw him against the wall next to us. That was the day I discovered I had bad anger issues.
After that incident, I got in fights all the time and constantly found myself in trouble. I began to
see a bunch of school counsellors and still do to this day. They always told me ways to control myself
but they just didn’t get how hard it was. They did not know what it’s like to get picked on every day:
people start to pick on you so much that you start believing everything they say.
All the fights and trouble only made the bullying worse. Every day I would get called names like
“fag,” “gay,” “stupid,” “spas,” “ugly,” and “worthless.” These names made me angry, frustrated,
and insecure. I became a total outcast, I never wanted to go to school, and I was suspended numerous
times because of my anger.
At one point during school, I had a crush on a girl named Andrea. I had a lot of feelings for her,
but she was always mean to me. We used to get along, but as soon as I told her that I liked her, she
became my enemy. She would call me annoying, ugly, fat, and creepy. At school, the other kids called
me the “ugly spas kid;” no one liked me and everyone hated me just for my appearance and anger
problems.
Coming into Grade 9 I was very frightened and afraid that no one would be my friend and that,
once again, I would get judged for my looks and anger problems. I met a few new people and they
related to me in many ways such as the bullying I have experienced. I got a few girlfriends in my life,
maybe too many—more than I should admit—but I just wanted someone to care about me. I soon
realized that a lot of people do.
After a few months of high school, I slowly became aware that I was no longer being judged. I had
many friends, I wasn’t bullied, and I had people who cared about me. I wasn’t considered the “ugly
spas kid” anymore. Nobody cared that I got angry at times; everyone loved me for me.
I realised that no matter how rough things get in life, it will always get better. To any teens out
there going through tough times, feeling depressed or even thinking about suicide, don’t. It will get
better no matter what the situation.
Put a smile on your face, it will look good.

Sixteen-year-old Brandon, a Grade 10 student, lives with his parents and younger brother Michael. He enjoys
riding dirt bikes and relaxing in the summer. After finishing high school, Brandon plans to go to Police College. He
would like to thank his teachers and family members for supporting him throughout this writing competition.
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Austin Garlow-Henry
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District School Board

There’s Always a Light at the End of the Tunnel

I

guess it all began when I transferred to a new school in Grade 3. I was different from all the other
kids and everybody knew it. The only friends I had were my cousins, who were also going through
the same thing. I was bullied all through elementary school and it always caused fights with the
other kids. I was disliked by everyone at that school.
I felt like the odd one out every single day. I was the only native in my class, and my family was
the only native family in the school. I would always get into fights with the kids and I would never be
allowed to play with them during lunch breaks. They always made fun my skin colour and my body
size. I was always the bigger kid, not the skinny, small kid everyone else was. I felt alone throughout
those years, and I never really had friends.
In Grade 6, everything got worse as I started getting acne. Other kids called me names like
“pepperoni face” or “pimple face.” They weren’t clever, but they still hurt, and I hated every second of
it. I just wanted to leave, and that attitude caused even more fights.
I was getting bullied from all angles: my weight, my skin colour, and my acne.
Racism was a huge issue at the school. The students were always mean, rude, and exclusory
because I was native… It was brutal. I was starting to let it get to me, which I shouldn’t have. I began
missing a lot of school, eating less and hiding my face. I hated getting my picture taken because I
believed the bullying—I believed I was as ugly as they said.
Finally, I snapped. I couldn’t take it anymore, so I got in a fight. A certain kid was bullying me for a
couple months. This one day, while I was getting my books from my locker, he came up to me, kicked
away my books, laughed in my face, and walked down the hall. He was always trying to be the funny
guy, and sometimes that meant bullying other kids.
After school that day, I got out before him and waited. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do, and I
was running out of time. As soon as I saw him, however, I snapped. I ran right at him, pushed him onto
the wall, started punching him in the face, and finally threw him into a puddle. After that ambush, his
friends sent me threats on Facebook, wanting revenge. I didn’t care at this point; I was ready to keep
fighting.
Shortly thereafter, I had to transfer schools because we moved, and things got a lot better for me
and my family. The students were nicer and more accepting of aboriginal people, I made a lot more
friends, and I actually enjoyed school. Life was a lot easier, but it was too good to last—I had to move
again, this time to Saskatchewan.
My parents enrolled me in a school in Rocanville, Saskatchewan for the remainder of Grade 8. I
thought I would like it, but I was very wrong; the school was once again full of racism and hatred. The
students teased me because of my skin colour, my background, and my beliefs. I hated every moment
and I wanted to leave, so I started missing classes again.
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I had one true friend, and his family treated me like one of their own. They helped me get through
school as much as they could: they accepted me for who I was, never cared about my race, helped
me with homework, fed me, and let me stay with them whenever I needed. I was very thankful, and I
helped them with chores or farm work. They did the best they could to make life better for me while I
was there.
When I got to high school, things finally started to get better. I was accepted by others, made a lot
more friends, gained respect from teammates and coaches, and became a better student. High school
changed my life for the better, and I’m a better person because of it.
I know that I will have to face racism throughout my life, but it’s good to feel accepted. I know now
that life will not always be easy, and that if you push through, life will always get better.

Austin, a Grade 10 student living in Brantford, loves to read books, play football, and hang out with friends. In
the future, he hopes to have the opportunity to play football for a university in the United States. Austin’s rough
journey through elementary school helped inspire his Turning Points essay, and he looks forward to future eyeopening experiences!

Madison Johns
Honourable Mention – Grade 10, 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Season of Sadness

I

t was a snowy, cold day. Light flurries surrounded our van as my family, without my father, came
home from town. My father was with my Grandpa, who lay on his death bed. I had not known
this at the time; I only knew that Grandpa was really sick. I thought that he would get better if he
stayed in bed and rested.
The light flurries glistened in our headlights, and it looked beautiful, calm. Quickly, the flurries
became heavy and blistering, like the gods were angry. Near home, my mom’s cell phone began to
ring. The snow fell harder. She answered, and within seconds, lightly gasped and said, “We’ll be
home in five minutes!” I asked her what had happened, and she stared straight ahead and became
mesmerized by the snow. She remained silent the rest of the way home.
We arrived home and stopped abruptly in the middle of our driveway. The snow had stopped by
then, and everything was dead silent. We sat for a second, when finally, I heard what I least wanted to
hear: “Your Grandpa passed away.”
I couldn’t speak. I wanted to scream, but my words disappeared into the depths of my throat and
my voice abandoned me. I couldn’t move. Time stood still, and my body and my senses were as frozen
as the ice on the ground. I couldn’t see. I felt tears well up, overflowing and streaming down from my
eyes. I managed to find the strength to look at my crying sister, but it made me cry harder. My brothers
were too young to understand what death was, and that it had taken from me the man who was a
second father. I was nine, my sister was eight, and my brothers were two and a half and one.
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My grandpa was 75 when he died of cancer on January 8th, 2006. When he died, my life did a 180
degree turn in the other direction—down a path of depression and anxiety. From that day on, I was
never the same. When Grandpa died, so did the happy little girl inside me.
The snow melted and the earth was renewed. Trees grew leaves, rivers started to flow, and animals
came out from hiding. I thought it would be the same for me. After the storm passed, the remains of
a dark and cold world would melt away into yesterday and I’d be free the chains that bound me to a
castle of ice. I’d never have to spend another night in that cold and dark place. But my spring never
came that year. Or the next year. Or the next year after that. Instead, each year became colder and
darker. I feared that I’d be pulled into eternal darkness and that I’d never see light again.
The ice castle became my home. Everything that entered became cold and dark, frozen in time to
keep me at misery’s mercy. All I could think of was Grandpa. He’d visit me dreams and play me songs
by Johnny Cash, Willie Nelson, and Conway Twitty on his acoustic guitar: “I hurt myself today, to see if
I still feel. I focus on the pain, the only thing that’s real” He sang and played, and I felt happy in these
unconscious moments. The sound of his guitar and his soft, raspy voice brought me back to summer,
when he’d reward me and my sister with popsicles and songs for bringing him his mail. During
summer, the only frozen things were the popsicles. I’d take that any day.
Would spring ever come and melt away these feelings of yesterday?
I encountered familiar faces in my ice castle; I can remember their faces so clearly. They were so
sad, weak—depression never looked so horrible. Their eyes reflected the pain I carried every day. They
never lived long enough to see their spring come. I wondered if I would, if I could, if I should...
***
Five years passed. I killed all emotional and mental ties, remaining alone. The dark crept up into
my mind like a cloud of fog surrounding the morning. It corrupted my mind and my thoughts. The
dark told me that I had to escape, that there was only one out—the way the others had chosen to free
themselves. I almost believed it; I couldn’t bare the pain anymore. I was isolated in an ice castle, and
everyone else was freely roaming the spring fields, summer sands and autumn paths.
Six years passed. When Grandpa passed, my Uncle, Aunt, and two cousins moved next door. One
day, I went to their house and we had a bon fire. The smell of the burning wood brought me back to
longhouse. For a little while, I felt at peace.
Seven years passed. My family and I became inseparable. They brought me joy and taught me many
things. Finally in 2013, I saw the sun peeking through a crack in my ice castle. I could feel its warmth
through that small crack; I could feel alive. Slowly, the sun began to bring light into my castle, and
slowly destroyed my former prison. The chains that bound me to misery were no more. I was free.
My spring, however, never came that year. Instead, what I got was a season in between. I could
roam the blossoming parts of my world, but still reside in winter—my season of sadness. The clouds
would bring me rain and sometimes snow. The sun would warm me and bring me light. The chill
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would freeze me and bring back darkness. Through it all, I always knew that the sun was there, that
my cold and darkness wouldn’t last forever.

Madison, a Grade 12 student who lives in Oshweken on the Six Nations reserve, loves to write, read, and draw in
her spare time. In the fall, Madison hopes to attend college in pursuit of becoming both a Graphic Designer and
Game Developer. Her Grandpa Marvin was her inspiration for her Turning Points essay and will continue to be an
inspiration throughout her life. In the future, Madison looks forward to new places far from the reservation.
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ZDVEHIRUH´– James Buckham, Politician
The Learning Partnership is grateful to our North Bay program supporters:

Anonymous Corporate Donor
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ࣔ:KDW\RXGRPDNHVDGLIIHUHQFHDQG\RXKDYHWR
GHFLGHZKDWNLQGRIGLIIHUHQFH\RXZDQWWRPDNH´
– Jane Goodall, Anthropologist

Casey Ouellette
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Near North District School Board

We Are Not Time Travellers
“So do not fear, for I am with you. Do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen
you and help you. I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.” (Isaiah 41:10)

A

s I turned over, I could almost feel a rubbery round object press against my face. I opened my
eyes to colourful balloons all around me, to my tenth birthday. I was so excited to finally be in
the double digits! I felt the hot candles near my face, heard my friends and family sing around
me. I made my wish. I wished to have the best birthday ever. Little did I know that the next day would
change my life forever.
When I awoke the next morning, I had a stomach that felt like some monster was pushing on it
with all his might. I hunched over and stumbled to my mom’s bedroom, upset and sick.
“You’ll be fine. Get dressed and try to go to school,” she told me.
As I struggled to do what she said, I felt sick to my stomach and raced to the bathroom. My mom
got the thermometer and stuck it in my mouth. Reading a shocking temperature, she told me to stay
home. Over the next three weeks, I saw many doctors who all told me that I had mono. My parents
were told to push me to do more every day. One doctor even said, “It is not cancer.”
Finally, a doctor referred me to CHEO in Ottawa.
I was upset to leave, but my parents convinced me to make the best of our situation. As I walked
into the hospital, I could smell sanitizer, hear people coughing, and saw patients with masks on their
faces. They looked like they were trying to prevent themselves from catching the plague. When the
doctor walked in, he examined my stomach with his cold, clammy hands. He also shined a bright light
into my eyes; I felt like a deer in headlights. Just like the other doctors, he told me that I had mono but
ordered a blood test before we left.
Walking into our motel room, with a stuffed belly and hands full of shopping bags, I was
exhausted. While watching a show, I saw my mom on the phone. She motioned me to get me ready
to go back to the hospital. I screamed and yelled telling her I did not want to go. I was sick of getting
poked and prodded and I was done with hospitals! Eventually, however, I gave in, got dressed, and
stomped over to the hospital across the street.
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As we entered, I followed my mom to a desk and we were then guided to a smaller room. I fell
asleep and a nurse moved me onto a rolling bed. She walked to my headboard and started rolling me
down one hall, to another hall, and eventually up an elevator. I felt like I was in a never-ending maze,
with bright lights shining above me at all times. Finally, we came to a dark room with just moonlight
shining in. The next few days were a blur, but I remember a tall blonde lady telling me the problem: I
had Leukemia. I had only one question for her: “Am I going to die?”
Over the next two and half years, I faced three hair losses, countless chemo sessions, thirty-nine
blood transfusions, eight bouts of pancreatitis (which they tell me worse than child birth), probably over
a million pokes, and two near-deaths. On August 20, 2011, I finished my treatments. Instead of just
celebrating the completion of my treatment, my family celebrated life.
We cannot change the past and we cannot change the future. We are not time travellers, but we
can chose how we react and respond to what happens in the present. I may have had painful and
tragic experiences, but I also had positive life changing moments. I met some unforgettable friends,
bonded with my family, and learned to make the best of what I have. All we can do is enjoy life to the
fullest, because you never know what is around the corner.

Fifteen-year-old Casey Ouellette, a Grade 9 student, loves to dance, sing and play guitar. She also enjoys writing,
often revisiting her journey in life to gain perspective. She feels as though her life’s experiences so far have
shaped her into the person she is, and will continue to shape her into the person she knows she will become.
Faith and gratitude are the cornerstones in her life; she thanks God every day for helping her through the difficult
challenges she has endured.

Emilie Guenette
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Near North District School Board

Numb
“Everyone deserves not just to survive, but to live” – Chiwetel Ejiofor

T

he room was spinning and my palms were sweating. My mouth was dry, but I swallowed hard
and talked myself into shaking it off. That day—the day I was scared to go out and walk five
minutes to the grocery store—I realized that something was wrong with me. The constant
overthinking, continual panicking, perpetual brain fog, and persistent dizziness . . . this wasn’t normal.
I was considering multiple scenarios: ignoring it, forgetting it, taking care of it, or being scared of
it. Before I could even decide on any of these options, my mind went straight to fear. But what was I
afraid of?
Figuring out my symptoms was a real challenge. Asking my parents was not an option; I was far too
embarrassed. I finally decided to look up my indications online. A list of different illnesses and disorders
came up. The brightness of the screen on my face made me nervous. I could see my reflection in the
monitor. Biting the skin around my nails allowed me to relax, but I couldn’t help feel like something
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was really wrong. Conditions like “Panic Disorder,” “Mood Disorder,” “Anxiety,” and “Depression”
came up more than once, and in that moment, I knew I needed to talk to someone.
I asked my mom about anxiety. She seemed shaken as she started speaking. She told me about her
experiences with anxiety as a teenager, always being scared, worried, nervous and fearful. The next
thing she said sounded awfully familiar. I had never been able to put my finger on a word to describe
the feeling. The word she used was “numb.” That’s when I knew my mom had experienced the same
thing.
From then on, my mother and I talked about how I was feeling every day. Some days it got better;
most days it got worse. I was constantly resting in bed, more consistently visiting the hospital, and still
feeling more numbness by the minute. She was extremely supportive, but that wasn’t the case with all
members of my household.
My dad didn’t understand. I didn’t want to talk to him about it because I was scared of what he
may think of me. I’ve always looked up to my father, and disappointing him would hurt me deeply. He
was always telling me that I needed to grow up. He couldn’t comprehend that his teenage daughter
was always in bed and couldn’t do the simplest tasks. I wanted so badly to make him proud, but I
couldn’t, no matter how hard I tried. I finally decided it was time to tell him about what was going on.
Soon enough, my brother knew as well, along with my grandparents and most members of my family.
I was surrounded with support and love from those who meant the most to me, and to pay them back,
I needed to make myself better.
I knew this wasn’t going to be an easy journey. I started by finding methods to relax. I meditated,
read, or talked to friends. I then started seeing a psychologist, who was a big part of my recovery. All
of these changes were working, but there was still a gap between numb and normal. I then decided to
get further help.
The ride to the hospital was agonizing. I still wasn’t sure that I wanted to get there. Finally, I was
sitting on the bed, facing the doctor, ready to speak. Just when I thought I was calm, however, I broke
down. Tears rushing down my face and my heart pounding, I spilled my guts and told him everything
that had been going on in the past several months. He looked at me and said the four words that
would change my life: “You are not alone.”
He told me he would throw me a rope and prescribe me some medication, but I needed to climb
the rope by helping myself get better.
Right now, I feel normal again. I’m going out with friends, having fun with my family, and walking
to grocery stores. Being numb is no longer keeping me from enjoying life. Happily, I am no longer
surviving life, but living it.

Emilie Guenette, a Grade 9 student living in Sturgeon Falls, Ontario, loves acting, singing, writing, and music.
Academically, she hopes to attend a performing arts school, and later on, get a degree in psychology. Emilie’s
experiences and struggles with mental health have inspired her to write this Turning Points essay. In the future,
she looks forward to living her dreams and writing about them for the rest of her life.
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Dagmar D’Agostino
Third Place – Grade 9 & 10
Near North District School Board

The One Person Horse

I

remember the day I met her like it was yesterday. Her long black mane softly blew through the
warm spring breeze, her dark fur glistened in the sun. I was leaning against the pasture fence,
staring and admiring her large, expressive, beautiful brown eyes. They were staring right back
at me.
I was alone at this new, unknown farm. I was waiting for my coach Paige to arrive. As I waited, this
astonishingly gorgeous animal started making her way towards me, hoof after hoof. I slowly extended
my hand towards her and began petting her. She was so gentle and affectionate. As she became
comfortable with me, she rested her large head on my shoulder. At that moment, I knew I wanted this
horse.
It was only a matter of weeks before Paige recognized my skill as a rider. Soon enough, she asked
me if I had any interest in training a young untrained horse. I soon discovered that the untrained horse
I could train was the one I fell in love. I immediately accepted. I was informed that she was a five-yearold American Quarter Horse named Betty.
Multiple people tried telling me that I wouldn’t be able to control her, that she was miserable and
that I was only going to get thrown. I took those words of discouragement as a challenge. I wanted to
train her to be outstanding; I wanted to prove everyone who doubted us wrong.
Betty and I, as challenging as it was to ride her, had the deepest connection on the ground. I knew
she needed constant affection and care. So every day, whether I was riding her or not, I’d spend hours
walking her, bathing her, grooming her, and spending time with her. Eventually, Betty’s trust in me grew
immensely and our bond was unbreakable.
At the time, I was also playing AA hockey. I had practices nearly every night and was really starting
to improve in the sport. Everything was working for me in ways I couldn't figure out in the past. I was
one of the fastest girls on the team, scoring much more often than I ever had and turning into a great
play maker. My confidence was through the roof. I started getting offers to go to training camps out of
town with NHL players, and I even had a chance to play in Europe!
The only problem, however, was how often I went to the barn during the winter. It was very
difficult to rush constantly from the rink to the barn. I was always late for one of the two activities. I
had to make a decision; I couldn't participate in both sports. It was far too overwhelming. I needed to
choose between my two passions.
After weeks of thought, I made my decision. I thought back on that first day I met Betty. Scoring
a goal was no comparison to the feeling of soaring over a jump or winning a first place ribbon. I
sacrificed my love and possible future in hockey because I believed so strongly in this horse.
To this day, I am still happy with my decision to choose riding over hockey. I’ve been riding Betty
for four years now and have been her proud owner for just over one. Betty and I have been competing
for three years in eventing, show jumping and dressage. We have won countless ribbons and Grand
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Champion awards. The opportunities we’ve opened together are endless. We’ve trained with many
talented riders over the past two summers including Jessica Phoenix, a Canadian Olympic gold medal
eventer, Kyle Carter, an American Olympic gold medal show jumper, and April Harris, a grand prix
dressage rider. Without Betty, I don’t know where I’d be. She and I have come such a long way as a
pair. Nothing stands between us and a first place ribbon. It is an understatement to say that she has
made me the happiest girl in the world.

Dagmar D’Agostino, a Grade 9 student in North Bay, Ontario, loves horseback riding and ski racing more than
anything else in the world. She has been riding horses for nine years and has been competing for four. In the
future, Dagmar hopes to be a Grand Prix show jumper. Her love for the sport and her horse was the inspiration
for her Turning Points essay.

Jarod Shea
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Near North District School Board

The Magic of the Piano

T

he first time I saw someone play the piano, I instantly wanted to learn myself. It amazed me how
somebody could move their fingers across the keys in such a way that they could make the most
beautiful sound I had ever heard. The piano has had an impact on my life in a huge way.

My grandma signed me up for my first piano lesson when I was eight years old. Actually, she signed
me up for voice lessons. Piano lessons started halfway through the year because my music teacher
recommended they improve my understanding of voice and of music in general. She believed it would
help my understanding of the piano itself, and she was right. I can remember learning the notes on the
keyboard for the first time. I didn’t know anything, but I learned rather quickly.
One of the things you learn about when playing the piano is pressure. Believe me, when I play in
front of an audience, I’m extremely nervous. It’s just one of those things that won’t ever change for me.
I think it’s because I want to play perfectly and I don’t want to make mistakes. Over the years, however,
I have learned to play under pressure to the point where it no longer affects my playing. I attribute this
change to all of my performances during music festivals, recitals, and, examinations; learning to play
under pressure is something you gain with experience.
The grading system for piano is made up by the Royal Conservatory of Music. When I started
piano—like everything related to music—I knew nothing about exams but learned quickly. To obtain a
high mark on an exam, you must practice for many, many hours. You need to know both the required
technique and the specific pieces you will play.
I took my first piano exam when I was in Grade 2 of piano, and I have a faint memory of it. The
examiner looked scary, and as a result, I was a tad more nervous. I did, however, get a mark of 88% on
that exam.
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I am in Grade 6 piano currently, and my past marks for exams include: Grade 2, 88%; Grade 3,
86%; Grade 4, 90%; Grade 5, 81%. I take a great deal of pride in how I do on exams. One thing I
can say though, as the grades get higher, the requirements do not get any easier. I now have to play
pieces with 3 flats, know 10+ scales, recognize countless triads, and play quite a few dominant and
diminished 7ths.
Piano and voice lessons opened up the world of music to me in a huge way. I have been taking
bass lessons for the last three years and am learning to play the trumpet this year. I’m a member of the
Junior Band at my high school this year as well.
Music has taught me how to persevere when confronted with difficulties and how to be confident
when performing and taking examinations. It has also taught me that consistent practice is a must! You
must practice when learning an instrument. It’s very gratifying to finally play pieces that for months I’ve
been practicing. Personally, I practice almost every day exception Thursdays, when I have my bass guitar
lessons.
I have learned what it means to play under pressure, which is one of the hardest things to do. For
me especially, I found it hard to get up in front of a crowd of people I didn’t know and play or sing. But
over time, it has gradually become easier for me to do. Performing is something that gets better with
experience. I found it really scary to perform when I was 8 or 9, but now, recitals are relatively easy for
me.
I truly love the piano. I am very thankful that my grandma signed me up for music lessons so many
years ago. Piano and music has affected my life and will forever; I love that.

Jarod Shea, a Grade 9 student living in North Bay, Ontario, loves to play and perform music. Jarod can sing and
can play the piano, bass guitar, and trumpet. Jarod’s piano accomplishments helped inspire his Turning Points
essay. Additionally, he loves to play golf and hopes to make the high school team this fall. Of course, Jarod also
likes to watch and follow The Toronto Maple Leafs, his favourite hockey team.

Ryan Zamperoni
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Near North District School Board

My Freedom

W

hen I was younger, I remember sitting in the passenger seat of our boat “Sweet Tooth.” It has
been in our family for almost twenty years and still runs as smoothly as it did the first year. I
remember watching my dad and thinking how good he was at driving; he made it look so easy.
I couldn’t wait until I could drive the boat to the cottage. I could easily picture it in my head: a taller me
that could see over the dash board without sitting on his feet, an older and more mature me.
I spend a lot of my time in the summer at my cottage; I love being there more than anywhere in the
world. Throughout my childhood, I had been all over our island countless times and had seen all it had
to offer. As I got older, I felt as though something was missing; I wanted more.
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Not only do I love my cottage, but I love fishing. Up until I turned twelve, however, it seemed as
though I was stuck on our island. I could only go swimming or fishing whenever my dad could take me.
Like a wild animal stuck in its cage, I looked out at the world in front of me of me, longing to explore
it.
That summer, I decided that I had had enough, and that this would be the summer I would get
my boating license. It would be my passage out of the cage and into the world I longed to explore.
At the beginning of the summer of 2011, I spent all day, every day studying the online boating test
study guide. Once I was through it all, I knew I was ready for the test, but I was still very nervous.
Initially, when I started the test, I was confused because most of the questions had nothing to do
with everyday boating and were only touched on in the study guide. However, I got through it and
nervously submitted my test. To be granted a license, you must achieve a 75% or higher. Waiting for
the computer to load my result were some of the most anxious seconds of my life. Then, there it was: I
had passed with a 76%! It wasn’t exactly the best mark, but I just couldn't wait to start boating.
That weekend at the cottage, I started boating. At first I had trouble docking and wasn’t very
confident. By the end of the summer, however, I was learning a lot from my dad and was docking
easily in all conditions. Since that day, I have only gotten better and have learned everything I need to
know. Now I can drive, maneuver, and dock with ease. That day has affected my life greatly; I couldn’t
imagine not having the freedom that comes with a boating license. I spend as much time as I can out
on the water fishing. My dad often comes with me; however, when I bring him back so he can make
supper or so he can escape boredom, I am able to go out on my own. There really is something about
fishing alone; it is so quiet. The only sounds are those of frogs, birds, or fish. Sometimes, you can hear
the splash of a fish feeding of the surface in front of you. That sound is torture, and it feels as if the fish
is mocking you for being unable to catch it.
When I first got my license, I didn’t know how much it would change my life. I know it doesn’t
seem like such a big deal, but I can’t imagine what my life would be like without it. Every winter I
spend my time anxiously waiting for the snow to melt and the ice to clear, just so I can go boating and
fishing once more.
Now my wishes are reality. Just like my dad, I drive the boat to the cottage, and I go fishing when I
please—not when it is convenient for my dad. But, that’s not all; just like I pictured, I can now see over
the dashboard without sitting on my feet.

Ryan Zamperoni, a Grade 9 student, lives in North Bay, Ontario. He enjoys outdoor sports including mountain
biking and especially fishing. Ryan has been around lakes as far back as he can remember, and his love for fishing
was the inspiration behind his Turning Points essay.
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– Suzanne Weyn, Writer

Haley Parkhill
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Near North District School Board

Daunting Freedom

H

igh school is like a door; when you step through it, you exit your familiar childhood and are
on your way to an infinite number of new experiences. For me, the beginning of high school
marked a huge transition in my life. You’re given so much more freedom and introduced to
so many new and exciting things. As I started my first day of Grade 9 alongside hundreds of nervous
students, I felt like their equal. We were all essentially clean slates; we were just waiting for our
teachers to burden and enlighten us with knowledge, for our peers to fill our heads with stress and
temptations. We were also among the small percentage of children in the world who had this blessed
opportunity. Of course, we were not consciously thinking of this privilege. Instead, our minds were on
overdrive, trying to take in the new and frightening surroundings of our home for the next four years.
Incredibly, within a few short days, it had already become a normal routine.
When I arrived at school late one day, I hurried to my gym class and met my friend in the change
room. After talking for a bit, I asked her what she was doing at lunch. “Um, well, actually this girl in my
art class asked me to go out back with her, ya’ know. She wants me to like, smoke with her, I guess,”
she said, struggling to make it sound like a casual sentence that she had said many times before. “You
should really come with us if you’re not doing anything.”
And I said ‘sure.’ It was one simple word accompanied by a smile to hide my true feelings of
anxiousness and uncertainty. With that one simple word, I had done the one thing I had always
promised myself I would never do. And with that one word, I had taken a small step towards a world
that was far less simple to escape.
Standing outside on that lunch break was a bittersweet moment. We were only a few days into
school, but the overcast sky and crisp breeze made it feel like late October. We cursed and laughed
nervously as we struggled with the lighter in the wind. I had a great sense of pride: pride in hanging
out with these people, pride in doing something “cool,” and pride in trying something new. I felt
adventurous. Every bit of smoke that left my lips was a step away from my parents and a step towards
freedom. There’s something about rebelling against your parents—it gives you this exciting tingly
feeling that runs up your spine and raises the hair on the back of your neck.
But that wasn’t the only thing making my hair rise. A wave of guilt and fear was building up inside
me. I think every young child who hears the whole “say no, walk away, surround yourself with the
right people” lecture tells themselves that they’re never going to stray from that path. But the thing
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that really gets to me is that I can remember my mindset at that time as clearly as if it was yesterday.
I feel like I can almost remember the exact words that my brain had communicated to itself six years
ago. That’s how intense my feelings were. The thing is, I knew it wouldn’t be easy. That’s why I wanted
so badly for that insight to stay with me. I knew, even at that young age, that when I turned sixteen
the temptation and the situation would be entirely different than when I was ten. But I had promised
myself up and down that I wouldn’t do it, that I was better than that.
As it turns out, I guess I wasn’t. It was as if I had slapped the little child that I used to be in the face.
I tried to act engaged in the conversation that my friends were having, but my nerves were hyped up
just like on the first day of school. I glanced around nervously to see if anyone was watching us. The
smoke drifted off quickly in the breeze, but the smell of it was new to me and every time the scent
passed my nose I was more than aware of it. The feelings of joy and guilt continued to angrily rage
inside me as I made my way back into the school. I went to my afternoon classes unable to focus or
think of anything besides the events of that lunch break.
That night, I reflected on the events of the day. This moment would have even more significance on
my life than I thought at the time. It really was a turning point for me. Up until recently, I had spent my
life protected and constantly hovered over. Almost every decision had either been made for me or was
at least in part decided by someone else. But now I could do whatever I wished, the only catch being
that it was a package deal: in gaining independence I was also handed this exhausting thing called
responsibility. I felt a new confidence rising in me as well. I was ready for the countless number of other
choices that were assuredly coming my way. I knew that I would have no one but myself to blame or
praise for making the wrong or right decisions.

Haley, a Grade 11 student, lives in the small town of Nipissing and goes to school in North Bay. She has an
appreciation for the country and nature, a taste for music and art, a love of loves painting, photography, and a
passion for the piano and guitar. Haley’s previous ambitions in design and architecture are now fading due to her
new-found interest in literature and writing. She now hopes to further pursue this interest in university.

Kayla Philpott
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
Near North District School Board

One Decision, One Uniform, One Life: Mine
“Live for nothing, or die for something.” – Rambo

I

could have chosen to live a boring civilian life with a boring civilian job. Instead, I chose to turn my
life into G.I. Jane, just not as intense. F48 853 713 is me: a small number part of something bigger.
November the seventh, a day that would change my life forever. I gave up nothing willing to die for
something—our country.
It was a never-ending battle trying to make a decision on one job that would last for the rest of
my life. High school was flying by quickly—the same way summer seemed to flash before our eyes—
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and before I knew it, I had to choose courses that would determine my future. At fifteen-years-old,
making a decision that would control the rest of your life seemed daunting. I had no idea what to take
or where I wanted to be in ten years, and all of these guidance counselors pushing courses down my
throat like a jagged blade didn’t make it any easier.
Overwhelmed, I took the easy way out, a smooth paved road. Instead of working towards getting a
degree in Criminology and actually work for my future I decided I would graduate with random courses
that had nothing to do with each other and apply to the police foundations course when college
applications were due. Well to say the least, that smooth paved road came to an abrupt end.
I made a decision, a crazy decision that would change my life as I knew it. In that moment, walking
home after a long, dreadful day of school, I suddenly realized what I wanted to do. It made my
heart skip a beat. That very moment set me on a course for unexpected journeys, camaraderie, and
adventure. I remember looking back at it now, almost like it was yesterday, coming home from school
and logging onto Forces.ca to find out how to enroll. The phone call with the recruiting officer was
short and sweet, “See you at 3:00 tomorrow Kayla!” And that was it. No turning back.
At dinner that night, I shared my great news, “I’m enrolling into the military…I have an
appointment with the recruiting officer at 3:00 tomorrow.” Everyone stopped eating, staring at me
like I had just confessed to a bloody murder. Why are they so surprised? I thought. Do they think I’m
joking?
Of course they did.
My brothers burst out laughing and my mother giggled under her breath. I just sat there, with
a blank daze on my face; I had no idea what to say. My brothers stopped when my mother started
talking, “Wait… you’re serious aren’t you…?” I was as serious as can be. It took them a second to let it
sink in, but when it did they asked so many questions like why now? What are you going to do with it?
What about school? I couldn’t understand why everyone was so shocked. Was I that much of a preppy
little girl? I wondered.
After all questions were answered, my mother and I spent the rest of the night discovering how
great the military would be. I was excited, she was excited, and the house was full of chatter. It wasn’t
until the next evening when I came home with the paperwork that all of it felt real. Form after form,
the folder kept getting thicker as I completed all of the paper work, like a stack of pancakes on a
Sunday morning. I had filled out all my forms and put all my ID cards inside. I was ready..
Within days of handing all my paperwork in, I received a phone call: on October the sixth, I would
be going to Sudbury for tests. I was confident with myself, and I had reason to be—I passed all of the
tests easily.
After that, it was just a waiting game, waiting for that call which would determine my future. Day
after day and then week after week, awaiting that phone call felt like waiting for rain in the middle
of the desert. When the call finally came, fireworks went off in my stomach! I was given a date,
November the seventh, and a time, seven o’clock. I was the happiest person in the world; I was flying
on cloud nine! That was it, one decision turned my entire life around and I knew that my future would
fall together.
The Martin Leo Troy Armories became my new home, and The Algonquin Regiment my new
family. I was given a number, a uniform, and a career of a lifetime: to defend my country, fight for our
freedom, and be a role model in society. It sounds like a lot of pressure, but it is by far the easiest thing
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I have ever done. That one decision led me to my dream career. I am not the pink in a sea of green; I
am that green. There are no men and women in the military; there are soldiers. I am an infantry soldier,
and a soldier I will stay. “Ne Kah, Ne Tah. We lead, others follow.”

Kayla, a Grade 11 student living in North Bay, Ontario, is an outgoing and creative student who loves chemistry
and biology. After graduation, she plans on pursuing a military career in the Regular forces. The military helped
her write her Turning Point essay, and she looks forward to a lifetime of traveling and unbelievable experiences.

Zach Mason
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Near North District School Board

Invictus
Invictus—the Latin word meaning “unconquered.”

O

n that cool, November morning, I told myself and the best teammate I ever had that I would
never let hard work go to waste again. If you want a description of the emotions of the situation,
I wouldn’t be able to explain it to you very well in words. You would absolutely have to be there
in either my or another one of my teammates’ position to feel what we felt that game.
Let me explain.
This game I speak of is last year’s Junior NDA football championship game between us and the
Algonquin Barons. The game started off on a damp, wet field with decently cloudy skies turned that
into sunshine halfway through the game. We started to think that we would perhaps have lucky
weather, and that the field would dry. As soon as we got used to the sun’s warmth, the sky turned to
dark, full clouds again, and of course the field stayed wet!
Before I get too far, let me explain why this game was so significant. I had spent the summer
leading up to that season working like a dog, trying to become the best version of myself that I could
possibly be. I turned down possible full time jobs to make sure I was in better physical condition
than anyone on my team. I put all of my heart, soul, energy, and time into football because I was so
determined to be successful.
We were losing 6-0 for most of the game—they had hit two field goals—and our team was
starting to feel hopeless until Matt Valiquette threw a 40+ yard touchdown pass to Nick Deschenes.
“Believe it! Believe it! Believe it!” I screamed. As I had told my teammates earlier in the game, we had
worked too damn hard not to come back. That play gave us a chance to stay in the game, and possibly
win. Of course, Algonquin had other plans.
In Canadian football rules, when punting the ball, if the ball lands in the end zone, and the
opposing team is unable to get it back out, that counts as one point. Well, Algonquin achieved this one
point rule twice to beat us 8-7. We went from an undefeated, seemingly unbeatable team, to runners
up in the NDA final.
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Now, I have always prided myself on being a strong minded individual, and in the past, when my
teams have been beaten, I have refused to let myself get discouraged or be emotionally or mentally
defeated. But this time, it was very different. It sounds like a very jock-ish thing to write about, but
trust me, this was emotionally draining. After all of the sprints, weightlifting, puking, dizziness,
and handicapped movement, I couldn’t possibly imagine myself in that position. But it happened.
Like homework being chewed by the dog, or spilling coffee on your finished work assignment, the
countless hours spent training for this moment went poof, gone, better luck next time, have fun
sleeping tonight loser. So much emotion, energy, and effort was spent on that year—and trust me, I am
a VERY emotional football player—and it amounted to nothing.
That is when I told myself and my teammate—you know, the “best teammate ever”—that I will
never waste hard work again. His name is Nick Orton, and he is a pit bull. Off the field, he is the nicest
guy I know, but on the field, he could tackle a horse to the ground if he had to. He is just as emotional
and caring about the game and his teammates as I am, and it translates to a passionate, great
teammate.
My Grade 11 year, this year, the same thing happened: I trained hard, gained over 15 pounds
of muscle, and had more success in football. The team though, that was something special. The
connection we all had was unreal! Even the kids that most guys didn’t like were treated like brothers in
arms on game days. There was brotherly love felt with 30+ guys!
We were undefeated in the season coming into the NDA finals. Myself, Nick, Zack St. Denis, and
Brandon Morris joined hands to get a moment of focus before the game. I could feel the intense and
passionate energy the whole time. That’s when I knew we were going to win.
And we did..
We won the NDA finals, the NOSSA Semi’s, and the NOSSA finals that year. By the time OFSAA in
Etobicoke came around, I didn’t really care about the outcome. It would have been nice to win, but my
word stayed true—my hard work didn’t go to waste. Regardless of our loss to Richview, we are all still
winners, and that’s why we wear these rings on our fingers.
That NDA finals game last November changed my whole philosophy towards interaction with
teammates and coaches, as well as my work ethic. It also made me love the word invictus: although we
lost in Etobicoke, we stood together mentally, emotionally, and spiritually as brothers in arms, with high
heads and full hearts.
I took the positives from the situation to use as perspective, and I took the negatives to use as
motivation. Aside from the sports, I realized that no one could ever take away the connections,
friendships, and close relationships gained between the teammates, making us undefeated. We
overcame adversity and stood strong, in the end, as one. No matter the outcome, we are still here,
brothers in arms. We are unconquered. We are undefeated. We are invictus.

