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“Everyone and everything that shows
up in our life is a reflection of something
that is happening inside of us.”
– Alan Cohen

Marni Angus
National Program Manager
The Learning Partnership

There are rare moments in life that completely change how we look and feel about the
world around us – moments that can be heart-wrenching or heart-warming, monumental or
unassuming.
The pages of this anthology are filled with stories of young people that describe a significant
event – a turning point in time – that changed the trajectory of their lives. The stories are
insightful, thought-provoking and inspirational.
The Learning Partnership is proud of the 111,000 students in Grades 6 through 12 who have
shared their stories through our Turning Points program, which began 16 years ago. This year,
15,000 publicly funded 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, we thank all students who participated in this year’s
program. It takes courage to share such personal accounts and we are impressed by the incredible
fearlessness you have demonstrated.
We also give special thanks to the many judges, teachers and program partners whose time,
dedication and contributions continue to make Turning Points possible.
To our hard-working staff members – it is your passion and efforts that make Turning Points
such an impactful and successful program across the country. We thank you and we feel privileged
to work with you.
Reading these stories gives us all at The Learning Partnership great confidence in the future of
our country.

Akela Peoples, M. Ed.
President & CEO
The Learning Partnership

Marni Angus

National Program Manager, Turning Points
The Learning Partnership
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Calgary

Ce qui persuade, c’est le caractère de celui
qui parle, non son langage.
Ménandre, Greek Dramatist
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Grade 6

Aatifah Ahmadi
First Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

No More Hide and Seek

N

othing will ever be the same. I cannot get back what I have lost. Now those memories have
vanished forever. We used to play everything! I miss those times… especially playing hide and
seek. Maybe she had the same memories. I always used to feel happiness spreading through my
body. Her beautiful smile even made me more joyful. All sisters fight, and we did too. Back then I was
four, one of my sisters was six, and my older sister was seven. Now it has all disappeared, the joy, the
fun, and our relationship. I always wish it would come back.
It happened on Valentine’s Day, 2007. How ironic, the day to celebrate love. My father took her
to the hospital because she was dizzy. The doctors said she was all right but she was diagnosed with
cancer...brain cancer. Every day her small life changed, bit by bit. Every day she kept on getting weaker
and weaker. My parents wouldn't stop praying. Back then, my siblings and I didn't understand what
was happening; we were at a young age. We just thought that she wasn't feeling well and everything
would be all right. Little did I know.
On October 18, 2007, my mom brought her back home because my sister didn't want to pass
away in the hospital. She wanted to pass away at home. One tear rolled down my mom’s cheek. My
sister spent her last days with my parents. On October 25, my father dropped my siblings and I at my
grandparents’ house. We watched television and played.
Back at my house, my sister had passed away. My parents burst into tears. Even my dad! He never
cries, but this time he did. Nobody has seen him cry since. I feel sad now when I think about it. I didn't
understand what was happening eight years ago, but now I do.
There isn't a day that passes where I don’t miss her. This is my reality; nothing will be the same. We
cannot get back what we have lost.

Aatifah is a grade 6 student who loves to play her saxophone, read, play sports and be active. She speaks English
and Pashto and is currently learning to speak French and Dari. One day Aatifah would like to travel the world and
either be an author, engineer or teacher.
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Ester Tane
Second Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

A Little Seedling Is All It Took

T

he girl who is my best friend for life is the girl who made me a better person. Her name is Angie
and she is my little sister. She is like a seedling that is growing every morning. April 13, 2008 was
the day that changed me. There was a bright blue sky and a warm breeze was moving through
the air of Albania. There I was, taking a step at a time, every step I took, I got closer to screaming cries.
I felt as if my bones were going to collapse.
There I was, staring at my new baby sister.
I always thought the attention was on me, but that day I learned that I was not the only one who
was going to get the attention. I was jealous but excited. I mean, how else could I have felt? I had a
baby sister!
Now, I wake up every morning to a cute hug. A hug might not sound like much, but to me it feels
like I have x-ray vision and I can see how much that person cares. I have learned to share, to forgive,
and to be responsible. One little seedling is all it took. I was tiny and did not know how to feel when
she was born. I know that I love her more than anything now, but before, I felt jealous because I was
the only child, not knowing how to take care of someone smaller, and not really knowing how to
share.
We are and always will be there for each other. It really does not matter to me how much smaller
she is than me; our relationship is stronger than anything. I know she cares about us, not because we
are her family and she has to love us, but because if one of us is hurt, it is like a bolt of sadness rushing
into her heart and a tear rolls out of her eye as if it were a raindrop before a rain storm. She cares, she
shares, and she forgives. I taught her just like she taught me.

Ester is a grade 6 student who was born in Albania and moved with her family to Montreal and then to Calgary.
Ester speaks Albanian and English, plays basketball, swims and is in the band program.
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Salma Dahmani
Third Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Journey through the Brain

“O

uch, my head!” is all my sister would say. This was right after my mom had passed away.
My dad was worried about her headaches, so he took her to the doctor. I was very worried
also. I was sitting on the couch, and with every sound I heard, I would look out the window
to see if they were back yet. An hour later, they came back. My sister was tired, so she went to bed. My
other sister and I were anxiously waiting to hear the news about her. My dad was sad but soon blurted
out that she had to get a CT scan. After the news, nobody talked and we all just went to bed.
While I was in my bed, I felt very worried. My mom had suffered through cancer and so had my
dad. I did not know what would happen to my sister. My family has been through so much but with
patience we will come through. Why does cancer exist? Where does it come from? All these questions
kept running through my head until I fell asleep.
I woke up quite late and my dad and sister were already at the hospital. As I was eating my
breakfast, I was thinking about my sister and about what would happen. My dad came home and took
us to the hospital to see my sister. That was the moment that we found out she had a brain tumor. I
was absolutely devastated. I could feel the tears running down my cheek - first my dad, then my mom,
then my sister.
Now, this brings us to today. My sister has had four surgeries. The most recent one seems to be
working. She takes a lot of medications but she still has headaches here and there. She is also doing
chemotherapy. There is still hope. Even though I lost my mom, my dad stayed strong and did not give
up. He survived cancer and so will my sister. Going through these hard times has made me a stronger
and more positive person.

Salma is a grade 6 student who she wants to be either a police officer or a doctor. Salma sees herself as a leader
and a helper especially when others are facing hardships.
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Grade 7/8 – English

Madison Boisclair
First Place – Grade 8
Calgary Catholic School District

Fixing What’s Been Broken

I

remember that dull, icy pain that crystallized in my chest when she said those words. How it ached;
how it burned. Or her eyes; the way they made my skin crawl as she glared down at me. It had
started as a perfectly normal day, how had it taken such a turn?

I sat in my room, my eyes glued to the TV. Wintry light peeked through the blinds, giving the
bedroom an eerie glow. My t-shirt exposed my arms, putting fresh, deliberate wounds on display. I
knew I had a problem, but I never had the motivation to stop. I was too low in despair, addicted to
sadness.
I didn’t think she’d open the door, but she did. My mother walked in, her face frozen in horror as
she saw the new scars. I jumped up and tried to dart past her, but her hand clamped around my wrist
like a lion’s jaws around its prey.
“Madison,” she growled sharply, examining my damaged skin.
“I’m sorry,” I bleated.
“I thought you were trying to stop doing this!” she shouted at me. Her voice roughened and
trembled, like rusty metal bars were scraping together in the back of her throat.
“I’m trying!” I lied. Really, I’d been doing the opposite; I’d been giving up again.
“I can’t believe you! You said you’d try to get better,” she snapped, dropping my arm. I could
feel bruises forming where her fingers pressed against my flesh. “You broke my heart, Madison,” she
uttered lifelessly.
Though her voice was dull, I knew she meant it. There was pain in the subtle way she moved, the
way her lips quivered, and the look in her dark, watery eyes. It was heartbreak. Guilt coiled in the pit of
my stomach like a whip. I swallowed the bile that rose in my throat. I broke my mother’s heart. I was a
monster.
We just stood there. She glowered at me and I stared at the carpet. She was the first to cry. I slunk
to the floor in rhythm with the tears sliding down her cheeks. Her face was red, her forehead wrinkled,
the veins in her neck bulging grotesquely. Every little sound she made sounded so strained, it made me
feel sick. Tears dropped from my eyes as she stormed out of the room, slamming the door behind her.
“Mom,” I whimpered.
That was when a switch flipped. The motivation I needed was suddenly there! I wanted to get
better! I’d never cared enough before, even with the frequent therapy; I just didn’t care. But seeing the
impact I’d had on my mother changed things. I’d do whatever it took to get better.
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I’m now on antidepressant and anti-anxiety medications. I’m doing my best to stay healthy. Things
are still awkward between my mother and I, but we’re working on it. While sometimes I’m tempted
to slip back into misery, I am happy and I want to stay happy. I never want to hurt someone like that
again.

Madison is a grade 8 student who has travelled to many places around the world including England, France,
Germany, Peru and South Africa. She likes to read, draw, and listen to music.

Lexi Kilgour
Second Place – Grade 7
Calgary Board of Education

The Truth Unfolding

I

’ve had my suspicions since I was young, but always pushed the thoughts away. It was a weird
thought. I mean, I had always liked guys, but the more I thought about it, the quicker I realized
that it was true. Yes, I liked guys, but I still felt that small (now large) part of me that liked girls.
When I was younger, I would never have thought I would have ended up like this. I mean, I had always
dreamed of the “perfect family”, lots of kids, a nice husband, and maybe a family pet. But now I realize
that the “perfect family” is whatever I want it to be, which could be no kids, a nice wife, and maybe a
kitten.
I used to spend more time thinking about this one silly thing than anything else. It consumed me.
From wanting to know what others would think when they found out, to longing that I could just be
what I thought was “normal” and forget that the whole thing had happened. But, even so, not a day
went by when I wasn’t thinking about some small part of it. I would get so close to telling somebody,
and ask them for help, but I never would. I was too scared I guess. I didn’t want them to overreact,
or even not react. I just wanted to continue wandering through life without a care in the world. But I
couldn’t, not with this one little thing always echoing in my ear. So naturally, I chose to ignore it, which
worked... but only for a couple months.
One critical night, I decided to search online. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but I did know
that I didn’t want to ignore that feeling anymore. After a little bit, I found something. Pansexual, which
meant that I could love not only the traditional male and female genders, but also transgendered,
androgynous, and gender fluid people. At first I wasn’t sure what to think. I thought you could like
girls, or boys but no in between. But, I was wrong, and I had felt like I found myself. I finally knew who
I was, and what I wanted in life.
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My journey was very long, well to me it was, but not as hard as I thought it would be. When I
said those words, at first terrifying, out loud to myself, I felt free. My smiles lasted long after those
words were spoken, and just wouldn’t fade. I honestly couldn’t stop smiling, and my cheeks started to
hurt. But soon those smiles turned to tears, as I had lain on my bed. The tears just kept flowing and I
couldn't stop them. The thought that for so long I was hiding from myself just destroyed me, because
maybe I didn’t want to admit it, but I always knew. Maybe that’s what scared me the most. But, I'm not
scared anymore. I'm happy. I’m extremely, and utterly happy.

Lexi , a grade 7 student, has lived in Sundre, AB, Salt Spring Island, BC and Calgary AB. Lexi has many hobbies,
including singing, piano, guitar, ukulele, writing, and editing photos.

Kaeli Alladin
Third Place – Grade 7
Calgary Board of Education

Cherish Every Moment

S

omeone can be gone before you know it. I was 10 years old. When you are 10 years old, you
are just beginning life, not thinking about the ending of life. I was thinking about all of life’s
possibilities. I always thought death was a long way away. I dreamed about dance performances,
sleep overs with my friends, and the next fun event on my schedule. I didn’t always take enough time
to appreciate the things and the people around me, or share my thoughts about something that had
impacted me.
Our family friend, Harnisha was finished her chemotherapy treatment and was having a party to
celebrate. My heart shimmers when I go to Harnisha’s house. She always made me laugh. Harnisha’s
smile was the sun. Her outgoing and loving personality was what made her so special to everyone. The
party was on the same day as her birthday, but she didn’t want anyone to know (she was known to be
bit stubborn at times). I knew she was sick, except I never thought we would run out of time. At the
party, Harnisha’s house was filled with people who loved her. It was an amazing night.
Less than two weeks later, my mom got a call and went to the hospital. Harnisha was really sick. I
was worried so I couldn’t fall asleep that night. The next morning, I woke up to the sound of tiny but
strong familiar barks; it was Harnisha’s teacup Yorkie, Shaka. My tummy turned like I was falling into a
black hole. Harnisha is going to be in the hospital for a while. My mom was back at the hospital with
Harnisha and she was in the Intensive Care Unit. I felt so helpless. Caring for Shaka was how we could
care for Harnisha.
Days later, through tears like flowing raindrops, my mom told us that Harnisha had passed away.
She told us that we were keeping Shaka; because Harnisha felt that we would take care of him. That
Friday was her funeral. My mom was at the front with Harnisha’s family because she was asked to say a
few words. As she talked, my eyes started to rain. I never realized how strongly I felt about her.
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Losing Harnisha taught me to cherish the time spent with loved ones. I never knew you could lose
someone so fast. I now know that I shouldn’t rush any experiences, or rush quality time, but nurture
them. I have learned to take more time in conversations. I understand the importance of telling people
how I feel about them, and how they have made a difference in my life. Even though Harnisha’s gone,
she left us several gifts; her love, a lesson on making the most of time with loved ones, and Shaka.
Whoever reads this, listen to my advice; take your time, enjoy life, and spend more quality time
with those you love. Experience the moment you are in and share how you feel, because someone can
be gone before you know it.

Kaeli is a grade 7 student who enjoys dance. She has been dancing since she was two years old and has received
a H.O.P.E award for her solo. Kaeli is an active member of a social justice group at school called the My World
Group.
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Grade 7 – French

Valentine Gil
First Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Non à la violence

C’

était le premier jour de l’école, en septième année. J’étais contente mais aussi nerveuse.
« Comment c'était passé ton été? »
« Bien et le tien? »

Journée normale jusqu’au coup de fil de ma mère qui téléphone à l’école.
« Valérie, dès que tu rentres à la maison, nous allons au bureau du service de protection de l'enfant
et la police va venir chercher ton père. »
Choquée, j’ai pris mon vélo et je suis allée au parc. Je pleurais, je ne comprenais pas; le brouillard
dans ma tête!
« Pourquoi aller au bureau du service de protection de l'enfant et pourquoi la police va venir
chercher mon père? » je me demandais.
Chaque jour quand je revenais de l’école, si je voyais le camion de mon père devant ma maison,
j’avais peur. Quand il travaillait de longues journées, c’était les meilleurs jours. Honnêtement je n’aimais
pas l'avoir autour de moi.
J’étais son serviteur; il disait des choses horribles, me menaçait. Je n’avais pas le droit de parler ni
de manger ce que je voulais; il m’interdisait de faire tellement de choses et je croyais qu’il avait raison!
J’allais dans ma chambre quand il a crié après moi et je pleurais. Que pouvais-je faire d’autre?
Une fois, il a même menacé de tuer ma mère!
D’un côté, je ne voulais pas aller à l’école parce que j’avais peur de laisser ma mère toute seule,
mais d’un autre côté je ne voulais plus rentrer à la maison. Peut-être m’enfuir?
A ce coup de fil de ma mère, en ce premier jour d’école, je ne savais pas ce que mon père faisait de
mal, alors je ne voulais pas que la police prenne mon père. Ma mère m'a trouvé dans le parc et nous
sommes parties au bureau du service de protection de l'enfant.
Des mots, des larmes, des émotions!
Quand ma mère parlait avec les policiers, moi, j’étais dans une salle avec des canapés bleus et des
murs blancs. Pour moi, le bleu est la couleur de la tristesse et le blanc est la couleur de la peur. Ma
mère a toujours dit que le jaune est sa couleur préférée et qu'il symbolise l'esprit et le soleil qu’il brillera
toujours au-dessus de nous. Dans cette salle il y avait des autocollants de toutes les couleurs et pleins
de beaux mots: Espoir, rêve, paix. Ces mots ont amené un sourire sur mes lèvres.
Ma mère et moi, nous sommes allées dans un abri pour les femmes battues, loin de la maison. La
police a arrêté mon père et nous avons pu chercher nos affaires en toute sécurité. Là, au milieu des
autres femmes qui ont souffert, je me sentais en sécurité; nous parlions, nous préparions les repas
ensemble.
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Après environ 4 semaines, nous sommes rentrées à la maison. Mon père n’était plus avec nous.
Bizarre, mais tellement mieux! On s’est habituée à vivre à deux.
Voilà mon été!
Je veux juste que tous ceux qui sont victimes de violence ou d’intimidation, à la maison ou ailleurs,
demandent de l'aide.
N’ayez pas peur, vous méritez d'être aimés !

Valentine is a grade 7 student who loves to read, draw and listen to music. She also loves to cuddle with her cat
and a good book. Her teachers say that she has a special talent for writing.

Adrien Nguyen
Second Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Mon petit frère

C’

était une belle journée ensoleillée. Ma famille était dans notre appartement en Chine, pour le
travail de mon père. J'étais avec mon frère, quand soudain ma mère nous a appelés. « Venez
ici les garçons. » Nous nous sommes assis devant ma mère. « J'ai quelque chose à vous dire,
vous deux. » Mon père était debout à côté de ma mère. Ma mère a dit: « On ne peut pas retourner au
Canada pour Noël, mais...vous aurez un autre frère. » Je ne savais pas si c'était un rêve ou la réalité. Je
ne savais pas quoi dire. J’ai demandé à ma mère de confirmer. C'était vrai, j’aurai un autre frère.
Des jours passaient, et chaque jour j'étais encore plus excité. Le prochain mois ma mère avait son
premier ultrason. Mon père, mon frère et moi, on attendait dehors de la chambre pour voir les photos.
Soudainement, une femme en blanc nous a appelés dans la chambre. Et puis, devant mes yeux était
mon petit frère, Anthony. On a amené la photo à la maison et je la regardais chaque jour, savant que
mon frère existait et qu’il était avec nous. Ça c’est que ce que je pensais...
Dans environ quatre semaines, c'était la journée la plus pire de ma vie. On est allé chez le docteur
encore une fois, mais mes parents ne disaient pas pourquoi. J'étais confus, et personne ne parlait dans
la voiture. Quand on est arrivé, mes parents ont dit à Julien et moi d’attendre dehors. Après quelques
minutes, j’ai vu ma mère qui pleurait. J’ai demandé pourquoi elle pleurait, « Anthony ne retournera
pas au Canada avec nous » Mon cœur s’est arrêté. « Mais pourquoi? » Ma mère a répondu avec un
ton doux, « Il est décédé. » J’ai couru à un banc et des larmes ont commencé à tomber de mes yeux.
J’ai réalisé que je n’aurais jamais la chance de voir mon petit frère. Je ne savais pas quoi dire ou faire.
J'étais tellement excité d’avoir un autre frère, mais ça n’arriverait plus. J’ai regardé à mon frère et il a
commencé à pleurer aussi.
Le voyage à la maison était très silencieux. Une fois qu’on est arrivé à la maison, personne ne
parlait. Les prochains jours c'était difficile pour moi de manger, dormir et étudier. Je n'arrêtais pas à
penser à pourquoi Dieu a pris cette décision, de prendre la vie de mon frère. J’ai demandé à ma mère
pourquoi. Elle a répondu: « S’il naît, il vivrait entre une heure et un mois et en plus, il souffrait. » Dieu a
pris la bonne décision. J’ai finalement compris et j’ai accepté ce que le destin nous a donné.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 13

Alberta

J’ai commencé à réaliser que je suis très chanceux d’avoir mon frère Julien encore avec moi.
Maintenant il a neuf ans et nous sommes très proches. On est toujours là, l’un pour l’autre et je l’aime
encore plus que jamais. Dans notre maison, on garde les cendres d’Anthony dans un boîte avec les
photos de tous mes arrières grands-parents, sachant qu’ils sont tous avec nous jusqu'à ce jour, même
Anthony.

Adrien is a grade 7 student in Calgary. He moved to China in 2011 for a year. He plays soccer and wants to play
at a professional level. He has been in French immersion for seven years.

Danielle Duschesne
Third Place – Grade 7
Calgary Catholic School District

Une deuxième chance

J

e ne me souviens pas tellement de tous ce qui m'est arrivé quand j'étais jeune, mais je me souviens
surtout d’un événement qui n’est pas arrivé à moi, mais à mon père il y a environ huit années.
Quand j'avais à peu près quatre ans, mon père était diagnostiqué du cancer de poumons, niveau
un. Je me souviens que quand il était dans l'hôpital, je pensais qu'il avait un 'big booboo' et que tout
pourrait être régler avec un pansement.
Mon mémoire n’est pas très bon maintenant, alors je ne me souviens plus les détails exacts. Je sais,
parce que mes parents me l’ont dit, qu’il a perdu beaucoup de ses cheveux. Ce n’était pas du cancer
très sévère mais il a pris son péage sur lui.
Je sais que ce n’est pas un événement tellement triste ou une expérience qui a changé ma vie
pour toujours. C’est petit, mais l’expérience a fait beaucoup de différence pour moi. Je sais que la
meilleure partie de son temps dans l'hôpital était que toute ma famille, même quelques uns de ses
frères et ses sœurs de Québec, était là pour mon père et pour nous. Je suis tellement reconnaissante de
ces personnes. Tout le monde a besoin d’une famille qui peut les aider quand on en a besoin et c’est
exactement ce qu’ils ont fait.
Je peux toujours voir les cicatrices sur son dos et sur sa poitrine, afin que ce soit l’endroit où les
docteurs ont extrait une partie de son poumon. D’après moi, les lignes ont l’air très chouette.
Après qu'il est sorti de l'hôpital, j'ai appris comment apprécier toutes les choses dans ma vie. Peutêtre pas à ce moment, car je n’ai pas compris les évènements qui se déroulaient, mais maintenant parce
que je sais comment mon père était chanceux. Même si ces choses sont petites, il faut les apprécier. Par
exemple, les docteurs qui ont sauvé mon père, le façon qu'il joue au ballon et qu'il fait de la bicyclette
maintenant avec nous, même si c'est plus difficile que c'était avant l'opération.
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Pour moi la leçon est que même si quelque chose de mal arrive dans la vie, tu peux toujours vaincre
le problème. Nous avons seulement une vie et à ce temps-là ma vie commençait. Je suis heureuse que
Dieu ait donné la chance à mon père de recommencer la sienne.

Danielle is a grade 7 student in the French immersion program. She is in band class and plays the saxophone. She
enjoys watching movies and playing the guitar.
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Grade 9/10 – English

Daniel Lam
First Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

The Flame
“The smoke will only go out when the flame does.”