Zach, a Grade 11 student living in Bonfield, Ontario, loves football, weightlifting, and the guitar. Academically, he
plans on attending Georgian College in Barrie to become a firefighter and/or a home builder. His love and passion
for competitive/combative sports drove the ideas in his memoir essay.
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Alexandrea Guscott
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Near North District School Board

Reading is Wonderful

T

he growth of a person can come from change and from new ideas. It’s not always about
becoming a new person; it’s more about becoming who you’re meant to be. I’ve written about
books so many times, but my message still rings true: they are a huge part of my life. They have
a way of drawing me in to them and not releasing me until I finish. The way it feels when you turn and
turn and turn the pages of a novel is so satisfying. Reading has made me more creative, interesting,
and happy. If I had never found reading as an outlet, I don’t know what kind of person I would be
today. I may never know because I do not plan to stop. Beginning to read, and continuing to do so has
been the greatest turning point in my life.
I started reading at a young age. My mother was my inspiration; she read all types of books—from
romance to mystery—and insisted that my sister and I should as well. It is one of the greatest ideas she
has ever given me. When my mom was a child, she did not enjoy reading until her parents bought her
comic books. She liked that they were short and had pictures as a visual. Comics started her love for
literature, and taught her—and eventually me—that it doesn’t matter what medium you choose as
long as you enjoy the experience. Once I started my habit of reading, I couldn’t stop; I have kept going
ever since.
As the years have gone by, I have sometimes questioned my habit of reading. What can books
really do for me? I’m at a point in my life where I need to stay focused and on track. It’s time to apply
for university and I don’t even know what to apply for or, for that matter, where to go. I wonder if I
am just going because it seems to be the next step in life or if I am going because I want to. Questions
similar to these have been floating around endlessly in my head. When these questions become too
much to handle, I sit down and read a book or a magazine or a news article. As a constant in my life,
reading always calms and soothes me.
It seems like grade twelve is a time for personal reflection and I’m not sure how I feel about that.
When I look back on my life, it always seems so strange. Reading has given me connections to add to
my conversations and my writing. As well, it has made me less self-centered than I used to be. When
I was four years old, I had a fit when my aunt gave my sister more jellybeans. I remember this only
because my aunt loves to bring it up every time we have a family gathering. The fact that I cried over
jellybeans seems silly now, but at that time it was a huge deal.
Reading also makes me feel a flurry of emotions. Trying to describe how reading makes a person
feel is next to impossible. Most people today do not care enough about reading to fully experience
what it can offer. Books speak to me directly and make me feel part of a whole world. Everyone wants
to feel included and I’m no different. A good book is like a good concert: you should feel like you’re
part of something bigger than yourself.
In fact, during the past summer I went to a concert near Niagara Falls and honestly had a blast. I
can be really pessimistic and sarcastic, but during that concert I felt the kind of joy I feel when reading a
good novel—the kind of novel that gets your blood flowing, the kind of book with a cliff hanger and a
sequel that won’t be released for another year or two. I cherish books that make “you wish the author
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that wrote it was a terrific friend of yours and you could call him up on the phone whenever you felt
like it” (Salinger).
At least once a week I enjoy taking a trip to the library to refresh my book supply. I usually head
into the library with an open mind and rarely bring a list with me. Scanning the shelf with my eyes to
find a book with a cool design on its spine is a way I chose my books. I do find myself judging a book
by its cover. The cover is a person’s first impression of a book, so it should look appealing.
Recently, I got home from the library and my sister and I sat down at our dining room table, looking
at the books we got as pirates would look at treasure. They fill me with so much joy, I can’t handle it
sometimes! It was really exciting when we were looking at the books because the library has had a few
sections blocked off due to work being done and we hadn’t been able to choose from a large selection
in a while. But, even though there were only a small number of books, we still made the best of the
trip. In the end, all that mattered was getting great books.
Reading has played a major role in shaping who I am today. Without reading, I would have a
completely different personality and attitude towards daily activities. I’ve learned, through reading,
that I don’t need material items like cell phones to make me happy. All I need is an interesting book.
The act of reading is all that counts; different ranges of emotions can flow through a person, making
the experience different, personal, and unique. Turning points can come in many forms; mine came
through reading.

Alexandrea Guscott, a Grade 12 student who lives in North Bay, Ontario, loves reading, tennis, and baseball. She
credits her love of reading to her mother, who constantly read stories to Alexandrea and her twin sister. This love
for literature inspired her Turning points essay, and Alexandrea plans to make sure books remain an integral part
of her life.

Drew F. McKenney
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Near North District School Board

She Grew Into a Butterfly

M

y mom has told me about all the complications from the day my identical twin sister Sage and I
were born. My sister was delivered naturally while I was delivered by C section later that night.
Sage and I had twin-to-twin-transfusion syndrome, which caused me, as the donor twin, to
be drained of half my blood by Sage, the recipient twin. We also needed breathing tubes as our lungs
weren’t fully developed. I weighed only 1 pound, 7 ounces; Sage weighed only 2 pounds.
We were three months premature.
I didn’t get to go home for months; I was stuck in the hospital until I gained more weight. While
I was slowly getting better, Sage wasn’t. Her lungs were getting worse, and eventually, she died. She
died in my mom’s arms three weeks after her birth. She died and I remember my mom and dad telling
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me how she had her last breath, how they felt her chest going up and down, suddenly stopping. She
died and sometimes I wish it would have been me.
Age 4, I remember going to a reunion for all the babies that were sick in the same hospital at which
Sage and I were born. I remember seeing two fraternal twin boys born around the same time as us.
One was able to walk and talk like me, and the other had a feeding tube through his belly button and
breathing tubes up his nose. He couldn’t walk or talk. It was one of the saddest sights I ever had to see
as a child; I remember it very clearly.
Age 10, my mom went to a Reiki Master to get some answers. A Reiki Master doesn’t know
anything about you when you go in. They give you answers without any questions and without any
prior knowledge. She then began to ask my mom if she had had a daughter pass away. My mom said
yes. She never told the Reiki Master anything, why she was there, what she wanted to talk about…
nothing about my sister. But the Reiki Master began to talk about Sage and butterflies. She said,
“When you see butterflies, they are Sage. She wants you to know that she’s with God and that she’s
ok.”
My mom had already planned to go to Miami the next week. She was going on the TV show Miami
Ink to get a tattoo of butterflies on her hip; they represented my brothers, Sage, and myself. My mom
could not believe that this woman knew so much about her. She felt blessed to know that Sage was
safe and that she would be with us always.
Age 12, December 1st; I remember my birthday. We opened presents, ate cake, and enjoyed the
party. I also remember my mom crawling into bed with me the night of my birthday. She came in right
at 12:00 and said Happy Birthday to me. I held her in my arms as she cried; she told me how much
she missed Sage and how lucky she was to have me still. I held her as we fell asleep. My birthday and
Christmas are a really hard time for my mom. She tries to hide her sadness, but I can always see the
pain in her eyes. It’s a hard time for all of us.
Age 16 I decided to get a tattoo representing my sister. When I was little, my dad and I used to play
this song called “Who You’d be Today” by Kenney Chesney. It made us think of Sage and how we feel
that God took her too soon. She didn’t deserve to die. When we listen to that song, we picture Sage
and who she would be today. I decided for my tattoo that I would get lyrics from the song as script and
that I would get two fluttering butterflies as Sage and myself. The tattoo reads, “Some days the skies
are so blue, feels like I can talk to you.” They fit perfectly with how I feel about Sage.
I may not remember her, but I have always felt a connection, always felt her presence. Sometimes
when I look in the mirror, I picture me as her. Sometimes I wish I could have taken her place, so she
could see and feel what the world is like. Sometimes I get so mad and I blame God for taking my sister
from me and my family. He could have taken anyone in the world, but chose to take her. How is that
fair? I miss her so much. She’ll always be a part of me, no matter what. I know she’s looking down on
me and protecting me and my family.
I’ve realized that it doesn’t matter whether Sage is with me physically because she is always with
me mentally. That’s better than nothing. I now know that it would have been selfish to have her
live and only exist, not experiencing things on her own, not being happy because of her damaged
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condition. She’s happier this way; she feels no pain. She is a big piece of me because we shared a bond
in my mom’s belly. I just can’t wait until the day that I get to see her again.

Drew, a Grade 11 student living in North Bay, Ontario, loves to write and sing. In the fall of next year, she hopes
to attend The Modern Hairstyling and Esthetics school in North Bay. In the future, Drew hopes to open and
manage a salon business in her own home while continuing to write.
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Grade 6 (English)

ࣔ/LIHJLYHVXVFKRLFHV<RXHLWKHUJUDERQZLWKERWK
KDQGVDQGMXVWJRIRULWRU\RXVLWRQWKHVLGHOLQHV´
– Christine Feehan, Writer

Molly Klebanoff
First Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

Hillary

W

hen we think of the word human, it only triggers one thought: normality, someone who looks
like us, walks like us, talks like us, and acts like us. Why do we think of this image? I don’t
know, but I believe that normal should not exist. Everyone is unique in their own way.

A few years ago, I went to a camp called Spiral Garden. It’s a camp that consists of people who
we think are ‘normal’ and people who we think are not—people born with disabilities. On my first
day, I was scared: these people needed help with everyday stuff like eating and walking. I stayed away,
afraid. It wasn’t until later on that I realized that these people weren't scary or mean. They were just
like me, not different except that they were born with a disability.
After this realization, I made a friend I will remember forever. Her name is Hillary, she’s one year
older than me, and she was born with cerebral palsy—meaning that she can’t speak correctly, she can’t
walk properly, and she can’t control her arms. She has a machine called a Mighty Mo that talks for her.
Hillary is just as smart as any other twelve-year-old, and never stops smiling. But as you could
imagine, it’s difficult for her to get her point across; every day she would have to type out my name.
One day when I got to camp, however, the Mighty Mo was not with her. I was confused, until the
lady taking care of her explained to me that she had sent it away to get my name put into it.
This act was my turning point. Hilary’s friendship made me realize that if someone who needed
help with almost everything would give up talking just to put their best friend’s name into a machine,
then my problems were tiny specks on the earth’s surface—-especially compared to some people’s
problems that may mean life or death.

Molly, an outgoing Grade 6 student from Toronto, loves music and acting. She currently sings in the main choir
of the Toronto Children’s Chorus, and has taken improv courses at Second City. Molly has also represented her
school two years in a row at We Day in Toronto, helps lead her school’s Right to Play day, and takes part in Free
the Children campaigns. In the future, Molly’s ultimate goal is to become a professional actress.
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Neha Javed
Second Place – Grade 6
Peel District School Board

No Words
"The smallest things can bring the biggest smile."

A

s I walked through the poor streets of India, I saw children who were famished, sick, and
wounded. As I watched them, however, I realized that they all had one thing in common—a
smile. I wondered, How could these children be so joyful? They have very little. As we stepped
away from the streets, the bright sunlight made me aware that we had arrived at the Pingalwara
orphanage.
After we entered, my parents informed me that there would be children with disabilities inside.
When the children saw us, happiness shone upon their faces. My parents and I decided to give stickers
to them, and as we did, the children’s eyes widened with excitement and their mouths erupted
in joyous laughter. Both my parents and I were very proud to be at the orphanage and help the
unfortunate children because when they smiled, we knew that we were the reason why.
As I played with the kids, I noticed a small child sitting by himself. He had no legs, but he still
managed to walk with his hands. I approached him and as he saw me, he simply smiled. Without
saying any words, he made me think differently.
My way of thinking changed from that point forward. He inspired me because through all the pain
he has endured, he still lives with a smile every day. I realized that the smallest things could bring the
biggest smile.
It was very difficult to say bye to all of the children when it was time to leave the orphanage. I
looked back, waved for the last time, and watched the smiles on all of their faces. As we walked back
on the street, I thought about the impact the boy made in my life. I realized that materialistic things
come and go, but that one person’s smile can last a lifetime.

Twelve-year-old Neha, a Grade 6 student living in Brampton, is on a mission to save the world. She has a passion
for swimming, Bollywood dancing, classical Indian dancing, and singing. Neha has donated her hair three times
to organizations that make wigs for cancer patients, and will continue to do so. In the future, she hopes to make
an organization for children and to see the smiles that she creates.
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Nandini Budhraja
Third Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

A Cherished Memory

T

here are some people in your life you just cannot let go of. Without them, you feel incomplete.
The hardest thing I have ever done is live through and face that moment of letting go. When I
was five years old, I found out that my grandpa had died from a stroke.

Before that incident, I would have described life as simply perfect. I had everything I wanted.
I always felt a sense of closeness with my grandpa. Every day when he came back from work, he
spoiled me with treats. He gave me whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted. He was an irreplaceable
grandfather.
My parents always tell me how much he cared for me. He would always cheer me up when I was
feeling down; I would do anything to see him again. Even though he is not here today, I know he
would be proud of me because I am not defeated—rather, I cherish all the great memories we had and
all the life lessons I learned.
Without him, I feel that my family is incomplete. I am really heartbroken that he passed away. His
loss, however, has taught me how to cope with the unfairness of life. I realized that I was lucky to
spend a few years with him. Now I am aware that the things he bought me are not the reasons why I
love him. I love him because he was always there for me. Simply knowing that he was there to support
me is what made me truly happy. I love my grandpa and I always will.
Life will always have obstacles but you have to get through them to finish the race. This obstacle
may be hard and heartbreaking, but the beauty of life is that it doesn’t stop with or without anybody
and neither do you. This incident changed my life and shaped me into the person I am today by
teaching me how to be optimistic and how to figure out the good from the bad. After all, there is a
reason behind everything.

Eleven-year-old Nandini, a Grade 6 student born in New Delhi, India, moved to Canada when she was in Grade
3. She currently lives in Toronto with her mom, dad, grandma, and eight-year-old brother. Nandini loves the
performing arts, and is a strong academic. She would like to thank her parents and teachers for supporting her
and believing in her skills.
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Daniel Brestiou
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Dufferin-Peel District School Board

Seriosity, Anticipation, and Memories

I

was a cheerful, careless young boy. I took everything as if it were a game and as if nothing bad
could ever happen. On the other hand, my older brother Victor—to whom I was constantly
compared—was very serious and determined. I adored Victor, but he would scarcely ever play with
me, making me think my life’s goal was to draw him into playing with me.
One day, I got carried away and started to run through the hallways. This triggered the event. I
slipped on the floor and my forehead decided to make a quick visit to the wall. The sharp edge of the
wall cut through the center of my forehead at an angle just skimming my nose. My brother quickly
called my parents, and I was rushed to the doctor.
I cried a lot during the ride, and it felt like my head would explode. The one thing that I remember
clearly is the pain. When the doctor was done and my stitches were in place, my parents explained to
the doctor what had happened, forgetting I was listening. They explained how I got scared because of
the blood and because my forehead tissue was showing.
After the incident, my parents proclaimed that I was not crying a lot for such a major injury. After
the talk with the doctor, I realized what had just happened. I realized that it was not a game, that it
was for real. I look back now and sometimes forget the importance of this anguish. I tend to remember
it as a simple injury, when in fact it is the event that made me become more responsible.
If not for the incident, I would still be taking life as a game. Now almost seven years later, I still
remember it clearly, and its psychological and physical scars are permanent.
I gained three things on that day: Seriosity, Anticipation, and Memories. I will carry these qualities
through the rest of my life.

Born on November 6, 2002, Daniel loves math, chess, and languages, but hates art. He is looking forward to
taking German in high school, and knows how to speak Romanian, English, some French, and the phrase “I don’t
know how to speak this language” in seven different languages. If Daniel has an objective, he will go for it; he is
very competitive, especially with his brother and family. In the future, he hopes to take Life Sciences in University.
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Grade 6 (Français)

©3RXUTXRLGHYULRQVQRXVFRQVWUXLUHQRWUHERQKHXU
VXUOHVRSLQRQVGHVDXWUHVDORUVTXHQRXVSRXYRQVOH
WURXYHUGDQVQRVSURSUHVF°XUV"ª
– Jean-Jacques Rousseau, Writer

Nicholas Lam
First Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

Rencontrer la mort

M

a famille est la chose la plus importante dans le monde. Chaque fois que mes cousins, mes
tantes, mes oncles, et mes grands-parents viennent me visiter, je suis très excité car je m’amuse
toujours avec eux. Rien ne peut nous séparer. Malheureusement, je n’ai pas la chance de les
voir beaucoup à cause de mon horaire condensé. Un jour, quand je suis rentré chez moi, j’étais attiré
par le son de quelqu’un qui pleurait. J’ai marché dans mon salon pour trouver mon père sur le canapé
en train de pleurer et ma mère qui lui soulageait. Ils ont reçu des nouvelles dévastatrices. Mon grandpère a connu de graves dommages au cerveau et les docteurs ne pouvaient rien faire pour le guérir.
Deux jours plus tard, il a pris sa dernière respiration.
Ceci a été l’expérience la plus pire de ma vie. À ce moment-là, tout autour de moi est devenu
sombre comme si j’avais soufflé une bougie dans une chambre illuminé. J’avais l’impression que j’ai
tout perdu. J’étais triste, fâché et je me suis demandé la question suivante: Qui mérite de mourir de
cette façon? C’était à ce moment-là qu’une grande partie de ma famille est tombée comme lorsque
le Titanic a coulé. C’est là que j’ai réalisé qu’il y a seulement une chose qui peut séparer ma famille et
moi; une chose que tous les vivants ont peur de…quelque chose qui prend la vie. La mort.
La mort prend des millions de vies par minute. Mais il n’y a rien qui peut arrêter la mort. Tu es né,
tu vis ton intention de vivre et tu meurs. C’est le cycle de la vie. Depuis ce jour-là, j’ai appris que vous
ne pouvez j’aimais renoncer la famille. Mon grand-père devait travailler très fort pour nourrir sa famille
et les abriter. Il n’avait pas la chance de faire beaucoup d’autres choses. Il n’a pas eu l’occasion de
passer beaucoup de temps avec sa famille. Donc je vous conseille de faire ce que vous désirez faire et
vivre une vie pleine car vous avez seulement une chance, un essai, une vie.

Nicholas, a very academic and athletic student, plays hockey and soccer. He speaks Mandarin and is trilingual. He
was born in Toronto and has one brother.
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Jaclyn Russel
Second Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

Je suis finalement acceptée

Q

uand j’étais née j’étais différente. Je ne parle pas à propos de ma taille ou de ma hauteur. Ma
différence est grave. J’ai seulement un bras et c’est très difficile de faire certaines activités, tel
que la natation. La natation est un de mes sports préférés. Quand j’avais huit ans, j’avais déjà
terminé tous mes niveaux de natation. C’est là que la majorité de mes amis se sont joint à un groupe
compétitif. J’ai cru que si je ne faisais pas partie d’un groupe compétitif que je n’étais pas une bonne
nageuse.

Deux mois plus tard, mes parents et moi avons trouvé un groupe compétitif. J’ai cru que
c’était un bon choix pour moi. Mais j’avais tort. Le groupe ne m’a même pas donné la chance
d’essayer. Ils ont dit qu’ils cherchaient seulement des nageurs avec deux bras. Le sentiment que
j’ai eu ressentait comme si quelqu’un m’a poignardé dans le cœur. J’ai commencé à souhaiter
avoir deux bras. Peu importe le nombre de fois que j’ai souhaité avoir deux bras, je savais que
ce n’était pas possible. Je devais donc faire ce que je pouvais avec les habilités que je possédais. Ma mère a continué à chercher d’autres groupes de natation compétitifs. Elle a trouvé
un groupe qui s’appelle NYAC. Je pensais que c’était une bonne idée car je savais déjà un peu
d’information sur le groupe. Ils m’ont donné la chance d’essayer et j’ai été acceptée.
Maintenant NYAC est une grande partie de ma vie. Quelques-uns de mes meilleurs amis vont
à NYAC. Cette expérience m’a fait réaliser que tu ne dois pas être dans un groupe compétitif
pour être une bonne nageuse. Tous ce qui compte est que tu aimes ce que tu fais et que tu
fais de ton mieux. Si quelqu’un dit que tu ne peux pas faire quelque chose car tu as un bras,
une jambe ou une incapacité physique, ne les écoutes pas car si c’est quelque chose que tu
aimes faire, il faut le suivre. Si tu fais l’effort, tu peux accomplir tout ce que tu veux.
Jaclyn was born and raised in Toronto. She is a very strong and confident individual. She is an excellent
competitive swimmer and loves all sorts of arts and crafts. She enjoys going to camp over the Summer. In addition
to that she is very technologically savvy and is fluent in French and English.
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Grade 7 & 8

ࣔ2XUOLYHVWHDFKXVZKRZHDUH´
– Salmon Rushdie, Writer

Sarah Afshar
First Place – Grade 7 & 8
York Region District School Board

Drifting into Oblivion

T

hen it hit me…

Grade 7 was a complete disaster. We had all become Intermediates and we had started to
separate into cliques. The biggest mistake I ever made was choosing the wrong friends. They
were all self-absorbed people who only worried about their looks and their popularity. After hanging
out with them, I became obsessed with the same things: my appearance, my choice of friends, and my
reputation. Even the drama did not bother me because I knew it came with the title of popularity. I did
not realize, however that a new year meant harder work. I took everything for granted and was in a
completely careless state.
***
My mom and I were sitting in my seventh grade classroom. It was chilly, and I was gripping the
sleeves of my oversized hoodie. My mom had a huge smile on her face, excited to hear my teacher’s
great comments.
It was a smile that quickly faded.
Everything my teacher said was negative. He explained that my grades had dropped, that I rarely
completed homework, that I often talked during lessons, and that my friends were bad influences. This
all hit me like an earthquake. I did not see it coming and it completely changed my life.
At first, I approached the situation with denial. I convinced myself that I was doing well. This
strategy resulted in many phone calls home and many arguments. My parents discussed many ways
to get me back on track, and finally came to a conclusion: I would be stripped of my technology and
would not be allowed to go out with friends.
The next couple of months were difficult. I went through an angry phase where I was irritated
with the mess I had made for myself. I slowly realized, however, that I could regain my freedom only
if I worked for it. I separated myself from my group of friends. I started hanging out with people who
had the same priorities that I did. I became much more concerned about an upcoming test than an
upcoming outfit.
I got myself back on track.
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School became my top priority. I stopped procrastinating with assignments, studied hard for
tests, took notes in class, and completed all my homework. Not only did my marks change, but more
importantly, I changed. Being apart from that crowd made me a better person: I learned to be honest
with myself and with the people around me. Being friends with them is like being stuck in a well--you
slowly lose yourself within the darkness and cannot leave until you reach out for help.
Thanks to my teacher and parents, I am now a better person who makes better decisions. I no
longer care about my reputation, appearance, and “coolness.” Now I am surrounded by friends who
always push me to work harder and to be better. Without these people, I would be completely lost,
drifting into oblivion.

Fourteen-year-old Sarah, a Grade 8 student, lives with her parents and younger brother Ryan. Born in Iran, Sarah
moved to Canada when she was two years old. Athletically, Sarah has been playing volleyball for the past two
years, and her love for the sport continues to grow She is also very passionate about music, and has been playing
the piano since she was six.

Jasrita Singh
Second Place – Grade 7 & 8
Peel District School Board

Moving to Canada

“W

e will be part of a better system, you will get a better education, and together we will
create a far better life for ourselves!" exclaimed my Dad. After being awarded permanent
residency in Canada, he tried to paint a compelling vision of our future there. As a child
at the tender age of 11, however, I could not fully fathom the rationale behind moving to an alien
country and leaving behind our loved ones and our possessions.
Despite my attitude, my parents kept up the excitement around the transition. Laden with mixed
feelings of sadness, anxiety, excitement and hope, we moved from New Delhi to Canada a year and a
half ago.
Little did I know what it would really mean to build a life in a new country and to acclimate to a
new culture! At my new school, the teachers were welcoming, but I was unable to relate to most of
the students due to starkly visible cultural differences. Being a novice in English, I was looked down
upon by other students. I sat quietly in class and tried not to make eye contact with anyone. I felt
misplaced and lonely. I still remember the times when the teacher used to ask, "Who doesn't have a
partner?" and I would be the only one to raise my hand. It was unnerving, but the fighter in me kept
me going.
Given my focus on studies and my high intellect, I started to demonstrate great results at school.
These results led to a slight turnaround in my classmates' attitude towards me. At that point, I said to
myself, "I'm going to make the best of this opportunity, make conscious efforts to learn and adapt, and
make myself feel comfortable.” This resolve led me to start learning more about the Canadian culture:
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its set of manners, its expected behavior, and its unspoken rules. I experimented with some of the new
behaviors in order to test my comfort level while ensuring they didn't destroy my core identity.
Slowly, my sense of "foreignness" diminished; I found myself looking forward to going to
school and being with everyone. At home, I watched more Canadian T.V. shows, mingled more with
neighbours, and participated more in community activities. All the warm and welcoming Canadians
made me feel a part of their society in many ways!
Today, I feel I am a transformed person—one that came out of her comfort zone, took charge of
her life, persevered through challenges, adapted to a new culture, and succeeded academically. I have
emerged as a stronger, more confident, and more resilient person. I am now better prepared to face
life's vicissitudes with smiles. This move truly has been the biggest turning point in my life!

Born in New Delhi, India, Jasrita moved to Canada in 2012 and currently lives in the GTA. An ebullient and
intelligent girl with a never-say-die attitude, she believes that challenges are what make life interesting and that
overcoming them is what makes life meaningful! Outside of academics, Jasrita enjoys travelling, swimming, and
reading. In the future, she aspires to become an accomplished Cardiologist.

Michal Feigis
Third Place – Grade 7 & 8
York Region District School Board

The Unpredictable
"Words are easy like the wind; Faithful friends are hard to find." – W. Shakespeare

T

oday I stand a happy and confident girl, with society being the net that has caught me through
all my hardships. Unfortunately, it has not always been this way.

The scent of an exquisite flower filled the air on that cold, winter afternoon. Excitedly, I
had left the school building after the blazing bell rang and arrived home with the sight of my friend
standing near my apartment, ready to go swimming. If I had known that the next minute would
change my life so dramatically, then my next few steps and my next few choices would have been
different.
Fat, ugly, heavy, big… These were all words that slapped me in my face over the next few hours
as she teased me for my body shape, and in her mind, for being overweight. Insecurity and betrayal
consumed me. I did not know what to do, or what to say. I did not know who to trust, and realized
that I had no true friends. I was alone.
New names flooded my mind every night and then again every morning. The words simply could
not be shaken. What other nicknames can she possibly think of? I wondered. Each passing day got
worse, and I slowly began to believe the words they spewed. These words began to alter my own
perception.
Dieting seemed like the only solution.
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Once I started to follow through with my solution, it seemed as if I could never stop. It felt as if I
did not want to continue, but had to. It was as if I was inside a bottomless pit, and every time I tried to
come out, I just kept falling farther down. I would fall asleep in tears, remembering the joyful moments
I had when I was younger. I pictured a large, bright smile upon my face, but now I was nothing but
terrified. Terrified to see what would happen if I informed my parents, knowing that they would put a
stop to the only solution I had found.
Months later, I crumbled like a dried up fall leaf. I could no longer handle the situation; I could not
live another day with the misery that I had been hiding for months. Petrified, I finally asked my parents
for help. I now understand that taking this step has been an enormous development which has helped
me overcome this dreadful, dark experience.
Despite the unpredictability of this struggle, I now understand that I am not alone. My family, who
has always been by my side, have guided me past this conflict and into a happier way of living life. Only
after asking for help did I realize that hiding from my problem was not the solution. Since then, I have
found my inner strength and self-confidence, and I have been changed forever.

Thirteen-year-old Michal, a Grade 7 student, was born in Israel and moved to Canada with her parents at the age
of six. An outgoing student, Michal enjoys reading, writing and challenges. Athletically, Michal enjoys running,
swimming, and gymnastics, and often achieves very high results in competitions. Michal would like to thank her
family members, friends and teachers for their support, and for shaping her into the person she is today. In the
future, she plans to become a doctor.

Miranda Kante
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
York Region District School Board

Two Steps Forward One Step Back

T

he door opened slowly, revealing a polished wooden desk where my mom sat staring worriedly
at me. I awkwardly shuffled in, closing the door behind me and taking a seat at one of the two
chairs facing the computer table. There was a moment of silence as I sat there twiddling my
thumbs and gathering heat in my cheeks. I focused on how the office smelled of pencil shavings,
forcing away the situation at hand.
Finally my mom asked, “What happened today at school?”
The answer to that question is a mystery to me. I felt as if the moment gave off the same feeling as
a chaotic match of tug of rope—like there was only a before and after with no in-between.
***
My friends and I were walking to our lockers, getting ready for our next class. I could feel the
vibrations in my stomach from laughing. I was in good mood, but when I approached my locker,
everything changed.
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Suddenly, all traces of my previous smile disappeared. I felt like a hundred different things were
going on at once, like a thousand different things were running through my head. An overload of
negative emotions, making me feel as if I was losing my grip, swept over me. Any and all nerve
wracking thoughts entered my mind, as if there was an opening that led right to my brain. I was
feeling so many things and my aura felt extremely weak. I experienced an indescribable and uneasy
vibe, making me feel alone and bare.
I had to reel these emotions in—people were going to ask questions and expose the truth--but
there was no use. Too many things were going on; there was nothing to hide behind now.
I found myself sitting with my back against my locker, staring blankly at the wall. My thoughts took
over completely. The next thing I could recall was my teacher, Ms. Kurtz, trying to talk to me.
***
“You need to stop shutting me out,” my mom said, making me think that maybe my isolation or
my withdrawal was the problem.
***
I’m almost there, even though I haven’t changed that much. This event wasn’t about how I
became a different person, it was about how I fell apart and put myself back together. There wasn’t
a drastic change, just a simple realization leading to something big. I admit, there are still times when
I shut down from anxiety, but then there are also times when I’m happy. For me, it’s always two steps
forwards, one step back, as if I was starting to regain my grip.
When I shut people out, the whole weight of my thoughts are placed on my shoulders. But If I
open up and tell people about my problem, that weight and that stress dissolve. Even though it might
take a while for it to have an effect, I’ve learned to open up and to not shut down. The big shift hasn’t
happened yet, but it’s definitely a start.

Miranda, a Grade 7 student, lives in Maple with her parents and twin sister. During her spare time, Miranda
enjoys reading and drawing. She also likes spending time on the internet and being part of the One Direction
fan club. In the winter months, Miranda plays hockey with her sister in the Aurora Girls’ hockey league. She also
enjoys playing a variety of other sports with her friends, and is currently trying to master volleyball.

Melissa Li
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Peel District School Board

Corpses of Nanking

T

he first time I heard about the Japanese invasion of China, I was 10 years old. I’d felt detached
and neutral then, but when I learned more about the WWII atrocities, my opinion began to
change. Whenever I thought about it, my heart rate quickened and my body grew rigid with
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indignation. It was no longer just about cold historical facts; these events now had a vastly personal
connection to me, culturally significant and universally painful.
War breeds animosity, regret, and death. Every loss brings the taut string of hatred closer to its
snapping point, muddling clear consciences. In The Art of War, Sun Tzu asserts that “All warfare is
based on deception.”
Imperialistic Japan carried this ideology during its series of battles against China, leading up to the
Second Sino-Japanese War. In 1937, Japan invaded China, conquering Beijing, Shanghai, and other
cities. The Japanese were deeply devoted to their imperialistic views.
With Shanghai controlled by Japan, the next step was to subdue Nanking—now spelled Nanjing—
the former of capital of China. The Nanking Massacre was a wide-spread series of mass murder, rape,
and destruction. An estimated 200,000 Chinese civilians died in Nanking, abandoned as mangled,
unnamed corpses. The perpetrators were members of the Japanese military. Some admitted to their
war crimes, apologizing with remorse, and some were silenced by Japanese militarists.
Looking at this massacre, I felt their pain and their suffering. They weren’t only Chinese, but
humans who had lives, aspirations, and feelings—statistics that became palpable to me. None of my
relatives had died in Nanking, but what about the hundreds of thousands of other’s relatives who had?
These people all had names and feelings and families just like me and mine. I began to feel a growing
sense of aversion to the people who had participated in the massacre. I was judging individuals today
by the mistakes of their ancestors. But what was really making me angry? I realized that I was most
angry at the senselessness of it all!
This senselessness gnawed at me until I learned about Shiro Azuma. Azuma was one of the soldiers
to admit his participation in the Nanking Massacre. He was one of the Japanese war criminals. He’d
planned on attending an American lecture to apologize and expose his crimes in Nanking, but in 1988
he was denied entrance. Azuma had travelled to China 7 times to inform scholars on the Nanking
Massacre. I respect him immensely. He made mistakes, but he put his pride aside to apologize. He
helped me heal.
Hatred is a strong sentiment. Without restraint, sadness can morph into hostility. My sadness
due to loss turned into blinding anger, and then misdirected hatred. But then I learned about Shiro
Azuma, crying and bowing in affliction for what he’d done, and I learned to forgive. I learned that
you shouldn’t let anger control your actions or cloud your perceptions of reality. We should learn from
History. With people like Shiro Azuma, a nation can learn to forgive. I can learn to forgive. Once you
learn forgiveness, you gain true strength.

Melissa, a Grade 8 student living in Mississauga, was born in China and immigrated to Canada when she was
three. Since she was young, Melissa has always loved reading and writing, and also enjoys playing the flute and
guitar. An avid learner of new languages, she hopes to explore all the different cultures across the world.
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Winnie Liu
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Peel District School Board

The Unsaid Lesson

I

didn’t really know my grandma and she didn’t really know me. But when my family and I went
to visit her in China, I refused to see her. My eight-year-old self was a foolish young girl who took
things for granted.

When we arrived at the airport, my family and I were greeted by a solemn looking grandpa. I
remember he walked straight to my mom and said “Grandma’s not well. She’s very ill, and you need to
go see her.” Upon hearing that I pouted, “Do I have to go and see her? I want to stay at my cousin’s
house!” My mom looked disappointed, but she agreed.
From there on, every time I was asked to go and visit my grandma, I whined and refused. Never
once did I consider meeting my grandma; I only thought about enjoying myself. Spending time with a
seventy-year-old woman who could barely get out of bed was certainly not something worth my time.
The one time I actually saw her was the day we had to depart. I saw her lying in that bed of hers,
struggling to sit up and hug me. When she did succeed in sitting up, she sadly smiled and whispered,
“I wish I could’ve spent more time with you, but I know you’ve been busy.”
Two months after our return, my grandma died in the hospital. Not only did the doctors not treat
my grandma properly, but they also didn’t allow her to see her family.
My parents were furious and outraged.
At that moment, I realized that what I did to my grandma was just as cruel as what the doctors did.
The important words that I left unsaid and the loving actions that I left undone painfully weighed on
her till the very end. My grandmother, my strong and caring grandmother, slipped away just like that.
Knowing that I never once said to her “I love you” created a sense of guilt and regret.
One day, I was looking through my old baby pictures. In most of them, my grandma was there,
healthy and strong. She wasn’t struggling to lift her head or painfully swallowing gulps of medicine.
Instead, she was smiling, happy and alive. These pictures are the only memories of my grandma I have.
I treasure them, and I hold on to them. I make sure that these pictures are in perfect condition just like
the way my grandma is now, somewhere up there beaming and strong.
I learned that you need to sort out your priorities, and that spending time with your family
members—whether they’re young or old, strong or fragile—is the most important one. Life is short
and time is running out, so don’t forget to hug your parents and don’t forget to tell them that you love
them. Sooner or later, it might be too late.

Twelve-year-old Winnie Liu, a Grade 7 student, lives in Canada with her parents and little brother. Athletically,
she loves to play volleyball with her friends. Her real passion, however, is music: she plays both the piano and the
trombone. Music, she believes, feeds the mind’s imagination for writing. In the future, Winnie hopes to travel the
world and meet its leaders.
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Emmanuelle Melis
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Toronto Catholic District School Board

On My Own

G

rowing up, my grandmother was a special part of my life. I loved visiting her, never wanting to
leave. When I was 13, my family went away for the summer. While away from home, we heard
the news that Oma had been diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. For the next three weeks, we
were shrouded in a veil of gloominess, one that constantly forced us back to the reality that we might
not make it back in time to say goodbye.
With a knot gnawing at my stomach, we arrived home and found my grandmother weak and sick
and sad, but alive. I visited her when I could, but I noticed her getting weaker with each visit.
It was hard when I had to leave for school. I knew I might never see her again. For months, we
waited for news. Days seemed to take centuries, each hour a year. Going to school seemed like a
chore, and I couldn’t focus. I was constantly on the verge of tears, and I often zoned out, eyes glazed
over and lost in nostalgia.
I was thinking about Oma. I was suffering.
I remember the days leading up to my final goodbye, the last time I ever saw her alive. I entered her
small, dim hospital room, clutching a letter I had written, and I looked at her in the bed, propped up by
pillows, surrounded by blinking and beeping machines. She’d put on lipstick and put in dentures; her
last chance to go back to the grandmother I knew. I remember approaching her bed cautiously, biting
my lip, trying to hold back tears. She looked up at me, so small and frail. I was afraid to let go of my
breath; I swallowed hard.
“Oma, I wrote you a letter.”
She held out her hand, but I was hesitant. I knew that if I approached, I’d start crying. How can you
find the words to say goodbye? How can you find those final words? This was my one chance to thank
her for all she had taught me. I handed her the letter, hugged her, and sobbed.
When she passed away, I couldn’t understand how she could be here one day and gone the next. It
took a long time, but once I understood, I knew that as sad as I was, I could learn from this experience.
Oma had always guided me and given me advice. I knew that if I didn’t learn from her, then it would all
be lost.
My turning point was slow. There was no single moment where I realized that I was turning into a
different person. But I knew I was changing.
Losing my Oma helped me grow. When she was alive, I relied on her. Now that she is gone, I
thought I would be alone. But then I realized that I was changing into the person she had taught me to
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be. She had taught me to be the best I can be, and it was now up to me to follow in her footsteps and
begin my journey in life without her.

Emmanuelle Melis, an outgoing and creative Grade 8 student, currently lives in Toronto with her parents and
younger sister. She is a trilingual who enjoys spending time with her friends, and who loves swimming, reading,
soccer, and the piano. Emma is excited to start high school next year, and in the future, hopes to move to the
Netherlands for university.

Anoushka Prasad
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Peel District School Board

Coming Home

S

ilently, as silent as a seven-year-old can be, I moved through my house. The floor was cool and
smooth. I stepped barefoot across the ground and around the mattresses on the floor, making
my way to the balcony. As quietly as I could, I opened the sliding door and took a step outside. A
small breeze whipped my short hair around my face. I pushed it back and looked up at the trees, large
and old. I was told that they'd eventually be covered in pure white snow, although not yet, not for a
while. It was just after sunrise, and it was beautiful, so beautiful; but it still wasn’t as beautiful as my
old home, my real home.
Back in India, my family and I lived in a spacious apartment by a forest full of peacocks. A grand
driveway and arc led up to our building and a pathway with parks and trees extended out nearby. I
remember running up the wide slope, the sweltering heat not bothering me, my true best friend living
in the next building over. I remember innumerable mosquito bites and painful knee scrapes. None of
these bothered me.
Now, however, they were all memories, never to happen again. I wouldn't be able to recreate them
because we wouldn't be going back, not until my friends would have completely forgotten me. Not
until everything was different and unrecognizable.
All these thoughts raced through my young mind as I stood on that balcony all alone. In the most
hushed voice I could summon, I sang, almost choking on my own tears. What I sang is something I will
never forget—my national anthem, the Indian national anthem.
At the age of seven, coming from a country where academics meant everything, I possessed a
strong sense of discipline which still drives me today. Not moving a muscle to scratch my nose or
cough, I paid the utmost respect possible to my heritage. I hadn't understood any of this just a few
months ago, but now standing on the balcony, I decided it was the least I could do.
I believed that I had escaped the academic pressures that had fostered the incredible work ethic
my brother displayed. He needed every ounce of it in order to succeed in this new country and to be
accepted in the University of his choice, one from which he is about to graduate!
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I didn't know it then, but I also have that drive!
The reason my parents made their decision to move, the reason we were the first people from
our close-knit family to come to Canada, was to ensure my brother’s future, to ensure my future. My
parents sacrificed their perfect and highly ideal life for us, their children.
All of our family still lives in India. It’s only now, however, after some six years away, after our
personal successes in this new land, that I realize the affects of my parents’ decision. Their sacrifice was
my turning point.

Fourteen-year-old Anoushka, a Grade 8 student living in Brampton, was born in India and moved to Canada
at the age of seven. She enjoys the arts, plays three instruments—the guitar, the flute, and the piano—speaks
several languages, and loves to write. Anoushka greatly admires the persistence and work ethic her family has
shown, and in the future, hopes to become a symbol for change in the world.

Naama Weingarten
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
York Region District School Board

It's Not Who You Are That Holds You Back

T

he sky was clear as the bird soared through it, waving her wings with pleasure. The bird saw
something in the distance—a pack of fellow birds—and she decided she wanted to join them.
The flock, however, was flying in a different way and direction from what the bird knew. As it
turns out, the pack didn’t want the bird because they thought she couldn’t fly. The little bird was now
alone; she wasn't soaring through the sky anymore. She wasn’t even sure she knew how to fly, and so
the bird landed on the ground and started walking.
I used to believe that I was capable of anything. I kept thinking that same way when I moved away
from my country to Canada, where everything was different. People spoke, moved, acted, and learned
differently, but I still felt confident. I still knew I could do anything. I still believed in myself until the first
day of school.
I tried to make friends, but I couldn’t. I was so ashamed of my poor English. My stuttering, my
accent, and my grammar made it so hard to say anything at all. Eventually when I did, something
happened. I heard a noise—laughter. Someone was laughing at me. They were taunting me, plotting
to not bother even talking to me. What was the point? I couldn’t speak English at all. Then they walked
away from me, still laughing, and I felt something in my eyes. My tears wanted to break free, and I let
them.
At that moment, just like that bird that landed on the ground and quit flying, I stopped talking.
Slowly, more things were said about me. They said that I had “problems,” problems in which I started
to believe. I began thinking that I did not belong, that I was never meant to fly perfectly like them, and
that I never would. Their words weighed me down, kept me on the ground, and prevented me from
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flying. Looking up at those soaring, free birds while I walked on the ground was insufferable: I wanted
to fly.
This desire to fly drove me upwards. My wings stretched out and I felt my body severing from
the ground. I was flying! But not like those birds; I was flying differently. I soared through the sky a
different way, in a different direction: my own way, my own direction.
Today, I realize that if I just believe in myself, then I can spread my wings and fly. I will never fly with
the other birds, but who said there was only one direction? I can fly in my own direction, my own way.
I can speak. I can do anything.
Despite my restored belief, I am still struggling to write this paragraph because some of that weight
remains on my wings. The weight that makes it so hard to write that we all are good enough, that we
all are perfect, that we all can do anything if we just believe. We have to believe, and when we do, just
like that bird we will fly!

Born in Israel, thirteen-year-old Naama moved to Canada at the age of twelve. She enjoys listening to music and
spending time with her friends and family. Her hobbies include the piano and writing, and she practices both
frequently.
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Grade 9 & 10

ࣔ<RXFDQQRWGUHDP\RXUVHOILQWRDFKDUDFWHU
\RXPXVWKDPPHUDQGIRUJH\RXUVHOIRQH´
– Henry David Thoreau, Writer

Anca Maglaviceanu
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Conseil scolaire Viamonde

Opening My Curtains

I

wake up in bed, breaking out in a cold sweat. My muscles ache from keeping them tense
throughout the night. For a blissful, short-lived moment, my heart beats steadily and my head is
clear. A sudden realization jolts my body out of this happiness.

Today is what I dread most: my first day at a new school.
They’ll think I’m a freak, I think.
No, they won’t; I won’t let them, I counter.
These thoughts fight each other like the Titans against the Gods: both powerful and both equal.
The debate goes on until I have to get dressed. I pick a pink flannel shirt to wear—the most girlish
garment hanging in my closet—to balance against my short hair.
What a mistake it is, I think, to cut your hair so short right before your first day.
As I open the school’s front doors, my confidence from the bus ride fades away. It had been quiet
and relaxed, and the ride had given me time to think and feel at ease. The silence had made me feel
better. Now it is gone.
I hear the shouting of students piled in the lobby. I observe and see similarities. Most girls are
wearing skinny jeans showing curves, and cropped tee-shirts showcasing their belly-buttons. Most
guys have on snapback hats, low-riding jeans, and sneakers strapped on to their large feet. I go to the
mosaic wall to avoid the exaggerated yelling. The tiles merge into a picture of people from different
nationalities, all holding hands.
In class, my new classmates stare and question my gender because of my short hair and slender
figure. I hear one kid whisper to his friend that I must be a gay boy with my pink shirt. Others comment
on my hairy arms or awkward walk. Some, out of respect, don’t say anything at all. I stay silent, trying
to act natural while my insides squirm with nausea. My hands start to sweat from anxiety and my eyes
struggle to keep in their own salty tears. Already I feel rejected, un-acknowledged because my physical
shape is different.
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Luckily, the lunch bell rings and I run out of the class, struggling to keep calm. I accept that
connecting with these strangers will be difficult: we are opposites. What they find funny, I do not.
While I am quiet, they are expressive. Change gives me a sense of inability to be in control. I am
therefore incapable of preventing my emotions from showing. When I am pressured, I will break down
and show my true self. This factor above all others intimidates me and makes me feel uncomfortable.
This is what happens when you are socially awkward: you eat your lunch on the dirty floor and you text
your parents on your brick phone.
Two months later, as I eat my stale sandwich, a theory produces itself, becoming rather likely. Is
the reason I am friendless due to my closed up nature? Because I’m so monotone and lifeless, do less
people gravitate towards me? Should I abandon this charade and replace it with bubbliness, humour
or even a simple smile? In class, I speak politely to a girl I meet. By the end, we walk out giggling and
smiling. Sometimes opening yourself up can work wonders.
As my bus leaves the parking lot of the school on a chilly afternoon, I sit in the front seat, still
smiling at my friends outside. The students on the bus are all screaming in the back, but the noises no
longer bother me. I have grown used to them, and now if ever there was silence, it would worry me. It
is better this way.
As the bus shakes on the uneven road, I make an oath to myself. I will not degrade myself for being
different from other girls. That shouldn’t determine the way I act or feel. It shouldn’t be the reason why
my voice trembles as I speak to a stranger or my hands sweat as I pass a bully in the halls. Life is too
short for afflictions to hurt.

Anca, a Grade 9 student, was born in Romania and came to Canada with her parents as a young girl. During her
spare time, she enjoys reading fiction, writing stories, and listening to music. Academically, Anca strives to master
the art of mathematics and science. She attends a French high school and can now fluently speak English, French,
and Romanian. Anca would like to express her gratitude to both her parents and all her teachers who have
helped her achieve her goals.

Sharanya Tiwari
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

An Inevitable Truth

A

t some point in our lives, we experience a moment that makes us question our perspective,
contemplate our situations differently, and doubt our beliefs. It motivates us to confront an
invisible yet inevitable truth, and it makes us look back and collect the fallen jigsaw pieces of our
soul. I experienced this life changing moment when I was thirteen years old.
In the summer of 2012, I took a trip to India with my parents. I was excited, and looked forward to
having as much fun as possible. My plans for the trip, however, were ruined when my parents had to
attend a funeral in a nearby city. As a result, they decided to leave me at my uncle and aunt’s place for
a few days.
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Once I arrived, my uncle took me to their house. It was wrapped inside a thick layer of pale dirt,
and inside, there were creaky hallways surrounded by congested rooms. The walls were plastered
with peeling paint and the ceilings were concealed with cement. My bed was terribly misshapen and
embedded with cracks, and was placed beside a tiny window that exhaled humid air. I had a swirl of
complaints about the flickering light bulb, the dusking sunlight, and the displeasing food, and was
certain that this trip was a tremendous mistake.
Even though I was bothered by the sounds and smells around me, something different demanded
my attention: my family. It was the friendliness of my cousin, the care of my aunt, the positivity of my
uncle. Altogether, it was how they made me a part of their family when I thought myself a piece that
did not belong to their puzzle.
A few days later, I was sitting in my room and heard a stream of soft whispers flowing from the
small crack in the wall. I leaned in closer to check, and suddenly the whispers unraveled into an ongoing discussion. Despite my wish to give privacy, something urged me to keep listening to the voices,
to the words, to the conversation. As it turned out, this conversation was about the debt problems
from which my relatives were recovering. My uncle mentioned how he had finally found a job and how
they could finally move back to their old house, the house they lost to bankruptcy.
The impact of the conversation seeped into my skin. I could feel the weight of guilt pouring
down my throat. I knelt to the floor and gazed around the room: the dusking sunlight merged into a
spectrum of vivid colors, the humidity molded into a slice of fresh breeze, and the dusty air blended
into a yellow mist. All these variations gestured at the significant truth I had just realized: the flaws
in the things around me were actually the flaws in my complaints. In fact, my relatives were trying to
give me the best they could afford in those circumstances, but I was so immensely consumed in all the
materialistic details around me that I obliviously criticized their misery.
The days after that moment passed by quickly, and before I knew it, I was packing my stuff and
waiting for my parents. I took a last glimpse of the room with a complaint tacked onto the wall, the
ceiling, the window, the bed. I said my goodbyes to my relatives—my family—who unknowingly gave
me the moment that changed my life.
I saw a trip labeled as a misery turn into a memory still captured in my heart. I could not believe
what a drastic change of perspective I experienced, because of a sinking realization and its optimistic
outcome. This outcome allowed me to accept and not criticize situations, and more importantly, taught
me to never underestimate the power of a situation. It can be proven an unforgettable experience, an
inevitable truth.

Sharanya, a Grade 9 student, lives in Brampton with her parents and older sister. In her spare time, she likes to
write poetry and make greeting cards. Sharanya also loves to read and be creative, and these qualities helped her
win an academic award in Grade 7 and become valedictorian in Grade 8. She would like to attribute her success
to her family and teachers. In the future, Sharanya wishes to select a career path that will allow her to make a
positive impact on society.
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Henry Wright
Third Place – Grade 9 & 10
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

The Learning Project

T

here it was, lying on the ground, the grade eight career project: a yellow, tri fold Bristol board
with my haphazardly cut and glued paragraphs. I stared at the board like a predator at its prey,
thinking about how to fix it. I had been working on this project for far too long to throw it all
away on appearance. I had no choice—I had to tear the board apart and start over.
I tore off paragraph after paragraph from the board like a scab from a wound, only to re print, re
cut and re glue them back on. Sweat started to drip off me as I realized that I was running out of time.
For once in my life, I was starting to use the crumbs of artistic abilities I had to work with. I began to
cut and glue my well thought out paragraphs onto the board with these words in mind, “Don’t you
think a civil engineer would be more precise with his cuts?” I wanted to have everything symmetrical
and organized. I had a vision of what it would look like: precise, neat, accurate, and clean. I only hoped
my teacher would be proud.
In elementary school, there was nothing better than to come home and not have any homework,
a true freedom for the evening. On the days that I did have homework, I would do it as soon as I got
home and as fast as I possibly could. I never really thought of how my work would turn out or be
affected by rushing. Instead, I just mindlessly finished it like any other thirteen-year-old boy. There were
never any consequences or discipline for my haste. When doing my work, I could not comprehend that
the smallest details would play such a big role, or that the work itself required more time and effort.
Midway through grade eight, we started a unit about careers. This unit consisted of daily visits
to the website “Career Cruising” and many discussions about workplace values, skills, and abilities.
After all of the career matching tests I took, my career suggestion was a Civil Engineer. My teacher
Mr. Giannone wanted us to make a project explaining various aspects of our jobs on a tri fold board.
I started immediately, researching, typing, cutting, and gluing as fast as the speed of light. In short, I
raced through the project.
The day before the presentation, the class showed their boards to Mr. Giannone so that he could
give us last minute advice. I remember walking into the school library where Mr. Giannone was waiting
for us. His eyes were searching the room looking for the first person on his list. As he progressed
through the students in alphabetical order I knew my time had come. “Henry,” he said softly—for
that was his nature, silent but serious. I put the board on the desk and he began to examine it. “Don’t
you think a civil engineer would be more precise with his cuts?” he asked. He saw what was missing:
effort, patience, and precision. The quick meeting came to an end, and I left with much to think about,
embarrassed by the sudden realization that the smallest details could impact you greatly.
At home that evening, I had to figure out a way to fix the chaotic board. I needed effort, precision,
and patience. After six hours of painstaking work, everything was turning out perfectly. I had a taste of
what my life would be like if I did not change. If I continued to rush my work, I would not reach my full
potential. I didn’t like that thought.
That Grade 8 project may have showed me what I wanted to be when I was older, but more
importantly, it taught me something more critical about life—that hard work, precision, effort, and
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patience are extremely important. There it was, lying on the ground, the grade eight career project: a
yellow, tri fold bristol board that had been carefully planned, precisely cut and pasted, patiently crafted
as it should be. And I was proud.

Henry lives in Bradford where he attends Holy Trinity High School. He enjoys hanging out with friends and
travelling places with his family. He loves to ski, skateboard and watch movies. His favourite subjects at school are
math and science. He hopes to attend university and study in these areas in the future.

Lauren Collier
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

151

W

e all grow up worshipping heroes: some fictional and some real. Sometimes we worship the
wrong heroes and sometimes we worship the wrong qualities. The right qualities—the ones
that matter—were clearly brought into focus for me. I am the youngest of four siblings, with
two older sisters and an older brother, my true hero.
January 6th, 1998 is the day my brother Brian exclaimed that if the baby my mother was carrying
was another little sister, he was leaving home. This is also the day, to his dismay, that his third little
sister was born. Everyone took turns holding me, and when Brian held me, it was the first time I
stopped crying. There was an instant bond between us that has remained throughout my entire life.
After high school, Brian was unsure about what he wanted to do. Finally, in December of 2007,
he chose a career: the military. I remember the day he came to speak to my class in his army uniform.
I was in awe of him; I thought he was so cool. A year later, Brian phoned our house and excitedly told
us that he had been chosen for the mission in Afghanistan. Suddenly, it didn’t seem like so much fun to
have your big brother in the army.
Before he deployed, he had two weeks to spend with his family. He did whatever he could to
make my sisters and me happy, whether it was taking us out for breakfast or making us gut-wrenching
“potato pancakes.” Our family then left for Petawawa where we spent our final weekend with my
brother before his nine-month tour. That’s when it all finally hit me. During that last hug, he told me
not to say goodbye because “There should be no goodbyes.” Letting go of that tight bear hug and
hearing him say “I’ll see you later” was extremely painful.
As proud as I was of him, I felt so selfish for wanting him to stay home.
Early on in Brian’s tour, he was injured when his Sargeant was killed. Brian had the opportunity to
come home, but refused because his comrades needed him and he needed them.
On July 20th, 2010, I suddenly woke up to car doors and the sound of my father crying. We were
camping. Everything happened so fast. The first thing I saw were two policemen standing in front
of me. I knew what had happened. All I had to hear was, “I’m sorry to...” My world suddenly came
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crashing down. My rock, my protector, my hero, and my big brother had been killed by an “Improvised
Explosive Device" in the Panjwai District.
That day I wish I had never woken up. I was truly living a nightmare. Nothing seemed real to me
until I was standing on the tarmac in Trenton, Ontario waiting for Brian’s casket to be taken off the
plane. This is when I realized that I’d never again be surrounded by the joy he brought to a room. I’d
never be able to give him one more hug. My sisters and I wouldn’t have the opportunity to dance with
him at our weddings. I would do anything to be able to give him one last hug and never let go.
My hero may not fly or have super strength. What my hero does have, however, is the ability
to have a life changing impact on not only me, but millions of Canadians. My hero allowed me to
understand how to live life to the fullest. Brian lived and died serving others. He did not hesitate to risk
his life for the sake of people who he didn't know. Brian was the one hundred and fifty-first Canadian
soldier of one hundred and fifty-eight killed in Afghanistan. But he will never just be a number to me.
He wasn’t just another soldier—he was my one and only brother who I will never be able to see again.
Brian had the opportunity to come home, but heroes see it through to the end. I now cherish and live
in the moments that I have. Life is temporary and fleeting, and I will always remember this when I think
of Brian.

Sixteen-year-old Lauren, a Grade 10 student, lives with her parents and two sisters. She loves to read books,
play sports, and hang out with friends. After high school, Lauren hopes to go to school for journalism or law. In
the future, she hopes to travel around the world and learn about world events. Lauren would like to thank her
teachers and family members for helping her throughout this journey.

Sarah Diniz
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District School Board

Beneath the Surface

I

thought that I had experienced pain so many times, but looking back on it now, everything that
I thought was pain wasn’t. Real pain is so hurtful that sometimes it just completely numbs you.
When that happens, you aren’t even fully aware that it’s still there. I learned this the hard way
when I found out that my uncle had a brain tumor last July.
He was a member of my family and he meant a lot to me, but I never fully appreciated him the way
I should have. I used to sleep over at his house a lot with my cousins, and every morning, he would sit
at the table, drink his coffee, and make conversation. Didn’t all uncles talk to their nieces? Every year
at Christmas, all of the cousins on my mother’s side of the family had a “Just Dance” competition. He
would always playfully laugh and joke about it. Didn’t all uncles make jokes about their families and
the silly things that they do? He always took the time to tell me that he enjoyed having me around—
didn’t all uncles do that?—but I don’t think that I ever took the time to tell him the same thing.
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When I found out about his brain tumor, I didn’t understand why this was happening to him. In
fact, even now, I don’t think that I fully understand. He was always such a good person.
Pretty soon after I found out, I began to feel guilty. How long had it been since I had seen him? Yes,
he lived two hours away from us, but I still didn’t go to visit every time the rest of my family did. I let
school and my friends take over my life, and I hadn’t made space for him in such a long time.
Now I didn’t know how many more chances I would get to spend time with him.
I began to make seeing him more of a priority for myself. Any time my mother said that we were
going to visit for the weekend, I would pack up my stuff and be ready to go. Throughout the summer,
I watched as his health slowly got worse. Sometimes, it was harder than others, but I always stayed
positive because I didn’t want him to believe that I thought he was dying.
It was so hard to stay strong because sometimes he was the lovely uncle that I had grown up
loving, but sometimes he was so emotional that it made it even harder not to let him see how much I
was hurting. Even though it was hard, I reminded myself that I was staying strong so that things would
be easier for him. Even though it was hard, I reminded myself that it was even harder for him.
Early in November, the doctors told us that my uncle wasn’t expected to make it past the weekend.
He proved them wrong though and made it all the way to the Thursday of the following week before
passing away. It was his final way of showing us that he was a fighter.
It’s true that I never took the time to tell my uncle what he meant to me and it’s true that I regret
that a lot. I think part of that, however, is because I didn’t realize it until it was too late. Now, I believe
that he’s watching over me and that somehow he knows.
Thanks to my uncle, I try to let my extended family know exactly how much they mean to me
every chance I get. Sometimes, it’s just a compliment on some really good food or an extra smile and a
“thank you” to one of my aunts. Other times, it’s an extra hug before we leave after a visit, or even just
saying “I love you.” Each little thing seems so simple, but they are often forgotten. Eventually, it will all
add up and my family will never have to question how much I care about them.

Sarah is a creative grade nine student attending school In Simcoe, Ontario. She enjoys swimming and spending
time with her friends. Sarah’s aspirations for the future include learning how to play a musical instrument and
travelling to Greece.
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Trent Kelly
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Three Wooden Steps

W

hen I first heard my mom utter those words, I was devastated. His life would never be the
same. He wouldn't be able to do any of the things he enjoyed. He wouldn't be able to build
his elegant wooden decorations, or tend to his beautiful gardens, or even walk to the store. He
might not even be around to see me graduate. When these thoughts came rushing into my head, it felt
as though I had been hit by a truck. I could feel the tears beginning to well up in my eyes, but I refused
to let them fall.
Before my great-grandfather was diagnosed with stomach cancer, I always assumed that a major
illness was the end of your life. I assumed that cancer would signal the end of my great-grandfather
and that he wouldn’t be able to do anything that he wanted to do. I wasn’t sure how he and my greatgrand-mother would be able to lead a normal life. My Nana told me she was going to their house every
day to help them out and I thought that made perfect sense: my great-grandfather was incapacitated
and he needed help.
For a few months, my great-grandfather battled his stomach cancer before finally starting
chemotherapy. From what people told me about chemotherapy, it would make it very hard for him to
do anything. With these thoughts racing through my head, I was extremely anxious to see him for the
first time. With a heavy heart, I pulled up to his house on that frosty February day.
When I got there, something captured my attention immediately. The worn stone steps that led up
to the front door had been replaced by a few wooden planks. As I walked up these freshly constructed
steps, I wondered who might have done this. When we got inside, I was somewhat shocked to see my
great-grandfather. He looked perfectly healthy! His eyes weren’t sunken into his skull, his hair hadn’t
fallen out—leaving him with a glossy bald cranium—and he hadn't lost large amounts of weight. He
just looked like himself.
After we sat down and had something to drink, my mom asked him who had built the steps.
His response was simple: “I did them. They were dangerous. Someone could have gotten hurt. I also
shoveled the sidewalk because I was scared someone might hurt themselves.” In this small moment,
everything changed for me.
Not only did this man do something that he enjoyed, which was helping people, but he did it while
battling a serious disease. He pushed through his cancer and his chemotherapy which had made him
weaker, and persevered to do something he wanted to do.
His strength inspired me.
I decided that day that you can’t make excuses; you have to continue forward. Like my greatgrandfather who refused to be defeated by his disease, you have to move forward. In my head,
everything changed. I could no longer allow myself to make excuses or let anything hold me back, no
matter how large it was. I must go through and try hard to do what I want no matter what, whether
it’s getting through high school or getting the job of my dreams. This valuable life lesson appeared to
me that day when one old man fought cancer and fixed some stairs.
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Tanisha Jain
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

Spreading My Wings

J

une 12th, 2012—the day finally arrived. Mixed feelings of curiosity, excitement, nervousness, and
sadness raced through my mind as I arrived and checked in at the airport. I boarded the plane
and waved one last good-bye to my dad, who was smiling and waving back. I wondered what
was going through his mind during that time; was he proud of me? With a bunch of other questions
creeping up in my mind, I sighed heavily and sat down on my uncomfortable seat. This was going to be
a long journey.
During my early teen years, I discovered that I was an introvert. I was extremely reserved and kept
mainly to myself. There was nothing more I wanted than to avoid social events. I always kept myself
locked up in my room, listening to music on my iPod, sleeping away the days. My family, friends and
even classmates often disapproved of my conservative nature. Why couldn't they just leave me alone?
I wondered in annoyance. I was like a grumpy cat, a bird that did not want to fly, a turtle that never
wanted to come out of its shell.
My parents thought this was a huge problem, so they decided to send me to India for two months
to expand my horizons. I would not being going alone; I would be making the journey with a relative. I
was surprised by this suggestion. Little did I know how much it would change me.
Unexpectedly, during just the first few days of my stay I began to lose heart in my new
environment. I was dearly missing my family and friends. At night, I would softly cry myself to sleep.
The feeling of loneliness, even when surrounded by crowds, was killing me. I was contemplating
these thoughts during a visit to my aunt’s house. After much thought, I decided there was no point in
complaining about the present and wishing for the future. For once, I was going to adapt myself to my
current environment.
The car ride that day was agonizingly long. When I peeked out the window, I was enthralled by the
beauty of Jaipur. Clogged buildings were plastered in pink, gold and silver. If your eyes looked beyond
them, you could see jagged hills painted with green and brown. The light winds blew, making the
vibrant clothing hanging from the roofs of the houses dance. I even began to enjoy the rowdy honks
and buzzes of the intense traffic. My eyes feasted on the view like I was seeing the world for the first
time. I guess I really was. I finally stopped wishing to be locked up alone. Suddenly, my heart beat
faster, rejoicing in its new found perspective.
The excitement did not end there. I travelled to three different cities to visit relatives from both
my mom and my dad’s side. I went sightseeing, visited many ancient temples, and celebrated the
many colourful festivals. With my grandma’s help, I even learned how to read and write in Hindi. I had
developed a sense of cultural identity, discovered new things about my religion, and experienced my
culture for the first time. Even if I was at home, I would not be locked up in my room or wishing I was. I
would be cooking and cleaning with my parents, or playing outside with my cousins.
After returning, I felt like I became a more independent person capable of handling different
situations on her own. I realized that when I finally let my guard down and became open to new
experiences, I learned and enjoyed myself more. I found myself thanking the people who had criticized
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me before. Even though I did not become a complete extrovert after returning, my interpersonal skills
grew significantly. I finally had become the more pleasant cat, the bird that wanted to fly, the turtle
that crawled out of her shell once in a while.

Tanisha Jain, a Grade 10 student, came to Canada when she was three and currently lives in Mississauga with her
parents and younger brother. Her interests include reading, writing, and acting—even though she is very stage
shy. Tanisha also enjoys social work and volunteers at a nursing home in her community. In the future, she hopes
to pursue a career in chemical sciences or business. She would like to thank her family members and teachers for
helping her succeed in this competition.

Yasmina Orellana-Tavares
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Conseil scolaire Viamonde

The Monarch Butterfly

F

or as long as I can remember, having a sibling meant the world to me. Being a single child for
10 years was a lonely life. Was it a wonderfully spoiled one? Why, of course. As a kid, however, I
wanted a younger sibling to boss around and to pester. Someone I could force into doing things I
was far too lazy to do and someone who could be a playmate, a best friend, or maybe even a sister.
I was absolutely overjoyed when I found out that my mom was pregnant with my younger brother.
It was one of the better turning points in my life. I learned to be responsible, independent, caring, and
selfless. Who would have known that two years later, my mom would be expecting another baby?
Although we kept the gender of the baby a surprise, I was always hopeful it would be a girl. I
remember being ridiculously excited about all the fun things I could do with her: getting makeovers,
dressing up in frilly outfits, and, when she got older, talking about boys. Typical things sisters would do.
After months and months of waiting, June came and she was born. She was very premature, and
almost instantly the doctors realized there was something wrong. I remember arriving at the hospital,
excited to see her with my mom. I never saw any of that. Instead, I found my mom with no baby
cradled in her arms. She told me that she was sorry and that my sister was going to pass away. She
explained that she was born with Trisomy 18, a genetic disorder caused by the presence of all or part of
an extra 18th chromosome.
The first thing I thought was, I will never be that big sister that she can look up to.
Eventually my entire family arrived, and sympathies, tears and prayers were spread around the room
like a virus. I finally got to see her face for the first time when she was just a day old, and I can still
remember her clearly. She was small, pink, and absolutely adorable. I got to hold her, and I remember
just how bright and aware her eyes were. Almost as if she knew who I was. She and I bonded over the
course of a couple of hours, and already I felt as if we had known each other for a long time.
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The day went by quickly and before I could even appreciate her presence, she had passed away. My
family was devastated, and I could not even comprehend that I had just lost her forever. She lived for
just two days; just enough for me to meet her, and just enough for her completely affect my life.
This experience taught me that life is a small and fragile thing. I didn't think losing someone you
barely knew could affect your life so drastically. It felt like a huge part of everything I knew was taken
away with her when she left, and I felt lost for a long time. After she died, my perspective on life
changed. I realized that everything we cherished could be taken away from us at any given moment.
She never got to grow up, or fall in love, or learn from her mistakes like many of us did. She never
got a chance to show the world who she was, and yet, she managed to change the lives of so many
people. It hurts to think about why such a tragic thing could happen to someone so innocent, but I
understand now that things happen for a reason.
The monarch butterfly signifies the passing of a child or loved one, and how after the monarch
leaves, its soul is put to rest.
It is difficult to write about such a delicate subject, but it is also a consolation to know that she
lived for a purpose. She lived to make me the better person I am today, and for that, I am incredibly
thankful.

Fifteen-year-old Yasmina Orellana-Tavares, a Grade 10 student, lives in Toronto with her loving mother and
younger brother. She has written many short stories and illustrated countless adventure-inspired comics since
before she can remember. Drawing, reading, TV, and her friends are some of Yasmina’s enjoyments in life, and
she thinks that life is going well.

Rachael Waud
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
BHNCDSB

Gone Too Soon
“Not a day goes by that I don’t think of you I’m always asking why this crazy world had
to lose such a ray of light we never knew.” – Daughtry

I

remember sitting in a computer lab in Grade 3. I was playing games with my classmates when my
principal walked in crying. She came up to me and asked me to take a walk with her. We went
down to her office where I saw my older brother crying. After a few minutes, I saw my parents
walking up. They took us outside. My mom was crying and my dad was trying not to break down, was
trying to hold back the tears.
They told us that my older cousin Scott got into a car accident and that he didn’t survive. Sitting in
a car going to my aunt’s house knowing that Scott wouldn’t be there gave me a heavy feeling. Later
that night, my parents sat my brother and me down and told us that Scott didn’t die in a car crash, but
that he had committed suicide.
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I was 8 years old; I didn’t understand what suicide was until they said that he took his own life.
For two months I didn’t eat and I was very depressed. My mom told me that I should go to school
and try to act normal. When I walked into class, everyone came up to me and told me how sorry they
were for my loss. I didn’t say anything; to be honest, I didn’t know what to say.
When I was growing up, school was supposed to be a happy experience, but now it was gutwrenching. Kids made up rumors about how my cousin killed himself. One rumor that I will never
forget said that my cousin chopped himself up into pieces. I was already depressed at home, but now I
had to go through school where kids would be so rude that I would just want to disappear.
One day, it hit me like a brick wall—I never told Scott how much I loved him. I know it’s such a
small thing but it still hurts. That will haunt me forever. One thing I will never forget about Scott is how
smart he was. He was graduating from high school and he was going to university, just starting his life.
Scott loved to read; his favorite book series was Harry Potter. He ended his life before he could read the
ending of the last book. Scott was just a kid, only 18 years old.
I wish I could go back in time and tell him that no matter what he thinks, suicide is never the
answer, and that he’s not alone. I have so much guilt and frustration because if I could have been
there for him, maybe he would still be here today. Every day I wake up with a thousand little needles
in my heart because if I could have done something, if I had just seen the signs, then maybe he’d still
be here. That’s the thing, suicide isn’t like a cold: you can’t see the symptoms. Suicide is in someone’s
head; that’s why people need to know that suicide is a permanent end and that whatever you’re going
through, you can get through it.
Knowing that I couldn’t help out my cousin breaks my heart. That’s why I want to tell people how
much suicide has affected my life. There is never an age for someone to take their own life. When you
think you can’t handle something and that your only option is to commit suicide, you’re wrong. I know
because I have thought about taking my own life, but that experience has taught me that you just have
to take life day by day and push through it. I never want anyone to feel the way Scott did; he had his
whole life ahead of him and he left his loved ones with a great amount of pain. So not matter what
you may be going through, and whoever you are, remember that life will get better.
I love you Scott.

Rachael, a Grade 10 student living in Brantford, loves to meet new people, try new things, and spend quality
time with family and friends. In 2016, Rachael plans on graduating from her high school and attending college.
Rachael would like to dedicate her turning point to her family, especially her cousin Scott.
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Grade 9 & 10 (Français)

©5LHQQHVHIDLWVDQVXQSHXG¶HQWKRXVLDVPHª
– Voltaire, Writer

Loretta Evanics
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Peel District School Board

Le cadeau

P

endant les courts quinze ans de ma vie, il y avait plusieurs « points tournants », ou événements
qui m'ont influencés comme individuelle et comme membre de la société. Quand j'ai appris
comment faire du vélo, quand ma sœur et ma meilleure amie sont parties pour l’université,
quand j'ai reçu ma lettre d'acceptation à un programme sélectionné à l'école qui s'appelle le BI, quand
j'ai quitté le programme du BI, et de nombreux autres. Mais entre ces incidents variés, le plus important
était probablement quand j'ai reçu ma première toile et assortiment de peintures, ce qui s'est passé
à à-peu-près l'âge de cinq ans. Même si c'était un cadeau qui semblait superficiellement insignifiant,
cette donation a entrepris une série d'actions et de réactions qui m'a changé comme personnalité
humaine et comme partie de ma communauté globale.
En général, je n’étais pas un enfant très contrariant. Mais mon problème était que j'avais tant
d’émotions que je ne pouvais pas les exprimer normalement – j’étais très passionnée mais je n’avais
aucune façon de communiquer ce que je sentais. C’était la raison pour laquelle j’étais si capricieuse ;
j'ai senti tout très fortement et avec véhémence. Tout simplement, mes sentiments étaient magnifiés
car je n'avais pas de sortie pour les exprimer, ce qui avait des avantages, mais aussi des désavantages.
C’était difficile pour les autres enfants de m'approcher, car je semblais fantasque et imprévisible à eux.
La réalité était, j'ai compris pourquoi ils étaient prudents envers moi...mais je sentais coincée. Pour
leur expliquer que je n’étais pas vraiment quelqu'un d'inabordable, j'ai du savoir comment contrôler
mes émotions. Un vrai paradoxe ! C’était un cycle brutal duquel je ne savais pas comment sortir.
Heureusement, tout cela a changé après que j'ai découvert le monde au-delà de ma toile.
La peinture appliquée sur la toile a ouvert un nouveau monde pour moi. Un monde où je pouvais
créer avec seulement mes deux propres mains et mes émotions. Pour chaque toile, c'était comme s’il
appartenait à un autre univers parallèle. Vraiment, j’étais stupéfiée. Des fois, cet univers était heureux
et prometteur ; des fois, il semblait plein de pessimisme et de ténèbres sans éclairage. Mes peintures
étaient des miroirs qui reflétaient mes sentiments. Peinturer est devenue ma forme de thérapie
personnelle, et cette sortie créative pour mes émotions a augmenté ma santé en plusieurs aspects.
Premièrement, avec mes émotions libérées, vues sur la surface de la toile et guidées par le pinceau,
je suis devenue plus calme et moins stressée...et donc moins capricieuse. En tourne, ça m'a fait plus
facile à approcher et m'a aidé à faire plus d'amis merveilleux avec qui je parle même aujourd'hui. Je
suis devenue socialement plus confiante. Deuxièmement, mes mains sont devenues beaucoup plus
habiles, ce qui a été un grand avantage car j'adorais jouer du piano aussi. Comme ça, j'ai pu grandir
comme musicienne, et en fait j'ai développé vraiment deux méthodes de m'exprimer – le piano et la
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peinture. Dernièrement, peinturer exigeait une grande quantité de technique ; j'ai du apprendre des
nouvelles techniques pour appliquer la peinture sur la toile, ce qui est important pour donner un ton
à la peinture. Cet aspect m'a renforcé mentalement, et m'a fait plus créative et innovatrice. De tout
façon, je suis devenue plus saine et équilibrée.
Je suis vite devenue artiste avide. Parce que peinturer m'a fourni avec une forme de libération pour
toute la tension que je sentais à cause de mes émotions, j'ai saisi l’opportunité de devenir plus calme et
forte socialement, physiquement, et mentalement. Ce petit cadeau m'a donc donné le déclenchement
nécessaire pour grandir énormément comme individuelle. J'ai réalisé ma potentielle et j’ai découvert un
passe-temps que j'adorais faire mais ce qui était intellectuellement stimulant et avantageux aussi. J'ai
finalement trouvé la solution pour calmer la mer agitée pleine de bouleversement émotionnel que je
sentais. Finalement, j'ai pu être heureuse.
Mais la réception de ce cadeau a aussi inculqué l’idée dans ma tête que même si la peinture m'aide
sur un niveau personnel, je suis quand même une citoyenne globale. Une fois que la graine de pensée
a été plantée, la fleur de conclusion s’est vite épanouie. Un grand concept de l'art est qu'il peut être
compris partout dans le monde, même si on vient des pays vraiment différents. Tout le monde sur
la planète, des cultures et des systèmes de croyances diverses, possède la capacité de décoder les
messages imprimés sur la toile par l'artiste. En réalité, c'est un langage universel. Et même s'il y a
des styles variés de peinturer, ils sont plutôt les dialectes différents que les langages complètement
séparés. Les émotions et les messages qui je mets sur la toile sont transmis au grand public qui peut les
interpréter sans préjugés. Ça m'a fait penser...un langage universel est rare, et on doit l'utiliser comme
un outil pour changer le monde. On peut diffuser un message beaucoup plus grand que la toile sur
laquelle il est peinturé.