T

hat was my Grandfather Ton Tran. I called him Ong Ngoai. He was a devoted Buddhist who
always had the stench of smoke and the aroma of medicinal herbs on him. One would assume
the smoke came from incense sticks from shrines and temples, but it wasn’t. It originated from
cigarettes. My grandfather was a jokester who always had a joke or two up his sleeve; unfortunately
his last audience was death, and death had the last laugh.
Long ago, when my sister and I were little, we often went to my grandparents’ condo to be taken
care of. The condo was populated by vermin, but they were trapped in the basement because of the
smoke from grandfather’s cigarettes. My grandparents left the vermin-infested condo to move closer
to our school in Dover, allowing me to go over to my grandfather’s place after school. Here he would
tease me with ice cream that was followed by laughter that was only broken when he went off to
smoke. Sadly, as the saying goes, “All good things must come to an end.”
Something horrendous happened in the summer of my first grade. My grandfather was sent to
the hospital because of his smoking habits. It was like the cigarettes created a factory inside his lungs,
poisoning him from the inside and producing volatile doses of cancer. Not a single person told me what
my grandfather’s condition was until it happened. On August 8, 2006, his flame went out.
Most kids believe humans are invincible. I thought the same until his funeral, where I was forced
to learn that humans could die at anytime, anywhere. People from all over came to pay their respects
at his funeral. They came from as far as China, Vietnam, the United States, and all over Canada, from
the shores of Victoria Island to the docks of Newfoundland. My naive mind could not comprehend
what we were doing; why were we all here? What were these people doing? Was he asleep? Why was
everyone crying? It finally dawned on me that my grandfather had passed away when I watched his
ironic cremation. What ended his life on earth was a flame, yet what will erase his body from this earth
was, ironically, another flame.
I learnt that humans are incredible... incredibly strong: it wasn't easy to traverse an ocean in the
midst of a war, raise money for your family to travel by plane to Canada, and save money by eating half
rotten food given to temples. At the same time humans are weak, to let your entire life be controlled
by a dried up plant that slowly kills you. Humans aren’t as strong as we think we are, rarely can we
survive a stab wound or gunshot. Once someone dies, they are gone. Tears will not revive them, prayer
cannot free them from death's embrace, nor can a wish bring them back. All that remains of them are
the reminiscences of times spent together.
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A flame can be a powerful, yet deadly thing. It can light a cigarette much like it can light a fuse,
slowly burning until it reaches what it was attached to and causes a reaction, often a catastrophic one.
However, a flame can also be a powerful thing of awe. For when the flame draws out, the smoke will
eventually clear, revealing what was blocked out by the smoke. The silver lining of it all is to teach the
ignorant about the mortality of humans and to cherish what time we, our family and our friends, still
have on this earth. It taught me that humans are not immortal; we can vanish from this world at any
time without prior notice.
Ton Tran cannot talk to me anymore, but he still communicates with me through stories told to me
by family members. His final lesson to me was to live life where you will be remembered for the good
you have done. Contrary to the old saying, all good things do not have to come to an end, for they still
remain in your memory.

Daniel Lam is a grade 9 student who enjoys playing Yugioh and League of Legends. He aspires to one day play
both these games professionally or become a teacher or carpenter.

Katy Mombourquette
Second Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

The Eyes of Compassion
“I dream of a world in which no one feels the need for or fear of predatory behavior, in which each
of us walks with the knowledge of how beautiful- and valuable- is each human life.”
– Jacqueline Novogratz

H

uman life is a complex and elaborate concept. Prior to the age of 13, the idea of human life was
not something that I thought much about. My lack of maturity and experience led me, quite
frankly, to feel very little emotion when tragedy involving a life, struck. I lived blind to human
pain and suffering. There are two types of people in the world. There are people who think of lives in
a general sense, who consider what’s best for people as a whole, and there are those who think about
each individual life, who consider the depth of each person’s past experiences and experiences to
come. People either view the world through the eyes of compassion, or the eyes of practicality. This is
the story of how I discovered where I stand.
Like many discoveries, mine didn’t develop suddenly; rather it developed over time. It began in the
summer of grade 7 and was rooted in the declining self-esteem of a friend. We’ve all had our bad days
and so I listened, like a good friend does. I listened, and listened, and listened. I tried to be empathetic
and understanding. I was completely oblivious to the depression bubbling under the surface. One
regular summer afternoon, however, it all changed. I can still close my eyes and remember the text.
Guys... I have something to tell you... I cut.
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In utter shock, thoughts of self-harm stories froze my entire body. I was only 13 years old and I
couldn’t deal with this alone. I told a mutual friend and we determined that, being summer, there was
no one to turn to just yet. As the rest of the summer flew by in a flash of good memories and fun
times, I almost forgot about the pressing issue that had constantly gnawed at me. School began and
things had calmed down and my friend and I felt no need to take action just yet. Suddenly, everything
spiraled down. My friend had relapsed. I remember shaking constantly, not only because of what she
told me, but also because of what came after, “Please don’t tell.”
I was faced with a moral dilemma. If I sought help, I would lose her trust. However, if I didn’t say
anything, I knew what could possibly lie ahead. My heart had a permanent weight pressing down on it,
dragging me down. For days I struggled, trying to work out the knots in my stomach. Then, one day it
all changed. I was at home, hanging out with another friend, when my phone buzzed. I took one look,
and time stopped. She had almost... almost tried to end her life. She didn’t attempt, but she was ready.
Shaken, my friend and I agreed, this couldn’t continue anymore. Just the thought of someone I care
about more than anything else in my life just disappearing like that was unbearable.
The next day we scheduled an appointment with the school counselor, who was very comforting
and helped us get through telling the story. I knew the risk of losing her friendship was very possible,
but I also knew that I would rather see her in class hating me than not see her at all. As expected,
she was furious, but eventually she forgave me and the whole experience actually strengthened my
relationship with her and the other friends involved. Our bond grew to be unbreakable and we learned
to truly love and appreciate each other. In the end, it made us a family.
I’m still best friends with everyone involved in the experience, and I love them more than anything.
We have an extraordinarily strong and everlasting bond. As I fought the hardship alongside them, I
learned not only the value of true friendship but also the value of human life. The experience of almost
losing my best friend taught me to appreciate every individual human life. It opened my eyes to truly
see through the eyes of compassion. I can better understand struggles and opportunities, and I feel
emotions strongly when I hear about misfortune. I’ve learned not to feel the need to exhibit predatory
behavior in my words or in my actions, and I can stand up and say with absolute confidence that I walk
with the knowledge of how beautiful and valuable human life truly is.

Katy is in grade 9 and enjoys singing, acting, and playing volleyball. She loves spending time with her friends and
considers them her family. She one day dreams of travelling to Europe.
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Vittoria Lovinelli
Third Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

The Gum on the Bottom of my Shoe,
Stuck Forever
”A sister is a gift to the heart, a friend to the spirit, a golden thread to the meaning of life”
– Isadora James

F

ive. It seemed to be the perfect number. There were five chairs around our kitchen table, five
popcorn bowls for family movie night and five seats in the car; one for each family member. For
the longest time anything more than five just didn’t make sense to me. It had always been two
insane boys and me the innocent, adorable princess, the apple of my mother’s eye and the little mama’s
girl. Nothing or no one could have ever torn me off my mother’s side. I was like clinging gum stuck
to the end of a shoe, cemented forever. But, my perfect number five was about to be shattered like
broken glass. There wouldn’t be enough chairs around the table, we didn’t own any more than five
popcorn bowls, and how could we possibly fit any more people in our car? Something would finally
manage to scrape the gum off the shoe.
I had just come home from playing at my friend’s house. It seemed to be a perfect day, until my
family sat down to eat dinner. Silence filled the room, and then my mom announced five words that
would profoundly change my life. “We are having a baby!”
My heart felt like it had been tossed through a shredder. The tears brimming in my eyes made it
hard for me to see the reaction of my brothers. A million questions raced through my head. “A baby?
Another kid? Would my mom still have time to play Barbie’s with me, or paint my nails?”
I ran to my room as fast as my little legs could carry me, covering my tear stained checks. What was
I going to do?
The disturbing scenario that I had caused at the table shocked my parents. The rest of the
evening was spent in my room, my face crammed into my pillow, and my parents by my side trying
unsuccessfully to comfort me. Nothing was going to change the scorching, searing feeling that burned
the inside of my stomach. This baby would only cause trouble, especially if it was a girl. With each
passing month, as my mom’s belly grew, so did my anxiety. Everyone seemed to be excited for the new
baby, which continued to astonish me. The same questions were now part of my daily life. “What are
you having?” or “Is it a girl?”
The idea of a new baby was slowly growing on me, but the idea of a new baby girl was
unacceptable! I prayed each night for a new baby brother. In my grade 2 art class we were assigned a
drawing of any wish we could ask for. Pleased and satisfied with my artwork, I came home and proudly
stuck it on the middle of my fridge. There was a cute chubby baby dressed in blue with teddy bears
and building blocks around it. Written in my best handwriting and shaded with cotton candy blue and
sunshine yellow I spelled “I love my little brother”. I hoped that if I talked, prayed and drew about a
baby boy, a baby boy is exactly what I would receive.
July 21, 2008 came sooner than I had expected. I wasn’t sure if I was ready to know. I plugged my
ears and watched my grandma’s reaction. Her eyebrows rose so high they almost got caught in her
hair and her rotund belly jiggled each time she bounced up and down. I couldn’t stand it any longer; I
needed to know. To my grandma’s shock and surprise I screamed out, “WHAT IS IT?”
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As I walked through the hospital halls, the sterile environment consumed me, and my stomach was
tangled in knots. When I reached my mom’s room, dark circles rested under her eyes, and in her arms
slept the one person who I had dreaded meeting for such a long time. Suddenly the scorching and
searing feeling in my stomach disappeared and my heart swelled with love. Her teeny hand squeezed
my finger, never letting go. I gazed so deeply into the little baby girl’s eyes exclaiming, “I love you
Sophia.”
The change I wasn’t ready for became a gift to my heart, a friend to my spirit and a golden thread
to the meaning of life.
Accepting change was my biggest challenge. What seemed to be the person that I didn’t need
is now the one I cannot live without. I play Barbie’s with Sophia, and I paint her 10 tiny nails. She is
like clinging gum stuck to me, the shoe. My new and lucky number is six. We’ve now got six popcorn
bowls for movie night, one more chair for the table, and a new car. My family still consists of two
insane boys, an adorable little baby girl and the awesome big sister. My life is truly perfect!

Vittoria is a grade 9 student whose interests include dancing, art and spending as much time as she can with her
family. The inspiration of her turning point essay came from the daily life spent with her family and by her little
sister who continuously encourages her to be a good role model.
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Grade 11/12 – English

Danielle Dusome
First Place – Grade 12
Calgary Board of Education

Leaving the Rest Behind
“Broken, hopeless, headed nowhere
Only motivation for what the dealer's supplying
That rush, that drug, that dope
Those pills, that crumb, that roach
Thinkin' I would never do that, not that drug
Growing up nobody ever does
Until you're stuck, lookin' in the mirror like
I can't believe what I've become
Swore I was goin' to be someone
And growing up, everyone always does
We sell our dreams and our potential
To escape through that buzz.”

I

heard this song, Otherside by Macklemore, about a month before the event that changed my life
forever. When I listened to the lyrics, they blew through my mind knocking down the walls I had
built around my emotions as if those walls were just a house of cards, so unstable. It was my life
that he was talking about. I could feel the connection to every word he spoke; how could he know
what I was feeling? I always felt so alone. I cried as my emotions rushed over the broken pieces of
these walls, realizing I was so lost. I felt as though I was unable to change, caught up in the routine of
abuse that I called life. I craved a change but no matter how hard I tried something kept dragging me
back down.
I got to this point in my life by the need to please and impress those around me. This trait almost
destroyed me. I was giving everything I had to those around me and at the same time, every piece I
gave them was a piece of me lost. I needed my family to be proud of me. I needed to get the marks
that would make my family brag about me. I needed to be pretty enough for the media to accept me;
whatever it took. Not leaving the house without hair extensions and make-up, using it as a mask to
cover up the depression and pasting on a smile, a fake happy face that could fool so many. Not eating
and dreaming about surgeries became the norm for me. I just wanted to lose myself under the knife
as if the blade could strip away the pain cooped up in me. I would drain bottles constantly; maybe this
would impress the friends around me. Then the drugs became a daily escape.
When my family found out, they were disappointed in me, so I decided to focus on my friends.
They still all loved me right? At least with them I would get so high I could feel free. I would float above
the world looking down on it all. It felt good up there, at least until the fall. Then I would fall so hard,
hitting down with a brute force that would shove me lower than the fall before. I was barely passing
the classes that I used to ace; my family was ashamed. I lost respect for myself, feeling worthless. I had
lost the friends that wanted to do more than party. Most importantly, I had lost the traits within myself
that made me love who I was. I was a shell full of pain, escaping reality any way I could.
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That was until the news came along; news that shook my world so hard it shattered. I gathered the
pieces I wanted to bring with me to my new life and I left the rest behind. I no longer felt the need to
please anyone other than the baby that now grew inside me. I was unsure if my boyfriend was going
to stay or go. As time went on he left things behind too. We were no longer falling, we were moving
up, together, towards becoming a family. Throughout my pregnancy I was still worried he might leave
knowing how much of a change it was from the life we were used to living. No matter how much he
assured me he would be there for me, I was still scared that I would be alone. The comments made by
others were hard to hear, and no matter how much I tried to brush them off, I still heard them loud
and clear. I heard comments about “babies having babies”, remarks about me raising a “welfare baby”
or that I’m “a burden on society”. There were so many more. Little did they know I had only been with
my boyfriend and we were together three years before our birth control failed, and if I ended up an
addict or homeless, wouldn’t that be worse?
I am making my way to a career in health science so I can contribute to society and be able to help
those around me. It was hard to leave everything behind, the hardest thing I had ever done. I knew my
past was something I now had to accept as just that, my past. My future is now bright as bright as the
sun. My family was disappointed at first but as they saw my future change they were happy for me. I
was getting better marks already and I was focused on a healthy future. Throughout my pregnancy I
learned that I didn’t need to please everyone. I was able to take care of myself, becoming healthy and
strong. I learned that with this strong body and a positive mind, I enjoyed helping others.
Our baby boy was born on May 2, 2013, and from then on I knew my family would be there for
me. I had a baby that loved me exactly as I was. I now have a life that is promising and I have goals for
myself that are once again attainable. My boyfriend and I have a bright future together because of our
son. I owe everything I have become and will become to our child. I will make his life the best that it
can be because this beautiful baby boy saved me.

Danielle is a grade 12 student who became a mother at 16. Her son, Channing, will be 2 in May, 2015. She
enjoys spending time in physical activity such as yoga, hiking and snowboarding. She plans to continue her
education with a Bachelor of Health Science.
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Rachel Makanga
Second Place – Grade 12
Calgary Board of Education

She Restored Hope

B

efore she existed, my nights repeatedly consisted of partying recklessly and drinking to the point
of being incapable of recollecting the events of the previous night. I had somehow been blindly
convinced that the individuals I was in close association with were circulating positive energy
around me, which caused me to progressively divert attention away from those who genuinely carried
concern over my life and well-being.
In the midst of these dark, obscured nights, I was surrounded by bodies, but felt lonely, like a
neglected child patiently waiting to be embraced. It had now become routine to effortlessly chug down
a countless number of glass bottles, rapidly forcing me to enter into a state of numbness. I so flawlessly
found warmth and comfort with each sip calmly burning my insides, starting at my chest, and finishing
at the deepest depths of my abdomen.
As the days passed, my hollow body became increasingly burdensome. After all, I was completely
going against the values and morals my parents worked tirelessly to instill in me. I was losing a sense
of who I was, but to act on that thought was something I couldn’t dare do. The toxic company I
desperately craved allowed me to gain a place of acceptance and belonging; something I couldn’t recall
feeling, ever. This was all before she became a part of my life, of course.
Paired with these menacing, lonesome evenings, I found myself aimlessly traveling through life
with no vision and negligible happiness. “Things will get better,” I told myself time and time again,
but the bitter reality was that I had to willingly initiate drastic changes in order to experience sincere
contentment. Over the course of three long, dreadful years, I had been a first-hand witness to multiple
types of harrowing criminal behavior. I remember fleeing the scene of a shooting breathlessly one frigid
winter night, the harsh intensifying wind attacking my face with each stride. It was nothing out of the
ordinary to be in close physical proximity with people who didn’t fear the law.
At one point I questioned if the hazardous lifestyle I was living was all life had to offer, but for the
split second I contemplated change, it seemed impossible to ascend out of the cavernous hole I had
meticulously dug myself into. Little did I know that she was soon going to make adjusting my priorities
an easier pill to swallow.
On June 8,2013, I received unanticipated news. I had never felt a vast rush of emotions
simultaneously the way I did that sultry afternoon. I knew this was God’s way of trusting me and
validating my worth. At the time, the inner voice of evil that would attempt to persuade me whispered
a group of words forming sweet sorrows, but I felt compelled to gather the minimal strength I had left
and disregard its disastrous plans.
The next few months were going to be anything but easy. My willpower, however, was a seed
slowly evolving into a voluminous flower. From that day forth, I pledged never to look back, but instead
to invest the time into polishing the surface of abandoned dreams and aspirations. I wanted more
than anything to sufficiently fill the position I was so graciously given. That was the least I owed to the
faultless spirit I was agreeing to nurture with the tenuous hands I owned. The tempo at which the days
ripened into weeks, and the weeks into months was pleasantly unhurried. I was eminently appreciative
as it gave me time to collect my emotions and stabilize, to a certain degree.
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Once she began to subtly manoeuver within me, I was provided with all the confirmation I needed.
I was going to be a mother. Although I hadn’t been the product of a positive past, she inspired and
motivated me to be courageous and determined to accomplish everything I had originally dreamt of.
She gave my path a more promising direction and the strength to overcome adversity whenever it
decided to strike. She had no intention of judging me, even though some would argue judgment spoke
directly to what I deserved. Truthfully, I wasn’t aware that the human heart was capable of loving so
profoundly until the day my eyes interlocked with hers.
In present day society, teenage pregnancy is frequently frowned upon, but who are we to criticize
the footsteps of shoes we have never worn? In my case, accepting the challenge to enter into
motherhood incontestably saved my life. I wake up each day reminded of my talents, capabilities, and,
most of all, my value. I no longer have to loiter in desperation searching for a chance to integrate into
any situation. I am proud of how far I’ve come, but the greatest thanks belong to her. She is Asha Joy,
my companion, my strength, my purpose, and ultimately the cause of the restoration of hope in my
life.

Rachel is a grade 12 student who enjoys listening to music, because in her opinion, every song has a story to tell.
Rachel plans to pursue a law degree after completing high school.
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L'intelligence fait la valeur d'un homme ;
le caractère fait la dignité.
Madame de Girardin, ecrivaine
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Grade 7/8 – English

Jordan Pond
First Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District West

Stronger

A

t first glance, I may seem like a normal boy, but for a very long time I was broken and too
petrified to tell anyone. I had been beaten and battered but worst of all I had been broken. This
all lead up to the first time I chose to fight back, and man did it hurt.

CRASH! The sound of glass shattering against the wall. I could hear screams from my sitting
position in the basement. They were emanating from the floor above as they always did. I was sitting
on my bed, still sore from my beating earlier that day. Listening to all the abuse my mom was enduring
was infuriating. As her eldest child, I felt a need to protect her. It was the first time I was really ready to
fight back. I felt like The Hulk to the point where I could almost feel myself growing, turning green, and
in a split second decision, I flew upstairs.
Looking back at it now, I realize it really wasn’t the smartest decision I’ve ever made, but it
happened. It was as if everything was in slow motion. I saw him in my mom’s face screaming, frothing
at the mouth, with eyes fiery with rage. I reacted violently. Before I knew what was happening, I had
latched myself onto his neck like a lion getting ready to drain the life from its prey. With him distracted
with fighting back, my mom escaped to call the police, but the moment my grip failed, I found myself
being hurled down the stairs. I lay at the bottom feeling defeated.
I heard the sirens getting closer to my house. Using all of my of my willpower, I walked back up the
stairs, just in time to see him being handcuffed and forced into the back of the cop car, still punching
and screaming abusive words. Tears formed in my eyes as I watched the car drive away. Still aching, I
walked inside not expecting the horrible scene that awaited me, broken glass, spilled beer, and holes in
the wall. That’s a sight no child should ever witness.
That night, we decided to move back to Fredericton and escape the monster I once thought was
my father. When I hear the phrase, “Actions speak louder than words,” I think of that horrific night. I
vowed that if I ever become a father I would not only say that I loved my child; I would show it with all
of my heart that I love them unconditionally. Although I gained strength from this twisted relationship
with my stepfather, I promised myself that I would never let anyone break me again.

Jordan is a grade 8 student who likes to read, sing, and act. He speaks English and French. He hopes to one day
act in a big production.
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Mary Cunningham
Second Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District South

Shaken Faith

I

had never faced tragedy. I have a happy family, and have lived in a loving home for fourteen years.
I have never let the weight of the world get to me, confident that I could overcome any trial. My
faith in the strength I held inside was unwavering. Suddenly, my world was shaken, and that faith
was challenged.
Thursday, September 18, 2014. I woke up, expecting another monotonous day. Curiously, my
mother was not home. When I texted her, she explained that my grandfather had taken a turn for the
worse.
“Oh, Ok,” I said, and continued my day. My grandfather had been hospitalized for a month so this
seemed reasonable. After a routine day tinted with worry, I went home, and carried on as usual.
The sun had set, and the house was quiet when my father yelled, “Mary!”
“Yes?” I responded calmly, my heart in my throat.
“Your grandfather passed.”
I wish I could say I felt sad or angry, but I felt nothing. Every emotion drained from me. I couldn’t
breathe, and my heart wouldn’t beat. Instead of crying I simply said “Okay”.
I wanted him to live, but when someone you love is in a hospital, struggling to breathe, death can
seem easier. It is difficult to watch a strong man cry when he realizes his life is ending, wondering if he
has lived it right. It is scarring to see him struggle to sit up, reaching out breathlessly to hug you. You
see everything in a greyer light.
After my grandfather died, everything was numb. I had never lost anyone close. Words were white
noise; movements slow and strange. I didn’t want to be sad, so I kept moving, seeking distractions; if
I stopped, the sadness came. I didn’t want to see people cry or have them hug me; it felt so alien. My
strength was dimming.
September 21, 2014: the day I can never forget. We stood by the casket as people whispered
their condolences. My grandfather lay still, without breath or heartbeat, and we stood silently. When
the casket was to be shut, I thought I might lose control. My grandmother sobbed, talking to my
grandfather. I stood staring, unable to move. My grandfather was closed off to the world, and my
grandmother’s sobs echoed in my ears. My faith was wavering, but I remained strong.
Later, a hundred faces filled our home. There was no crying, only laughs and stories shared. This
gave me hope: to feel the love of a strong family encircle us re-strengthened my faith. To be able to
laugh when inside we felt pain reminded me that it would take much more to destroy my faith in
myself. I knew I could overcome adversity, that I was stronger than I thought. I was more than tears and
more than loss. I also realized that this strength must be shared. From then on, I vowed to help others
who had lost faith in their own strength.

Mary is a grade 8 student who enjoys writing, drama,and singing. She won the Speak Out oratorical competition
last year and would like to pursue public speaking in the future.
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Scout McKee
Third Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District West

Confidence

I

am a dancer; dance is my life. It's all I care about. I live for that moment when I am on stage and I
feel strong and graceful and free all at the same time. I love the costumes, the road trips and the
amazing friendships created, but most of all I value the unbreakable bond between my coach and
me. I trust and cherish her opinion more than anyone else in the world.
In the spring of 2012, I reached a major dancing goal by qualifying for the Canadian
Championships. When I arrived at the venue of the Canadian Highland Dance Championships, I
came face to face with all of my competitors. They all looked so put together, so intimidating. It was
my first time competing in this championship so I was extremely nervous. I was so on-edge that my
senses were intensified; they were as sharp as a knife. Even the slight scent of hairspray in the air was
overwhelming. The sounds of coaches giving their dancers last minute pep talks were amplified to the
point where I could barely hear myself think.
When it was finally time for me to take the stage, all of my corrections (points for improvement)
flickered through my mind as I took my place. Once I arrived at my spot, I stood in first position. The
audience appeared to be ten times larger than it actually was. I felt like everyone was staring at me.
I had absolutely no confidence in myself, and it showed in my dancing. My feet weren’t pointed, my
extensions weren’t stretched, and my posture was terrible. My dancing felt very hesitant; this was
because I was second guessing every single movement even though I’d practised my routine so many
times. I let my nerves get the best of me. I didn’t dance well because I was afraid.
When I heard the last few counts of the song I was filled with relief. All I wanted to do was run
off the stage and never go back on. But then I had a brief conversation with my coach that changed
everything.
“So…” I said awkwardly. “What did you think?” I asked, already knowing the answer. I was so
embarrassed of that dance; I wished she hadn’t seen it.
“It was all right”, she replied.
I could tell by the look in her eyes that she knew I could have done better. She knew me almost too
well. She could tell I was upset with myself and she knew that if she told me how she really felt about
my dance, I would have lost even more confidence in myself. She worked so hard for me all season,
and I had let her down. Then, I realized that she wouldn’t have worked so hard for me if she didn’t
believe in me.
I had to bring my A game in my next routines and dance my heart out. I was ready to take the
stage and show everyone - especially my coach - how well I could really dance. I had something
to prove, not only to my coach but to myself. When I went up for my next dance, my attitude was
completely different than it was for my first. I was confident in myself. I knew that my coach believed
in me, and since she did, I would too. And I had to prove to her that all the work that we put in that
season wasn’t for nothing. When the music started this time, I had a completely different reaction. I
wasn’t worried or scared, I was confident and determined. Because of this, I pushed myself harder than
I have ever pushed myself before. I danced better than I had danced all season.
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Looking back on that day, I learned a very valuable lesson. I learned that confidence is the key to
success. When you believe in yourself it will show through in whatever you are doing. Now, every time
I compete, I make an incredible effort to stay positive and be confident in my dancing and in myself. I
also realized that when I have a reason to dance - whether I dedicate my dance to someone or dance
to prove something - that is when I dance from my heart.