Sixteen-year-old Loretta Evanics lives in Mississauga, Ont., though she is originally from Hungary. She has a
passion for photography, music, and art - Essentially anything which embodies self and societal expression. She
aspires to become either a French, English, or Art History teacher, but really has only three main goals in life: To
find happiness, to change the outlook on the world, and to create "Turning Points" for younger generations. She
is a firm believer that youth hold the key to creating a better future, and hopes that her art and writing reflect
those beliefs. She looks forward to discovering new ways to express herself, such as continuing to enter essay
competitions in the future.

Vanessa Chu
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Peel District School Board

Un appel à l’aide; un coeur qui l’entend

L

a pauvreté, elle n’est pas réservée aux humains. Cela est un fait que j’ai affronté, il y a deux ans.
J’étais en vacances au Taïwan, une île au sud du Japon. Elle est reconnue pour la nourriture,
les sites naturels et le magasinage. Un véritable paradis, n’est-ce pas? Malheureusement, la
perfection n’existe pas dans notre monde. Les erreurs se cachent sous la beauté et ils apparaissent
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finalement. C’était là au Taïwan, où j’ai vu les effets de la pauvreté pour la première fois, parmi les voix
silencieuses des chiens errants.
L’année est 2011. Ma famille et moi étions en route vers notre hôtel à Hualien. À ce moment, au
milieu de la rue près d’une vieille grange, j’ai vu deux chiots noirs. Ce n’était pas la seule occasion que
nous avons rencontré des chiens sans maître. Malgré cela, d’une raison ou un autre, pour un moment
j’ai senti une immense sympathie pour ces chiots abandonnés. Malheureusement, car nous étions en
taxi, je n’ai pas eu de temps de beaucoup réfléchir au sujet de ces chiens.
Étrangement, les sentiments de compassion m’ont frappée juste avant de dîner. Peut-être que
l’odeur de la nourriture m’a fait penser aux petits chiens qui n’auront jamais assez à manger. En ce
moment, je me suis mise à pleurer. Je pensais des deux dehors qui souffraient. C’est de mon opinion
que les enfants, humains ou chiens, sont des êtres innocents qui ne méritent pas cette sorte de grave
souffrance.
Les prochains moments sont un flou dans ma mémoire. J’ai saisi le bout de pain que j’étais en train
de manger et sans autre idée, me suis lancé hors la porte de notre hôtel. J’ai entendu vaguement mon
père me criait une question, mais c’était perdu parmi le désordre dans ma tête.
L’endroit où on trouvait les chiots n’était pas trop loin de l’hôtel, pourtant pour moi, le voyage a
pris une éternité. Je courais de toute force, bien que quand même, il semble que je bougeais dans des
mélasses. L’image des deux qui souffraient me hantait et je devenais de plus en plus frustrée.
Finalement arrivée, j’étais quasiment soulagé de voir que les chiens étaient sains et saufs.
Cependant, c’était ici quand une véritable horreur s’est révélée. Les deux chiots étaient en train
de gratter à la porte de la grange. En dedans, on entendait un animal qui les répondait avec des
aboiements féroces. De l’autre côté de la ruelle, une chienne les regardait à travers une clôture. La nuit
venait et les deux petits étaient sans-abris.
Cette scène m’a fait beaucoup penser. Il semblait que j’ai vu une terrible injustice se dérouler. Ma
seule sensation, pourtant, c’était la familiarité. N’était-ce pas une réflexion de la situation dans notre
société humaine? Les pauvres cherchent toujours de l’aide, mais c’est trop rare qu’ils le reçoivent. Et
les chiots? Ils sont seulement deux chiots parmi les millions de jeunes animaux et humains dans cette
condition de vie. Pendant la vie ‘normale’, je n’ai jamais pensé d’une telle situation. Quand on vit
confortablement chez soi, on n’imagine pas les gens qui n’ont pas de maison.
Depuis cette réalisation, j’ai décidé que, pour aider les gens qui souffrent de la pauvreté, on doit
prendre l’action. Ce n’est pas assez de donner la pitié; nous devons créer le change. J’ai commencé de
m’affilier avec des organisations caritatives qui font du bénévolat dans des soupes populaires et des
refuges pour sans-abri.
Je crois que, comme humains, on ne peut pas savoir ce qui veut dire la pauvreté au moins qu’on ne
l’a pas souffert personnellement. Moi-même, j’ai seulement commencé à me rendre compte de la vraie
portée de la pauvreté grâce à cette expérience.
La pauvreté est universelle, mais elle n’est pas invincible. Je souhaite qu’un jour, nous serons
capables de sortir de la maison le matin avec confiance, au lieu d’incertitude, dans l’équité de notre
société. Et de ne pas voir les chiens ni les humains sans abris qui souffrent dans les rues.

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 199

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

Les yeux sont les miroirs de l’âme et s’ils sont remplis de tristesse et de désespoir, c’est une affaire
déprimante, quel que soit un animal ou un humain.

Vanessa was born in Mississauga, Ontario. She grew up with dreams of travelling the world, as her father would
constantly be away on business trips. She enjoys experimenting with the arts, seeking new ways to communicate
ideas to others beyond the barriers of language. In Grade 6, she completed her piano exame with First Class
Honours. Currently, she is currently completing grade nine, and is aspiring to move on to medical school after
graduating high school. Vanessa is trilingual, fluently speaking English, French, and Chinese.
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Grade 11 & 12

ࣔ(YHU\WULDOHQGXUHGDQGZHDWKHUHGLQWKHULJKW
VSLULW0DNHVDVRXOQREOHUDQGVWURQJHUWKDQ
LWZDVEHIRUH´ – James Buckham, Politician

Juliana Pandurevic
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Peel District School Board

Ursa

W

hen you look up to a star filled sky, do you feel more or less alone? The thought that we are
1,287,000 times smaller than the sun, an insignificant star in the universe, can be frightening.
Every atom in your body came from a star that exploded. You are a product of a collision of
cosmic particles that have been recycled in the universe for hundreds of millennia. We are all made of
stardust. It is the most divine thing I know about physics. To me, the stars are more than celestial bodies
that emit electromagnetic radiation: they are the proof that ties us to everything in the universe. They
are the wishes, the moments lost in time, the prayers and the heavenly hosts of angels and spirits that
navigate us through life. To some, the stars represent Christ and the interaction between God and
mankind. To others, they are the nocturnal forces that represent the struggle against darkness and the
unknown. I have always believed that the stars embody the concept of the divine spark within each of
us. This is something that my father taught me, before he left and lost his own battle against darkness
and fears.
At eight years old, I was looking up at the moon, fascinated by how fast it was chasing me. I felt
swallowed whole each time I tried to follow the stretch of the sky. My father, driving our old, silver
Chrysler, would stop sometimes and take in the view of the stars, muttering something about "Ursa."
He was a quiet, unsociable man who wallowed in his insecurities behind the pale, brittle walls he built
around himself. He had always been an eclipse in my life, a dark shadow with all the light obscured
from his eyes. He had been struggling with his depression for years, refusing to take medication or
therapy. We never really spoke, and at that age, I knew a friendship with him was out of the question.
He never showed any excitement at my swimming tournaments, monthly leadership awards, or perfect
spelling tests. I felt like a pebble in his shoe, but he still gave me a sense of comfort and togetherness.
That night, as we pulled into our driveway, he said he wanted to show me something that made his
purpose greater. I could sense that our conversation would be a serious one, and I was overjoyed that
he wanted to spend time with me.
We sat in the heavy, humid air of that July twilight, slapping away mosquitos and staring into the
deep, pristine night sky. It was like a black velvet cloak had enwrapped the earth, with pinholes in it
revealing the light from heaven. His hands, larger versions of mine, showed me the constellation of
Pegasus. The son of Poseidon, Pegasus was a flying horse, who helped wounded soldiers. He was a
friend to Zeus, and was rewarded by being turned into a constellation. Next, he pointed to Andromeda,
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and then Leo, the lion. As he told me the stories behind the shapes, I got lost in his voice. In those
moments, the man who I’d always seen as my worst critic became a gentle stargazer and my friend.
I felt accepted by him. A wall had come down between us. His knowledge and fascination with
the universe revealed to me a weak man with a brilliant mind who loved me. I realized that like me,
he was a scientist just trying to make sense of the stars inside of him. He laughed and pointed at a
constellation that resembled a spoon.
“See that there? That’s Ursa Major. Above, is Ursa Minor." The two bears, mother and son, had
also been turned into constellations by Zeus. He said to me, "It's okay if they're mother and son, we
can make them father and daughter. That's us, Julie." At that moment I felt as if our names were
carved into the sky. Instead of feeling like a pebble, I felt blanketed in a haven of comfort, held in place
and free of worries.
After that night, I became obsessed. I wanted to know everything there was about the universe. I
checked out book after book from the library, watched NOVA documentaries, used the computer, and
got my hands on any sort of information from which I could learn. As I got older, the more I learned
about stars and matter, the less I felt alone in the noisy confusion of life. My story was now mapped
across the sky. During the months when my father fell into a deep depression, and after he chose to
move and leave us, I would look at Ursa Major and Minor to find him.
Now when I watch the stars, I think back to that night. Though my father is no longer in my life, I
am thankful to him for giving me what he could. The night is not to be afraid of—it allows us to see
moments of history in a sky full of stars that are thousands of light years away. I can feel the stars in my
veins, as they fall from the sky and into my hands.
Dad, if you ever get the chance to read this essay, I want you to know that I love you. Although
you’re not with me, I can feel you in the cold, winter wind that dances with my hair as I watch the
night sky. You were right: the stars tell us stories. Throughout my journey as a stargazer, my favourite
story has always remained the one the father bear once shared with his daughter, that story about the
wisdom and magic of the universe.

Juliana, a Grade 12 student, loves French poetry, eats too many fries, and adores her few best friends. She
believes that writing is the most powerful force against silence, and hopes one day to be a voice for those who
cannot speak for themselves. To that end, Juliana will be attending the University of Toronto this fall to study
Ethics and Law. Although this essay is about her father, Juliana would like to dedicate her win to her mother who
has always loved her and, like a northern star, has always guided her.
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Anonymous
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
York Region District School Board

Acceptance

B

eing gay, I’ve learned about the multiple ways rejection can happen. Maybe he’ll stop talking to
me, maybe he’ll pretend it never happened, or my personal favourite, maybe he’ll punch me in
the face and throw me out of his party (and not notice when I sneak back in). But the last thing I
expected when I asked you out was for you to start crying.
It’s hard not to take rejections personally, even though I know that no one has any more control
over their sexuality than I do. You get tired of hearing the same line—“Sorry, I’m straight”—every time,
and you learn that anything you’ve done to try to catch their attention was pointless. Movie clichés
from self-improvement to overblown romantic gestures offer no consolation when the choice is out of
your control.
Institutionalized discrimination towards the LGBTQIA+ community is an exclusory, pervasive and
deplorable truth, but right now I’m just trying to deal with run-of-the-mill teenage angst. My angst,
however, does not get compensation. It does not get media representation. More importantly, it does
not get me someone cute to listen to Blake Shelton with.
Regardless of whether I’m interested or not, people tell me that it’s my fault for not asking out one
of the two guys they know who are out. Apparently, I have to settle. When that is all you hear, you
start to wonder if that is all that you deserve.
I wondered how I could be so consistently mistaken about every guy I liked. It all seemed too
unlikely, which led to another conclusion: maybe some of them are gay, but just not attracted to me.
It wasn’t exactly a more manageable thought. I felt unimportant, unattractive, ignored. Facing casual
homophobia daily—especially from people I once called my friends—didn’t help. Low self-esteem isn’t
exactly a rare problem amongst teenagers, but it still sucks to have it. The future felt bleak. I felt bleak. I
hated myself and who I was, cursing my situation daily.
Then I was in California, and you were the stereotypical All-American California boy. We became
friends right away. We played around in the hot white sand, the In-N-Out’s and endless sunshine
unfamiliar to my Canadian self. You showed me around town and we sat under your bunk bed
sharing poetry and playing guitar. Of course you played Wonderwall. I thought that you were childishly
predictable, but yet I didn’t say so.
Before I left I figured we’d probably never see each other again, so I came by your place one night
and braced myself for the same speech I’d heard countless times. I braced myself, and I prepared to
jump back—you never know who might be a puncher. If you were, at least I’d know I wasn’t missing
out on anything worthwhile.
Instead you started tearing up, leaning against your bed and wiping at your eyes. I’d be lying if I
didn’t say I thought you looked ridiculous, but at the time I was too confused to say anything. Wait—
shouldn’t this be the other way around? I tried to remember the social protocol for when someone
rejects you and cries. There isn’t one; it was unimaginably awkward. Do I leave? Do I stay? Do I call
911?
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I decided to play it safe and I asked if you were all right as I sat down next to you. You told me that
you were sorry, you told me it was your fault (it wasn’t), you told me you didn’t mean to hurt me (I was
fine, and you were crying). I didn’t know how to respond. I just stood by as you first calmed down, and
then fell asleep. This rejection was different; I thought I’d seen it all, but this was different.
The next morning we went back to the familiar—pretending it didn’t happen. We got coffee and
pancakes and I refused to put syrup on mine, as I always do, and you told everyone it was because I
only eat maple syrup, even though I just like my pancakes plain. There was no long-winded speech.
There was no awkward non-texting period. We were friends and it was unfortunate that you didn’t
reciprocate my feelings. And I was okay with that.
Then it was time for me to leave. I said bye to you before I squeezed into the cab to the airport. I
haven’t seen you since.
But I haven’t forgotten that day. So you were straight—I can handle that. And although you did
so in the weirdest way possible, you taught me that I was important, that I mattered to you, and that I
could matter to other people too. I was no longer the awkward teenager who wondered why no one
liked him. Knowing that someone whom I respected could care so much about me helped me realize
that I’d be fine—that I deserved to find that fellow Blake Shelton fan to sit under bunk beds and play
guitar with.
I felt better about myself; my angst resolved, replaced by a brighter outlook and the pounds of saltwater taffy you bought me on the pier. I no longer feel worthless, powerless.
I now know that I am worth crying over, and that is a powerful thing to know.

This anonymous writer, a Grade 12 student who lives in Richmond Hill, Ontario, enjoys debating, creative writing,
and chicken nuggets. This fall, she will be attending Harvard University where she hopes to maintain his/her
Canadian-ness while exploiting the food plan.

Megan Dawdy
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Searching for Yellow

P

resents are opened as the Christmas afternoon approaches. I am 7. Excited for what comes next,
I rapidly find my snow boots and winter coat, and I vigorously stumble out of the door and into
the car. The engine starts and my mom and I are on our way to Hamilton.

We arrive at our destination, and walk through the underground garage and into the building.
Everything is squeaky clean and the smell of hand sanitizer creeps up my nose. I am used to the smells
by now. The sound of clunking fills the building as I run up numerous stairs into the lobby. I hurry to a
familiar nurse and state “I’m here to see my Uncle John!” She knew exactly who I was and who I was
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there to see. She greets us and we continue to his room. Many people think of the hospital as a sad
place to visit, but for me it was a place to go to visit my favourite person in the world.
In my ninth winter, my mom got news that my uncle wasn’t doing well. And when the nurses say
he isn’t doing well, it means something very bad must’ve happened. For a paraplegic like my uncle,
being healthy was only having one type of illness—especially since he was expected to die twelve years
ago when he hit forty. Nerves strike my body. Cancer after cancer, sickness after sickness, he is a fighter
and a survivor at that. I am infatuated with the strength he possesses.
It is my ninth Christmas. After a couple months of not being able to visit, I finally get to see Uncle
John. I rush to his room, adrenaline running through my veins, my heart beating faster than ever. I am
unable to enter the room without wearing a face mask and hospital cover.
Still, I am anxious to see him.
I burst through the closed door to see him lying on the bed, helpless. I am shocked. There are
snake-like tubes surrounding his body and what seems like 10 IVs in his veins. I slowly approach him
and he awakes. He automatically starts talking to me, I answer, and we develop a full conversation.
Out of nowhere, there is a loud beep. He’s unconscious. I see them shove a tube down his throat
and watch him convulse. I feel faint. He awakes and gasps for breath. The nurses evacuate the room
and I am stunned. We finish our conversation in a few short sentences and my mom takes me home.
It is my eleventh summer. I am getting ready to visit my uncle John. The hospital is like my second
home, but I don’t mind. I walk into his room and am stopped in my tracks as his eyes stare directly at
me. I look down. I am wearing a bright yellow shirt. I give him a questioning look; I was not expecting
the response I got. He looked me in the eyes and proclaimed “Yellow is my favourite colour on you. It
reflects how bright your mind is and brings out your genuine smile.” I smile. If yellow makes me look
smart and happy, then I don’t just want to wear it, I want to become it. Yellow is my new favourite
colour.
It is my twelfth summer. My earrings are yellow. He’s very sick again. I enter the room and we begin
our conversation. He becomes unconscious, and the nurses come and shove a tube down his throat.
He wakes up; they leave.
It shortly becomes fall. My sweater is yellow; he’s getting worse. I sit in the corner while he and
my mom talk. The rhythmic beeping of the heart monitor flows in my ear. The beeps get slower and
slower. Suddenly, the monitor beat stops, as did my heart. Alarms go off. We are bombarded by
several nurses and a doctor. I am packed in the corner like a sardine. The doctor starts to perform CPR.
Nothing happens. They shock his chest several times. Nothing happens. They give up.
They are about to declare him dead when the monitor starts beeping again. The doctor sighs a
breath of relief and evacuates the room a while later. I can’t think or move. I am frozen. Minutes later,
my mom takes my hand and escorts me out of the building.
It is my thirteenth spring. I wake up to my mom and cousin crying. It’s my uncle John. He’s dead. I
was too little to go and they didn’t want me to see him in his most current condition. I escape to my
room. I didn’t know you could physically feel pain without getting hit. But I do.
I never got to say goodbye.

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 205

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

The spring season progresses into summer and the school year ends. Uncle John’s favourite colour
on me was yellow. I think to myself, If he says yellow made me look smart and happy, then he wants
me to be smart and happy’ Hard work will make me smart and success will make me happy. I figure it
out. I have to get a scholarship to University in 4 years. I am determined. I am going to make him proud
of me.
I am in my seventeenth spring. I come home from school and look on the table. On my second
glance, I notice a big white folder labelled with a University of Guelph sticker. My eyes widen. I put on
my yellow shirt for good luck, grab the envelope, and drive to see Uncle John. I am nervous, excited,
and tense: Guelph is my dream school. Whatever is in the envelope, we will find out together. I
approach his tombstone and open the letter. A wide grin creeps onto my face, and I reading that I got
a scholarship to Guelph. It makes me feel intelligent and extremely happy.
I did it. I got a glimpse of yellow.

Megan, a Grade 12 student living in Jarvis, loves to play sports and travel. This fall, she will be attending Guelph
University to study Psychology. With this degree, she aspires to help people who cannot help themselves. Megan’s
observations of an individual’s perseverance and determination inspired her Turning Points Essay. In the future,
she is excited to see what she can achieve.

Zachary Kroll
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
York Region District School Board

A Beginning

A

new beginning can be a solitary and daunting experience. In beginnings, we are confronted
with a barrage of new faces, new experiences, and new challenges without the safety of prior
knowledge. We are forced outside of our comfort zone and into the unknown. Beginnings are a
fresh canvas, but I'm not much of a painter. My fresh start came to me as I entered my first summer job
as a Ranger at the Ministry of Natural Resources: two months with 15 unfamiliar seventeen-year-olds. I
was a quiet kid, and much like an untrained runner, I was unprepared for this social marathon. On your
mark, get set...
It was the summer after my Grade 11 year. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, and I
was panicking. I had grown quite comfortable within the confines of my group of friends and was
unprepared to make new ones. To be completely honest, it was a miracle that I had the great friends
that I did. With my off-beat sense of humour and quiet nature complimenting my extreme "nerdiness,"
I was what you would call an "acquired taste." I entered the ominous Aurora Ministry of Natural
Resources office and braced myself for the worst. Friendless and reluctant, I began my first day as a
Ranger.
The Stewardship Youth Ranger program is a work opportunity for seventeen-year-old students
within the Ontario Ministry of Natural Resources. Under the supervision of a crew leader, these students
work in crews of four rangers plus a crew leader on environmental maintenance projects within the
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community. My entire summer would be spent with these four people, so it was critical to make friends
quickly. My particular crew featured an assortment of personalities: two quiet and friendly girls, an outgoing and lighthearted boy named Graham, and an upbeat crew leader named Lindsay. We piled into
our white pick-up truck—aptly named "Hedwig" after the owl from Harry Potter—and headed out for
our first day on the job.
After about five minutes of driving, the silence inside of the truck became unbearable. Each
moment that passed was like a thunderous wave eroding the shores of my patience. Other than a few
failed attempts at conversation-starters by Graham and Lindsay, not a word was spoken throughout
our drive. Moments passed like hours. The truck-cab was a jail cell and I was its prisoner. My sentence:
twenty minutes of merciless and silent torture. When at last we arrived at the work site, I was dying to
escape; anything would be better than that silence—even mulching.
The day's agenda featured invasive species removal and mulch distribution at a community garden
in Richmond Hill. This work was definitely not the most exciting way to spend a summer day, but I was
determined to make the most of it. In spite of the stifling heat, we split up into pairs and charged into
battle. Graham and I were given a garbage bag and a short lesson in invasive species identification
before we were left to fend for ourselves. I sensed that the course of the next few minutes could
determine the fate of the rest of my summer.
How quickly we became friends boggles my mind to this day. For Graham, conversation seemed
effortless. He was confident, friendly, and extremely likeable. Graham had the amazing ability to take
the dullest topic and turn it into a memorable joke. We worked tirelessly throughout the morning, and
despite the constant pain of thistles in my hands, I was having a lot of fun. One morning had erased
my fears and replaced them with a drive to improve myself throughout the summer.
Through working with Graham, I had uncovered a flaw in my own character. I had been too quick
to judge the people around me and to blame my own social awkwardness on others. Although it was
painful to admit, the social passivity that I had constantly exhibited had become a crutch and I realized
this mentality needed to change. Each day I arrived at work with a goal to improve team morale as well
as my own self-confidence. Graham and I became a team with an aim to bring a smile to each of the
faces around us. I took on a role that I had never filled before: a key contributor in conversation, and a
leader in enthusiasm.
The work was tough, but I was enjoying every minute of it. Even the worst days were days that I
loved. One such day was spent hauling rotting garbage from the Credit River. Looking back on this day,
the first thing that comes to mind is not the pain of the red ants chewing at my arms, nor the stench of
decomposition that stung my nostrils. Rather, it is the laughter—laughter at the losing battle we fought
with our leaky hip-waders. Even in the bleakest of situations, Graham's attitude refused to be brought
down. With my friend as an inspiration, a corrective lens had been placed over my perspective on life. I
pushed aside my pessimistic past, and took my first strides towards optimism.
The summer moved along at an unbelievable pace. The same faces that had seemed intimidating at
the onset of this journey were turning into great friends. When I left the Ranger program that August,
I was a changed person; improved self-confidence, a positive outlook, and better communication were
just some of the changes to my personality. With this wealth of new experience in hand, I entered the
following school year determined to build and strengthen my network of friends. I worked to support
the people around me by creating an environment of enthusiasm and encouragement. It can be so
easy in life to become apathetic and cynical, but this outlook can be a destructive force in relationships
and social circles. The shift in my social approach will greatly improve my connections with the people
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around me in years to come. Armed with this artillery of enthusiasm, I am prepared to face the next
beginning.

Zachary Kroll, a good ol’ country boy through and through, was born and raised in the wilderness north of
Toronto. Currently a Grade 12 student, this fall he will be taking his talents to university so he can further his
education. A member of Mr. Pomakov's "Big Three," Zachary is happy to be recognized for his dear hobby of
writing.

Chezney Martin
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Medicine Game

T

he sound of feet on pavement excites your body and the heat of the arena warms your blood.
You hold your breath. As soon as you lace up and buckle on your equipment, you are a gladiator,
your skin impenetrable behind the armour of an athlete, an animal. Your suppressed anger and
aggression fades away when you hear the buzzer, and your heart pounds in anticipation.
Let me in! your mind screams over and over. Eventually, ultimately, finally, the doors open.
When you enter the arena, you rip the fabric of reality. It is your freedom, your savior—the only
place your animosity is welcome, the only place you feel truly one with your body. You need aggression
and strength. You earn respect by your choices, and how effectively you protect your teammates. You
battle your fears, you fight your body, and you push yourself past your limits. The arena is your temple
and you worship what it offers. Your body responds to it in a way that no one on the outside could
understand.
But it wasn’t always this way.
***
People see hoods, bandanas, Timberland boots and blaring headphones as the symbols of
“natives.” Like we have become so small that we can be defined simply by what we wear. I’ll have
you know, however, that behind those layers of clothing burns a fire. A fire so hot, it burns white with
potential. All you need to do is peel the layers away.
Perhaps it is the assimilation of our ancestors that has reverberated into us, and made us act out in
frustration. If only we could express our feelings externally. Instead, we disrupt ourselves internally—we
skip class, we drink and we smoke. I’ve done it all. I’m only being honest. Perhaps it is a sin for me to
insinuate that all with native blood do. I apologize; I know that isn’t true. But to destroy any chance for
someone else to be successful, that is a greater sin.
At school, I didn’t talk too much. I didn’t know too many people and I didn’t go out a lot. I had a
small group of friends that liked pot and beer, and my grades weren’t too impressive. I was an average
aboriginal teen. But I didn’t want to be. I was in grade eleven, barely passing some of my courses.
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This isn’t right, I thought. I wanted so much more for myself. I didn’t want to be another statistic for
flunking teens, but I couldn’t see how I could change. That is, I couldn’t until my sister signed up for
lacrosse.
Like a beacon of divine intervention, I watched her first team practice and knew I wanted to join.
Her team played with grace, little mistakes, and flawless persistence. I knew it must be a sign.
After days of relentless begging and pleading, my mother agreed to sign me up. I had never
wanted to play a sport so badly in my life. My brand new equipment—especially my stick—made me
feel ready, became an extension of my body. Our team was called the “Warriors” and I couldn’t be
more proud to wear our jersey.
From the first time I stepped on the floor, I fell in love with the sport. It became a recipe for life
change, for self-growth. Little by little, I noticed the paint of my old life chip away to something
beautiful and new. One by one, the bad influences in my life disappeared. I became a new person by
the end of the season.
I could talk freely, and chat with nearly anyone that approached me. My confidence level was so
much higher, and my self-esteem followed closely behind it. I couldn’t be happier within the skin that
had once filled me with shame, and with the mind that had once looked to outside influences for an
escape.
Currently, my grades are in the eighties and nineties, and I am focusing my every spare minute
on writing a novel. Regardless of religion or race, anyone can definitely achieve anything with focus. I
merely wanted to change, and it only took an entire season of lacrosse for me. I now know that it can
take just one simple action to change an entire life. I now understand why my people call lacrosse the
Medicine Game

Chezney, a Grade 12 student, loves writing and Lacrosse. Her love of reading helped shape her passion for
writing, and her bond with her father, who has played Lacrosse all his life, helped foster her connection to the
sport. This fall, Chezney will be entering a journalism program at Niagara College. She is currently writing a teen
fiction novel, and in the future, Chezney hopes to write a collection of Iroquoian legends and establish herself as
a published novelist.

Emma Murphy-Westwater
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Grand Erie District School Board

Break Free

I

t’s a blessing and a curse to feel everything so deeply.

When I got home on that cold Tuesday afternoon, I found my mother sitting at the dining room
table with a drink in her hand and some tears in her eyes. My mother sat my sister and I down at
the table. I already knew what she was about to say; it had been a long time coming. My mother sat
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there for a while trying to find the words, and I felt my throat tighten and my mouth dry up like sand
paper. When she finally opened her mouth, only a small squeal escaped from my lips, but my stomach
sank to the floor. I bolted for my bedroom and slammed the door behind me; I could still hear my
mother sobbing from the dining room, saying over and over again, “Your father is dead.”
I began to process these words in my head, not even realizing my actions: throwing things around
my room; breaking things, screaming at the top of my lungs, and eventually sobbing. The sobbing
began to take a toll on my body that I had never experienced before. It felt like someone punched a
hole in my chest and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.
At that moment, my knees gave out, I fell down, and I felt a tingly sensation throughout my left
arm. I looked down and noticed that my arm had landed in a pile of glass from the things I had thrown
around. As the sharp piercing pieces impaled my skin, I felt relief. The physical pain on the outside
was distracting me from the mental pain on in the inside. The glass in my arm took one pain away by
focusing on another.
After my father’s death, I looked at everything differently and found happiness in nothing. The
funeral, the burial, and the three months that followed were a blur. It felt like I was drowning and yet I
could see everyone else around me breathing. I felt like I would never be released from that feeling.
The voices in my head began to turn on me and say it was my fault that my father had committed
suicide. After a while, I started to believe them. I started to paint pictures on a canvas: the paintbrush
being my blade and the canvas being my wrist.
The voices began telling me that I wasn’t good enough, skinny enough, pretty enough, nice
enough, or funny enough. I was never enough. I was crippled by the way they made me feel. Every
day it felt like me against the world. No one knew all the weight that I held when I felt alone. No one
saw all the pain I brought everywhere I went. I felt like no one would ever want me. By then, I had
distanced myself from all my friends and depression was taking over my life.
Cutting was my only escape. When you cut, the skin around the wound puffs up red like wine.
The blood beads perfectly in a crimson dotted line. It tingles and burns at first, but then it starts to feel
good. Your body is in pain while your mind is at ease. You hurt yourself on the outside to try to kill the
monsters on the inside.
I had been cutting for four years without finding a way out. It’s amazing what you can hide just by
putting on a smile.
My turning point happened on a brutally hot summer’s day. I was riding the public transit to go
visit my sister in the hospital. It was one of those days where it was gray but not raining. As I sat on the
sweaty bus seat in my shorts, an elderly man got onto the bus and walked up to me. He pointed down
at the scars on my thighs and said, “You, young lady, are too beautiful for that.”
As he said these simple but meaningful words, I felt something inside of me that I haven’t truly
felt in years: hope. These words that the stranger spoke to me were sentiments that I needed to hear
four years ago. When I finally heard them, it changed me. It gave me hope and the chance to reclaim
myself.
Eventually, due to the elderly stranger’s kind words, I changed my life around. I stopped cutting
myself, and I started to recover.
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The hardest part of recovery is deciding if you even want to recover. You have to change the
way you think. I will never tell you that recovery was easy. I will never sugar-coat it for you because,
truthfully, it was hard and I fought like hell. Thankfully, the struggle, the fight, and the recovery are
worth the time, energy, and hardship.
All it takes is a small, simple shift in perception and you will start a tidal wave of change in your
life. You will begin to re-wire your mind, transform your body, and re-connect with your soul. You
can make the shift from seeing what is wrong about something, to seeing what is right. You can shift
from focusing on what you don’t have, to what you do. You can shift from the prison of fear, into
the freedom of love. The minute you change your focus and energy, you change the whole world
around you.
I chose to get better. I chose not to let depression conquer my life. Just because horrible things
happen to you, doesn’t mean that there isn’t hope for tomorrow. You have the power to turn things
around, to make things better.
I broke free because life is way too short to spend another day at war with my own mind, my
own body.

Emma, a Grade 11 student, was born and raised in Brantford. Her passions include reading, rugby, and her
favourite band: Of Mice and Men. After high school, she plans on enrolling in the police academy at Humber
College in Toronto. In the future, she hopes to work her way up the ranks to become a detective.

Pavani Perera
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

Nearly Dead and Truly Alive

H

ospitals have death written all over them. Suffering patients fill the rooms as the last minutes of
their lives tick away; diseases lurk around the halls, eager to catch their next victims by surprise.
I've always avoided these dreadful gateways to death, until an ill-fated accident led me to one at
the age of seven.
This accident is one of the only vivid details of my childhood in Colombo, Sri Lanka that lies fresh in
my mind. If I close my eyes, I can remember it all. I was a young girl on my way to school with my sister
Lakmini—except we never actually made it there....
***

When my eyes fluttered open, blurred images of the crowded room were all that came into view.
The odour of disinfectants penetrated my nose as I lay upon the cold, sterile sheets. An immense
amount of pain shot through my arm and mouth. I couldn't fight through the haze that muddled my
brain, let alone make out the murmur of voices around me. Before I even realized that I was inside the
very building I tried to avoid, sleep took control of my body.
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***
Somehow, I had found myself back in my house early on that morning. My mom had left for work,
and my dad had finished packing for his first business trip.
"But Dad, you always drop us off to school!" I had complained.
"I know," my dad had replied, "but today is different. Your uncle said he could drop you and your
sister."
I had sighed. "I guess that’s alright."
"Don't worry. I mean, what's the worst that could happen? Getting stuck in traffic?" he had
reassured me with a laugh. After a warm hug, my dad had left.
Eventually, my uncle had picked up my sister and me. Inside the car, I had been jammed between
my sister and my cousin Vidushika. With barely any room to breathe, I had not worn my seatbelt; in my
defence, I had only been trying to make the hour long ride more comfortable.
Throughout the ride, my cousin had babbled on about some cricket tournament while my sister
had practiced her speech for the school assembly. All of the noise had made me feel like I was amidst a
flock of wild geese, and I had been waiting for the ride to end.
The danger that had been lying ahead would soon grant my wish.
We had stopped at what seemed like the millionth red light, except this one had tried to warn us of
the peril we had failed to see. Once the light had turned green, we had slowly made our way through
the large intersection—right in the path of a speeding pickup truck! "Dad, hurry up! It's coming right
at us!" my cousin had screamed upon seeing the other vehicle.
Unfortunately, it had been too late. The impact on the right side of our car had felt like a heavy
tidal wave crashing down onto us. Suddenly, I had been suspended in time; everything had occurred
unusually slow. I heard it all: the screeching of the tires; the piercing collision of metal; and the
shattering of the windows. The adrenaline had sent my heart racing, and had filled my mouth with
blood. Our car had kept spinning and spinning and spinning....
***
The whirlwind of motion returned me back to reality in the hospital room. That was when it
dawned on me that this had been a real car accident. My blurry vision turned into clear pictures. I
caught sight of my teary-eyed parents peering down at me. The instant they realized that I was awake,
they burst into a seemingly endless flow of tears. I wanted to soothe them so badly; however, when I
tried to form words on my lips, all that filled my mouth was a familiar metallic taste.
"Honey," my mom whispered, "Stay still. It'll hurt more if you move." She looked like she wanted
to hug me to death, but something was stopping her. That something was the set of injuries that I
had sustained. A couple of scrapes covered me, as well as a fractured collarbone and a deeply split
lip (which occasionally poured a trickle of warm blood). My uncle, my cousin, and my sister thankfully
walked away with minor scratches. Although this was reassuring, I was still in shock as my brain
struggled to process the entire accident.
At that point, I was overcome with a feeling of weakness. I felt miserable—both mentally and
physically—at the never-ending pain that coursed through my body. Scanning the room, I noticed
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the sympathetic faces of my loved ones sending me a message. Their eyes were encouraging me to
hold on and promising to stay right by my side. Just like that, I felt like I was brought back to life with
their strength and optimism. Not once did it occur to me that I had actually survived. I may have been
injured, but that seemed so insignificant compared to the fact that I was alive. I took a deep breath
of fresh air as if I was breathing for the very first time in my life; I felt truly revived. This wasn't just an
experience; it was a miracle. With this mindset, I managed to make it through the oral surgery and the
excruciatingly painful nights of recovery that followed.
After a week, I was released from the hospital. The return home turned out to be a surprise as my
family gave me a royal welcome at my door. My relatives had all joined together to throw me a grand
party, and the joy from the presence of my loved ones made all the pain disappear. I felt so thankful
to be alive, so much so that nothing bothered me, not even the fact that my collarbone would take a
month to heal or that I could barely talk after my surgery. What brought me to tears—tears of joy that
is—was discovering that a complete stranger on the road had immediately driven me to the hospital
after the accident. Despite the inconvenience it caused him, this Good Samaritan went out of his way
to help me. Although I didn't get a chance to thank him myself, I will always be in his debt.
Thanks to this miracle, my perspective of life has transformed. I realized how much we take every
minute of our lives for granted, without realizing that tomorrow is never promised. This has allowed
me to treasure what I have in my life—rather than fretting over what I don't—because I now know I
could lose it all in an instant. The accident serves as a valuable reminder of the importance of safety
too. It's true what they say: it is better to be safe than sorry. In fact, a seatbelt now happens to be my
best friend in a vehicle. Moreover, I learned that my loved ones are the people who inspire me to search
for a spark of light to overcome the darkest of times. Also, the incredible actions of my unsung hero
encourage me to never underestimate the kindness of a stranger. Now, I no longer see hospitals as a
place where the grim reaper awaits my arrival; instead, they have become a new sign of hope, for it
was in a hospital where I first found the strength to piece back the broken shards of my life.