Scout is a grade 8 student who enjoys highland dancing. This summer, Scout will be travelling to Scotland for the
world championships.
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Grade 7/8 – French

Victoria Murray
First Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District West

Rose
"You know, gay, lesbian, bisexual, transgender - people are people." – Judith Light

P

endant les derniers mois de la septième année, mon grand frère a annoncé qu'il était transsexuel,
une fille dans le corps d'un garçon. Ma vie a changé en ce moment et j’ai commencé à voir le
monde dans une différente façon. J'ai appris beaucoup à propos des différentes sexualités et
comment les accepter.
Un dimanche soir, en arrivant à la maison, mon frère et ma mère m’attendaient. On a eu une
courte, mais importante, conversation de famille, parce que mon frère avait mis une entrée sur
Facebook pour annoncer qu'il était transsexuel. Même si j'avais déjà entendu le terme, je n’ai pas
compris les implications dans ma vie. La situation était très bizarre. J’étais confuse et j'avais trop peur
d’être capable de saisir ce qui arrivait.
Je voulais mieux comprendre la situation, pour soutenir et aider mon frère. Chaque nuit j'ai fait de
la recherche sur être transsexuel. Pendant ce temps je ne pouvais pas croire les commentaires négatifs
que je voyais. Je ressentais un grand respect pour ceux qui avaient le courage d'être eux-mêmes en face
de la négativité. La cruauté envers les autres qui a été démontrée à l’internet m’a beaucoup frustrée.
J’ai essayé de poser des questions à mon frère mais c’était très difficile parce qu’il n’avait pas de
réponse à ce temps.
Les premiers ajustements sont venus vite. Mon frère voulait qu'on utilise des pronoms féminins
pour le décrire. Elle avait aussi changé son nom de Brandon Michael Finnie à Rose Evelyn Finnie ;
elle avait une nouvelle identité. Je pense que cette étape était la plus facile à date pour moi, parce
que c'était juste des mots. Avec mes amies on l’appelait encore Brandon parce qu’il n’avait pas de
changements physiques et j'avais trop peur de parler à propos de la situation.
La prochaine étape était aussi très difficile pour moi, parce que les changements étaient maintenant
visibles. Elle a commencé de porter ses cheveux longs, de porter des vêtements féminins et du parfum.
Elle utilisait le shampooing des femmes et a commencé de raser ses jambes.
Je me sentais très seule. Je ne voulais pas parler et je gardais mes émotions à l'intérieur. C'était
difficile de voir mon frère disparaître, mais j ‘étais aussi fière d'avoir une nouvelle sœur. Je sais que son
trajet va être long et que Brandon n'a pas fini de devenir Rose. La transition a été difficile pour moi. J'ai
perdu mon frère à un jeune âge. Il faut que je me souvienne des mémoires du passé avec Brandon et
crée de nouveaux souvenirs avec Rose.
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Pendant ce grand point tournant dans ma vie j'ai gagné beaucoup de respect pour tous les gens
transsexuels et pour leur courage. J'accepte ma nouvelle sœur, et ceux qui veulent être eux-mêmes. Je
supporte des gens des toutes les sexualités, races et handicaps. Je suis contre la discrimination. Sans
avoir vécu cette transition, je ne me serais pas informé sur ce grand sujet et je ne saurais pas à propos
de la discrimination qui arrive dans le monde. En passant à travers ces émotions, j’ai une meilleure
compréhension de la vie.

Victoria is a grade 8 student who enjoys theater and cheerleading. In her spare time she loves to be with her
friends.

Rose Messenger
Second Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District West

« Il n’y a pas de clé pour le bonheur, la porte est toujours ouverte. »

La dame en pyjama rose

J’

adore Noël! Les jolies lumières, la nourriture délicieuse, la musique, et bien sûr donner et recevoir
des cadeaux. Avant mon voyage à l'hôpital Everett Chalmers pour chanter des chansons de Noël
avec mes amis de théâtre, je n'ai jamais réalisé jusqu’à quel point j’étais chanceuse.

J'ai éclaté à travers les portes de l'hôpital, couverte par la neige. J’étais en retard, donc mon
enseignante de musique m’a donnée un chapeau rouge et m’a amenée au groupe. « Nous sommes
en train de chanter à l'étage de soin palliatif; c’est une section ou les personnes sont près de la mort »
dit‑elle en marchant vers l'ascenseur.
« Ding! » Les portes sont ouvertes et je voyais mes amis qui m’attendaient. En marchant à travers
les portes on chantait « Sainte Nuit ». On a attiré l'attention d'une patiente âgée, qui portait un pyjama
rose, assise dans la salle d'attente. Elle avait le plus grand sourire que j’ai jamais vu. C’était un peu
comme si on était Beyonce et elle voulait nous voir. Son infirmière l’a aidée à sortir de sa chaise et la
dame s’est mise à danser.
Une infirmière nous a montré la première chambre qui appartenait à un homme qui était tout
seul. Il s’était couché dans le lit avec les yeux fermés, mais on pouvait voir qu'il était réveillé, parce que
quand nous avons commencé à chanter, un petit sourire est apparu sur son visage. J'étais la dernière à
quitter sa chambre, mais l'homme m'a arrêtée pour me remercier pendant qu'une larme coula sur sa
joue. Devant la porte se tenait la dame en pyjama rose, souriante comme une petite fille le matin de
Noël.
Nous avons visité environ 30 chambres ce jour-là. Pendant chaque chanson, la dame dans le pyjama
rose dansait dehors. Cela m’a vraiment touché. C'était bon de savoir que nous avons amené de la joie
aux gens. Les réactions des patients étaient différentes. Certains ont applaudi, d’autres ont chanté
avec nous. Quelques-uns ont pleuré en se souvenant de leurs Noëls passés et d'autres ont simplement
écouté. Tous ont été touchés par notre musique.
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Nous avons terminé notre visite dans la chambre de l'homme où nous avions commencé. Il
voulait une deuxième chanson! Cette fois, il a chanté avec nous. Quand nous avions fini, il nous a dit
tranquillement, « Vous avez fait la journée d'un vieil homme » en essayant de retenir ses larmes et,
pour être honnête, nous étions tous en train de faire la même chose.
La personne qui m'a vraiment inspirée était la dame en pyjama rose. Même si elle était proche de sa
mort, elle dansait sans se soucier du lendemain. Je comprends maintenant que je suis bénie d'avoir une
famille qui est en bonne santé. J'ai aussi appris que nous devrions être reconnaissants pour ce que nous
avons et de penser à ceux qui ne sont pas aussi chanceux. J’ai l’intention de visiter l'hôpital de nouveau
l'année prochaine pour continuer ce cycle de joie.

Rose is a grade 8 student who enjoys doing musical theatre and she is an actress at Theatre New Brunswick. Rose
is an active member of her community and is a dedicated member of CISV, a peace education organization.

Carlie Cole
Third Place – Grade 8
Anglophone School District West

Le temps n’est pas infini
« Vous ne savez jamais ce que vous avez jusqu'à ce que vous l'avez perdu. »
– Alyson Noel, Evermore

L

a chose que l'on prend pour acquis le plus dans notre vie est le temps. C’est ce qui est arrivé le
10 décembre qui m'a enseigné que la vie est trop courte pour prendre le temps pour un manque
d'égard. Il n'y a aucune personne sur la terre pour toujours et les choses mauvaises arrivent à des
gens qui ne le méritent pas. On ne peut pas toujours trouver une explication pourquoi.
Ce matin, je me suis réveillée avec cinq appels manqués de ma maman sur l’écran de mon
téléphone cellulaire. Je l’ai rappelé, terrifiée pour entendre ce qu’elle allait me dire. Quand elle a
répondu au téléphone, elle a pleuré sans arrête. Je n’ai jamais entendu quelque chose de si pire.
Elle m’avait dit que ma tante était tuée dans un accident terrible la soirée d’avant. Je me suis sentie
engourdie. C’était presque comme mon coeur est tombé au plancher et brisé dans des millions de
petits morceaux.
Pourquoi? Comment? Ce n’était pas juste! Elle était trop jeune. Mes pensées déroulaient plus vite
que tu peux imaginer. Même si ma tête ne pouvait pas contenir toutes mes pensées, ma bouche ne
pouvait pas parler. Il n'y avait aucun mot, j’étais interloquée.
Un coeur brisé n’était pas la seule chose que j’ai ressentie. Les sentiments de culpabilité et de regret
ont investi tous mes autres sentiments. Depuis que j’étais jeune, je ne n’ai pas vu ma tante beaucoup à
cause de la relation entre ma mère et elle. Mais les dernières couples d’années, ma maman et ma tante
ont parlé et ont visité plus qu’avant.
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Je ne suis jamais allée avec ma maman pour visiter ma tante et je n’ai pas mis l’effort de lui parler.
Ça me rend en colère contre moi-même, car j’ai toujours dit que j’allais visiter la prochaine fois, et puis
encore la prochaine fois mais maintenant je n’ai pas le choix de dire « la prochaine fois » parce qu’il n’y
a pas de prochaine fois. La réalité est qu’elle n’est plus ici et que je ne peux pas avoir une autre journée
avec elle.
Je pense que même si ce qui est arrivé me fait très triste, il y a aussi un impact positif qui vient de
la situation. Les années passées, moi et ma maman, nous n’avons pas eu une bonne relation. Je n’allais
pas souvent à sa maison et on pouvait passer des semaines et des semaines sans parler. On a décidé
ensemble que la vie est trop courte pour avoir une relation comme cela et ma tante l’avait prouvé.
Aujourd’hui, moi et ma maman, nous parlons à presque tous les jours et je la visite régulièrement
quand j’ai le droit. Ma tante me manque à tous les jours, mais je suis soulagée que la relation entre moi
et ma mère est finalement ou je l’ai voulu toutes ces années.

Carlie is a grade 8 student in the French immersion program. She lives with her father in Oromocto. Carlie is the
member of two Cheer teams.
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Grade 9/10

Kate MacEwen
First Place – Grade 10
Anglophone School District West

Simple Joys of an Old, Blue Tractor

T

ypically one's childhood passes in a haze of colourful picture books, beloved Disney soundtracks,
and the faint scent of Crayola crayons; a time of innocence and ignorance. Often, the biggest
obstacles faced are learning how to tie shoelaces or experiencing frustration from the “time-out”
chair. Children shouldn't have to carry the weight of the world on their shoulders.
For children diagnosed with Autism, like my younger brother Connor, childhood is much more
complex. Connor has faced so many worrisome situations; situations that no little boy should ever
experience. Autism has robbed my brother of a voice, and left him non-verbal. I can't fathom how
frustrating it would be not to be able to articulate how one feels or to express one’s innermost
thoughts and dreams. Sadly, I do know exactly how frustrating it was, and still is, that no secrets can be
exchanged, no bad jokes can be shared, and no conversations can take place between my brother and
me.
I faintly recall having a heart-to-heart conversation with my mother shortly after my brother's
diagnosis. Sitting on the floral couch, I disclosed my wishes that Connor would someday voice my
name. My patient mother went on to explain, that in most cases, siblings of a child with autism tend to
be more mature for their age. I can validate this statement because, over the years, I have had to make
various sacrifices. In many ways, I have felt the effects of Connor's autism as well: I couldn't have sleep
overs, play-dates were cut short, and family vacations were out of the question, as it would disrupt
Connor's routine.
However, in the summer of 2012, my family decided it was time to introduce a new adventure,
and embark on our very first family vacation to Prince Edward Island. Within a couple days of preparing
and gathering supplies that would comfort Connor, my tight-knit family dubiously set off into the
unknown.
After a surprisingly smooth journey, our car slowly skidded across the red dirt road to my
grandfather's cottage. Once Connor explored and settled into the comfy cottage, we visited the
soothing beach. With a huge grin etched across his face, Connor squished his toes into the warm sand
for the first time, and basked in the glowing sunlight. I couldn't decide what was more refreshing, the
cool ocean water, or Connor's unmistakable enjoyment.
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Our vacation continued with a frenzy of activities, but the most memorable moment occurred
when my brother began to ride a tractor with my grandpa's assistance. The two navigated the old, blue
tractor around the vast property. I could easily distinguish my brother's squeals of joy above the buzzing
tractor. At that moment, my perception for my sibling changed. As we grew up, I always tended to
focus on all the difficulties Connor experienced. Looking back now, sometimes impatient, I would play
the role of a third parent, rather than that of the older sister. Somehow, that tractor ride altered my
thoughts. All this time I was focusing on Connor's disabilities, when I should have been celebrating his
abilities. Sure, Connor struggles to solve a basic math equation or ride a bicycle, but he can run faster
than lightning if he wants to. He can lift anyone's spirits with one of his goofy smiles, and he can grasp
technology after only a few minutes.
I was pondering these thoughts later that evening over a cup of Cow's creamy ice cream. I looked
up to see my brother innocently savouring his simple vanilla dessert and I learned another lesson
watching him, with a hint of a smile on my face. Connor taught me that you should always treat
people with kindness and never judge a book by its cover. When meeting someone new, I have no idea
what kind of problems they are struggling with. We all face challenges, but it is how we deal with our
challenges that define us.
Scraping the remaining treat from my bowl, my smile grew. Life's journey may have a few surprise
detours, but as long as I get back on track, stronger, I know I will be okay. Honestly, I wouldn't have it
any other way.

Kate is a grade 10 student who has been a member of various clubs including Drama and the Positive Action
Committee. Kate, an avid reader, hopes to one day become a world-wide traveler.

Destiny Johnson
Second Place – Grade 9
Anglophone School District West

Metamorphosis
“One child, one teacher, one book and one pen can change the world.
Education is the only solution. Education first.” – Malala Yousafzai

I

was twelve years old the day it had happened. I had never been a particularly bad student, getting
an average of B’s and C’s from the time of kindergarten onwards. School was school. To me, just
like many other twelve year old kids, school was simply a necessary evil that all must complete in
order to continue with your life; to get a higher education, to work, and some day, retire. That was it.
That was all school was to me. That was, until I finally realized how lucky I was to attend school, and
not to feel like my life is in danger. I owe this to a feminist icon, and role - model; Malala Yousafzai.
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It was an average October afternoon. The world was a blur of orange and red, the leaves
crumbling from their brittle branches. Kids were arriving home from school, settling down in front of
their televisions, book bags lying idle in a forgotten corner. I was one of those kids. Enveloped in a
warm blanket, I flicked through the channels, vying to find anything that would even vaguely appeal to
my interests. No luck. I settled on a news channel, because I knew that’s what my grandmother liked,
and one of us might as well get some entertainment out of the box we all have become so dependent
on.
As lethargy set in, I turned my tired eyes away from the television, only to have my attention
snapped back to it in a matter of seconds. It was then, on the day of October 9, 2014, that my view on
education and female education rights changed forever. The news reporter sat stiffly in his chair, a grey
suit matching his ashen skin, his monotone voice reading over the daily news for the fifth time that
hour with a blank stare. “…Today, A fourteen year old girl was shot in the head by the Taliban while
returning from school...” My eyes studied the face of a young girl, much like myself at the time. I didn’t
know her, nor did I even live on the same continent as she did, yet I felt a connection with this young
girl on my TV screen. Perhaps I saw myself in her.
She was only two years older than me; she had the same hair color as I did, as well as eye color.
Maybe that’s why I felt so compelled to learn more about Malala. For the rest of that night, I watched
intently as the story unfolded on a grand and horrific scale. I couldn’t believe that this had happened;
and for what? Was it really just because she was a girl, like me, trying to get an education? Why would
anyone do that to a child? These were some of the many questions I asked myself that night. I was in
disbelief. I needed to know more.
For the next couple of months, the world watched Malala’s story. I remember attending church,
and noting how astonishing it was to see an entire clergy praying for a young girl that they had never
met. I knew she was special. I just had to know more. I educated myself further on her story, reading
every article I could find on the internet. I soon learned that Malala had become an advocate for girls'
education, which painted a bright red bull’s eye on her back for the Taliban.
Malala Yousafzai went to a school that her father had founded. Following the swat attacks against
girls’ schools, Malala began to give speeches about education rights for women. Even today, after all
this brave young woman has endured, she continues to receive threats from the Taliban. Her bravery
enables her to continue speaking out against violence, sexism and inequality. Recently, I was absolutely
ecstatic to learn that Yousafzai, at the ripe age of 17, had become the youngest person to have ever
won a Nobel peace prize.
The horrific events of Malala’s life had brought me to realize how truly lucky we are here in Canada
to have rights, especially as women. Malala’s story made me realize how important schooling really
was. I no longer see school as just school. It’s not a necessary evil, it’s a privilege that we take for
granted much too often. This event influenced my life in more ways than one, and I will never forget
the change it has brought to my life. I am proud to identify myself as a women’s rights activist, and to
stand up for what I believe in.

Destiny is a grade 9 student who enjoys drawing, illustrating and writing stories. She hopes to graduate in 2018
and pursue higher education at the local university. Destiny would like to become a story board artist working for
Pixar studios.
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Phoebe Bicknell
Third Place – Grade 10
Anglophone School District West

Moving Forward

W

hen I look back on my past, I see two separate periods of time - before and after. Before took
place in a different country, more specifically, England. That time consisted of lots of rain and
my only worry being about missing the ice cream truck. When I moved to Canada, my whole
life pivoted into the after. Everything I had known changed into something I had never expected.
Moving from England to Canada was a big adjustment, but I now know that accepting change is
essential in this roller-coaster we call life.
At first, my parents were thinking about moving to Canada without my knowledge. I hadn’t even
heard of the country until my dad visited Fredericton to see what it was like and to check out some
jobs. Later that year, my mom visited as well. By then I was slightly concerned that we might actually
move to this big piece of land above America. I had great friends that I didn’t want to leave and family
that even then I didn’t see as often as I would have liked. In 2009, my family and I took a vacation in
Canada and I finally had an image to match the country. As time went on, the possibility of moving
became a harsh reality.
Leading up to the day my family and I moved, it was almost every day that I had to say another
goodbye. It was hard. I didn’t want to think about it, hoping that the day would never come. With
reassurances of, “Life’s an adventure,” and “We’ll see you very soon,” all of my relatives and family
friends withdrew from embraces with watery eyes and sad smiles. Eventually, the days counted down
into single digits and I said my last, reluctant goodbye to England.
The journey over the Atlantic was familiar to me, as I had made a few trips in an airplane before,
although this plane trip, like a broken boomerang, wasn’t returning. Arriving in Fredericton during
February was a whole new experience. On the plane, looking down onto a sea of trees blanketed with
snow was something I wasn’t used to. For the first week or two after arriving, being in Canada felt
like a vacation, but when I started school the move became concrete. The people I stood around while
the passionate sound of “Oh Canada” filled my new classroom were so different from me. They had
different interests and a different type of humor than the crowd of people I was used to. As I became
more aware of these diversities, I became more and more hesitant to let go of my life in England.
Although I was quite homesick, all these new changes somehow helped me, as they were
experiences that were enjoyable and kept me occupied. It was only when I was alone with my thoughts
that I really reflected on the life I had left behind. I remember being much more wistful in those times.
However, I looked back on the moment someone told me that life was an adventure and realized that
my life will move on, but it’s my choice if I get stuck in the past or move along with the present. Over
time I recognized the great opportunities, experiences, and people that the move had brought to me. I
accepted my new life, and I was happier.
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Everyone has change in their lives, as it is constant and inevitable. I’ve learned that life is an
adventure; so don’t set your destination in stone, as something that wasn’t in your plan could create
a new opportunity. Since this biggest adjustment in my life, I have been more open to changes and to
what my future has in store for me. I savour every moment because I know that the life I have right
now is guaranteed to change, and I remind myself to keep moving forward.

Phoebe is a grade 10 student who loves to read and play guitar. She was born in England, but now lives in
Fredericton. She wishes to travel when she is older.
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Grade 11/12

Kemi Collier
First Place – Grade 12
Anglophone School District South

Perfectly Imperfect

F

our years ago, I knew my life was about to change. What I did not realize, was how much.
Becoming a big sister was supposed to be exciting. Suddenly, I was scared. Scared about what
such a rare diagnosis would mean for the life of my unborn sibling. Scared about what other
people would think. Terrified about whether he would survive. Specialists. Appointments. Denial. More
specialists. Hushed voices behind closed doors. Rivers of tears. Tears and prayers. I did not understand
why it was happening.
This had never happened to anyone else in our family. It was simply a “fluke of nature” that
would seal his destiny. It only happened in one percent of all children born with an extra twenty-first
chromosome. My little brother had won the genetic jackpot! However, nobody was clapping. He was
not even born yet, but already faced what seemed like insurmountable odds, Mosaic Down syndrome,
Mosaicism of Trisomy 21. For the longest time I preferred to tell my friends that he would have
Mosaicism, carefully leaving out the remainder of the diagnosis. After all, nobody else would know
what that was. I was not ready for anyone else to know. I needed time to process it.
My parents immediately set off on a “Quest of Knowledge”. It was as if they breathed, ate, and
drank Mosaic Down syndrome! I began to cringe whenever I heard that term. Doctors could not tell
my parents much more than they already knew. Some of the cells in my brother’s body had Down
syndrome, and some of them did not. My parents became obsessed with the percentage of trisomic
cells and how that magic number could affect my brother’s development.
It was like a never ending cycle of surmising and pointless worrying. What would MDs mean for his
future? Was the diagnosis correct? Did they do something wrong to cause this? It was like a cruel form
of torture. If my brother were diagnosed with complete Down syndrome, my parents would have been
able to accept it and move on. Instead they chose to hang on to false hope. Tension swallowed the air,
slowly attempting to suffocate optimism.
Once my baby brother was born, new worries presented themselves. He had a valve in his heart
that did not close properly and he would also require surgery for a severe urinary defect. Everyone
felt overwhelmed. My parents named my brother Kayden, which means “conqueror” in Gaelic, in a
desperate plea for something miraculous to occur. For his sake, it did. He was one of the lucky ones
who was able to leave the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit after only a few weeks. All of us breathed a
sigh of relief. We thought that things would finally be able to return to normal. However, it was merely
the beginning of our far from normal life.
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A whirlwind of appointments began to flood the once empty calendar on the fridge as reality
set in. Even though Kayden did not appear to have typical facial features of an infant with Down
syndrome, he was severely hypotonic. Visits to the Physiotherapist, Occupational therapist, Speech
Language Pathologist and Early Interventionist became a routine part of our lives for the next year.
Despite the chaos, he seemed to be doing well at home and was meeting many of his developmental
milestones. Optimism began to slowly creep back into our household.
At the age of one, things began to drastically change. Even though professionals reassured my
mother that Kayden was developing normally for a child with Mosaic Down syndrome, she remained
concerned. My brother began reversing the few words he was once able to say. He would fixate on
moving objects and not turn when his name was called. Repetitive movements began followed by
high-pitched squealing, strange intonation, resistance, and temper tantrums. It made living at home
unbearable at times.
Going out in public with him was often humiliating. Since Kayden does not look like he has
a disability, many are quick to judge. Stares of disapproval scorched my scarlet cheeks. I stopped
going out altogether when he was around. Having friends over was out of the question. I was not
embarrassed of my brother having Mosaic Down syndrome. I was embarrassed of what I thought was
intentional poor behaviour.
When Kayden began walking, shortly after the age of two, it was a huge accomplishment.
However, his newfound freedom kept everyone on their toes. Kayden had no sense of danger and was
a severe flight risk. Kayden’s therapists finally began seeing warning signs for themselves. Kayden was
eventually diagnosed with Autism Spectrum Disorder, in addition to Mosaic Down syndrome. Receiving
confirmation of ASD explained many of the unexpected issues my parents were dealing with. They
were worried that my brother had been branded for life; worried that the chances of him being selfsufficient were slim. However, since my brother began attending Stepping Stones, a treatment centre
for children with Autism, most worries have been put on hold. For the first time, my family feels like we
are getting the kind of help we so desperately need. For the first time, we feel like we are beginning to
heal.
My little brother has certainly changed my family’s life over the past four years. I cannot say that
the journey has always been smooth. I cannot say that our family has overcome all obstacles. We take
each day one step at a time. He has taught all of us to become more patient, and to appreciate the
little things in life. When Kayden quietly snuggles up next to me to watch a movie, and peeks up at me
with his innocent brown eyes, I feel unconditionally loved. In that moment, any sacrifices I have made
become blessings. He is MY perfectly imperfect baby brother and I would do anything to protect him.
He has given me the most precious gift of all; the amazing honour of being his big sister.