Pavani Perera, a Grade 11 student in Mississauga, was born in Colombo, Sri Lanka and arrived in Canada at the
age of eight with her parents and older sister. She is a passionate flute player in her school’s concert band, and
is also an avid member of the badminton team. She spends her free time reading books, listening to music, and
practicing her violin. Her growing love for math and physics is inspiring her to pursue a career in engineering.

Lilly Taylor
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Embracing Differences

W

hen I look back, I wonder how I could have ever been afraid. But I didn’t understand them:
they looked, spoke, and acted differently. They weren’t like me. I'm not proud of myself for my
feelings, but I was young—it took me a while to realize I could learn something from "them."
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When I was twelve-years-old, my skating club hosted the Special Olympics, a skating competition
for people with disabilities. We had the honour of hosting it for three years in a row, which significantly
contributed to my personal growth. During this time, my mother was on the skating executive
committee and helped in the preparations for and running of the competition. My task was to help on
the days of the competitions, although I did so begrudgingly at first.
As I helped set up, the skaters started to arrive, and all I could see were their differences. They had
different facial features, many speech problems, and some walked differently than me. Their disabilities
ranged from learning disabilities and physical needs to Down Syndrome. I am ashamed to admit that
I would always take the jobs that didn't require interaction with any of them because I was afraid of
them.
I couldn't understand why my mom always took the job of doing the medal presentations, yet
somehow she was able to interact so well with the kids. So I decided to watch her give out the medals
one year and that is when it all changed for me.
As I watched my mom calling out their names and handing out their medals, I saw something that I
had never seen in my skating competitions—generosity of spirit. I expected the kids to be happy to get
their medals, but what shocked me was how happy they were for each other. They all cheered for one
another after each name was called, even the kids only receiving participation medals. I found myself
cheering as well! This was their moment to shine; it was all about them.
The gold medalists always had the silver and bronze medalists step up onto the top of the podium
to hug and get their pictures together. I watched as their parents laughed, cried, and took pictures.
Something inside me told me that it was okay, that there wasn’t anything to be afraid of. At this point,
it got easier to help them or talk with them. I accepted who they were and found myself wanting to be
around them. I liked the way I felt when I was with them. I would talk with them and laugh with them
and get to know them.
The last year we hosted the Special Olympics was bitter-sweet. I was looking forward to seeing
all my new friends, but I knew it was the last time I would see them, perhaps forever. As they started
coming into the arena, I greeted them, hugged them, and wished them luck. I made sure I watched
their routines and cheered them on! Some of them just shuffled their feet along the ice or lifted their
foot an inch off the ice, but we would cheer and scream for them like they just did a triple axel.
In this final year, I did the medal presentations with my mom. I cannot describe the feelings I
experienced when I placed the medal over their heads. The look of sheer joy on their faces brought
tears to my eyes and a lump in my throat. I was so proud of them.
There is one moment that I will never forget for the rest of my life. One of the skaters always had
her twin brother with her. He was much more severely handicapped than she was and was non-verbal,
but could smile and make noises when he was happy. I watched him as his sister got her medal; he
swayed back and forth while smiling. My mom approached their parents and asked if their son would
like to go on the podium and get a medal. There was a crowd of people there as he was helped onto
the podium. My mom announced his name and his sister put a medal over his head. I have never seen
anyone so happy! There wasn't a dry eye in the arena.
I miss them. I often wonder how they are all doing. I learned a lot from them. They taught me
what real sportsmanship is all about; they taught me to be happy for others. They taught me that life is
good, that I should enjoy it, and that I should not sweat anything small and meaningless. They taught
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me to be thankful for everything I have. I am now a better person and I have my friends at the Special
Olympics to thank for that.
The Special Olympians are the most loving, friendly and sportsmanlike people you will ever meet.
That is what defines them as people, not their disabilities. It's what makes them unique. I am honoured
to have known them, to have helped them, and to maybe have made a difference in their lives. They
certainly have made a difference in mine.
These experiences gave me a whole new appreciation for life, knowing that I played a small role
in putting a smile on their faces. The Special Olympics gave them a chance to forget about their daily
struggles and allowed them to participate in something they loved. Everyone was there to support
and cheer them on. They are regular people with some unique characteristics and I am thankful and
honoured that they allowed me to be a part of their lives.

Lilly, a Grade 12 student who lives in Bradford, keeps herself active through competitive figure skating and rep
soccer. She also enjoys dance, including hip hop, lyrical, jazz, and ballet. This fall, Lilly will be attending university
to study kinesiology, and hopes to become a sports therapist. Her involvement in figure skating inspired her
Turning Points essay, and Lilly could not have been successful without all of her teachers’ guidance and support.

Austin Tripp
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
York Region District School Board

Towards Relativism

I

t was a crisp Thursday evening and I was getting ready to begin my shift as a swimming instructor.
Out of the change room walked an old man and a shivering toddler, whom I assumed was his
grandson. Quite politely, the man asked me if he could sit on the beach chairs and wait for the
lesson to begin: I told him no. He said there was no reason to deny him and I recited to him what I had
been told: parents had to wait in the change rooms until 3 minutes before lessons began. He objected.
I persisted. Eventually my boss emerged and reiterated what I said. Defeated, the man slinked back into
the change room. It was a minor infraction, a common occurrence. I initially thought nothing of it.
Sometimes the most mundane events can trigger the greatest of insights. That night, I recalled the
incident and played it over and over in my mind. With every replay the man became older and frailer,
the child younger and more innocent. “Why can’t I sit on the chair?” the geriatric wheezed, so old it
seemed he could pass away any moment. The child shivered frantically in the cold, so young he could
barely walk. Why couldn’t he sit on the chair? Why couldn’t he sit on the chair? The question jabbed
at my conscience again and again like a knight trying to slay a dragon. I was just following the rules, I
thought. I haven’t done anything wrong!
My guilt continued into the next day, until eventually I had to confront it. Had I really done the
right thing? Disregarding context, I acknowledged that it isn’t right to make an old man stand when he
could sit. For that reason, I would give a senior my seat on the bus when all other seats were taken. But
did the rules justify what I did? I realized that the rule in question really existed to ensure that children
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were safe and supervised at all times. Since the little boy’s grandfather was with him, however, that
wasn’t a realistic concern, and so the rule I enforced wasn’t wholly applicable to the situation. I came to
the conclusion that by strictly following this rule, I did a wrong thing.
I found this conclusion shocking. How could I follow all the rules and still do something wrong?
It was startling for me because our society has preached to me that strict adherence to the rules is a
virtue ever since I was old enough to talk. Yet this very contradiction led me to my insight in its final
form: rules cannot be seen as black and white. This is because all rules are created as an attempt to
achieve a fixed goal, such as preventing people from slipping. They work by trying to prevent a cause
of an outcome from happening, in this case banning running on the pool deck. In reality, however, the
cause does not always lead to the outcome and the outcome may have several causes. People can run
on the pool deck but not slip, and people can slip without running first. Thus, rules are imperfect: they
do not always achieve their desired goal, and thus do not always apply. Because cases can exist where
a rule doesn’t apply, that means there are cases where breaking a rule isn’t wrong. By extension, there
could be a case where following the rule is wrong, such as the case with the old man and the boy.
After this insight, memories flooded my mind with other questionable rules I had followed. I
recalled all the times I had denied children entry to the slide because they were perhaps a millimeter
shorter than the very arbitrarily defined four foot line. I realized that even things such as throwing away
food the day after the listed expiry date were foolish.
After realizing these things, one question remained: whose fault is it that these things happen?
The answer to that question served as the final part of my insight—it is the fault of the enforcer. As I
realized earlier, there is a subjective side to rules, and ultimately, some judgement is required to ensure
that the rules are sensibly applied. Logically, this judgement can come sensibly only from the enforcer.
In that sense, I had only myself to blame for the times when I enforced the rules too strictly.
In the end, I consider this event to have opened my eyes. The event itself was almost negligible,
but it was my thought process afterwards which was the turning point in my life. It forced me to
abandon my absolutist principles, and realize that the absolutist viewpoint can lead to wrongdoing.
To be as moral as possible, I learned that I have to use my judgement and apply the rules when they
do indeed apply. It forced me to embrace relativism, and accept my own responsibility for my actions.
This realization has had a broad impact on my life, reaching far past my work and changing how I view
society as a whole.
I can still imagine the old man and the boy. The scene is no longer so hyperbolic in my mind. I
realize that the old man’s discomfort was negligible in the grand scheme of things, but nevertheless I
can still sense his dissatisfaction in what I did. I like to believe, however, that if he knew my final insight,
my final conclusion, and my relativism, that he would be delighted.

Austin, a Grade 12 student from Aurora, Ontario, has a wide variety of interests which range from math and
science to philosophy and music. Austin hopes that he can continue to pursue all of these interests throughout
his adult life. In the future, he aspires to make the world a better place, and leave it in a better state.
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Grade 11 & 12 (Français)

©/ LQWHOOLJHQFHIDLWODYDOHXUG XQKRPPH
OHFDUDFWqUHIDLWODGLJQLWpª – Madame de Girardin, Writer

Manqing Wu
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Peel District School Board

Sous le feu des projecteurs

I

l était une fois une petite fille. C'est ainsi que beaucoup de contes de fées commencent.
Cependant, mon histoire est à peine un conte de fées. Au moins, si elle l'était, elle serait un peu
ennuyeuse. Je ne pouvais que rêver d'aventures épiques avec des princes et des princesses, des
dragons et des sorcières.
Quand j'avais près de quatre ans, ma famille est venue au Canada pour commencer une nouvelle
vie. On m'a dit que, en Chine où je suis née, j'étais une gamine énergique et ouverte Apparemment.
Je ne me suis pas souvenue bien de ma petite enfance et alors que le temps a défilé, il était de plus
en plus difficile d'imaginer moi-même être quelqu'un d'autre que la personne introvertie que j'étais
devenue.
Ma passivité n'était pas un gros problème ; je me suis encore amusée et je me suis faite des amis
comme un enfant normal. À la réflexion, j’étais en fait franchement protégée des dures réalités de
la vie. J'avais toujours de bons camarades de classe et des enseignants ; des problèmes comme le
harcèlement et le racisme semblaient inexistants. Peut-être, c’était pourquoi je n’ai jamais pensé de
changer quelque chose.
Les années sont passées et je n'ai rien fait pendant que tous les autres autour de moi ont trouvé
leurs intérêts et ont fait de nouveaux amis. J’étais toujours à la traîne, ne prenant jamais l’initiative.
Ce n'était pas très différent à l’école. J'avais un bon nombre d’amis et j’ai fait assez bien le
travail scolaire. Pourtant, j'étais connue sous le nom de « la fille réservée ». Je n'étais jamais le centre
d’attraction. Pas mauvaise à tout, mais jamais la meilleure. J’étais n’importe quel autre type normal,
mais peut-être un peu trop normal.
Mais en tout cas, je n'ai jamais voulu être différente. Ça c'est le problème. Je n'ai jamais essayé
de faire n’importe quoi. Je n'ai jamais pensé à faire plus ce qui était requis de ma part. Je n'ai même
jamais participé aux nombreuses activités parascolaires ou sportives.
Finalement, j'ai décidé d'essayer quelque chose. Mes parents et les enseignants ont souvent
souligné l'importance de participer dans quelque chose de plus que seulement l’école et, à la fin,
j'ai pensé pourquoi pas. J'ai choisi la musique. Elle avait toujours été quelque chose que j’appréciais
vaguement, tout comme beaucoup d'autres choses. Mais je n'étais pas très athlétique et faire de
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la musique a sonné infiniment moins douloureux que de pratiquer un sport. D'ailleurs, j'avais pris
quelques leçons de piano donc j'avais déjà une bonne connaissance de la théorie de la musique.
Rejoindre les chorales et les orchestres aurait dû être un pas en avant. Même moi-même, j’ai estimé
qu'il s'agissait d'une façon de devenir plus sociale et ouverte. Après un moment, il était évident que ce
n'était pas le cas. J'avais réussi à se cacher derrière l'anonymat d'un grand groupe de personnes. Une
fois de plus, rien n'avait changé.
Eh bien, pas exactement.
J'avais enfin trouvé quelque chose que j'ai vraiment apprécié. Pour une fois, il y avait quelque chose
que je ferais volontiers sans la motivation de bonnes notes. Je n’étais encore pas exceptionnelle, mais la
moindre des choses, j'ai gagné une préférence. C’est ainsi, les années à l'école primaire et intermédiaire
se sont passées.
Peut-être la découverte de mon amour pour la musique n'avait pas m'aider à devenir plus sociale,
mais je ne le regrette pas. En fait, ma passion pour la musique a seulement augmenté. Maintenant, je
suis reconnaissante que je ne l’ai pas laissé tomber parce que la musique m'a donné un moment très
important dans ma vie.
Tout au long de collège, j'ai pris la classe de bande et j'allais continuer à l'école secondaire aussi,
mais j’ai changé à la classe de musique vocale par curiosité. C’était une autre décision qui s'est révélée
d’avoir un impact. Mon amour pour le chant a été allumé de cette façon.
Les chorales n'étaient rien comparées à chanter en solo devant d'autres personnes. J'étais morte de
peur quand j'ai entendu dire qu’on a dû chanter devant la classe. Quand le jour des représentations en
solo est arrivé, j'ai vu chaque personne à accomplir avant moi, ayant les nerfs en boule.
Quand j’étais enfin devant la classe, mes jambes tremblaient. J’ai voulu disparaître. En ce moment,
tous les regards étaient fixés sur moi.
Puis la musique a commencé à jouer. Le doux bruit du piano a flotté dans l'air et enflé alors que
les autres instruments ont commencé à jouer aussi. J'ai ouvert la bouche et les paroles sont venues en
s'écoulant dans une belle mélodie. Soudain, j'ai senti une bouffée d’exaltation et les nerfs ont disparu.
C'était comme si la salle de classe était devenue une scène et le spot brillait sur moi. Pour la première
fois, je n'ai pas reculé.
L’épiphanie n'est pas venue pour moi au cours de la performance. Dans le moment, la seule chose
à laquelle je pouvais penser était la musique et les mots. Ce n'était pas jusqu’à la chanson a terminé
qu'une pensée m'a frappé. J'entendais les applaudissements et debout devant tout le monde, je me
suis sentie un sentiment de désir.
Je voulais être entendue, je voulais me démarquer des autres. Toute ma vie, j'avais été contente en
se cachant dans la foule, mais plus maintenant. J’ai résolu de faire mes propres objectifs et prendre des
mesures au lieu de regarder passer le temps.
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Je continuerai à retourner sur la scène et laisser les lumières brillent sur moi.

Manqing is a grade twelve student from Mississauga, Ontario. She has an interest in languages with Mandarin
and English being her first and second, and she hopes to continue her French education beyond high school.
During spare time, she also enjoys singing and listening to music. Beginning in the fall of 2014, she will attend
university to study in the field of sciences.

Sara Salamzadeh
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
Peel District School Board

Un pas vers le bord

T

e souviens-tu de la dernière fois que tu as vu les étoiles dans le ciel? Ça fait plusieurs années. Je
me souviens parfaitement du moment, ou plutôt de la nuit quand je l’ai vraiment réalisé.

Je me sentais toujours fatiguée, triste, fâchée et surtout déprimée. Le monde semblait être si
hostile, si cruel, néanmoins, je pouvais encore porter un sourire comme un masque à l’école. Je pouvais
encore fonctionner mécaniquement. Mais ailleurs, je ne pouvais pas éviter mes émotions, cette douleur
et cette tristesse qui me suivait nuit après nuit, où que j’aille. Au milieu de cette misère profonde, de
cette douleur, je me suis perdue et j’ai dû me retrouver et me rassembler. Je me sentais si cassée, si
fracturée, comme si j’étais un casse-tête inaccompli, toute trouée et que j’apparaissais d’être une image
abstraite, un fantôme de qui j’étais.
En fin de compte, je ne pouvais plus supprimer ces émotions et ces pensées pénibles. Il n’y avait
personne avec qui j’aurais pu parler librement. Je ne pouvais pas faire confiance à n’importe qui et
en plus personne ne semblait me comprendre. Pour aggraver la situation encore plus, la dépression
et le nihilisme étaient presque les sujets tabous, desquels personne ne voulait se discuter. Il paraît que
personne ne pouvait m’aider, donc je n’avais aucune chose à faire sauf de rester silencieuse.
J’ai perdu mon équilibre et ma stabilité spirituelle. Ma santé mentale disparaît et des cicatrices
la remplaçaient également à l’intérieur qu’ à l’extérieur. Ma tristesse m’avalait comme un abîme
inévitable. Mon espoir et mon esprit souffraient, mes blessures cicatrisaient rapidement bien que
chacune soit toujours imprimée dans mes souvenirs. En sang et sanglots, tous s’émiettaient.
C’était le 14 mars, 2013. J’étais à la fin de cette rue, je me trouvais à un carrefour inéluctable.
C’était en pleine nuit, j’étais assise sur le toit rugueux de ma maison, quelques pas de son bord.
En dépit d’habiter dans un monde avec des billions de personnes, je me sentais toute seule. Il n’y avait
personne à qui j’aurais pu parler, personne ne m’écoutait. Et Dieu, lui aussi était muet comme une
carpe. Le ciel était tout noir, sans une seule étoile pour s’illuminer. La nuit et moi étions devenues de
bonnes amies et on partageait finalement un silence ininterrompu.
La nuit je croyais d’être pleine mais rétrospectivement, c’était seulement notre contraste, puisque je
me sentais complètement vide. J’étais toute épuisée et toutes mes pensées, toutes mes émotions ont
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disparu. J’ai su que quelque chose devait changer et que cette nuit la déciderait. Tout ce qu’il prenait,
était un seul pas. Un. Seul. Pas. Maintenant on dirait qu’il était un tout petit mouvement, mais il serait
la plus grande décision de ma vie; littéralement d’être ou de ne pas être. D’une façon ou d’une autre
tout changerait avec aucun compromis ; je choisirais de terminer ma vie ou de la vraiment commencer.
En réfléchissant, assise de manière précaire sur le bord de mon toit, j’ai ouvert mes yeux, pleins
de larmes, au monde qui m’entourait, au ciel tout noir, à la lune solitaire et à la nuit qui n’était pas
de tout, silencieuse. J’attendais un signe et d’une façon je l’ai reçu. Pour un moment je me suis sentie
comme tout était entrelacé, un seul moment de compréhension, comme si j’appartenais à quelque
chose. C’était très bref et peut-être que je l’ai imaginé. Peu importe, car c’était trop soulageant que
tout le potentiel d’une vie pas vraiment commencer serait gâcher si tôt et si simplement. On n’a pas
choisi la naissance et la vie donc ce n’est pas à nous de choisir de la terminer.
Après tout, ce n’était pas un pas, c’était un bond immense; un moment décisif dans ma vie. Et
moi, je n’étais pas complètement guérie dans ce bond ni immédiatement après, c’était plutôt dans
les jours et les mois qui le suivaient. J’ai réappris comment rire, comment faire confiance et comment
m’exprimer. Et j’ai découvert tant de choses ! J’ai découvert la camaraderie véritable, l’amour, la
musique, l’écriture, l’épanouissement spirituel et surtout, moi-même. J’ai trouvé le bonheur partout et
maintenant chaque jour je trouve qu’il y a toujours des raisons de sourire et de continuer à sourire.
En dépit de la douleur et la souffrance, la vie continue toujours et le monde continue à tourner.
Beaucoup de gens souffrent ou ont souffert de la dépression, une maladie trop facile à cacher. Si je te
donne l’impression qu’elle est facile à guérir, en réalité je t’assure que c’est complètement l’opposé,
surtout quand on est isolé. Alors, essayons de donner aux autres les raisons pour lesquelles ils peuvent
sourire. Et toi, cher lecteur, je te conseille de ne perdre jamais l’espoir, ne t’isoler jamais, ne t’égarer
jamais.
Les gens te diraient qu’on habite dans une réalité fragile, un monde injuste, cruel et égoïste, mais
n’oublie jamais que c’est un monde plein d’amour, de joie et de beauté. Si tu ne trouves pas ces choses
en regardant autour de toi, regardes avec ton cœur, regardes à l’intérieur de toi-même et je te promets,
qui que tu sois, tu les trouverais. Alors, souris !

Sara Salamzadeh has resided in the Mississauga suburbs all her sixteen years. She enjoys escaping from the
boredom of everyday life through music, movies and books. She often dreams of creating a positive impact in the
community and abroad and plans to do so by pursuing humanitarian aid and law or paramedicine. Sara would
like to thank her family, friends and teachers for their guidance and support; for helping her tear down the walls
and build the bridges needed to create the paths she would never know without them.
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Thoai Lan Ta
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Peel District School Board

Un signe miraculeux

M

on histoire a commencé quand j’avais 0 ans. Je suis née dans une petite ville au Vietnam près
de la ville où je vivais avec ma grand-mère et ma mère. Mon père a immigré au Canada et il a
rendu visite une ou deux fois chaque année. Un an et quelques mois plus tard, mon frère est
né, il s’appelle Lan. Quand j'avais 4 ans et il avait 2 ans, nous avons immigré au Canada quand mon
père nous avait parrainé. C'est là que les situations problématiques ont été apparues. Mes parents
ont commencé à se disputer jour et nuit parce que ma mère est difficile et mon père est paresseux.
Mon père n'a jamais vraiment pris soin de nous, tout ce qu'il a fait est sortir au café avec ses amis.
Ma mère détestait ce trait et la famille de mon père détestait la façon de ma mère car elle avait une
si forte volonté. Elle n'a jamais respecté leurs souhaits et par conséquent, ils n'étaient pas en mesure
de l'utiliser pour faire les corvées autour de la maison ou de son argent. Un an plus tard, mon plus
jeune frère, Jason est entré dans ce monde. Cela a duré environ 2 semaines et ensuite mes parents
se préparaient pour une séparation. J'avais 6 ans, Lan avait 4 ans et Jason avait l'âge de 4 semaines à
cette époque-là.
Les mois et les années sont passés très rapidement pour ma famille, nous nous devons lutter tout
le temps pour rester sain et sauf. A cet âge, je devais nourrir mes frères, changer la couche de Jason
et cuire pour mes frères et moi; ma mère devait travailler loin dans la cuisine de restauration puisque
c'était notre seule source d’argent. Nous vivions d’une façon sur le seuil de pauvreté. J'ai grandi comme
une fille indépendante qui n'avait confiance en personne. J'aimais tout le monde, mais je n'avais pas
d'amour, donc en gros, j'ai grandi comme une personne froide qui aime seulement ceux qui ont eu
des vies aussi difficiles que j’avais. Je détestais ceux qui avaient une famille et ceux qui avaient assez
d'argent pour être bien et des nouveaux vêtements. Toute ma vie, j'ai eu des vêtements de seconde
main. Alors, vraiment, je commençais à avoir de la haine pour le monde qui m'entoure.
Je suis allée à l'église à l'âge de 6 ans et j'ai commencé à tolérer plus de personnes. Je voulais
vraiment ouvrir ma vie aux gens, mais je ne pouvais pas. Je ne pouvais pas laisser les gens entrer dans
ma vie juste pour me faire brisée. Je méritais mieux que ça. Donc j'ai fini par m’enfermer de plus en
plus et de me cacher derrière des murs de briques pour ne pas laisser quelqu'un ou quelque chose
près de moi. Je ne me suis pas attachée à des amis ou à la famille, mes pensées étaient que personne
ne pouvait me faire confiance et vraiment m’aimer, parce que moi, je ne pouvais pas aimer quelqu'un,
alors qui m'aimerait? Mes parents ne m’aimeraient pas. Je suppose que la seule personne que je laisse
dans mon enfer était Lan. Je n'ai même pas laissé Jason parce qu’en grandissant, je n’ai jamais vraiment
aimé Jason car il a toujours été l'enfant préféré de ma mère. Ma mère a été ensuite diagnostiquée
avec le cancer du poumon et les calculs rénaux et devait subir une intervention chirurgicale. Ainsi, vous
pouvez imaginer un enfant de 8 ans trimballer ses deux frères et prendre soin d'eux pendant que ma
mère avait encore à préparer la nourriture pour les gens et de travailler un travail de 8 heures. C’était
épuisant non seulement pour moi, mais pour toute la famille. Puis le premier miracle s'est produit dans
ma vie.
Un jour, ma mère était venue tôt à la maison après son travail; elle a ramassé mon petit frère et
est rentrée chez elle. Elle passait par des quantités extrêmes de douleur dans la région de l'estomac et
a finalement été conduite à l'hôpital pour le traitement. C'était un mercredi et je m'en souviens aussi
Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 221

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

clair comme le jour. Je suis sortie de l'école et ma tante était là et me disait de me dépêcher parce que
ma mère était à l'hôpital. J'ai paniqué. Autant que je disais que je n'ai pas aimé ma mère, elle était la
seule personne qui a pris soin de moi alors j’ai paniqué. Nous sommes rapidement allés à la maison et
nous sommes allés à l'hôpital. Au moment où nous sommes arrivés, ma mère avait l'air aussi pâle que
les draps de l’hôpital. Je lui ai parlé pour une courte période avant que ma tante, frères et moi devions
rentrer à la maison. Elle souffrait beaucoup en essayant de nous parler et il était assez évident. Elle est
restée à l'hôpital pendant la nuit Cette nuit-là les pasteurs de l’église ont été contactés et l'assemblée a
prié pour elle. Le lendemain matin, elle devait subir la chirurgie. En ce moment la douleur avait diminué
de sorte que les infirmières l'ont amenée à prendre des radiographies comme préparation pour la
chirurgie. Ils ne pouvaient pas trouver quoi que ce soit ni de calculs rénaux ni cancer à l'intérieur de son
corps. Elle est restée à l'hôpital pour un autre jour avant qu'elle ne puisse être libérée. Il a été le premier
miracle de Dieu dans ma vie, ce qui m'a fait penser qu'il pourrait y avoir un Dieu.
L’expérience a changé la façon dont j'agis et comment j'ai commencé à m'ouvrir au monde autour
de moi. Il m'a fait comprendre combien il est important de ne pas toujours penser à ce que nous
pourrions avoir, mais ce que nous avons déjà. La vie est si précieuse et elle peut être enlevée en un
éclair. Nous ne savons pas quand ça va arriver, mais ça va se passer. Alors maintenant, je vis la vie que
j'ai et l'apprécie parce que elle est beaucoup trop courte pour sentir de la pitié pour soi-même.

Grade 12 student Thoai Lan Ta lives with her mom and two younger brothers in the GTA. She plans to take up
Early Childhood Studies and become a teacher for Aboriginal peoples. She loves music – in particular singing and
playing the piano. She is looking forward to going to university, meeting new people and learning new things.
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Grade 7 & 8

ࣔ7KHZD\WRJDLQDJRRGUHSXWDWLRQLVWRHQGHDYRXU
WREHZKDW\RXGHVLUHWRDSSHDU´ – Socrates

Madison Penrose
First Place – Grade 7 & 8
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Torn Map

I’

m quiet and shy, easily forgotten I'm sure. So how does a girl like me go about making her mark
on the world? I write. I write to express. I write to communicate. I write to feel heard. I don't
care if everyone reads my work or if no one does. I write to find myself.

Before I wrote, I felt lost; like I was in a cave without a flashlight. Every emotion made me feel like
I fell off a cliff into deep water, swimming for miles just to survive. I spent night after night lost in the
cave that I call my thoughts. The occasional happiness I felt was a tease, a fletting glimpse of the sun.
My life showed me an exit, but it only gave me half the map to find my way.
My mind would race and my mental state only seemed to get worse. When I wrote, however, my
whole world would turn. Doorways would appear and I would finally escape, even if only for a little
while. It was an amazing release. The more I wrote, the more I broke out of my prison. The more I
wrote, the more I wanted to write. The more I wrote, the more I wanted to get out. Finally, the more I
wrote, the more I wanted to be heard.
After being stuck in my head for so long, finding my way out was an incredible relief. No more
worry or wonder. I didn’t have to wait and see what horrific thing I found next in the cave; I had a way
to find out who I really was.
Now, I have found myself. Writing has helped me express myself more than anything else in the
world. Thinking back to all my alarming thoughts, I’m relieved to have written them down and made
them disappear. It was like taking the paper and setting fire to it. All the pain and fear would turn to
ash, gone forever. With writing, I'm ready to take on the next challenge in my life, and the next things
I find in my cave. For some people, words work for them. For others, words work against them. For
myself, words save me.
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Isabella Ingriselli
Second Place – Grade 7 & 8
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Always a Part of Me

I’

ll never forget the cry of horror that ripped out of my dad’s throat. It echoed through the patio
door and mercilessly pounded my skull like a hammer. A feeling of sickening adrenaline coursed
through my veins and squeezed my stomach. I don’t know how else to explain the feeling: a
chill raced down my back, and it was shocking, like a bucket of icy water dumped thoughtlessly over
my head. I covered my mouth with clammy hands—a wave of fear was washing over me—and then I
ran all the way out of the kitchen, down the hall, and to the bathroom. Panting, I tried to settle down.
I took deep breaths to calm myself down—it didn’t help that I was already sick at home from
school—but if I had not stopped running, I might have thrown up. Slowly I walked back to the patio
window. I knocked on the glass. When Dad looked at me, I tried asking him what was wrong using
arm movements and facial expressions. It didn’t work. Finally, he signaled me to the front door. It felt
like an eternity waiting for him to come inside, but when he did, the look in his eyes told me the whole
sad story. Still, I asked the now pointless questions: “What happened to Oreo? What happened to the
dog?”
He shook his head, and sadly, very sadly, said: “Well, Oreo’s passed on.” Those four words were
enough to shake my entire universe, physically and emotionally. As I felt the ongoing rush of tears flood
my face, I thought it was impossible. She couldn’t be dead! She couldn’t be gone!
In that moment, I learned that death was not something to be avoided, human or canine. It’s a
natural cycle of life. In that moment, I learned something about myself: I had taken Oreo’s life for
granted. I woke up every morning and assumed she was alive and well. Even when she grew sick and
her legs went lame, I thought she would be “okay.” In that moment, I knew that I would never take
life for granted again, whatever that life may be. If I ever get another pet, I will treasure its life always.
I found comfort in the solitude of my room and in God’s Word. We had actually prayed for Oreo’s
passing, because, what’s worse: watching your beloved pet suffer, or letting them peacefully die and
pass into heaven? I found and still do find comfort in the fact that she no longer has lame legs, but
strong energetic ones that race around the feet of Jesus himself. She has brand-new hearing, seeing,
and sense of feel. Her weak squeal of a bark has been transformed into the strident and strong voice
that she had as a younger pup. Although I will miss her, she will always be a part of me, however long
I live.

Isabella Ingriselli, a Grade 8 student, is an avid reader, writer, and musician. In fact, she has been playing the violin
for over 8 years, and has now even begun to teach it. This fall, she will be attending Lo-Ellen Park S.S. and will be
starting the Pre-International Baccalaureate Program. Isabella’s Christian convictions and love for Jesus Christ have
helped her reach a wise turning point, and she remains an introspective disciple of life’s teachings and lessons.

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 225

Sudbury, Ontario

Kiana James
Third Place – Grade 7 & 8
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

My Eye Opener

E

verybody has a turning point in their lives, a moment when they need to open their eyes, a time
when they need to make a tough decision, an experience that will change their future. I want to
tell you about my turning point, my moment, my time, my experience, my eye opener.

I grew up in Chelmsford, Ontario with my mom and dad. I have a baby sister named Kyra who was
born about three years after me. We seemed like a normal family, but there was one thing that made
my family a little different: my mother was 16 and my father was 17 when they had me.
When I was five, my parents started to fight a lot. I was terrified. Each day, I wanted the fighting to
stop; I was concerned for my baby sister. My mother and father fought for the next year or so until my
father left. Kyra and I had to stay with our mother.
After my father left, I quickly realized that my mother had a drug and alcohol problem. I was
devastated. I couldn't tell anyone about my feelings; I was only six years old.
Later on, my mom had a new boyfriend, and I liked him. He seemed to like my mother, and if
she was happy, so was I. We moved around from place to place, from Dowling, to Sudbury, then to
ValCaron and finally back to Chelmsford. I didn't have many friends.
A few months later, we found out that my mother’s new boyfriend had an anger issue. He began
to hit my mother in front of Kyra and me.
One day when we were watching a movie, my mother's boyfriend returned home. He was furious,
and my mother immediately knew what she was coming. I took my sister into the bedroom to shield
her from all of the pain and worry, but I had to do something to stop the stress.
I dialled my father's phone number and told him that he needed to pick Kyra and me up as soon as
possible. As soon as I put the phone down, we rushed out of the house and ran down the road until
we got to the highway. I didn't know what to do. Suddenly, my father's car pulled up beside us. We
were still so afraid of what might still be happening inside the house. We told my father everything.
My father was furious. After that incident, Kyra and I were caught up in a custody battle between
our parents. Finally, in 2007, my father was granted full custody. Kyra and I have not seen our biological
mother in almost eight years.
Going through this tough situation did make me stronger. Currently, I live with my father, step
mother, older step sister, younger step brother, little sister Kyra, and my baby sister. My biological
mother has started a new family. Despite not seeing her in eight years, I realize that family is very
important. Everyone has struggles in life, but you just need to be strong enough to move on. You just
need your family.
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RWKHUVWRQH´ – Cyrus A. Bartol, Minister

Kamilla Kowal
First Place – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Blooming Vitality
“Never fear shadows. It simply means there is a light shining somewhere nearby.”
– Ruth E. Renkel

I

t’s quite funny how a doctor, with such an empty expression, can tell someone that their life is
possibly coming to an end. I suppose my expression was pretty empty, too. I shifted uncomfortably
in my scratchy seat, the intravenous poking awkwardly in my arm while the doctor told me the
reasons I seemed to be experiencing a bleed in the outer tissue in my brain, a brain aneurysm. After
tests and apparent certainty from doctors, they all turned out to be completely wrong—I was suffering
from a strange type of migraine. You would think I’d be overjoyed about hearing all I needed was an
Advil instead of brain surgery, but it was the opposite. At that point, all of the light within my body was
sucked out and replaced with a darkness that fed off my uncertainty.
From that point on, I was ridden with complete anxiety and fear. There was a constant voice in the
back of my mind reminding me of every single thing that could possibly go wrong with my health. The
only time I would leave my house was to go to work or school. I didn’t see the need to socialize with
anyone. What’s the point, if I could possibly die soon? I thought. I don’t want to waste precious time.
Instead, I resorted to curling up in my room. Soon enough, I looked like the living dead due to lack of
sleep. The frightening thoughts of drifting off and not waking up, or of having something completely
random and rare happen anytime or any place penetrated my brain.
About a month later, I spent my Saturday night as I normally did: sitting at my desk scrolling
through social network sites. As usual, every single person I knew was out somewhere doing
something. Afterward, I tried to decide what little project I’d get myself involved in that night. Running
out of ideas—considering the amount of times I had to come up with a new one —I took out my water
colour pencils. I was the farthest thing from an artist, but I had a broad and vivid imagination. I peered
at my wall and saw my calendar; this month’s page was adorned with flowers. I took out my red, pink,
and purple pencils and began to make a rose. I sketched, erased, coloured, and painted it. When I
finished, I felt a sense of accomplishment. I can’t even explain why, honestly it didn’t turn out that well.
When I looked at my painting, however, flowers just like the one I had created started to grow in the
darkest places of my mind. The rose was happy and alive. Nothing and no one could ease my worries
and fears, yet all it took was a watercolour flower. It was the most ludicrous and astonishing thing
ever. That night, I found myself hopping into bed at a reasonable time without asking my mom for
reassurance that everything would be fine.
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I know it’s peculiar to think that a mediocre rose could completely change my perspective, but it
did. Looking at the finished product was the pinnacle moment in my adolescent life where everything
became divided into before and after. From then on, I began looking at things so differently, as if I had
finally released my shadow and found the light source behind it. I have tried new things, gained new
experiences, and learned new-found positivity. I am determined to continue being this person. The
world has never seemed so extraordinary, and I plan on taking advantage of all its excitement. Looking
back, I think the experiences that caused such a roller-coaster outcome were all flowers. They might be
weeds, but they were still flowers that could be looked at in a beautiful and beneficial way. After all,
they did help shape who I am; and who I strive to be.

Outgoing fifteen-year-old Kamilla, a Grade 10 student and the younger of two children, takes pleasure in
travelling, acting, volunteering, and playing soccer and guitar. She holds the titles of Miss Teen Sudbury 2012 and
Miss Sudbury 2014. In her spare time, Kamilla enjoys hanging out with friends, watching movies, and reading
books. Her favourite author is F. Scott Fitzgerald.

Dayna Rachkowski
Second Place – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Wanderlust

T

he emerald strands of grass danced to the melody the wind sang; the ocean responded
immediately with tranquil waves. Seagulls called out to their friends, rejoicing in their meals. The
flame coloured sand clung to my feet as I stood along the shoreline. My eyes tried to find an end
to the body of water. The ocean lapped at my toes, pulling me in a little closer. The waves drew me in,
mesmerizing me as they swayed. The earth buzzed, demanding to be heard.
Sudbury. 160 000 people. Not one person ever questions why we’re here. It’s home: the cookie
cutter subdivisions and plain-Jane storefronts create that secure feeling, that sense of homeliness. No
one teaches you to question it, and I never did. That is, I never did until I sat in the car on my way
to P.E.I.
The streets. You could drive down dirt roads and gaze out at vast fields of potatoes, or look at
vibrant yellow blooms of canola flowers, out of sight, distanced. The small island felt so spacious;
however, you could travel down different roads and become submerged into the life of P.E.I. You could
drive by the coast on paved roads, stare into the sparkling topaz waters, and bask in the rays that beam
through the car windows. You could watch as collections of boats collide with the edges of the docks.
Our streets: familiar potholed streets, dull views of storefronts, and bumper to bumper traffic. You
could read the advertisements on the side of the road or you could look at the bland, non-descript
buildings in the horizon.
The life. I sat on the porch and listened to the world speak. The fuzzy bees gathered pollen from
the fragrant lilacs. The cows swished their tails in annoyance as the flies buzzed overhead. A biscuit,
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warm to touch, rested on the palm of my hand. The sky lit up in various shades of burnt oranges,
soft pinks, hints of blue, and hues of purple as it welcomed the sun. You could taste the salt from the
nearby ocean breeze. You could be completely alone, yet still surrounded by the soft trill of the earth.
Our life: a grey pulseless city, the faint sound of traffic, and the strong smell of garbage. You could
wish that the sun might add a glow to the town, yet realize that it might make the rocks look even
duller. You could be completely alone, yet still feel as if the masses of concrete and rocks might strip
the warmth from your bones.
The community. You see farms that are acres apart, but knit tight like a quilt. You see pride as
you watch farmers pass down organic carrots, their flourescent stems covered with hanging dirtcovered jewels. The pungent smell of fish fills your nostrils as you watch the lobster go from ocean, to
restaurant, to plate. The people all smile and wave, the example of warmth and kindness. Their faces
are kissed by the sun; their muscles are toned by long hours of labour. You’re seen as family, even when
you’re a foreigner.
Our community: tired dull eyes stare back, and harsh gossip is as addictive as cocaine. You may
be a friend, but behind backs you’re considered an outsider. We base our lives on products that are
shipped from third world countries. We have a better relationship with those countries and with chain
retailers than we do with our own neighbours. You may live two steps from your neighbour, but you’re
a thousand miles apart.
P.E.I. is not that exotic, but it opened my eyes. I had never questioned my life or my home. It was
always Sudbury. Coming home from my trip, however, I realized the world is my home. There’s so
much more to life than one city. There are whole new worlds in different places that I need to explore.
There is so much my body needs to experience; there are bigger horizons I need to see. Ocean fronts,
landmarks, cultures—things that I need to breathe in. I crave the whisper of the earth. I long for it. I
realized that “I would rather own little and see the world, than own the world and see little of it.” ~
Alexander Sattler.

Carlie Parker
Third Place – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

One Step at a Time

“E

verybody has their own story.” That’s what I was told when I was young;

As a kid, however, I never really realized how relevant it is. I’ve learned that there’s a lot
of baggage behind closed doors, more than we could ever know. And behind my brother’s
door was something I never expected.
When I first found out my brother was diagnosed with depression, I didn’t know how to feel. My
emotions were a blur and I couldn’t identify the feeling inside of me. I hadn’t even realized that I was
crying until I saw my parents’ pained expressions. They informed me that he had been struggling with
depression for a while now, and that he had been hospitalized after attempting suicide. Instantly, I felt
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dumbfounded: I had never noticed anything different about my brother. I felt utterly stupid for not
realizing.
I also felt lied to. I felt as if my whole family was in on the secret, and as if they had left me on
the outside. I felt so naïve for not being able to decipher the obvious signs before; they seemed so
apparent after my parents told me.
They asked if I wanted to visit him in the hospital, but I didn’t. I didn’t want to face him and I didn’t
want it to be real. I knew the minute I walked through the doors of the hospital, it would be certain. I
wasn’t ready for that, but I went anyways.
As I walked down the hall with my parents, we passed many other people in the same situation as
my brother. Looking at them, everything began to make sense in my mind, to feel real in my head.
Still, I couldn’t look my brother in the eye; it scared me too much. It scared me that the brother I
knew—with whom I was so undeniably close—felt so far away, so out of reach. I didn’t even recognize
the person who sat in front of me. It couldn’t be my brother; I didn’t want it to be him.
I mostly stayed silent as my parents created conversation with him. I was glad because it meant I
didn’t have to. But, about a half hour later, they decided to leave the room so we could talk. I’m not
going to lie; I wasn’t ecstatic about their methods. I felt awkward and out-of-place beside him on the
hospital bed, and it took a while for a conversation to start. Finally, it did. He told me he was sorry
multiple times. Every time he did, I said it was okay. My words, however, couldn’t fool me: I didn’t really
know if it was okay.
He promised he wouldn’t attempt suicide again, and with the tone of his voice and the look in his
eyes, I believed him.
However, he was untrue to his word. About two months later, he was back in another hospital. At
this point, I was exhausted. I was tired of my brother moving from hospital to hospital. I was tired of
seeing my parents stressed and crying. I was tired of locking myself away in my room to shield myself
from the conversations my parents had about him.
That’s when I fully realized that what my brother was going through wasn’t a choice, but an illness.
I’d spent so long being ashamed and angry for my brother’s attempted suicide, but I never took the
time to understand what was actually going on in his mind. I couldn’t be angry with him because I
knew if he could have it another way, he wouldn’t be like this.
There are days when I wish everything was different; that my brother wouldn’t be in rehab, that
my mom wouldn’t be crying, that my dad wouldn’t be stressed, that my other brother wouldn’t be
worrying. But if my brother wasn’t struggling with depression, my family wouldn’t be as strong and
stable as we are today. This whole situation just proved how unbreakable we are as a family, and how
ready we are to take this illness on—one step at a time.

Carlie, a Grade 9 student who lives in Sudbury, loves reading, writing, music, and the piano. Her love for writing
and her brother inspired her to write her Turning Points essay. In the future, she hopes to become a published
author.
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Destinie Dubroy
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Moment That Changed My Life Forever
You always know what you have; you just never think you’ll lose it.

M

y father was never there for my family; he left us before I was born. So the closest person I had
as a father figure was my Grandfather. I like to believe that my “poppa,” as I called him, did a
better job as my dad than my dad could have ever done. He brought me fishing every year and
taught me how to make French toast. Poppa always helped me with everything he could, even getting
out of trouble or sneaking those extra cookies when nobody was looking. When he died of colon
cancer July 20th, 2013; I was devastated. My life will never be the same again.
I no longer have a male role model. When he left us, I realized you really don’t know what you have
until it’s gone. Even if you think you understand what that means, you can’t truly understand it until
you lose someone. Think of the most important person that you have in your life, picture them gone,
and multiply that pain by a thousand. If you do that, then you’ll almost feel the same level of pain.
When Poppa Roger died, I realized I had taken some of the stuff he did for granted and I shouldn’t
have. The reason I chose to write this particular story was because I want people to appreciate what
they have; one day you could wake up and it could be gone. I know all this sounds so clichéd, but it’s
true. I truly want you to understand why my life will never be the same.
When I think about the pain this loss caused, I also think about the strength it inspired. I know that
I will never fully recover from the loss, but every once in a while I can hear, smell, feel, taste, or see
something that reminds me of what I had.
One of the last good memories I have of him took place at the hospice where my grandfather died.
On that day, one of the cooks had made a fresh batch of chocolate chip cookie; it made the place
smelt sweet instead of the usual combination of chemicals and sickness. My grandfather was getting
worse, but he was still able to eat a bit of the baked goods. It felt so good to spend time with him in
the last days of his life, talking and joking with him.
One of the wonderful things about the hospice was that being there gave me a chance to say
goodbye, a chance to receive closure. My grandfather didn’t get that with his dad, who was killed
in a tragic car accident. I really appreciated the extra time I got to spend with my poppa. It made me
understand my priorities, and to understand that FAMILY COMES FIRST! Anything after family is never
truly as important.

Destinie, a Grade 9 student, likes music, reading, walking, and nature. She would like to thank her grandfather,
who had such a great impact on her life, for inspiring her Turning Points essay. Destinie could not have written
about anything or anyone else. In the future, she wants to turn her love of working with children into a career as
a child educator.
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Olivia King
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Someday

I

’d be lying if I said it wasn’t difficult. It couldn’t have been more than 4 months ago, but the day
is foggy in my mind. Still, I can remember the exact words my doctor said to me: “You’ve been
diagnosed with anxiety and depression.”

She was trying to be sympathetic, but her voice was chipper. She had a happy-go-lucky smile
plastered to her face. The entire image, even the way she carried herself—professional and aloof—was
just wrong. I blocked out the rest of what she said; I couldn’t process it. It was like my body was there,
but my mind and my consciousness weren’t. Not until she said something that made my stomach
plunge: “...and you’ll be living with this for the rest of your life.”
I wanted to cry. I knew these and multiple other sorts of mental illness ran in my family, but I never
thought they would affect me. I’d just had a bad day. I hadn’t meant to hurt myself. I remember glaring
at the pink-gray scar on my left forearm, the mark left by my fingernail.
About 2 months later, things weren’t getting any better. The medications I took made getting up in
the morning difficult. I couldn’t concentrate in school. I was sleeping through classes, on the floor, at
the dining table… My eyelids felt like lead. The drugs didn’t change the way I felt.
In fact, I was feeling worse. I didn’t want to be in public and I couldn’t talk. I just wanted to wither
away. I could have tried to write a novel about the way I felt, and I wouldn’t have been able to describe
it accurately. It was the most confusing jumble of emotions: sadness, hopelessness, loneliness… I didn’t
want to ‘talk about my feelings.’ Then again, I never told anyone what I actually wanted.
Would it have even helped?
It’s not healthy to keep all those emotions inside—that’s the ideal environment in which to grow
anger. It tears you apart inside, creating a hollow pit in your stomach. The more the anger grew, the
more I withdrew. I often snapped at people because I had no place to direct this anger, and so it
gradually grew stronger. Then I found a way to release my pent up rage. I’m certainly not going to say
it was the right decision—far from it in fact—but I thought it would work.
I was in the school’s change room, crouched in one of the dry shower stalls. When I thought
everyone was gone, I dug my fingernails into the fragile skin of my arm. Hysterical breaths forced
themselves out of my lungs, and I worried briefly that someone might hear me. But the scent of blood
overpowered my senses. I could feel it getting sticky as it dried like jam, and I could taste its metallic
flavour on my tongue. Then I heard a voice, a voice that halted me in my tracks. It was sweet and high,
and it was laced with worry. Although it took many more voices and what seemed like hours to coax
me out of that stall, I can’t help but wonder why that voice stopped me.
I don’t want your pity. In fact, I despise seeing it in people’s eyes. I want to try to show you what
it’s like for someone like me. Something as simple as reaching for the doorknob at the same time as
someone else sends your stomach into knots. Whenever someone tries to compliment you, it sounds
painfully condescending. Every time someone reassures you that it’ll be alright, they’re lying. Every
232 | Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

Sudbury, Ontario

encouragement is hollow and meaningless. You can only think the worst of yourself. You hate yourself
because you know you’re nothing but a burden to those you care about. And the absolute worst part is
knowing that you’re too much of a coward to swallow the pills, tighten the noose, or slice too deep. So
you’ll keep living, maybe hoping that one day it will get better, hoping that one day you’ll be as happy
as everyone else… One day. Someday.

Kate-Lynn Kirkwood
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Picture Perfect

T

o look at life and all its beauty would be the greatest experience. To capture the imperfect
perfection of nature would be the perfect moment. Any little detail can change the way you see
the world. I would know; it happened to me. The day I placed my eye on the viewfinder of a
camera was the day I first looked at the world with clarity.
The sun was in my eyes. The weeds were horrid. Everything seemed so dull—even the sky was
grey—and negative energy hung in the air. A short film contest was introduced at school, as was a
project to enter. It was mandatory to create a message through video and it was my goal to get a
satisfying grade. Exploring the forest, I was trying to get some sort inspiration for my film. While I was
looking at the dead tips of trees, the inspiration hit me like a ton of bricks: I would capture the art of
nature!
I immediately went from being clueless about the elegance and style of the outdoors to grasping
its magnificent features. Small little dew drops on spider webs were now all the rage. Ruffles on leaves
stood out and weeds were gorgeous in the wind. Who knew that using a cheap camera could show
me the depth of shape, colour, and movement? My eyes had finally spotted something new, something
worth a second glance. The negative air definitely turned to positive and blew right in my direction.
I won best cinematography and was one of the featured films. The movie was about two girls
re-discovering nature as I did. It was complete with incredible views of forestry and some very narrow
images of flowers. I couldn't believe how great it turned out in the end. Who knew rocks and a little
stream of water could make you stop and find the beauty in everything? My eyes were amazed at what
classic essence I had found. This experience has made me realize that I've been looking at this ‘dull’
world the wrong way, that I could have cracked that exterior and explored a new view, a new world.
The crisp snow sparkled in the afternoon sunshine. The sculpted bark on the trees around the
frozen lake complimented one another. These were beautiful markings and made fantastic photos. My
short film was my very first step of many in my goal to compose a dream. I had lots of ideas, started
with many, many folders of pictures, and eventually added them to a photo sharing site.
Later on that month, a woman from my mother's work called me. At the time, I thought she was
prank calling me; we always played jokes on each other. She told me that it was not a joke, that my
photos were stunning, and that I had a great eye. To be completely honest, I had no clue people were
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even noticing my pictures. Her words were like soft bells to my ears, I could listen to her all day. Her
words were all positive and she told me that I should consider a printer or a better quality camera. The
next step was definitely to get recognized, to be discovered.
Photography wasn't this event that changed my life. It didn't make me the person I am today and
it didn’t change my life. In fact, I didn't even change the meaning of photography. What photography
did do was change the way I look at my life, the way I look at the world. If it wasn't for photography,
I would not have seen all the piled up inspiration pouring around me, would have never found my
passion, and would have never found my camera. If it wasn’t for photography, I would have never
found a turning point, a new direction.

Kate-Lynn, a Grade 9 student, loves the outdoors, horseback riding, travelling, and writing. She especially loves
the camera, and the beautiful scenery that she captures. As much as Kate-Lynn loves being behind it, however,
the spotlight calls for her to be in front of the camera. She has a wide variety of interests and looks forward to all
her adventures yet to come!

Eve Lindroos
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Let the Jump Come to You

W

hen I horseback ride, I get this feeling of joy and freedom. This feeling travels through my veins,
giving me a rush of adrenaline. My riding career wasn’t always like this: I was just a scared and
shy little girl when I started. Over time, however, my experiences and my coach Amanda have
helped me develop a sense of confidence that I didn’t even know existed.
The journey of building my confidence was a long and hard process. It was like building a new
home, taking down each old layer until you reach the core of the wall, then rebuilding each layer back
up, board by board. The long process began with finding out what scared me.
One day while riding, my mind played tricks on me. It was the most terrifying ride of my life, and
I realized I did not trust myself. I could feel my pulse gradually speeding up until I thought my heart
could not beat any faster. I couldn’t ride when I felt like that.
From then on, Amanda and I built up my confidence at a pace with which I was comfortable. When
I started leasing my pony Pebbles, we started to see success. She is bay in colour and has a dark brown
coat like a roasted chestnut. It took time: there were bad days, and there were sensational days. It was
like the heart monitors at a hospital; one second I would be soaring so high, then the next I would be
plummeting down so fast that people barely had time to process what happened.
My confidence was slowly surfacing. During one lesson, Amanda asked me to complete the
diagonal line, two jumps in a row with a certain amount of horse strides in-between, set on a diagonal.
Pebbles and I came up to the first jump, and I was feeling confident. I felt my upper body lower into a
two-point, as my hands found refuge in Pebbles’ rough knotted mane.
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One jump down, one more to go.
Pebbles was supposed to take five strides in-between the next vertical, but she had other ideas.
Instead of five strides, she only took three before jumping the vertical by about a foot. It all happened
in a blur; the first jump had felt like a victory, and before I knew it, I was travelling fast as light to reach
my next destination. I was falling out of my two-point and loosing balance just as Pebbles’ hooves
crashed to the ground. I tried to regain my balance, and I was almost up in a sitting position when the
corner came too quickly.
Before I knew what was happening, I was on the ground with a mouthful of sand. There was a
shadow above me as Pebbles quickly danced out of the way so she wouldn’t step on her rider. The
realization of what just happened hit me quickly. I had just fallen off! I wasn’t physically hurt in any
way; I was shocked that it did not affect me mentally.
This experience was the final brick in finding my confidence because it proved I could handle a fall
and get back on Pebbles like it was nothing. I should be capable of handling anything Amanda now
throws my way. Throughout my five-year project, my coach has been the confidence that I didn’t have
in myself. Amanda has been the support beam that has kept me held up.
My confidence has reached beyond my riding and into my everyday tasks. I am now living by a
quote an inspiring coach once told me. She has inspired me to apply confidence to every aspect of my
life. Shelly Ellis told me, “Let the jump come to you.” To me the quote is not just full of empty words.
Rather, I believe the quote is a lesson in itself. If we rush towards the jump, we will never have time to
wait and we will never have the time to trust that the jump will come to us.

Katie Miscio
Honourable Mention – Grade 9 & 10
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A New Normal

I

thought by now that the tears and sadness would have slowly drifted away, but as luck would have
it, they always find their way back. It feels as if my world has been turned upside down in just six
months. My life was perfect. I was always happy and full of joy until the day my mom came home
crying. She brought my dad, my brother and I into her room. When she told us the news, it felt as if my
heart was being ripped out. Tears came pouring out like a waterfall. How could my life go from perfect
to almost unbearable in five minutes?
I didn’t know what to do. I can still hear my mom’s exact words, and to this day, they still resonate
in my head: “I know this is going to be very hard for you to take in, but your Nonno is very sick. He
has lung cancer and probably only has six months to live. Always remember how much he loves you
because that will never change.” I didn’t want to think of life without my Nonno, but now I had no
choice.
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Unfortunately, my Nonno didn’t make the six month diagnosis. He lasted 44 days total after my
mom’s announcement. I visited him every one of those 44 days; first at his house and then in the
hospital’s Palliative Care Unit, where he finally took his last breath.
I never experienced this kind of loss before. My Nonno was loving and supportive. I had seen him
every day since I was born, and if there was ever a day I didn’t see him, I would talk to him on the
phone. Seeing my Nonno throughout his final days was hard; he went from being so active to being so
weak. It felt surreal to think that I’d never see him again. As much as I missed him, I knew that he was
in a better place and that he was free of suffering.
The funeral had come and gone, and my life was returning to a “new normal” when tragedy hit
for a second time. My Nonni was hospitalized. The loss of my Nonno, compacted with her Parkinson’s,
had left her immobile. She then contracted C-difficile and was placed in isolation where she remained
for five months. Her condition improved and we were hopeful that she would be discharged.
Then life threw another curve-ball.
I can still hear my mom’s cries as she was awakened by the life threatening phone call. My mom
had lost her mother, had lost both her parents. And we, we had lost my Nonni, had lost my Nonno,
had lost them both.
How could this have happened again? I went from having four grandparents to having two in a
matter of six months. My life will never be the same. Being that I was their only female grandchild, I
always felt like a princess. If I needed a ride, they would bring me. If I was sick, they would bring me
soup. They always made me feel loved.
I wouldn’t get to share my first year of junior high with them or my graduation. I wouldn’t get to
share all the “firsts” I had hoped to. It seemed unfair. I started competitive dance that year, meaning I
would take ballet. My Nonno always called me his ballerina; he wouldn’t be able to see my first routine.
Deep down, I knew he would be there with me, just in a different way.
Dealing with such a devastating loss made me realize that good can come from sadness, just like
a rainbow can come after a storm. I am lucky to have had such loving grandparents. They have helped
shape me into the person I am today. Seeing both at their weakest gave me strength. I now know that
I can handle anything life throws at me. To know that both are free from pain and suffering gives me
great relief.
I have witnessed first-hand how adversity builds strength. I have seen relationships strengthen and
new ones blossom as a result of their passing. I have also experienced true sadness. I have learned to
never take anything for granted because it can all be gone in a day. Most importantly, I have learned
that God only takes the best.

Katie, a Grade 9 student who lives in Sudbury, loves dancing and hanging out with her friends. She is a member
of the Recreational Competitive team at Happiness is Dancing and is also an active volunteer, assisting with the
younger students at the studio. She has a close, supportive relationship with her family, and consequently, was
able to write her Turning Points essay from the heart.
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Grade 11 & 12

ࣔ&KDUDFWHULVWKHUHDOIRXQGDWLRQRIDOO
ZRUWKZKLOHVXFFHVV´ – John Hays Hammond, Philanthropist

Rilie Phillips
First Place – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Light in the Dark

T

hey say life is never easy, but they didn’t tell me that it would be this hard. In grade eight, my dad
passed away right before my eyes when he had a sudden heart attack. After his passing, my life
was changed forever. From that day forward, I immediately felt responsible and blamed myself. I
then spun into a downward spiral of negative thoughts and ‘what ifs.’ These thoughts ran through my
mind like the changes in the weather, like a storm of negativity. Before I knew it, I became a hurricane
of self-hate, and it only got worse from there. My life consisted of self-harm, addictions, and a suicide
attempt. Sometimes in life, however, we are lucky enough to find people who light up our lives even in
the darkest of times.
The thing about pain is that it’s a feeling that demands to be felt; it rests in the pit of your stomach
and sends a sense of uneasiness through your bones. For me, that feeling got more and more intense
as the days went by. It got to a point where it became unbearable. I was looking for an escape because
I didn’t want to be sad anymore, but nothing seemed to work. I began to feel as though physical pain
was the only thing that could overpower the emotional pain, so I turned to that empty comfort.
The worst part is that I thought I deserved every bit of pain that I inflicted upon myself. I remember
the first time I dragged a blade against my skin. It hurt, but I found myself focusing on the crimson
blood that dripped rather than on the sadness that I had been drowning in. Little did I know how
much power that small sharp piece of metal would hold. After a short time, my arms were littered with
scars and fresh wounds. I was so ashamed of the imperfections that scattered up my arms, yet in that
moment I couldn’t fathom the thought of stopping.
After a while, self-harm wasn't enough to ease the pain, so I turned to drugs to escape. I tried
many different drugs until one night I tried speed. It seemed like the perfect remedy. I remember the
immediate release I felt after doing that first line. It took away my anxious thoughts, and I felt happy
and full of energetic. The rush was the one thing that made me feel alive. I never wanted it to end, but
like any drug, the high soon faded. I was under the impression that as long as I wasn't sober, I wouldn't
be sad and I wouldn’t have to worry. Soon enough, however, I was powerless against the sway of that
crushed-up white pill and the rush it delivered.
A person can only handle so much before they break. My breaking point came on a cold night in
March. I was constantly telling myself that I wasn’t good enough, that I would never be okay. At first I
tried not to let my negative thoughts drown me, but it was like a constant current—soon enough, all
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my troubles pulled me under. I woke up every morning wanting to kill myself, and went to bed every
night wondering why I hadn’t. It became so unbearable that the only way I thought I could truly escape
was to finally end my life. The thought of suicide ran through my mind constantly, but I never had the
guts to do it, or so I thought.
That night, I started drinking with some friends while the negative and suicidal thoughts flooded
my mind. Drink after drink, I found that I wasn’t as afraid to do it, so I gulped down one last shot of
courage and took some pills. Before I knew it, I was vomiting and slipping in and out of consciousness.
Between black outs and hanging my head over the toilet, I remember looking down at my arm, seeing
that the scars had begun to turn blue. In that moment, I thought to myself: this is it, it all ends tonight.
To my disappointment, I woke up the following morning. I remember how upset I was that I had
woken up. I closed the bathroom door, got in the shower, fell to the floor, leaned my head against the
wall, and broke down in tears. My friends just thought I had just gotten sick because I had had too
much to drink. No one knew the disappointment I held below my thin surface just from opening my
eyes that morning. No one knew what had really happened that night.
I'm not about to tell you that I experienced some huge transformation. I haven’t. I'm simply a
person who has had a rough time, did not make the right life decisions, but was lucky enough to have
amazing people to help me through it all: a social worker, who showed me that we can’t change our
circumstances, but we can change how we perceive them; a teacher, who went above and beyond,
who had the time and effort to care and help me as much as she could; and my friends, who taught
me that I wasn't as bad of a person as I thought I was.
Thanks to these positive influences, I have become more positive myself. I’ve stopped doing speed,
and I have stopped harming myself. I am and will be forever grateful for my failed attempt at suicide.
I still have bad days like anyone, but I’ll always have a hand to help me up when I fall. Don’t get me
wrong, I still have a long way to go, but it’s clear to me now that there is a light even in the darkest
times. You just have to look for it. That’s the most important lesson I or anyone could ever learn.

Maicie Szilva
Second Place – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

I Lost Her

W

hen I think about my big sister, I recall all of the fun times we had when we were little. I think
of us swinging on the swing set together, seeing who could jump off furthest until one of us
scraped our knee on a rock and we had to call it quits. We would play with our Barbie dolls
one minute and build the biggest Lego house the next. We would spend hours making up dance
routines in our basement to Hilary Duff songs. When we finally perfected them, we would perform
them for our parents and our little brother. My sister was my best friend, my partner in crime, my other
half. But little did I know… one day I wouldn’t even recognize her. Like the way a warm summer breeze
turns to a chilling autumn wind, my life changed. Slowly but surely, I had lost my best friend. She was
the girl who was supposed to guide me through high school, boy troubles, drama…my life.
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When I was in grade six things started getting different. My parents would talk about how my
sister had seizures at school and then had to go to the hospital by ambulance. As the weeks went on,
this was becoming something “normal” to hear. I had never seen her have seizures before and I didn’t
even know what a seizure was. I had seen her faint many times before and that was scary for me, but I
didn’t know what was in store for my family.
The first time I ever saw her have an episode was a moment I will never forget. Watching my sister
convulsing, screaming, crying, and hurting herself was like watching her falling but not being able
to catch her. It felt like I was trying to reach for her hand but that I was always too late. I couldn’t do
anything to help her—it was the strangest and scariest feeling I have ever felt.
As the months went by, the seizures became more frequent. The light in my life had suddenly gone
out. Her seizures had become so intense that she was missing school. Eventually they would come like
waves, happening thirty to forty times a day. I didn’t know my sister anymore. I couldn’t see the warm,
happy, luminous light that had once beamed from her eyes.
After months of doctors’ appointments, blood work, trips to Sick Kids, and emotional damage, my
sister was diagnosed with Conversion Disorder. It is a psychiatric disorder, when the body can no longer
process stress. When her body cannot process the stress, her brain shuts down. For example, if her
parietal brain receives too much stimuli, she can become a paraplegic or a quadriplegic and it can last
for hours.
My sister also struggles with depression. November of my grade eight year was when I saw the
most terrible thing happen. It was night time and I was downstairs on the computer, just a normal
school night. Then I heard my father screaming and crying my sister’s name. I can still hear the
sickening cries for help from my mom. I ran as fast as I could, and when I got upstairs, I saw my sister
lying on the bathroom floor in my father’s arms. At that point my entire world came to a jolting stop.
I was positive my sister was dead; I didn’t know how but she was as limp as a rag doll. Then the
ambulance came and took away my now conscious sister. I found out that she had tried to overdose,
but was luckily okay. I felt relieved, but the worst wasn’t over.
She was in the hospital for a whole month. I was used to love sharing a room with her, talking to
her above me from the bottom of our bunk bed late at night, giggling and whispering. The silence at
night for that month made the room—and my life—feel so much emptier. I had really lost her this time.
Even when she was able to come home, life around the house was different. For the next four months,
she slept with me on my bed. She would seizure in her sleep and hit herself or the wall. I would wake
up, hold her, and tell her everything was going to be okay. Some nights I would lie there with her in my
arms and just cry because I was so tired of seeing her like that. At that point, it was hurting me seeing
her hurt.
I have seen my sister struggle in pain for a long time. In grade nine, the stress finally got to me. I
started getting really sad and angry at home. I couldn’t handle it anymore; I felt like I was drowning.
After three years of watching my sister go through what she did, holding my mom as she cried out of
exhaustion and being the best big sister I could be for my little brother, I was about to fall apart myself.
I had been the rock, trying to hold everyone together. It was my turn to get help. I went to counselling
for a few weeks to get everything off my chest. Doing that was like getting a weight lifted off my
shoulders.
My sister’s seizures are now rare and she is trying to be who she once was. For the longest time, I
thought I’d lost the girl I used to know. I thought to myself, Why did this happen to my family? Where
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did my sister go? But, when I had those special moments with her: holding her in her darkest hours,
being everything I could be for her—her voice when she couldn’t speak, her eyes when she couldn’t
see or her laugh when she couldn’t even smile—I realized that all along she was put on this earth and
in my life to teach me the lessons of love, compassion and most importantly, strength. That was when I
found her.

Maicie Szilvia, a Grade 12 student, loves the guitar, singing, and her family and friends. In the future, she hopes
to become a Nurse, fulfilling her dream of helping people. Maicie credits her sister for inspiring her life’s goal, and
giving her the drive to accomplish it.

Keitlin Okell
Third Place – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Time to Make a Difference

I

never thought this could happen to me. I slammed the car door, walking away, not looking behind
me. The screech of tires against pavement gave me some relief, but I still looked over my shoulder
to make sure he was gone. I rushed into the nearby coffee shop and headed straight into the
bathroom. I stood in front of the mirror, staring at my reflection until I finally broke down. The feeling
in my stomach made my knees feel weak; I leaned on bathroom sink for support. What had happened
finally hit me, and I felt so helpless.
Pulling myself together, I walked out of the bathroom and anxiously awaited my parents. Time
stood still; I just wanted to be home. Walking to the car, I knew I had to lie. I couldn’t bear telling my
parents about or seeing their reactions to what had happened. I was terrified.
Stepping into the car, I felt warmth; not just from the temperature, but from the love of my
parents. They were worried because I had called at 3 AM. I lied, saying nothing about the truth. I just
stared off into the distance, holding myself together. When we got home, I crawled into bed with my
mother; her presence made me feel safe. I didn’t want to be talked to or touched—I just didn’t want to
be alone.
As days passed, the incident kept repeating in my head, and I looked at myself in disgust. My nights
were now sleepless. Telling my parents wasn’t an option, but I couldn’t keep this to myself. I felt like
there was a monster inside of me. Thinking of myself as a victim was not easy to accept, thinking of
myself as a sexual assault victim was even harder to stomach.
One day I finally considered talking to the police about my situation. My body tightened and
tensed, and my heart beat out of my chest as I started dialing my brother’s number. My brother Chris
and I were always close, and at the time, he was the only one in whom I wanted to confide.
When I started to tell him, Chris promised this was between us. I choked until he asked sternly,
“Did he rape you?” Instantly, tears rolled down my cheeks. I felt a burning sensation in my head and
my stomach turned upside down. All that came out was, “No, but he almost did.” My brother was
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worried about me, and he wanted to know if I was okay. Chris was the reason I went to the police. He
gave me the courage and hope I thought I didn’t have. He told me that it wasn’t my fault and that I
was stronger than ever for making this decision.
Walking up to the door of the police station, my legs began to tremble and my hands began to
shake. I knew, however, that I couldn’t look back. While I waited to speak to an officer, my anxiety
started to sky-rocket. All I could do was wait, but the seconds felt like minutes, the minutes felt like
hours. Finally, I was face-to-face with Constable St. Burnet. When I saw him in front of me in his
uniform, writing down everything I was saying, I realized that this was really happening. I realized that I
was actually doing something about the assault and that I wasn’t going back.
I told him everything about that night, giving him a clear picture of the situation. Then he
confirmed it was a case. I couldn’t help but start to cry; my tears were automatic and I had no control.
Trying to keep myself together, I agreed when the officer said he wanted to record my interview.
Constable St. Brunet tried to make me feel comfortable, understanding how I felt. He told me what
would happen if I did or didn’t press charges, answering all my questions. I had to fill out some
paperwork, swear I would tell nothing but the truth and then the questions started—from beginning to
end.
Remembering that day was probably one of the hardest things I’ve ever done when all I wanted
to do was forget. Every detail was discussed. This time I didn’t cry, this time I was stronger. Telling the
officer what happened made me realize I was reporting it for the right reason.
At the end of the interview, I felt so relieved that everything was finally out. I had the choice to
press charges or not, and decided that it wasn’t worth all of the pressure and stress. My assailant
now has a record and if he does anything like this again, he’ll be put behind bars. Just knowing I did
something rather than nothing lifted the weight of the world from my shoulders and cleared my head.
Today, I still think about the assault, but I’m not going to let it beat me. Nobody deserves what I’ve
been through. I’ve learned that I can’t let anybody destroy me as a person. I need to accept everything
good and bad in my life because I will only get stronger. I know that this wasn’t my fault, and that
there was nothing I could have done to stop it. This event in my life controlled me at one point, but
now I am stronger. Sometimes bad things have to happen for somebody’s eyes to open—mine have
never been so open—and I would never change what happened.

Madeleine Poulin
Fourth Place – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

M-m-m-my Obstacle
“In life there are many obstacles, blocking and trying to stop you from success, but it is up
to you to overcome them, and by doing so, you will become a stronger person and you will
appreciate the outcome more.” – Inspired words from an unknown source.

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 241

Sudbury, Ontario

T

here are many obstacles that are prominent in everyone's life: the death of a loved one, shyness,
an injury, and so on. Mine was st-st-st-stuttering.

Stuttering is defined as a “communication disorder in which the flow of speech is broken by
repetition (li-li-like this), prolongations (llllike this), or abnormal stoppages (no sound) of sounds and
syllables” (The Stuttering Foundation). In essence, the left frontal lobe of my brain which controls my
speech was unable to catch up with what I was saying. Simply said, my mouth was moving too fast for
my brain.
Five percent of children around the world are diagnosed with stuttering, many of whom are cured
in six months or by late childhood. Only one percent of children are unable to grow out of stuttering,
which causes problems in adulthood. Thankfully, I was able to overcome this obstacle.
It all began in grade one. Sometimes I would get so excited that when I spoke, I had difficulty
saying words as simple as “the”. When this would first occur, I didn't think much more than just calm
down; it was only a minor glitch in the system. To combat this minor glitch, I would sometimes choose
different words to express my thoughts. Instead of saying “want to come to my house?”, I would
switch it to “let’s hangout.” I didn’t see it as a problem.
As my stuttering got worse, however, and rewording sentences wasn't cutting it anymore, it started
to bother me—as well as other students—more and more each day. My friends and family didn't mind
that I was like this; they saw the person underneath and patiently helped me when I got stuck on
words. Some of my classmates, however, were not as understanding: they would mock me, and they
would give me annoyed looks every time I talked or attempted to talk.
At first, I perceived these mockeries and insults as jokes, and wondered why my teacher got so
angry each time someone made fun of my stuttering. But then one day, I recalled every word that
my classmates had ever said to me, and I realized that this was not right. These comments were too
childish even for six year olds. I soon felt as if my brain came to a temporary road-block every time
I would speak. I began to say less and less each day because my confidence was shredded. I was
emotionally in pieces.
One day instead of having recess, I was brought to the office where it was tightly filled by my
teacher, my mom, and my dad. I still remember how I felt, consumed from head to toe with fear. What
have I done wrong? Am I being sent away because I can't speak as well as the others? My thoughts
were interrupted when a stranger walked into the room. At first I was intimidated, but she had a warm
and welcoming smile when she said hello. Everyone in the room seemed to know who she was except
for me. Before I could even respond to her, the adults went into the hall and instructed me to stay in
the office.
As I sat there, I began to get more and more curious as to what they could be discussing that was
so secretive. I tried pressing my ear against the glass window to listen-in on their conversation, but it
didn’t work. It felt like a whole day had gone by and I was growing impatient. I looked at the clock and
saw only five minutes had elapsed. I decided I had had enough. I marched out of my seat and walked
to where the adults were, a whole five steps, and demanded they tell me what was going on. My sixth
sense was right: they were discussing my stuttering. I wasn't being sent away at all! Everyone involved
thought it would be in my best interest if I had a speech therapist. I would be able to leave class every
day and go to the library where I would have lessons to improve my speech. As soon as I heard those
two heavenly words, “leave class,” I was sold.
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As soon as I sat down in the library, I knew this was going to be great. The therapist asked me
about myself and, surprisingly, I was able to answer all of her questions without stuttering as much as
usual.
The next day, I went to school with more confidence than I had ever had in a long time. That day
was my first day out of my verbal prison.
Throughout the six months of my speech lessons, the therapist was very kind and patient. We
played card games and board games, and we read books. In retrospect, the therapy was similar to the
brain enhancing website “Lumosity.” It felt like games, but it was serious brain training. Before I knew
it, the therapy sessions were over and I was cured.
Two of the most important lessons I learned from my therapist are to always breathe and to think
first about what I am going to say. Today, I put these tactics to use daily without being conscious of
them.
Stuttering was my obstacle, and obstacles are difficult to overcome. Once you finally conquer them,
however, you have a feeling like no other. It's like being on top of the world. I rarely stutter anymore
thanks to the help from my speech therapist, my parents, and my own perseverance. I challenge
anyone to rap the song “Let's Get it Started” by The Black Eyed Peas better than me!