Kemi is a grade 12 student who believes that writing can help us explore the human experience.
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Savannah Baird
Second Place – Grade 12
Anglophone School District West

Wake Up Call

“W

ho’s going to wake me up in the morning and walk to school with me?” cried my little
brother on the phone. I remember the pain and tears as if it were yesterday. Reality
punched me in the face as I lay on the concrete slab called a bed. It seemed like I only got
five minutes of sleep. “Make your beds, ladies!” I heard the guard yell. It was 7 a.m. and the sun was
shining through the long beanpole shaped window in my cell.
November 22, 2013 was the day that changed my life. I was on my way to first period. A group
of girls got in my way. I made a smart remark to one of them. She seemed brave, which almost
intimidated me. I dropped my book bag and kneed her in the face. I felt a heavy tap on my shoulder
from a teacher. “Stop! Stop!” she yelled, but I couldn’t. My anger was like a volcano erupting after
200 years. I was sent to the office to face the consequences, which included a suspension and an
“in‑school”. I was told by my vice principal that I could be facing an assault charge as it was all on
camera. I didn’t care.
At home, I hated my mom’s boyfriend; he was verbally abusive to her and controlling. My real dad
is a severe alcoholic and has never really been in my life as a parent. My mom is a recovering drug
addict and is now 6 years clean. She changed her life completely and has more will power than anyone
I’ve met. But I was angry at the world and used fighting to vent. I stopped eating and started puking.
I was smoking weed daily. I lost 22 lbs in a short period of time and now weighed only 98 lbs. I was
severely depressed and my anxiety was getting worse. My mom got me help at the mental health clinic,
but no success.
I ended up with a court date for one charge, then a second charge with someone else. This was
becoming a vicious cycle that had to stop. My first court date was on my mom’s birthday, April 17th.
I strolled into the courtroom thinking I was going to walk out the same day. The judge called me up
to the tall brown desk. He questioned my actions and seemed shocked that there was another charge
being laid. He sent me to the Miramichi Juvenile Detention Centre on remand. “Take her away.” The
police were to bring me to the holding cells. I looked back at my mom who was still sitting in the
courtroom, her face soaked in tears, like mine. We lipped, “I love you” to each other and then I was
gone without even giving my mom a hug.
My first morning there I met the girls on the unit. I could already tell I wasn’t like the rest of them.
We had quick showers. The water hit me like a fire hydrant spraying; it hurt. Our outfits were dark blue
sweat suits and a white pair of well-worn socks. We had to wear beige plastic shower shoes around
the unit to prevent warts. We even had to ask permission to stand. After showering, we got called to
the kitchen for breakfast. I remember my first bite. My throat refused to swallow and I nearly puked.
The window view of the tall barbed wire fences made me feel lost and abandoned. I wanted to call
my mom; to hear her voice but she didn’t have a landline so my nanny stayed home from work to talk
to me for about 10 minutes each time. I would tell her to let my mom know that I loved her and was
sorry. I hated being away from her.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 41

New Brunswick

Two weeks later, it was the morning I had been waiting for, my court date. I barely slept that whole
night. I woke at 5:00 a.m. but couldn’t come out of my cell until 6:00 a.m. Any time I could, I prayed to
be released and given a second chance at life. My mom always said, everything happens for a reason,
and I firmly believe that. I had finally started to realize how serious this was. I had written apology
letters to each of the girls and a long letter to the judge. I got to Fredericton and waited anxiously in
the holding cell to be brought out. I paced back and forth, my shackles dragging across the cement
floor, praying really hard the entire time.
Finally they came to escort me into the courtroom. I glanced at my family. Everyone was there,
including my father, who I barely see. I saw their tears and red cheeks. I began shaking uncontrollably.
The judge said my name. My heart started racing. I tried not to look over at my mom or my boyfriend
because I knew I couldn’t handle it. For all I knew, it might be the last time in a long time that I saw
them.
The judge must have accepted my apology letter because he told me I was on probation for 8
months, wasn’t allowed any substances at all, was no longer allowed to attend Fredericton High
School, and had a 9:00 p.m. curfew. It could have been a lot worse. I was so thankful to be given back
my freedom. God gave me my second chance. Once I was free, I found a job. I finished my probation
December 28. 2014.
I thank my mom for helping me through it and instilling the word of God in me. I learned the hard
way, but that experience turned my life around. Now I get to wake my brother up for school every
morning and walk with him again. I’m his big sister; his role model and I want him to learn from me. I
appreciate everything I do and something as simple as walking down the street never felt so good.

Savannah is a grade 12 student who has learned to appreciate her family and her freedom. She is excited to be
graduating and moving on with her life.

Draydon Scott
Third Place – Grade 11
Anglophone School District West

My Full Potential

H

ave you ever looked in the mirror and thought to yourself “Am I really living up to my full
potential?” Well I have, and I was not even close to living up to mine.

In my first year of high school, I did not put any effort into any of my school work. This was really
going to affect my high school grades; I was lackadaisical and didn’t see it that way at the time. I went
from being smart and getting 90 percent or higher to just barely getting low A’s and B’s. It was terrible!
I was forming bad work habits and I do not remember anything I learned that year.
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I am not sure how it started, but I know that nothing good came from all of my carelessness. When
any of my teachers assigned homework, I would just blow it off and hang out with my friends. If I had
a project due, I would just do minimal work on it and sometimes even hand it in late. Any test that I
had to study for, I would only study the night before for no more than an hour, even if I did not even
get over everything I had to know. To be honest, I do not even know how I managed to pull off B’s
with the little effort I was putting into it. I should have been pulling C’s and D’s. It only got worse as the
year went on.
The nicer the weather got outside, the less and less effort I put into my school work and sometimes
I would have the audacity to skip class. If the weather was nice, especially on a Friday, I was seldom in
class for the afternoon. Not a chance!
It continued like this for the entire first year of high school and by the time I realized what I was
doing, it was mid-May and too late to change my grades for the year. I still remember the day I realized
the error of my ways.
It was a nice sunny weekend in May and I was having a conversation with my friend Tim Chang.
Tim is an electrical engineer who lives in Toronto but his family lives in Fredericton so he was up
visiting them for the weekend. I was telling Tim that I admired his career and that I was thinking about
becoming an engineer like him or a lawyer, and Tim told me that I would need to go to University for
that. I told him that I was planning to go to University and then he asked me what my grade average
was. I said that I had anywhere from between 79-81%. The look on Tim’s face at the time really
surprised me. He frowned and told me to have fun working at McDonald’s for the rest of my life. We
both laughed about it but in the back of my mind his comment really bothered me.
Later that night when I was lying in bed, I kept wondering if Tim was right about the direction
my life was taking. So I did some research on what grade average I would have to achieve to become
a successful lawyer or engineer, and to my shock, it said the lowest grade they normally accept into
school was an 86 grade average; and even that had no guarantees. The higher the grade average, the
better the chances are at getting in. Plus they base it on your Grade 11 and Grade 12 marks and if I
was only pulling low 70’s and 80’s in Grade 9, there was a good chance that if I continued the way I
was going my marks would be even lower. How was I ever going to amount to anything?
Suddenly, after that weekend, it was like I knew I had to change. I understood what my parents
had been trying to tell me all year. I just needed Tim to say it to put all my effort into every single
assignment, test or project that had been assigned to me. I submitted everything on time and I worked
very hard! Although there was only one month of school left, I managed to get my average up to
about 84%. I know this was not nearly enough, but still a victory in my books because I had come such
a long way!
Now I am in Grade 11, my third year of high school, and I have been going full force in my efforts
at school! I always do all my work to the best of my ability and my goal is for 90s in all of my subjects.
I have been doing this all year long and will continue to do this until I graduate. I do not always get a
90% but I also know that I try hard and am not perfect, so as long as I know that, I am happy. Now I
know I am definitely living up to my potential and there is no turning back!!!!!

Draydon is a grade 11 student who loves to read, write, solve math equations and play sports. In the fall of
2016, Draydon plans to attend a university and receive a bachelor of science to help further modern science’s
discoveries.
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I would rather be adorned by beauty of character
than jewels. Jewels are the gift of fortune, while
character comes from within.
Plautus, playwright
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Grade 7

Aiden Burt
First Place – Grade 7
English School District

I Am Different

C

an you imagine living in a world where you don’t fit in? Can you imagine trying to understand
your teacher when the words don’t make sense? Could you live in a world where sounds seem so
intense that you have to stop and cover your ears? What if the smell of peanut butter makes you
want to run away? What if going to school makes you so anxious you feel like you could burst? I can. I
am different. I have Autism.
Before I was diagnosed with Autism, I was sad and lonely. I had troubles in school. My classmates
teased me and said I talked too much. People often asked me, “Aiden, what’s your point?” At lunch
when I sat down, the other kids got up and walked away. My teachers didn’t understand me. I didn’t
get along with my sister and I argued with my parents. I felt angry all the time. I gave up all my extracurricular activities and spent most of my time in my room. I used to imagine what would happen if I
threw the hair dryer in the bathtub.
In 2013, I found out I had Autism. At first I was shocked, but then it was like a weight was lifted
from my shoulders. That’s when I had my turning point. I finally understood why I felt different all these
years. My mom started to read books about Autism to me. My parents enrolled me in programs with
the Autism Society. There I learn things that help me with my everyday life. There I have friends. There I
fit in. There I am accepted and not judged. There I am me. Last year I went to Autism camp. It was one
of the best experiences ever.
School has improved too. The guidance counselor helped me explain Autism to my classmates. My
classmates have been more understanding and my teachers are so supportive. Autism has changed my
life.
From Autism I have learned everyone is unique. I have learned that even though I have Autism, I
can still have friends and be a good friend. I have learned that Autism is not who I am. It is something I
deal with. Before, I was hopeless, now I have hope. My hope for myself and for all children with Autism
is that they find acceptance, courage, independence, and love. This is my story – what’s yours?
Some say Asperger’s, some say Autism. Some say I don’t look like I have anything at all. I have
Autism. I am different. This is my story. What’s yours?

Aiden is a grade 7 student who loves reading, playing video games and spending time with family and friends. He
is a member of the Autism Society and openly shares and educates others about Autism Awareness.
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Emily Hawco
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland Labrador English School District

Trying Something New

W

hen I was first asked to write this essay, I wasn’t sure what I could write about because I didn’t
have any major events that would have caused ”turning points” in my life. After thinking
about it I realized that the biggest turning point for me was when I decided to play hockey.