Madeleine Poulin, a Grade 11 student, enjoys playing soccer and has been on her school team for the past three
years. Academically, her favourite subjects include science, history, gym, and English, and Madeleine also loves to
socialize, to cook, and to read. She especially enjoys the Divergent and the Harry Potter series, and her favourite
classic is the Merchant of Venice.

Williem Agnihotri
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Song of Self-Confidence

I

am a very shy person. Actually, that is a huge understatement—I am more than just shy. According
to the Internet and a know-it-all mom, I have social anxiety. In other words, I get extreme anxiety
in social situations. These situations include talking to people, playing sports, and even lifting up
my hand in class. It’s as if I have two personalities, influenced by the potion of social interaction. My
social anxiety originates from my insecurity. I don’t have a strong opinion about myself. Basically, I think
that everything I do is embarrassing, so for the past 16 years of my life, I have been like a shadow of a
person.
Having social anxiety is the worst feeling. Your heartbeat increases until you can’t feel it anymore,
your words come out as demonic gibberish, and your mind keeps yelling, “WHEN WILL THIS END!”
Although I still have problems interacting with people, my social insecurity has greatly improved. My
journey towards improvement began four years ago, with my first solo cello performance.
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I was a recreational cello player. I wasn’t anything special, but I could play moderately difficult
music. Anyways, during my last year of cello lessons, when I was twelve, I attended a music camp. It
was on St. Joseph’s Island (nowhere important) at an old, dilapidated farm. I was one of three cello
players, so—lucky me—there was plenty of pressure.
Towards the end of the camp, I was practicing in the cello sauna, a forty-year-old unfinished grey
shack which smelled like urine. I had been playing “Minuet II” by Bach when I was interrupted by a
knock at the door. “Your B is flat and you could use more elegance on the whole notes, but I think
you’re ready.” It was my cello teacher. A stream of obscene words rolled into my head, “Ready for
what?” I stammered. “This.” He handed me a blue piece of paper that I simultaneously idolized yet
loathed. It was a concert sign up form. He wanted me to play my song in front of EVERYBODY.
I had played in recitals before, but always in groups—never solo. The whole concept was
completely foreign to me. As I answered, my thoughts kept on cutting in, “Sure (‘what did you say?
Stop it!’), I’ll (‘Don’t say it!’) do (‘THEY WILL LAUGH!’) it (‘You are going to die…’).” “Great,” he
laughed (I could tell he enjoyed my reluctance), “Be there at six.” I don’t know why I said yes… maybe
to discern myself from the others, or maybe simply to change. All I knew was that I couldn’t take it
back; I had flung myself into a malignant ocean and had issued my own execution.
When I arrived at the concert hall (an ancient hollow barn) for rehearsal, millions of my own
thoughts pleaded with me to stop. The hall (or stable) was completely empty except for the other
musicians on death row. When I took out my cello, I was terrified. I almost fainted. Then, my cello
teacher waved me over and I meekly walked up on stage. I rehearsed, and then walked off. Nobody
said a word. Was it tolerable? Do they despise me now? Will they make fun of me? These and many
other irrelevant questions came into my head. I was so focused on the negatives that I did not even
realize that the entire barn was now filled with spectators.
As I sat writhing in my seat, the first couple of performers went on. I couldn’t concentrate on
anything besides my chaotic mind. Then the host introduced my performance. It was time for my
execution.
I quietly shuffled on stage and put my music on the stand. I had accepted my fate and awaited the
lethal injection. There was a long pause of awkward silence as I placed the cello between my legs, and
tightened my bow. I rubbed my hands over the smooth surface of my cello and looked at the audience.
I felt like an old zebra waiting to be eaten by lions. The people’s faces screamed “HUMILIATION IF NOT
PERFECT”, and the busted barn whistled with the wind to show that even it was watching.
I was alone.
Then I started. I tried to concentrate on my sheet music, and to my surprise, it worked. It felt like
no one was there except for the sound. I played well—if I do say so myself—making no noticeable
mistakes. When I was finished, I gasped for air, did the proper “pretend like you’re throwing up” bow,
then slowly left the stage.
The truth is that everyone is insecure about something. It’s natural, and although it may seem
impossible to get over, to improve, you need to think differently. Expand your comfort zone and try
to understand it. As you become more comfortable with any insecurity, it becomes easier to mitigate.
Although it may be difficult, it is good to push yourself into uncomfortable situations. You will learn
more about it and eventually feel more comfortable with it.

244 | Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

Sudbury, Ontario

Furthermore, stop viewing yourself as the center of attention. In reality, most people are not paying
attention to you. Do not make up false scenarios about what people are thinking¬—focus on your own
actions.
Finally, stop thinking about the negatives. It may come as a surprise, but something good can come
out of every situation. Reflect on the event by only writing positive things about it. It will make you feel
contentment towards it.
“It has always seemed that a fear of judgment is the mark of guilt and the burden of insecurity”
(Criss Jami). Insecurities are evil beings; they evoke fear and cause stress. They can, however, be
controlled. You must go against them and you must do things that are outside your comfort zone to
confront them. Eventually, your true personality will shine through, and the world will undoubtedly
accept you.

Seventeen-year-old Williem, a Grade 11 student, was born in Burlington, Ontario, on March 14th, 1997. He has
lived in many different locations—Lethridge in Alberta and Fort Smith in the Northwest Territories—but has lived
in Sudbury for most of his life. Williem is a quiet, reserved, and inconspicuous individual who loves badminton
and books.

Jenny Daoust
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Reminiscing in Fear

I

n an almost dream like state, I saw black all around me. Hearing nothing but the shrill sounds of
metal on metal, an unknown force swayed me back and forth, back and forth. Swiftly the urge to
scream overcame me, while the panic was beginning to set in. Then, as suddenly as it happened,
it was over. The silence was deafening, piercing my ears with a hollow empty ring. The cruel dream
ended, leaving me gasping and shaking with fear. Without waiting for a moment to breathe, the pain
settled in, taking sharp authority over my body. At the time, my mind was not focused on myself. It was
running a million miles ahead of me, leaving me to drag behind while I attempted to figure out what
was happening. I was scared, frightened--terrified that something horrible was going to happen within
the next couple of seconds. With the clock ticking, and people rushing all around me, the world should
have seemed fast, way too fast, yet to me it conveyed a slow rhythmic pulse that left me confused and
speechless with all those who passed me. Eventually, the ambulance arrived and loaded my mom and
dad, then the time for me to get up and walk away was there. As I stood, I did not look back. I could
not bring my gaze to land on the twisted metal that was once our car.
In the next few months after my accident, panic would sometimes detonate in the pit of my
stomach and slowly unfold itself. Attacking me when I least anticipated, it left me with tears in my
eyes, a wild mind, and a tight heart. I was constantly anxious while being inside a car, flinching when
one came too close, or feeling trapped by the ominous impression left imprinted on my mentality.
Some nights I dreamt of what had happened and my head would go through the motions of what I
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had endured: teasing and taunting me while I was defenceless against it. I hated the feeling of being
powerless to the unknown. I did not like knowing that I could not stop it from happening again; that
every time I sat in the seat of a car, I felt pieces of myself crumbling to my fear. I was succumbing to
this deep emotion’s every will.
In retrospect, I can still see how scared I was. Closing my eyes, I replay the moment, and catch a
glimpse of myself hiding behind my fear. I can taste the discomfort I felt sitting in pieces of metal, just
as I can smell the anxious air with which I surrounded myself. Yet I also remember the point where
I decided to continue on with my life. I decided that being powerless was not who I wanted to be
anymore. In the blink of an eye, I came face to face with a choice -- a choice that left me in agony,
giving me only empty air when I stretched out my hand. In the blink of an eye, I made a decision – a
decision that left no room for mistakes, a decision that changed my everyday life.
As I stood still-silently introspective, I made the decision to not be afraid. It was a moment in time
where I broke the hold of empty air, and came up with something concrete. Looking back in time, it
was a moment of being fearless, and coming face to face with a choice that must be made. Sitting
in what once gave me cruel nightmares, I made a decision. A decision to continue on with my life,
and the decision to not hide in the shadow of my fear. I took a soundless vow, a leap of faith, and
courageously stood straight. With a focused purpose, I cleared my head and did what I had to do. I
faced my fear.
At first it seemed impossible. I felt as if I would always be scared, always tense - always seeing
the blackness that echoed the shrill soundings of metal on metal throughout my head. I felt like even
when I tried my hardest, it was not good enough, that giving up was my only option. During this time I
wondered if being powerless was the only route to take, a route I desperately did not want to go down
but somehow felt it was all I had. Even when I vowed not to hide in fear, the determination I once had
was slowly slipping from my grasp.
Left distracted by my hopelessness, I never noticed how I had changed. Being too focused on
wanting it all to go away, I forgot to see how much stronger I was. How I stopped having nightmares
that woke me up, or how I was not anxious. I stopped flinching constantly, and my stomach never got
the tight knots that made me panic. I sensed a peacefulness within myself, that was not there before.
A peacefulness that made me feel stronger, and relaxed. It made me feel in control of my own life once
again. It filled me with the hope I thought I had lost.
It has only been a year and a half since my accident, but I have let go of fears hand. I no longer
cower behind him, lost in my hopelessness and desperation. I fight every day to remain calm, to be
strong, and to not let my worries surface long enough to control my thoughts. Even though the
world passes me by constantly, I wait for this moment. I wait for the moment which empowers the
confidence within me, for when the world slows down just enough that I can jump back in and hold
myself up. I have waited all this time for when I can stand courageously on my own, as well as for the
time when my fear is nothing but a memory that floats down to non-existence.
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Catlen Kuipers
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Big Move

M

y sisters and I have learned how to stick together when the going gets tough. When I was
about ten years old and my sisters were about eight, we all lived with my mom. One morning,
we all got ready for school as usual, and I expected another typical, normal day at school. We
didn’t know that this morning would turn out to be anything but normal.
When I got closer to the school, I remember noticing police cars in the parking lot. That was just
like any other morning, so I didn’t pay it much attention. When I got off the bus, however, a police
officer was standing there waiting for me. He told me that everything would be okay and that I should
not freak out. He then led me first into the school office, and then into the back room. He briefly left to
get the principal and some other people, and when they returned, they all poured into the back room
with us. They sat us down and again told us that everything would be okay. After many reassurances,
they started to ask my sisters and me questions about my mom and how it was living with her.
I remember the officer writing down everything we were saying and asking us for information
about our dad. When he was all done, he repeated once more that everything was going to be okay
and that we should not to be scared.
My sisters and I had no idea what was going on. A woman came over to us and asked us to follow
her out to her van. She drove us to a building in Sudbury before she sat us down to explain what was
going to happen. My sisters started to cry because she told us that we weren’t allowed to see our mom
anymore and that we were going into foster homes for a while. Just as she was done explaining this,
my mom came through the doors in tears sobbing.
“You can't take my kids!” she yelled. My sisters and I started to cry; they told my mom to leave.
After that drama, the lady calmed us down and drove us to our foster homes. When we got to the
first home, she dropped off just my little sisters. I was so confused and asked her why we couldn’t be
together; she replied that it was because there were too many of us. I remember saying, “then let's
go to my dad’s,” but she kept telling me that we couldn't yet and that we had to live with the foster
people for a while.
That night I could not sleep because I did not feel safe or comfortable in someone else's house. All I
could think about was going to my dad’s and whether my sisters were okay. The next day when I woke
up and went to school, I was so anxious to see my sisters, worried that they would not be there or
that I would never get to see them again. The principal met me at the door and took me to the library
where my sisters were waiting for me.
We were all so happy to see each other. We gave each other big hugs and Tori, one of my younger
sisters, looked at me and asked me when we would get to live together again. I told her the truth:
that I didn't know. I said that it could be days, weeks, or even months and that we had to hope for
the best. One of my sisters told me that she didn’t like her foster home, that the people were mean
and disgusting, and that the food was gross. I looked at her and told her to just hang in there and that
hopefully it would all be over soon.
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At the end of the school day, I got to see my sisters before we went back to our foster homes. That
night I lay in bed, hoping that my dad was trying as hard as he could to get us back. After about two
weeks of the same routine, a Children's Aid worker came and talked to us. They told us that my dad
was trying to get custody of us and that in the next 3 days we should be back with him.
My sisters and I were so happy to hear that. We would finally feel safe again. The second day after
she told us that, she came back to my foster home to pick me up. After about an hour's drive, I was
finally with my dad and my sisters. I told them that I never wanted that to happen again.
I learned that family should always stick together through all the hard times just in case something
bad happens. Before all this happened, my sisters and I weren’t that close and now we're closer than
peas in a pod. We never would have been able to get through that situation without each other. Even
though we still squabble like siblings usually do, we all know that when things get tough we will be
there for each other. Knowing that fact, and knowing that family will always be there, makes all of us
more confident.

Catlen, a Grade 11 student from Chelmsford, is an avid outdoorsman who loves hands on work. She has shown
herself to be not only a creative artist, but also a great storyteller. In the future, she hopes to do some travelling to
the West Coast to enjoy its natural beauty.

Melissa Minor
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Aftermath

B

efore I came up with the courage to waltz through the front door of this rather large and
glamorous building, I reminded myself to keep calm, cool and collected. The driveway was
seemingly endless, twisting and turning all the way up to the gigantic, picturesque house. My
best friend at the time hopped out of the car and I followed behind her. She approached the door
and pranced on in, as if this house were her own. I excitedly walked through the large, heavy wooden
door and took myself to another world. I was finally one of them, or I was as close as I’d ever be. I was
popular, or so I thought.
I had always been petrified high school would make me feel inadequate, so I put on a facade
to fit in. When I arrived at the large house, I immediately spotted the vast collection of dark amber
bottles sitting on the bar. My friends were pulling fancy fruity liquors from their bags. Knowing I had to
conform, I followed suit and shyly took out mine. I was desperate to fit in, so I slowly poured the clear
aromatic liquid into my red plastic cup and excitedly lifted it to my mouth. The fiery, bitter flavors stung
my lips and numbed my throat.
I stood awkwardly in the room, unsure of how to carry myself until a cheerful but tipsy girl
approached me and offered me a shot. I took that too—after all, they don’t call it liquid courage for
nothing. This was all so fun and carefree; I didn’t have time to feel guilty. It didn’t matter to me that we
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were breaking the law, that I was lying to my parents or that I was falling into bad patterns. None of it
mattered—until I got caught
I sat through countless awkward dinners after my parents found out what I had been up to on
New Year’s Eve. They shunned me and lost trust in me, which I inexplicably thought was the end of the
world. I felt like I was suffocating. When I finally escaped, I soon realized that not only were my parents
ashamed of me, so were my “friends.” After all, I was to blame for getting them caught with their
parents as well. They thought that this was somehow my plan, like I wanted to gamble away all of my
relationships in exchange for a half a bottle of strong, bitter, and sickening fluid. They mocked my every
move; I was constantly fearful of what they would do next. I would walk the halls and be scrutinized,
yelled at and tortured. Some kids would follow me yelling things like “Fat-ass!” or “Bitch!”; others
would simply avoid me. The words and the actions, like the alcohol, stung. They were constantly
finding new and innovative ways to belittle me and use my insecurities against me.
Late at night I would fumble around in my drawers to find an old, disassembled razor. I would
press the dull blade onto my skin, deliberately drawing blood. It hurt, but it was self-inflicted, it was
something I could control. My dark twisted mind made me believe that if I hurt myself enough, I
wouldn’t feel the pain that the others caused. I felt like there was nothing I could do to escape. I
stayed up in bed composing countless letters to leave behind. Finding sanctuary in my own fantasies,
I imagined inflicting pain on these people for everything they did to me. My cold soul envisioned the
look in their eyes when they realized that they had killed someone. The way I saw it, I wouldn’t have
been the one to kill myself, they would have been. They killed my soul, my spirit, my self-worth; I just
stopped my heart from beating. The one thing that kept me alive was the horrified look I pictured in
my mother’s eyes; I couldn’t do that to her.
One morning, I remember waking up morning ill. Usually, I would be ready to go to school;
feeling ill was the new norm. I realized, however, that this kind of ill was unusual even for me. I felt
an unbearable pain practically paralysing me, a torturous pressing headache which pounded my skull
and blurred my vision. It made me nauseated, and I felt like my brain could at any moment liquefy and
drip out of my ears like a leaky faucet. I remember carefully walking myself down to the office to call
home. I tried to express my horror to the secretary, but I was incapable; I couldn’t put my feelings into
words. I had lost all control of the right side of my body, my face completely unresponsive, like that of a
stroke victim. This was my first of many anxiety attacks. It felt like hundreds of thousands of little bugs
desperately trying to ooze out of every square inch of skin that I had.
It all scared me so much, but I came to a revelation—an epiphany—that day: I didn’t actually
want to die, I just thought I did. Now, I am eternally grateful for whatever internal force kept me from
ending my life. I realize that happiness is a state of mind and I will forever be trying to maintain that
mentality. I still have trouble dealing with my anxiety from time—it’s an on-going battle and there are
some days that I can’t defeat it—but it has made me stronger as a person. I've since realized that I am
so much better than what those kids made me believe. I now know who I am and what I'm capable
of. I’ve learned not to let the voices of others or the voices in my head get the best of me. Through this
horrifying situation, I have grown to love myself. I've always said that everything happens for a reason,
and I think that I am living proof of that.

Melissa Minor, a Grade 12 student from Sudbury, loves to camp, read and, of course, shop. She just accepted her
offer to attend Nipissing University this fall in the Concurrent Education Program. In the future, Melissa hopes to
follow her dreams and become a teacher so she can prove everyone who ever doubted her wrong.
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Pascale Spreadbury
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Don't Worry ‘Bout Me

I

used to live in Bridgetown, Nova Scotia. I loved living there and I wasn't happy about leaving my
beautiful, small town. I had a lot of friends and a boyfriend that I did not want to leave. This is my
story on how and why I moved to Ontario and how it changed me.

Until the age of seven, I had both my parents and I was a happy little girl. Soon after, however, I
wasn't as happy; my mom got breast cancer and had to get a breast removed. My father didn't like
that outcome—especially when the doctor said that it would be better if she removed both of her
breasts. Afterwards, my parents got into a vicious fight, and I realized that my dad didn't love my mom
as much as he said he did.
One night, I awoke to my dog barking and my mother screaming. I started to cry and called out
for my mother. My mom entered my room with tears in her eyes, my dad right on her heels. I looked
closely at my mom and saw that her face had markings on it. I realized then that my dad was hitting
my mom. My mother took us to her friend’s house. They told me that it was because of me that my
dad stopped hitting my mother. I'll never forget that awful night.
A week later, my dad left. He stayed in a motel not too far from our house and would spend time
with me before and after school. Like every kid whose parents were separating, I hoped that, even after
what he did, they would get back together. When he left for good, it hurt me. He was leaving us at the
time when we needed him the most.
A few years later, my mom met a guy she really liked who made her happy. After 5 years, the
cancer went away. Life got a little better. Not even a year later, however, my mom got two other types
of cancers. The doctors weren't able to do anything without making it worse. They gave her six months
to a year to live. In that moment, my life changed forever. I tried to stay as far away from my mom as I
could. I was trying to run away from her sickness. I was only 12 years old; I was scared.
As the months went by, my mom got worse. I tried to spend more time with her, but no matter
how hard she tried, she couldn't hide the pain in her eyes. Her pain broke me. I spent less and less time
with her; I didn't want to believe that she was dying, even when she was in the hospital for close to
three weeks.
One day, I came home from school and found my mom and her boyfriend crying. My mom and her
boyfriend weren’t the type for crying; they always smiled around me, so this scared me. My heart was
racing while I waited to hear what was wrong. They told me that my mom had a week or less to live.
I broke down right there in the kitchen. That night I couldn't sleep. I kept thinking that I should have
spent more time with her, that I was a bad daughter. The next day when I went to school, I felt like a
zombie. My mom was dying, and there was nothing I could do about it. I decided that day that I would
do what I could to make it up to my mom. I wanted to make it one of the best weeks of her life, and
to be a better daughter. Little did I know what was going on back home.
When I got home, I knew something was wrong. There was a weird noise coming from the living
room. I went in and saw my Aunt and my mom’s best friend leaning over my mom who was on a
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hospital bed. There was stuff coming from her mouth. I couldn't take it. It was too much for me. I ran
like my feet were on fire to a family friend’s house. I was going to return home eventually, but only
when I was ready. Six minutes after I ran from my house, my oldest sister came and got me. She had
tears in her eyes and told me the worse news you could tell a thirteen-year-old. My mother had just
died. It was all over. I couldn't make it up to my mom. Game over. I was the worse daughter ever.
From then on, I blamed myself. I thought to myself non-stop: if I had spent more time with her,
would she have lived longer? Is it my fault that she's gone? I never thought that I would forgive myself.
This changed though when I came to Ontario to live with my grandparents only days after the funeral.
I met people who made me realize that it wasn't my fault, that she would have died either way. Most
importantly, they helped me realize that although she might be dead, she will always be with me in
my heart. I came to realize that she is no longer in pain and that she wouldn't want me to feel sad,
angry, or upset. It wouldn't have been like that if I stayed in Nova Scotia. It might have been worse. I
learned that I should spend as much time as I can with the people I love, especially my own flesh and
blood. I'll never go back to what I was before. I also know that she is watching over me always. Moving
to Ontario was the best thing to happen to me after my mother passed away, both mentally and
emotionally.

Pascale, a Grade 11 student, recently moved to the Greater Sudbury area from the East Coast. She loves to read
and has often dreamt about being a writer.

Brittany Tate
Honourable Mention – Grade 11 & 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

It Isn’t Easy Growing Up In WWIII

I

still remember that day I heard my parents fighting, my twelve-year-old self hiding in a bedroom
closet, shaking with fear and anxiety. They had always fought, and this fight had been going on for
a while, but I never expected to hear the next words out of my mother’s mouth. The moment she
irrationally screamed “Your father and I are getting a divorce!” became the single, most crucial turning
point in my life. The moment broke me inside and the moment led me to pain, to hardship.
Questions circled in my brain—they kept me awake at night, harassed me throughout the day,
and left me distraught—and I wondered: where would I stay? Who would I live with? How would this
change my life? I had friends whose parents were divorced as well. They seemed to be okay; maybe it
would work out fine.
The life I used to live, what I began to think of as the ‘simple life,’ no longer existed. I was forced to
grow up fast, much too fast for a twelve-year-old. At that point, I felt responsible for not only myself,
but my younger brother as well. He was only two-years-old at the time, so he obviously couldn’t
fathom what was going on.
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The most painful memories were not the ones I had of screaming matches between my parents,
but the ones of them alone and in tears, of me not knowing how to comfort them. They were both
such strong people in my mind; seeing them in moments of such weakness and vulnerability was one
of the most difficult things for me to experience.
It all became real when my father left; packing his belongings and backing his silver truck out of
the driveway. I reached for his arm, desperately trying to pull him back. I wanted to go with him and I
didn’t want to live without him.
In the beginning, I spent a lot of time living aimlessly out of a suitcase. I went back and forth from
one household to another until I couldn’t; it was unbearable. After being kicked out by my mother
multiple times, I decided to live solely with my father. It was better at first, even in the basement of my
grandfather’s house that was barely big enough for the two of us.
Things became more complicated as time went on. My father began seeing another woman, his
current girlfriend. My first impression of her was a usual reaction to meeting someone for the first time:
she seemed like a nice woman and I got along with her other two kids quite well. First impressions can,
however, be deceptive.
I never really understood what I had done to anyone or why I deserved to be treated the way I was.
I have always tried my hardest to be the best person I can be, yet it has never seemed to be enough.
I fell into a depression, missing the majority of eighth and ninth grade. I was constantly tired, sore,
and out of energy. I struggled to get out of bed every day, and I didn’t want to face reality anymore.
Instead, I just wanted to stay hidden in my room, safe from all the fights, bullying, and disasters that
lurked outside my door.
After the onset of my depression, my dad’s girlfriend’s attitude towards me went south. After a
few months—which I personally believe was much too soon—my father bought a new house for his
girlfriend and her two kids to move into with us. Unfortunately, that didn’t work out, and my dad
simply spent more time at his girlfriend’s house than at ours.
I was stuck babysitting my brother overnight for weeks on end, cooking and feeding the both of
us while trying to balance my school work and keep my grade averages high. It was one of the most
stressful times of my life. After a struggle for many months, my father informed me that he was going
to move into his girlfriend’s house, and I was not welcome to join; essentially abandoning me.
It was a long, hard run from there to get to where I am today. For a period of time, I was forced
to seek guidance. I never liked counsellors; I hated being spoken to like I had a problem. I didn’t
appreciate being asked the same questions over and over again while watching them scribble nonsense
on a clipboard. But I managed to pull through, and as difficult as it was, I am very happy that stage in
my life is now over.
Everything that has happened up until this point in my life, and everything that is still happening in
my life, started with that moment; the moment my parents uttered the disgusting word divorce. But
the things that have happened, even the negative ones, have shaped my life in a way that I can only
understand now that I am in a better place.
There are still some days when wicked thoughts swirl through my head, when I wish I could just
run away from the monstrosities of life, when I wish I could just hide with my twelve-year-old self in the
closet, away from all my fears. I have since learned that I can push through these fears; I have become
a better person, able to cope with the harsh realities of today. I cherish every friendship I have and
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every person who helped me through the dark times in my life. I’ve even learned to love myself more. I
discovered in the times when I felt the world was caving in around me that I am stronger than I think,
and that if I have the strength to get through everything I have, then I have the strength to jump over
any obstacles that are thrown my way in the future.

Sixteen-year-old Brittany Tate, a Grade 11 student, enjoys expressing herself through drawing, painting, music,
and photography. She also loves English and writing because of its similar expressive quality. In the future, Brittany
aspires to pursue a job in an art field.
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Grade 6

ࣔ&KDUDFWHUVGRQRWFKDQJH2SLQLRQVDOWHUEXW
FKDUDFWHUVDUHRQO\GHYHORSHG´
– Benjamin Disraeli, Prime Minister U.K.

Dann Pangan
First Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

When Our Dog Died

W

hen I was just a baby, my parents bought a dog. A dog that I had played with even under the
fog. We grew together. We stayed beside each other. His name was Oddie, and I loved him.
But he had to die; he was too old.

We cried and sobbed and mourned. We could not sleep until the morning came. We still remember
him. In fact, when the clouds surround the mountain not far away from us, our family says that it is
him chasing his tail around. He used to do it every morning.
Oddie was supposed to be a hairy dog but he only ever grew short hairs. After he died, the whole
house still smelled like him, the air was still filled with his hair. Weird dog, right?
It took a lot of days to get rid of both the smell and the dog hair. We had to open the door so the
smell would slowly go away. All the cleaning got so bad that I had to spend at least one day outside.
It’s a good thing there it wasn’t winter!
After the stay outside day, the house was a little bit better so my mom started to sweep the hair
out. We not only miss him, but we also need him: he was in charge of chasing bugs away.
Later, my family and I went outside and started burying our dog in one of the backyard corners. For
the burial, we used a box that Oddie could comfortably fit in.
He was a big part of our family. He ate our left overs, slept on our bed, and even woke us up when
he got bored and couldn’t sleep at night. If I had a chance to talk to him again, I would say “I wish you
could come back.” And I totally mean it. He was the best dog I have ever known.

Dann, a Grade 6 student, is very good at art and Math. In his spare time, he likes to play basketball and to draw
pictures—especially of his dog. In the future, Dann would like to be an artist and a writer.
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Queen Lontoc
Second Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

The New Girl

I

never thought that being new in school would be so hard. Everything was so strange. Even my
feelings were strangely weird. Everyone was staring at me. I felt like throwing up. Everyone had
different groups of friends. It’s like being in a beautiful jail; everyone was close to one another and I
was just standing on the outside like, what?!
The start didn’t go too well. It was my first time speaking English to foreign people. I felt
abandoned by the person who was supposed to help me. I was so nervous that words coming out
of my mouth got all mixed up. Finally, I heard something; it was the bell. It meant it was recess time.
Phew!! That saved me big time!
At recess, I didn’t know where to go. Good thing the students in my school were nice enough to
play with me! I had a great time. The next recess was different. This time I really didn’t know where to
go. Phew!! I saw someone I knew. Believe it or not he actually became my best friend for a moment.
We played the same game over and over again. I didn’t think it was fair because I’m always it, but oh
well, I don’t know where else to go.
A few months later, sometime in January, we got a new girl. She was from the Philippines, my
home country. I found it a little strange that she wouldn’t talk. Our teacher told me to keep her
company and to be her work buddy.
C’mon, why on earth wouldn’t I say yes?
I didn’t want her to feel left out like I did. We were told that we could work in the common area so
we did. She was so different outside of the class room; she was really talkative. From that moment on,
I started being friends with her. She became my best friend. We would always hang out every day after
school. That’s how I felt a little bit better: I’m not the newest girl in our class anymore.

Queen, a Grade 6 student, enjoys playing basketball and solving math equations. In her spare time, she likes to
hang-out with her best friend Trixie. Sometimes she also enjoys hanging out with her guy friends because they
are less dramatic. When she was younger, she really wanted to be a teacher. Now, however, Queen wants to be
an architect.
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Trixie Elguira
Third Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

New Girl

D

o you know that feeling when you’re the new girl or boy at school? Well I do. I’ve been the new
girl two times. It’s so hard being the new girl! I have no idea who’s mean or nice, or who wants
to be my friend or who wants to be my best friend.

When I moved to Ogema, Saskatchewan in Grade 2 I didn’t know anyone. Thankfully, there were
people there that had the same culture as me. When I got to my class, I didn’t know where to sit. I just
sat down with this black-haired boy. It turned out he was a Filipino, so I was thankful that I got to sit
with him. His name was Matt, and he became my first friend there. He taught me a little bit of English,
because I didn’t really know how to speak it at all.
At recess, some of the other girls in Grade 3 came up to me and greeted me. They were Filipinos
too. I’m glad I found my best friends, but after two years, I had to move to another place. I had to say
good bye to my best friends; It was really hard.
Next, I was in St. Mary’s School in Estevan, Saskatchewan. I got the “new” feeling back again. But
this time it was a nervous-excited feeling. When I got to my class, everyone’s eyes were on me. I felt my
face turn so red because I was so shy.
My first friend there was Queen. I recognized another girl, Sarah, who was from Saskatoon. My dad
and her dad knew each other. Sarah and I didn’t really talk that much, then. Now, Sarah and Queen are
my best friends. It didn’t take long to realize that they were true friends. I like Estevan now!
I don’t regret moving to Estevan. I found new friends, but my old best friends are still in my heart.
Sometimes, if you move a lot, you get used to it. Those old and new friends of mine will always stay
with me.

Trixie, a Grade 6 student, enjoys playing basketball and badminton. In her spare time, she enjoys her electronics
and friends. In the future, Trixie wants to be a flight attendant or a technical engineer.
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Hunter Chipley
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

My First Trophy Deer

I

t started on October 7th, 2013. That is when I got my Hunter Safety License. After that moment, I
began hunting with my Excalibur crossbow. On November 1st, I saw a total of 9 deer, 6 mule deer,
and 3 white-tail deer. By November 21st, we had seen a total of 19 deer—including my deer. The
biggest deer we saw was my 5 by 5.
When I received my trophy, I had a flash back to when I took the shot of my life time. It felt like
ten minutes but my dad said that it was only two. When I looked through the scope of my 243 Savage
youth model, I aimed low on the lungs and towards the middle of the heart. When I pulled trigger, my
buck fell, then got up and ran about 100 yards.
The weather was crappy, and a blizzard started at 5:00PM on that Wednesday afternoon. The
weather did not help us at all for the field dressing.
My deer scored 105 and 2/8. I got a European head mount. My buck has 2 unique points off of the
main beam. My deer was the biggest deer killed in my age group. He will always be my favorite deer.
When you look down at his antlers, they look like a heart.
My deer is really cool. He is the first deer I ever shot. You have to be 12 to shoot any big game
animal or bird. I’m hoping to shoot some more this year. If you have a chance to shoot a deer, take it.

Hunter, a Grade 6 student, enjoys hunting and archery. He has been hunting since he was two, and is very
involved in archery. In his spare time, Hunter enjoys hanging out with his friends. When he grows up, he plans to
be a professional hunter.

Cyrus Rooks
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Shooting My First Deer

I

went up to where my grandparents live. It was hunting season! I knew I was going to shoot my
first deer. I could feel it.

I have always loved hunting. For the first day, we just drove around looking for deer; we
weren’t able to shoot at any. So we went and picked up my grandpa’s friend Shaun. He took us to his
parent’s farm to look for deer.
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We saw quite a few deer. I was able to shoot at one but I missed. So we went back to my
grandparents’ house because it was getting too dark to hunt.
We woke up at 5:00AM to go hunting again. We were hunting for about two hours till we actually
saw some. They were coming out of the bush to feed. We saw one on a hill so I got tried to shoot at it
but the bullet got jammed in the gun. We startled it, so it ran.
We chased it in the truck. It ran in the bush so we got out of the truck and looked in the bush. The
deer ended up running out the other side. We got back in the truck to look for different deer, and then
we saw a doe. She ran in the bush, however, so we didn’t even try scaring it out.
At about 10:00AM we saw a deer on a hill. I got out my gun fast, and quietly loaded a bullet.
I shot, but once again I missed. The deer must have been deaf because the shot sound didn’t even
startle him. So I shot again and hit the deer from about 200 yards away!
We waited about five minutes till we started walking up to it. We got close and stabbed it in the
neck to make sure that it was dead. We skinned it, field dressed it (gutted it), and then brought it
home.
I shot my first deer: a 3x3! We got about 60 pounds of sausage from the deer.

Cyrus, a Grade 6 student, has shot his first deer and shoots bows frequently. He is very active and his favorite
sports are archery, bow hunting, and rifle hunting. In his spare time, Cyrus enjoys riding his scooter and hanging
out with his friends.

Hannah Mantei
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Getting to the Games

I

was named on the Saskatchewan Games Team. I was so excited! I was speechless! After the first
meet, I trained really hard to beat my scores.

The week of the games finally came, and I was all packed and ready to go. On Sunday, I was
excited. When we finally arrived, everyone was excited. We got to the village, had something to eat,
and then gathered in the gym for the opening ceremonies.
When the Southeast District walked in, everyone was screaming in the stands! They lit the torch
outside. When the ceremonies were done, we all went outside and there it was: the torch!
On Monday morning, we had to be up at six. We did our hair and then went to the pool. At
10:30AM, we swam figures. We went back to the village to put knox in our hair and do makeup. Back
at the pool, we stretched and drilled our routines. I started to get nervous.
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After warm-up, the prelims started. I swam 14th/out of 15 swimmers. After I swam, I got my marks.
My routine score was 53.3567 and the championship score was 55.5247. I was so happy! After a little
bit, I found out I was in the A flight.
On Tuesday, we had to get up just as early to get ready. We went to the pool at 7:15AM, stretched,
and drilled our routines. After warm-up, we swam finals.
I was the first one to swim in the A flight. My whole body was shaking. After I was done
swimming, I got my marks…and my mark was higher than my prelims! Later I found out I was a point
off from getting a bronze medal, but that I had obtained the third highest routine score! I wasn’t
disappointed by not getting a medal. I had done my best.
Later that night, there was a dance!!! It was so much fun!
On Wednesday morning, there were other events, but I wasn’t participating. And so after the
awards ceremony, we all went home. It was an amazing experience and I hope it won’t be my last
games!

Hannah, a Grade 6 student, loves to swim. In fact, she is both a synchronized and a speed swimmer. One day,
Hannah hopes to be on Team Canada for synchro in the Olympics. She is very athletic and also loves to play
badminton, volleyball, and basketball.

Teague Plamondon
Honourable Mention – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

My First Goal

I

t was the year 2007-2008 in Landenberg, Saskatchewan. The game started at 6:00PM. We scored
our first goal of the game seven minutes in, scored by number 7 and assisted by numbers 3 and 8.
The first period ended with the score 1-0 for my team.

The second period started at 6:30PM. After 18 minutes of back and forth offence and defense, the
other team scored. The goal was scored by number 10, and was unassisted. The second period ended
with the score 1-1.
The third period started with me on a line with number 7 and number 3 as forwards and with
number 4 and 5 as defensemen. I felt the adrenaline in me as I played. After every shift I played, I
increasingly felt like I would do something good. I was excited and cold as I rushed every shift. Finally—
at 7:30 in the third period—I got the puck and started skating.
I skated as fast as I could. I felt the excitement as I shivered in the cold of the rink. Then I got past
their blue line. Then I got in between their hash marks. Then I shot the puck… and I scored!
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After celebrating, I got on the bench. I could hear my name being called and I could hear people
cheering. I was cold but excited. The time of the goal was 12:35 in the third period. Shift after shift,
the other team tried to score but we wouldn’t let them. At the end of the game, the score was 2-1.
We won!
I got a lot of pats on the backs and high fives in the dressing room. I was excited to tell my mom I
scored. That was the best moment in my life.

Teague, a Grade 6 student, loves to play hockey and football. Academically, he enjoys school with math being his
favourite subject. In his spare time, Teague plays video games and reads books. When he grows up, he would like
to be either a hockey player or an architect.
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Grade 7 & 8

ࣔ,WLVRIOLWWOHWUDLWVWKDWWKHJUHDWHVWKXPDQFKDUDFWHU
LVFRPSRVHG´ – William Winter, Politician

Sarah Leverton
First Place – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

You Don’t Know Their Story

“I

have depression,” the girl I had known for three years confessed. I didn’t really know what to
say. I didn’t know how to react. Instead of saying anything, I stayed quiet.

My friend had invited me to her house just 2 hours earlier, along with 4 other people. I
had accepted and was playing truth or dare. Quickly, other secrets spilled.
“Me too,” another girl had chimed in. My jaw dropped; I was completely in shock. How could
these perfectly “happy” and beautiful girls be unhappy? I was jealous of all them; I had wanted to be
them.
I had no idea they were suffering.
Another one said that she cut herself because of bullying. I was still in shock. I just kind of stared
and shifted uncomfortably on the floor. I had so many questions running through my head and my
mind was spinning. I worry my curiosity was offensive.
Why would you hurt yourselves? What is it like to cut? Who hurt you? Why would people bully
you? When did this start? Who else do I know that’s hurting?
They told one another about being bullied, battling depression, surviving hardships, and feeling
alone. All these girls were bonding and crying while I just sat there staring at them, wondering who
could hurt them and why. Looking back on it now, my ignorance may have come off as insincerity.
After that night, it got me thinking. I realized that you can’t know anything about the people
you walk past on the street. They could be hurting and you wouldn’t be able to tell. You don’t know
whether they have a home, whether they have anywhere to go, or whether they get abused. You don’t
know if they are suicidal or depressed or upset. You just don’t know their pain. You just can’t.
That’s why no matter what I do or where I go, I’m kind to everyone. I treat them like I feel they
should be treated: with respect. This experience really changed how I view the world and view others. I
now know that while I enjoy my life, others hate theirs.
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I am still friends with these girls and still keep in contact with them. I am not sure if they know how
much they impacted my life, but I do. I’m glad that I met them because this experience changed not
only me, but the people around me too.

Sarah, a creative Grade 7 student, enjoys reading, writing, dancing, and drawing. With these abilities, she hopes
to become an author or a kindergarten teacher.

Keegan Wahl
Second Place – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Fishing Adventure

T

he cap gun fired off. All across the lake, I could see boats racing to get to their correct fishing
spots. My group was parked on the beach, waiting for another member to join us. When he
arrived, we finally drove to our favourite spot, hopeful to catch the longest or heaviest fish in the
derby.
We put all of our hooks in the water and started fishing. Soon enough, we caught our first Jackfish.
We were disappointed; we all knew it was too small to keep, so we threw it back and continued to
fish. Every fish we reeled in, however, had the same problem: they were too small.
We went to the other side of the lake to see if the fish would bite there. Soon enough, my dad
caught a 9.15 pound jackfish. This catch made us enthusiastic and hopeful. Time passed and with no
fish caught, we looked at the time; we had only an hour left until the fishing derby was over. We were
going to pack it in for the day but my grandpa made us go back to our favourite spot, hopeful that a
big fish was waiting for us.
When we got back to our favourite spot, I changed to a five of diamonds hook and a miracle
happened: I caught a 7.16 pound jackfish just before we were about to leave! We hurried back before
the rush to get our fish weighed and our boat put on the trailer. We then went back to the campsite
and drank because we were dehydrated and ate because we were starving.
It was time to go to the derby reception hall to find out how we did, and to see if we had won any
money or prizes for the fish we caught. After thirty minutes, the organizers finally started announcing
the prize winners. They announced all the junior winners first, and when I heard my name, I burst out
with joy: I had won first place. I caught the biggest fish out of hundreds of other contestants!
This event was a memorable day in my life. I finally felt important to the men with whom I hunt
and fish. I was finally worthy of being in their company; I wasn’t the tag along little boy anymore. My
grandfather has always made me understand how failing or losing can make winning feel better. He
often says, “The sad fact in life is that you cannot have winners without losers, no matter what you do;
it's up to you to make out which one you are.” That night made me fully grasp this teaching. While I
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may mess up or fail in life, I will keep trying because nothing feels better than when you finally earn or
win what you have been working towards.

Thirteen-year-old Keegan, a Grade 7 student, lives in Estevan, Saskatchewan with his parents and younger
brother. His three main hobbies include hunting, fishing, and hockey. Athletically, Keegan likes to play school
sports such as volleyball, basketball, and badminton. He is also very active in the summer: he camps, does water
sports, and kayaks with his friends and family.

Kersey Reich
Third Place – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Learning How to Ride a Bike

L

earning how to ride a bike may not be a tremendous deal for some people, but it sure was for
me. I didn’t learn how to ride a bike until I was ten years old because every time I tried, I fell and
gave up. I know it was easy for some people, but for me, it was one of the hardest things I ever
learned how to do.
It started when I was about six years old. My friend Jeremy and I were playing video games when
he asked me if I wanted to go for a bike ride. I made an immense mistake and told Jeremy I knew
how to ride. I made it about twenty feet down the back alley before I hit a big rock, went over my
handlebars, and badly scraped my knee. I hadn’t even bothered to ride again until four years later.
One night at dinner, my sister brought up that she had a flat tire. I was trying to remain silent; I felt
embarrassed, and I could see where the conversation was going. Then my parents realized why I wasn’t
speaking: I still didn’t know how to ride a bike. My sister could see my face turn red.
Right away, she decided to make it her goal to teach me how to ride a bike. We urgently went out
onto the street, and she taught me how to pedal and steer the bike. It turned out to be a lot easier
than I had previously thought. I caught on after twenty minutes and one wipeout. My sister was very
gracious about it and didn’t laugh at me, which was comforting because I was very nervous and scared.
After riding until it was time to go to bed, I found out that I actually wasn’t too bad at it.
Learning how to ride a bike taught me to keep trying whenever I fall or whenever I fail. I also
learned how to accept help when I don’t know how to do something, even if I feel embarrassed. It may
not be a substantial achievement for some people, but for me, it was an achievement that changed my
life.

Kersey, a Grade 7 student, plays AA and AAA hockey and loves playing all year round. He enjoys reading books
and staying healthy, and considers his family to be an important part of his life. Kersey often hunts and goes
fishing with his dad up north.
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Neilmor Bibat
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Awakening

I

awoke, my deep sleep interrupted by my unconscious scream for help. Again I lay on the bed,
losing the purpose for my place on this world. I stared at the dimly lit room, attempting to find a
goal, a path, a direction, only to be led closer to my own demise. I felt like a hollow shell with no
reason to be.
Fighting with depression, I found myself in an infinite loop of thoughts, constantly questioning my
existence. I could only see myself as a worthless being, but I didn’t know why. Was it a goal I didn’t
accomplish? Was it a repeated failing? I couldn’t understand why I was being pulled down into this
darkness we call depression.
Midnight passed and the loud ticking of the clock interrupted my thoughts, reminding me that I
was losing precious sleep. I needed sleep to hide this part of myself from a world which judged me.
Mental pain was killing me, and I felt like I was fighting myself.
It was a fight I had finally I lost; I thought that death would be better than dealing with the
emptiness.
Finally, I fell asleep. Random images started appearing, showing me what I should’ve done, my
blown chances, my missed opportunities. Then suddenly, I found myself running in a hallway. I didn’t
know why I was running, but it seemed to have no ending. The hall only gave me the choice to run
forward, and so I did.
I awoke.
I opened my eyes to a lit room and my brother attempting to wake me up for school. My brother
left the room when he confirmed that I was awake, and I tried desperately to stand up to another day.
As I got ready, still feeling the depression I had been feeling for four months, I couldn’t help but think
of the dream and what it could have meant.
Going to school, I still kept thinking about the dream and why I had been feeling so worthless. At
that time I didn’t realize that thinking about the dream distracted me from suicide. As I went through
my day, I kept quiet and thought about the dream and the void in my life.
Finally, I found the answer; I was feeling this way because of the void, but the void could be filled. I
had found one answer, and when that happened, I found more.
It was a friend who helped me to discover more, a friend who didn’t even know he was helping me
find a purpose, a friend that helped me fill the void. He introduced me to many things and he helped
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me find the meaning to my dream: we can only move forward in life. There are never ending chances
in front of us so we can forget about the chances behind us, the chances we’ve missed.

Neilmor, a Grade 8 student who lives in Estevan, Saskatchewan, likes to drawing, writing, and the guitar. In his
spare time, he likes to play basketball and to be quiet in class. In the future, Neilmor will be attending the Estevan
Comprehensive and then, hopefully, college. His past experiences, as painful as they are, helped inspire his
Turning Points essay.

Ciara Dayman
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

A Choice

I

had never understood that feeling—that void—before the tragedy. It wasn’t from hunger or from
lack of sleep; it was from that empty space left in your heart when someone you love passes away.
In a strange way, that feeling is almost like a reassurance—that this is real, and that you’re not
crazy. But because it’s so real, it’s also like a death sentence, and you wish you were crazy.
My grandpa Lorne Dayman had been sick with pneumonia for a long time, and was in the hospital
until a week before Thanksgiving of 2011. I remember because I was going to take him a cupcake if he
wasn’t out by Thanksgiving Day. But even then, I knew that he would die eventually. Strangely, I was
always able to push that thought into the dark abyss of my mind; however, too soon that abyss would
come into the light as a day I would never forget.
It was a Saturday morning, although I’m not sure of the exact date. I was sitting at the kitchen
table with my dad and neither of us was really talking. Suddenly he turned to me with tears in his eyes.
For most people this wouldn’t be unusual, but my dad has never cried. It scared me so badly that my
heart nearly stopped.
“Your grandpa” he said slowly, “passed away last night.” In the middle of the sentence, he started
sobbing.
The next few moments come back to me a bit blurry. I remember running into his arms to hug him,
and then I was downstairs sobbing on the couch with my sister. It was the worst moment of my life,
because I felt that I was going to die from sadness.
At that point, I thought life wouldn’t go on, but it did. I mean, I’m here, aren’t I? But not a day
goes by where I don’t relive those awful moments in my life, and think about my grandpa. I later
learned that my grandpa never went to university because he had to support his family, but that he
wanted his grandkids to have more choices in life.
I’ve decided that I will go.
For him.
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Isabel Marcotte
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Winter Games

H

ave you ever been so close to getting something, but just not quite close enough? Have you
ever worked for months for something you really wanted, but not been able to get it? It is like
reaching out for something, but as soon as your fingers graze the tip of it, someone yanks it
away from you. I experienced this disappointment, and I’m going to tell you about it.
I was at the Saskatchewan Winter Games tryouts. I had just skated, and I had gotten everything in
my program but one jump. It was the best I had ever competed, so I felt extremely confident in how I
had done. I thought for sure that I was going to get into the games! I felt so excited! Then the results
went up.
I rushed over, along with everyone else, to see if I was one of the three girls who got in. Then I saw
the results; I hadn’t gotten in. I was .16 of a point from going, and along with a lot of the other girls,
I was devastated. All of my hard work, training, and dedication over the past six months—skating five
days a week for at least an hour and a half every day—was for nothing. I had wanted to go so bad,
and now I couldn’t.
When my coach saw the results, she wasn’t disappointed at all. In fact, she was thrilled! I wasn’t
sure why and it had confused me at first. Then she explained it to me: I had gotten a higher score than
I’d ever had before! Now that I wasn’t just looking at what I placed, I was thrilled with how I skated
again, and I was no longer disappointed about not making it into the games. I was proud of my score
and of myself.
From the Winter Games, I have learned a lesson. I learned that hard work and dedication pays off.
I went into the tryouts wanting to make it into the games, but I left with a new perspective. You’re not
competing against everyone else; you’re competing against yourself. I may not have gotten in, but if I
could do it again, I wouldn’t change a thing.

Isabel Marcotte is currently a grade nine student at the Estevan Comprehensive High School. She enjoys physical
activity such as running, figure skating and playing soccer.

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays | 267

Saskatchewan

Cori Maenpaa
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

All Alone

G

reat friends are hard to find, difficult to leave, and impossible to forget. These words mean so
much more to me now than they ever had before. I went from kindergarten to Grade 3 knowing
everybody in my school and town. I had so much family in this little town of Geralton, Ontario.
Everyone knew me and everyone was friendly. I was only 9 years old when all that was taken from me;
my parents decided to move to a place called Kenora, Ontario.
I didn’t have any friends or family, and I was all alone. It was really hard to make friends and to fit
in; everyone had known one another since they were young, and I was the new kid that nobody knew.
I maybe wasn’t as pretty, as skinny, or as rich as all the other kids did, but I got bullied almost every day
to the point where I HATED school.
I got called so many names by so many people, and no one liked me. I had no friends; that is,
until this new girl moved nearby and took the same bus as me. We instantly became friends, and she
understood me because she went through the same thing. I started liking this place and loved hanging
out with her. She was my best friend and her parents made me feel like family. Then, when I was 11
years old and in Grade 6, I was informed that we were moving again to Estevan, Saskatchewan.
My grandparents lived there, so I figured it would be a lot easier than the first time. It wasn’t. I lost
my best friend and that was really difficult for me. This was a huge turning point in my life because I
realized the value of a friend—how important it is to have them in your life, how important it is to have
that mutual respect. It was really hard for both of us to lose each other; we both needed each other so
badly. I miss her so much… but in the end, I eventually made friends, really good friends.
I just had to remind myself that it would all be OK, maybe not now, maybe not tomorrow, but one
day. I said it enough that one day I actually believed it. I reminded myself that things have changed, but
that they changed for a reason and that people also change for a reason. I just have to let go and move
on with my life.
It will be hard and I will feel lonely, but I just need to hold on. I need to keep moving forward
because who's to say tomorrow won’t be the best day of my life? I have found that worrying won't
stop the bad from happening, it only stops you from enjoying the good.

Cori, a Grade 8 student who lives in Estevan, Saskatchewan, likes to reading, playing sports, and spending
time with friends and family. In her spare time, she likes to practice Roller Derby. A hard worker who respects
other people, Cori is both smart and funny. Her issues with bullying inspired Cori to write her essay about the
importance of friends.
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Bernadette Pangan
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Challenge Accepted

A

fter 14 long hours of air travels, my family and I landed in Regina International Airport from the
Philippines. We arrived at about 10:00 pm on July 22, 2012. During that long travel, I had mixed
emotions of excitement and fear: excitement for a new and different life, fear for the unknown
challenges that might come to me.
My uncle and his friends picked us up that evening. As we walked out of the airport, I felt a cold
breeze passing by my cheeks; it was summer then, but we were wearing sweaters. We then proceeded
to Radville and rested.
When I woke up the next day, the first thing I smelled was breakfast. I wanted to go downstairs,
but I wanted to wait for my brother and sister to wake up. As I was waiting, I pondered about the
adversities and challenges I might experience, especially throughout school. These questions kept on
bothering me. What if I failed school? What if I can’t make any friends? What if I got bullied? I couldn’t
stop asking these questions to myself; I couldn’t stop thinking about these issues.
Finally, September came and we moved to Estevan. The next day was the first day of school, and I
thought of the questions again. As I did, more and more came to my mind, making me nervous. But I
was not going to let myself be scared, so even though I was very nervous, I chose to be calm.
When I was in my new school for the first time, I realized that it was smaller than my old one and
had fewer students. I was supposed to be in Grade 6, but after a couple of weeks, I was accelerated to
Grade 7. That choice made it tougher for me to adjust; I was now with new people for the second time
in weeks.
At first, I felt comfortable because I made a new friend. After a couple of months, however, she
had to move away and I was alone again. I always used to spend time with her, but when she moved,
it was hard to get along with other people. I was usually by myself during recess, and I would always
rather be in class so that it wouldn’t look like I was alone. This loneliness made me think that I was not
good enough for others, that I was not good enough to like.
Thanks to these situations and problems, however, I became braver and more confident. I’m
currently in Grade 8, and I’m starting to realize that I have to interact more with others—even by just
saying “hi” or by simply smiling. I now know that if I am not sincere when interacting with others, then
it’s my own problem and nothing will change. I still haven’t gone that far yet, but I am trying my best to
get along with others. It can be a challenge for me, but I am not afraid to say “Challenge Accepted.”

Bernadette, a Grade 8 student, loves to read and write, and to play basketball and badminton. She moved
to Canada in the summer of 2012 from the Philippines, and was accelerated to Grade 7 from Grade 6. Her
experiences in her new school inspire her Turning Points essay.
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Marlie Weinrauch
Honourable Mention – Grade 7 & 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division

Winter Games

W

ho would have thought that failing at my favorite sport would make me better? Who would
have thought that not accomplishing something would make me happier?

Ever since Grade 3, I’ve been in synchronized swimming. I’ve loved it for as long as I can
remember. When I heard about the winter games, I wanted to be on the swim team so bad, even
without knowing who my teammates would be. So when I was asked to try out, I was ecstatic!
I was competing against some really tough competition to get on that team. All of my scores from
last year’s season and some of my scores from this year’s season were added to my total score. I didn’t
know if it was enough; I didn’t think it was. The pressure was on. And when the results finally came
in…
I found out I didn’t make the team. I was one point away. If I would have had one little measly
point, I would have made it. I would have been one step closer to the Summer Olympics, but that one
point stopped me. People are always saying “follow your dreams” and “the sky is the limit,” but when
you’re one point from making the team, it doesn’t feel that way.
My heart felt like it sank to the bottom of the pool. It didn’t feel like I was soaring. Instead, I was
sinking into the mud. Now I have to wait until 2018 for the next games, and that’s a long time from
right now. I was so mad and unimpressed with myself. But then I started thinking that I shouldn’t let
this stop me. I didn’t make the team, but this defeat can’t stop me from carrying on, from cheering on
my friends.
Then, two months later, I was asked to go to the winter games as a “fill athlete.” Fill athletes are
athletes who go for the experience, so they know for next time. I was thrilled to find out that I was
going to the games and that I would be going with three other of my closes friends!
Despite not making the team, I was going to the games. I wasn’t satisfied: if I had made the team,
if I had put in more time and dedication, then I would have known sooner, then I would have been
proud. So when I found out I was going to the games, I tried harder, I pushed myself harder. And
after I got back, I felt accomplished; I felt proud. I realized I did amazing for competing against eleven
to seventeen year olds, and I realized that the disappointment of not making the team would only
help me.
From the games, I learned that failing can bring out the best or the worst in someone, and that it’s
up to you to decide which one comes out.
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Grade 8 (Français)

©&HTXLSHUVXDGHF¶HVWOHFDUDFWqUHGHFHOXLTXL
SDUOHQRQVRQODQJDJHª – Ménandre, Greek Dramatist

Celia Whitehead
First Place – Grade 8
Roman Catholic Separate School Division

L’été miserable

P

ourquoi est-ce que mon changement de vie est si important pour moi? Parce que je savais que
cela se passerait même si mes parents m’ont dit différent. Je me souviens qu’une nuit je pleurais
dans ma chambre, puis mon père est venu dans ma chambre pour me demander pourquoi je
pleurais. Je lui ai dit que ça semblait que notre famille tombait en morceaux. Il m’a dit que ça n’arrivait
pas et ma vie a changé. Pas plus qu’une année plus tard, mes parents se sont divorcés et ma vie a
changé. Mon changement de vie est quand mes parents se sont divorcés.
Je me souviens que je pleurais chaque nuit avant de s’endormir. J’étais fâchée, tellement triste,
confuse, frustrée; j’avais beaucoup d’émotions! Je ne voulais parler à personne! Ma mère a déménagé
avec moi et ma sœur au Québec. Le même été nous étions supposés de déménager à Estevan, alors
j’avais perdu ma famille et mes amies. J’ai appelé à mes amies pour leur dire que je n’étais pas en
Manitoba. Elles pensaient que j’avais déjà déménagé à Estevan. Je leur ai expliqué ce qui s’est passé;
que mes parents se sont divorcés et que j’ai habité au Québec avec ma mère. Ce sont mes amies, mes
grands-parents, mes tantes et mes oncles qui m’ont aidé pendant le divorce de mes parents.
Ça m’a changé beaucoup! Même si je ne le montre pas. L’expérience m’a rendue plus mature.
Maintenant je sais comment contrôler mes émotions. Je suis plus forte qu’avant. Je sais comment être
un soutien pour les autres. Je peux me protéger.
L’expérience du divorce de mes parents m’a aidé le plus mentalement. Je sais que quand je suis plus
vieille, je ne vais pas faire les fautes que mes parents ont faites. J’ai appris de leurs fautes. Mes parents
m’ont aidé à être la personne que je suis aujourd’hui; l’expérience m’a aidé à devenir la personne que
je suis aujourd’hui.
Peut-être que c’était une expérience mauvaise, mais mon expérience avait plusieurs récompenses
que je n’aurais jamais pensé. De cette expérience, j’ai eu des nouvelles amies, j’ai eu la chance de voir
plus de ma province, et bientôt j’aurais une nouvelle famille.
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Jenna Blanchette
Second Place – Grade 8
Roman Catholic Separate School Division

La perte

M

a vie a changé quand ma cousine, Emily Alice Forbes, s’est suicidée. Elle ne s’est pas suicidée
parce qu’elle n’était pas contente, mais parce qu’elle avait la dépression clinique. Elle était la
personne la plus contente que j’ai jamais rencontrée. Elle avait toujours un gros sourire sur
son visage et elle pouvait toujours me faire rire, et les autres aussi. La dépression est une maladie
vraiment sérieuse et des fois on ne peut pas être guéri. Il n’y avait rien qu’on pouvait faire pour elle. La
dépression est une maladie vraiment malheureuse, parce qu’il n’y a pas beaucoup de ressources pour
les personnes qui souffrent de cette maladie. Autour du monde, beaucoup de personnes trouve qu’ils
n’ont pas de place à aller, par contre, le temps change et la dépression devient quelque chose que les
docteurs prennent plus au sérieux.
Son décès a eu un gros effet sur ma vie parce que ma sœur et moi étions vraiment proches d’elle et
elle était une de mes cousines préférées. Elle était mon idole et mon héros. On a toujours eu de bons
moments ensemble. Quand j’étais avec elle, j’étais toujours vraiment contente. Elle m’a toujours aidé
avec mes devoirs, mes problèmes, et ma vie en générale.
Ma cousine me manque beaucoup, mais, pour moi, c’est important de me souvenir des moments
qu’on a passés ensemble, des mémoires que j’ai d’elle, et de prier pour elle et sa famille. La famille de
ma cousine semble qu’ils guérissent de leur tristesse, et qu’ils savent qu’il n’y a rien qu’ils auront pu
faire.
Quand Emily s’est suicidée, j’ai appris que je veux vivre ma vie comme si demain ne viendra pas,
parce que ça c’est qu’est-ce qu’elle a toujours fait et elle était vraiment contente. Je veux être comme
elle.
J’ai appris beaucoup de cette expérience. Maintenant, avec mes cousins et mes cousines, j’essaie de
récréer des moments et des mémoires qu’ils vont toujours s’en souvenir. Je suis devenue une meilleure
cousine parce que maintenant je leur défends et j’ai réalisé que je dois prendre avantage de chaque
moment que j’ai avec mes cousins et cousines. Des cousins sont vraiment importants et des fois on
n’est pas vraiment proche d’eux alors on devrait toujours prendre du temps pour eux.
Quand j’ai entendu qu’est-ce qui est arrivé, j’étais vraiment triste, mais j’avais ma sœur et mes
amis là pour m’aider et me consoler. C’était vraiment difficile au début mais maintenant je suis juste
contente qu’elle est guérie de sa maladie, et je sais qu’elle veille sur moi.
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Reese Handley
Third Place – Grade 8
Roman Catholic Separate School Division

La separation

M

a vie a changé quand mes parents se sont séparés. C'était une journée normale en novembre
2011. Je suis retournée de l'école après une journée relativement excitante. Je suis rentrée dans
la maison et ma mère était la. J’ai pensé « quelle belle surprise », mais elle pleurait. Elle m’a dit
qu’elle était fâchée contre mon père et qu'on va partir pour Moose Jaw pour la nuit. Je ne voulais pas
partir et j’ai répété et répété « Je veux rester ici et être une grosse famille joyeuse. » Mais à la fin, on est
parti. Ma mère sest arrêtée pour le dire à ma grand-mère. Quand on est retournée la journée d’après,
mon père a dormi dans le sous-sol, et à la fin du mois de décembre, mon père a déménagé à l'autre
bout de la ville.
Ils étaient encore officiellement ensemble jusqu'en août 2013.
Ma vie a changé tellement parce qu’avant cette journée en novembre je ne savais pas qu’il y avait
des problèmes dans ma famille. Je n’étais pas assez grande pour comprendre, alors je voulais seulement
avoir des amis et que mes parents prennent soin de moi. Mais quand mon père est parti, j’ai grandi
vite. J'ai eu besoin de faire plus de tâches et d’aider ma mère à faire les choses que mon père l’aidait
avec auparavant. Chaque autre fin de semaine je visitais mon père, et je le fais toujours.
En 2013, quand ils se sont officiellement séparés, je ne voulais pas être avec mon père. Je pensais
qu’il avait détruit notre famille et qu’il n’était pas gentil. Aussi, il ne répondait pas à mes questions de
pourquoi qu’il est parti. Quelque mois après, je regardais un film avec ma mère et j'ai réalisé que même
s’il est parti, je l’aime encore.
Durant ce temps, en septembre de cette année, mon frère est allé jouer au hockey alors la maison
a été diminué de quatre à trois, et de trois à deux. C'était très difficile pour ma mère parce qu’elle
était avec mon père pour un long temps, et chaque deux fins de semaine, elle était toute seule et cela
a été difficile pour moi aussi. Je n'aime pas voir les personnes tristes et elle était triste beaucoup. J'ai
essayé de la rendre joyeuse mais c'était difficile. Pour la rendre joyeuse, j'ai dansé, et je l’ai aidé avec les
tâches, elle aimait quand je l’aidais!
Depuis 2011 j'ai appris beaucoup de chose. J'ai appris des choses comme comment adapter,
mais j'ai aussi appris comment faire des choses toute seule. J'ai appris que même si la vie change
dramatiquement, que je vais survivre!
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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 seven universities,
authors and retired educators. Tier Two judges volunteer from the professional communities.
TIER ONE -- Greater Toronto Area:
Ontario Institute for Studies in Education/University of Toronto
Course Leaders: Chris Prefontane & Irene McRae
Ani Anastasi, Janice Au, Christopher Baker, Miranda Begley, Seamus Blake, Celeste Caissie,
Christopher Cashman, Yesung Cho, Mark Dimitroff, Elizabeth Dookram, Jacqueline Edwards,
Asmaa Elhayek, Trevor Ellis, Eric Ginestier, Bradley Globe, Aly-Habib Halari, Samantha Hatt,
Joshua Hung, Archna Kannapiran, Theo Kapodistrias, Sarah Karsh, Brittany Kay, Eleni Koka, Vera
Konjikusic, Kumanan Kunaratnam, Jonathan Langdon, Rebecca Lewis-Zarkos, Portia MacKinlay,
Abdifatah Mahamed, Hadi, Suhi Maniyam, Melanie Mason, Yashvini Mathivasan, Bryan Maw,
Kathryn, McClelland, Samuel Moffatt, Carl Otta, Natasja Otten, Dalana Parris, Shivani Popat,
Sitar, Steven Retsinas, Hilary Roth, Kerzia Saldua, David Shea, Gary Sheehan, Jason Singh, Naomi
Smith, Cindy Song, Paula Stradiotto, Paula Szkaley, Cat Thompson, Tony Tran, Thuy Tran, Janani
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Peterson, Natalie Anne Pinsch, Robyn Ashley Rafuse, Michelle Marie Ries, Molly Lena Robertson,
Anna Elisabeth Ross, Sheena Marie Ruffilli, Sarah Morgan Sleno, Sarah Lauren Smid, Emily
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Ashlie Cinnamon, Kaitlyn Critchley, Sarah Delport, Alexandra Diakowski, John Dieu, Marina
Drvodelic, Eman El Kadri, Ryan Ellis, Rachel Goddard, Grace Goudis, Lara Gould, Lindsay Hartley,
Ben Herold, Jennifer Kent, James King, Kari Kostyan, Michelle Kurchak, Melissa Lee, Zachary Link,
Tayler Marshall, Kimberly McArthur, Elizabeth McLellan, Emily Morin, Sariah O’Brien, Cassandra
Park, Alanna Parlee, Jane Penny, Kathryn Poudrier, Bailey Powell, Clare Robinson, Katherine Rudolf,
Kelli Sauers, Janel Schultz, Therese Schultz, Mackenzie Strang, Corinne Vessey, Ashley Walberg,
Kinsey Weber, Andrea Weninger, Jessica Wilkinson, Stephanie Williams, Sebastien Windle, Ashley
Wong.
TIER ONE -- Sudbury and North Bay, ON
Schulich School of Education, Nipissing University, North Bay, Ontario
Course Leader: Dr. Glenda Black
Brittany Barr, Amanda Bledzinski, Christine Britton, Tara Collier, Brendan Connor, Lianne Davidge,
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TIER ONE – Fredericton and Saint John, New Brunswick
St. Thomas University
Course Leader: Dr. Heather Richmond
Beatriz Bonilla, Alex Brown, Kristen Brown, Mary Cameron, Jon Campbell, Katie DeMerchant,
Marc Gagnon, Rachel Green, Cheryl Kennedy-Jamieson, Renee LeBlanc, Paul Montague,
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University of New Brunswick Fredericton Campus
Course Leaders: Professor Elizabeth Sloat and Lecturer Philip Sexsmith
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Carolyn Murphy, Member of Advisory Board .................................................................... The Learning Partnership
Lynda Daniluk ........................................................................................................................................... Calgary
Yvonne Seepaul ......................................................................................................................................... Calgary
Margaret Potter, Retired Teacher ................................................................................................................ Calgary
Genevieve Blais .......................................................................................................................................... Calgary
Hertha Rose, Retired Supervisor ............................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Dawnelle Salant, Teacher, Author .......................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Laura Schmaltz, Consultant, AC Literacy ................................................................ Calgary Catholic School District
Marie Laviolette ........................................................................................................................................ Calgary
Francine Parent, Consultant .................................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Linda Wellman, Trustee .......................................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
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Janet Miller, Director, Risk Management ................................................................................T4G Limited, Toronto
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Judi Symes, Retired Head of English ...........................................................................Toronto District School Board
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Gary Jodouin .............................................................................................................................................. KPMG
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Randy Simms, Mayor ............................................................................................................... City of Mount Pearl
Fred Hutton, News Director ................................................................................................................ VOCM Radio
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Marta Cosman, Senior Business Analyst ............................................................................T4G Limited, Saint John
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Roxanne Fairweather, President and CEO ................................................................................................. Innovatia
Sandra Garrish, Children’s Author .................................................................................................. New Brunswick
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Dr. Heather Richmond, Course Leader ................................................................................... St. Thomas University
Suzanne LeBlanc, Literacy Coordinator ............................................................... Anglophone School District South
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Participating Schools
We would like to recognize the involvement of the following schools in the Turning Points program:

Anglophone South School District, Saint John,
New Brunswick
Barnhill Memorial School
Harbour View High School
Rothesay High School
St. Malachey’s Memorial High School
St. Stephen High School
St. Stephen Middle School
Sussex Regional High School
Sir James Dunn Academy

Anglophone West School District, Fredericton,
New Brunswick
Bliss Carman Middle School
Canterbury High School
Central New Brunswick Academy
Fredericton High School
Hartland Community School
Harvey High School
Leo Hayes High School
McAdam High School
Minto Memorial High School
Nackawic High School
Saint Mary's Academy
Stanley High School
Tobique Valley Middle High School
Woodstock High School

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

Bimose Anishinaabe
Student Achievement Program
Sakstcheway Anishinaabe School
Bimose Community High School

Calgary Board of Education
Arbour Lake School
Belfast School
Louise Dean Centre
Mount Royal Junior High School
Nickle Middle School
Samuel W. Shaw Middle School
Simon Fraser Middle School

Valley Creek School

Calgary Catholic School District
Bishop Kidd Junior High School
Bishop McNally High School
Christ the King School
Ecole St. Martha
Ecole Madeleine d'Houet
Father Scollen School
Holy Cross Junior High School
Our Lady Queen of Peace School
St. Augustine School
St. Gregory School
St. Jean Brébeuf School
St. Rose of Lima School

Chignecto Central School Board
Uniacke District School

Conseil Scolaire Viamonde
École Secondaire Étienne-Brûlé

Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Ascension of Our Lord Secondary School
Cardinal Ambrozic Secondary School
St. Augustine Secondary School
St. Charles Garnier School
St. Mark School

Eastern School District, Newfoundland
Amalgamated Academy
Baccalieu Collegiate
Baltimore School Composite
Beaconsfield Junior High School
Bishop White School
Catalina Elementary School
Carbonear Academy
Cowan Heights Elementary School
Crescent Collegiate
Donald C. Jamieson Academy
Discovery Collegiate
Frank Roberts Junior High School
Heritage Collegiate
Holy Cross Junior High School
Holy Name of Mary Academy
Holy Redeemer Elementary School
Lake Academy
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Laval High School
Leary’s Brook Junior High 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. John Bosco School
St. Joseph’s Academy
St. Joseph’s All Grade School
St. Kevin’s Junior High School
St. Lawrence Academy
St. Matthew’s Elementary School
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
Tricentia Academy
Villanova Junior High School

First Nation School
Nbisiing Secondary School

Grand Erie District School Board
Pauline Johnson Collegiate Institute &
Vocational School
Hagersville Secondary School

Hastings and Prince Edward
District School Board
Centre Hastings Secondary School

Peel District School Board
Dolphin Senior Public School
Fallingbrook Middle School
Glenforest Secondary School
Lorne Park Secondary School
Sir William Gage Middle School
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Sunny View Middle School
Tomken Road Middle School

Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School
Division No. 140
St. Mary’s School
Scared Heart School

Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic
District School Board
Holy Trinity High School

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

Toronto Catholic District School Board
Holy Child Catholic School
Our Lady of Guadalupe Catholic School
Our Lady of Lourdes Catholic School
Our Lady of Perpetual Help Catholic School
Sheppard Centre Catholic Secondary School

Toronto District School Board
Dunlace Public School
Etobicoke Collegiate Institute
Hollycrest Middle School
Marc Garneau Collegiate Institute
Maurice Cody Public School
Seneca Hill Public School
Sir Ernest MacMillan Public School
Shaughnessy Public School

York Catholic District School Board
St. Andrew’s Catholic School
Blessed Trinity Catholic School

York Region District School Board
Nellie McClung Public School
Parkland Public School
Richmond Hill High School

In Appreciation
The Learning Partnership would like to thank:
• the teachers who encourage their students to share their stories through the Turning Points program
• the thousands of students who share their compelling stories
• the judges who choose the winners from so many exemplary stories
• the administrative and support staff from our participating partner school boards who have given of their
time to support this program
• our funders of Turning Points – the Ontario Ministry of Education; Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area
Management Board; and a very generous Anonymous Corporate 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, Course Leader, OISE/University of Toronto, ON
Chris Prefontane, Course Leader, OISE/University of Toronto, ON
Irene McRae, Course Leader, OISE/University of Toronto, ON
Natalie Davey, Course Leader, York University, Toronto, ON
Judi Symes, for her continued advocacy, support and professional development with teachers
Dr. Glenda Black, Professor, Faculty of Education, Nipissing University, North Bay, ON
Andy Graham, Aboriginal Consultant, Kenora, ON
Kathleen Kawalauskas, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Calgary, AB
Glenda Cluett, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, St. John’s, NL
Eric Estabrooks, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Saint John, NB
Olive Ridler, Program Manager, Northern Ontario, The Learning Partnership, North Bay/Sudbury, ON
Alison Pearce, Program Manager, French, The Learning Partnership. Toronto, ON
Marni Angus, National Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Toronto, ON
Dr. Paul Emile Chiasson, Professor, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Dr. Elizabeth Sloat, Professor, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Catherine Chiasson, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Dr. Richmond, Professor, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Dr. Murray, Professor, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
David McTimoney, Superintendent of Schools, Anglophone West School District, NB
Dianne Kaye, Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone West School District, NB
Laura McCaron, Enrichment Coordinator, Anglophone West School District, NB
Zoey Watson, Superintendent of Schools, Anglophone South School District, NB
Derek O’Brien, Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone South School District, NB
Sheila Murray, Acting Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone South School District, NB
Patricia Deering, Literacy Coordinator, St. Stephen Education Centre, NB
Suzanne LeBlanc-Healey, Literacy Coordinator, Saint John Education Centre, NB
Keith Pierce, Literacy Coordinator, Saint John Education Centre, NB
Ryan Price, Literacy Coordinator, Saint John Education Centre, NB
Janet Vivian-Walsh, Deputy Minister, Department of Education, NL

Turning Points – 2014 Award Winning Essays

| 283

John Way, Senior Education Officer, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Christine Greene, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Darrin Pike, Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Lucy Warren, Assistant Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Dr. Catherine Burwell, Course Leader, University of Calgary, AB
Dr. Andreea Cervatiuc, Course Leader, University of Calgary, AB
Margret Hagon, Course Leader, St. Mary’s University, Calgary, AB
Laura Schmaltz, Consultant, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Catholic School District, AB
Jennifer George, Specialist, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Board of Education, AB
Dr. Bryan Szumlas, Director, Instructional Services Middle Years, Calgary Catholic School District, AB
Donna Pruden, Tipper-Pruden Holdings Ltd. for photocopying and preparing the judging packages in
Calgary, AB
Shari St. Peter, Executive Director, Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board, Brantford, ON
Ralph Summers, Special Projects Officer, Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board,
Brantford, ON
Jillian Ospina, E-Learning Coordinator, Sudbury Catholic District School Board, Sudbury, ON
Matthew McArdle, Writer & Editor, for his volunteer work on editing the anthology
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A student reads her award-winning essay at one of
The Learning Partnership’s 2014 Turning Points Award Celebrations.
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