When I was nine I was a figure skater who wanted to play hockey, however, I was too nervous to
try it because I was afraid I’d embarrass myself. Then one day my Dad registered me for an Esso Fun
Day for girls who wanted to try hockey for the first time. When he told me, I was completely against
the idea, I didn’t want to go out and make a fool of myself but, after some convincing, I said I would
go. I’m glad I did because as soon as I stepped on the ice I knew that hockey was for me. Shortly after
that I signed up for hockey. Now four years later I’ve gone from being a house league player to playing
on a AAA team.
Why would this be a significant turning point? For me, it was about facing my fears - taking a
risk and trying something I wasn’t comfortable with, but most importantly it’s about what playing
hockey has done for me. As a figure skater I practiced on my own; won and lost on my own. I didn’t
have to make friends, I could miss a practice or competition, show up late and it wouldn’t matter as
it only affected me. Over the past four years of trying out and playing on teams, I‘ve learned about
commitment, organizing my time, getting along with others, and about the impact I can have on my
team and my teammates. To be successful, every player has to work hard and play as a team not just as
a single player and unlike figure skating you win and lose as a team.
Now that I am older I want to continue playing hockey competitively. I have set goals and made
plans for how to reach them. I’ve become committed to training and developing my skills. I know that
things don’t always come easily and you have to be committed and work hard to achieve them. I’ve
also learned that this is not only true in hockey but in life as well.
Hockey has helped increase my confidence, built my self-esteem and given me a feeling of
belonging. Without hockey I wouldn’t be as confident about the things I do each day. Before I started
hockey, I was shy and didn’t have much confidence in activities or the sports that I played. Playing
hockey has also helped me create friendships that I wouldn’t have had.
I have learned that turning points can be simple choices that you make which end up changing
you. So for me choosing to play hockey and becoming part of a team has been the biggest turning
point. The skills I’m learning, like work ethic, sportsmanship, being on time and being prepared will
benefit me throughout life.

Emily is a grade 7 student who enjoys reading and playing sports, particularly hockey.
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Alexa Evely
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland Labrador English School District

You’re Never Alone

L

augh and the world laughs with you, weep and you weep alone. Have you ever woken up in the
morning to an horrendous feeling in your stomach? I have, and this is my story.

For the past couple of years I’ve felt depressed, but no matter how bad I felt I always smiled
through the pain. I was nice to people even if they weren’t nice to me. I smiled at people I passed in
the hallway, because I could be changing their day for the better. I used to go home, listen to music
and draw. All the pictures I drew would resemble a thin, model-like girl with long straight hair. Reality
would come flooding back and I’d feel the same as before. Every morning I’d wake up, paint a smile on
my face and act as if everything was all right, but I knew it wasn’t.
During the summer of 2014, my depression became much worse. I started hating myself. I began
to rethink everything that happened up until that point in my life. I broke. I finally broke. I stopped
hoping for a tomorrow, I felt there was no point in living. I cut myself for the first time of many more to
come. The pain surged through my body just to prove I was still alive. The crimson blood ran from the
first fresh cut on my skin, tears streamed down my face as I whispered horrible words to myself telling
myself that every venomous word ever said to me was true, that these bullies were right.
The harm progressed and every time I had a bad day, I would take it out on myself. I became so
paranoid. I began feeling so unwanted by everyone around me. I felt ugly, fat, useless and that was
life was not worth living. I dreaded going to school in the morning because I knew I’d only feel worse.
I started feeling so numb. It became so hard for me to smile. I rarely spent time with my family or
friends.
A week before Christmas, my mom took my phone and found a blog I had written about all of my
thoughts and feelings, because I felt I had nobody to confide in. But after talking with my mom and
getting help from the school guidance counselors, I am becoming a better, happier me. I am learning
to ignore the evil words and the glares of “disgust”.
Even the happiest child in your school may have these demons invading their brains. Just because
someone is smiling on the outside, doesn’t mean they’re not dying on the inside. Smile at people you
see, because you could be saving them from jumping over the edge. Always remember, you’re never
alone.

Alexa is a grade 7 student who loves music and dancing, drawing and making others laugh. She is in her first year
of French Immersion.
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Let us not say, “Every man is the architect of his
own fortune”; but let us say, “Every man is the
architect of his own character”.
George Dana Boardman, Missionary
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Grade 6

Meghan Barrett
First Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

The Day My Best Friend Came into My Life

I

t was the most exciting day, when my dad picked me up from Excel, and told me that he and my
mom wanted to talk to me. At first I thought I was in trouble, but it turned out I wasn’t.

I got home, it was quiet, and my mom was waiting for me. After some talking I finally had
heard the words I had waited for, for four years… I was going to have a little sister! As soon as I heard
the word sister, I started jumping all over the couch! I was so excited!
During the time I had to wait for my mom to have my new little sister, I remember going on the
computer and looking at names. When I was looking at names, I did not like any of them! To me they
were all boring. Then I had an idea… we could name her “Rainbow Sparkle”!. But of course my mom
and dad did not like that name, and they ended up picking Katherine,(Kate for short) which I was not
happy about at all, but that’s what we named her!
On June 21, 2009 my family and I were having our traditional father’s day party, when my mom
was not feeling well, so my dad took my mom to the hospital. Since I was only about 6, I was allowed
to stay at my Nan’s house for one night.
The next morning, on June 22, 2009, was the day my little sister Kate was born. I had to go to
school that day, so my dad picked me up and took me. Then came the most exciting part. We went to
the hospital, and I was practically running to my mom’s room. When we got there the first thing I saw
was Kate. She looked so tiny and so amazing, and I will never forget that moment. Kate made a huge
impact on my life and I will love her forever.

Meghan is a grade 6 student who loves to ski, cook and read and loves to teach others. Meghan wants to be a
teacher, and hopes to attend Harvard University when she graduates.
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Abigail Ross
Second Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

Family Flip

T

wo years ago was the saddest and most life-changing day of my life. Lucas and I were playing
out on the front lawn on a Wednesday afternoon, which was when my parents were out at
their appointment. When they came back, they asked Lucas and me to go to their room. So we
listened and went to their room.
The sad thing was I knew what was coming because the days I spent playing in my room I heard
my parents fighting about things. So while my brother and I sat on the bed they gave us a big speech.
I blocked most of it out, but it was something like this. “Abby, Lucas,” Dad said. “Mommy and I love
you very much. And we didn’t like making this decision. But it had to be done for the good of the
family. Mommy is moving out. We’re really sorry.” At that very moment my heart dropped to my feet.
Moving? I didn’t know what to do. So I did what any kid would do, I burst into tears. I thought they
would love each other forever!?
That night dad went out and mum stayed with us. I didn’t think it was real. Because when I heard
that my parents didn’t love each other anymore, I thought it was a joke. A joke that’s all it was. My
parents got married because they loved each other. So that night I danced. People think I was happy,
but I wasn’t. I just thought they were being silly. But they were definitely not. On February 12, 2013,
my mom moved.
Now I live in Fall River, when I’m with my mom and Eastern Passage when I’m with my dad .The
divorce was pretty awesome. I got new families. At my mom’s, my family is Derrick, Everett, and Avery.
At my dad’s, my family is Monique, Emma, and Nicolas. So something good really did come out of it.
And now I’m a stronger person!

Abigail Ross is a grade 6 student whose hobbies are swimming and reading. She has a great sense of humour.
Abigail has many achievements from swimming and her future goal is participate in the Olympics for swimming.
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Johnathan MacKinnon
Third Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

My First Time on Ice

I

walked into a smelly dressing room with nothing on my mind but questions about how to put on
hockey gear. Is it skates first, what’s a helmet, and who is the tall guy standing by the door?

After about 20 minutes of struggling, my mom and I figured out how to get the hockey gear
on. When my mom finished tying my skates the tall man with a scruffy beard that was standing by the
door walked over and introduced himself. I simply said hello and nothing more because I was too shy
to say anything else.
The whole walking on skates thing was the worst and I hated it, every time I would take a step I’d
fall over and land on my butt.
The gate opens and I’m pushed on the ice crying my eyes out to see my mom. Even though she
was only in the stands waving to me, it felt as if she were sailing across the Pacific Ocean and I’d never
see her again. All I could do was cling to the boards for dear life and wish I had never got on the
treacherous ice.
The tall man that was in the dressing room was somehow on the ice as well. Even though I now
know that man as Coach Mark, at the time he was nothing more than a man with a beard. He started
to skate over and when he got close he started to pry me off the boards. After I fell to the ice he picked
me back up and held me in a way that I couldn’t fall back down. He pushed me around the ice while I
was just gliding until I could do it on my own.
Through the small amount of perseverance in my cute, five-year-old body, I started to push, then
stride and then actually skate and before I knew it the practice was over. My mom was close by and a
new love of hockey was in me.

Johnathan is a grade 6 student who has a good sense of humour. He is a very good hockey player, imaginative
with Lego and has a yellow belt in Jiu-Jitsu. Johnathan won the gold medal, Atom championships in hockey and
would like to be a lawyer when he grows up.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 51

Nova Scotia

Grade 7/8

Jessica Swinamer
First Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

Monsters
I am my own worst enemy.
It is me who breaks my confidence.
It is me who makes the monsters.

I

t started a few months ago - the sadness, the pain, the monsters. I couldn’t handle it. I could feel
myself slipping farther away into an abyss. I knew I needed relief. Later on when I almost jumped
headfirst into the abyss I found a way to get that relief but sometimes I wish I hadn’t. It was
self‑harm.
I did it every night in the warmth and safety of my bedroom, whenever I needed to forget it all, to
get calm, to feel like I’m still there.
The monsters, as I call them, made it worse. They always scream:
“You’re fat; don’t eat.”
“You’re ugly; no one even wants to look at you.”
“You’re worthless.”
“Unwanted.”
“Just…go.”
It never stopped until I harmed myself. It cleared my mind; ultimately making me forget. But, after
a second, it came back until I did it again. So I did what I thought was right. I did it over and over until
I physically and mentally couldn’t anymore. Most of the time, I didn’t even feel alive. I was empty. I
thought I deserved it. I carved words into my thigh that no one should ever say to another person or to
themselves.
I became depressed. Eventually I wanted to leave. I wanted to die. Well no, that’s not true. I wanted
to end the pain, and death seemed to be the only way out. Even my monsters agreed. I was blinded by
my own thoughts. It was like drowning but I could see everyone else breathing.
Soon after, I tried to end it. Not once, not twice, but multiple times over the weeks. I didn’t know
what to do. Everywhere I looked seemed to be more pain, more monsters. I couldn’t even get up in the
morning; I didn’t want to wake up and face the grim reality that was my life.
Everyone was telling me to see a therapist but I hated talking about my problems to other people.
They won’t understand and I don’t want them to worry. But what I did next changed everything.
I just simply talked to myself. I talked to myself about everything from what I was going through
to what I had for dinner. I knew what I was going through. I understood! It didn’t completely solve the
problem; I still self-harm but it helped much more than anything else ever did.
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I learned so much from that. I learned that you should know yourself; you are the one person you
can trust the most even when it doesn’t seem like it, and to be independent.
I may have been my own worst enemy but I was also my own savior.

Jessica is a grade 7 student at Uniacke District School in Mount Uniacke, Nova Scotia.

Natalie Kroll
Second Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

The Worst Thing Kids Will Hear

I

t’s funny how some things you can remember from years ago, and others you can’t remember
from last week. It was nine years ago, and I can still remember almost everything. I didn’t know at
the time what was going to happen or that anything was going to change. I also didn’t realize the
significance of that evening, but that’s usually how that kind of thing works.
It was summer time; leaves rattled on tree branches, the rattling drowned out by me and my four
siblings bickering on the back patio, like always. The sun was shining, making everything, ironically,
seem brighter.
I watched, slightly irritated, as my twin brother Forrest, argued with my oldest sister Mallory,
about how Hot Wheels cars were way better than a creepy Barbie doll, which they obviously weren’t.
I, the youngest, always tried, disastrously, to stay out of arguments for fear of my life. The argument
eventually ended leaving one party, with tears in his eyes, arms crossed, avoiding eye contact with
Mallory who was looking rather triumphant.
Our parents came outside soon after, both looking very serious, which we did not pick up on at
the time. Our mother had tears in her eyes but was hiding them with a tight smile. Our dad sat on the
picnic table beside us and was quiet for a moment or two. He then looked at our mother then back at
us and said the worst possible thing a child will ever hear, other than ‘we aren’t buying you toys’.
“Your mother and I are splitting up. I’m moving out but you’ll still see me lots. We want you to
remember that it’s not your fault. We love you all so, so much.’’
There was a shocked silence, and then Mallory started to cry along with my mom. I didn’t quite
understand at the time but we knew something was going to change. I knew what moving out meant.
I just didn’t know the severity of the change.
In a minute everyone was hugging and crying. We all went inside to the living room and sat in
a blurred silence, except for the occasional sniffle. We asked our dad why he was leaving. “I love
somebody else now,” he murmured.
I heard the word divorce after that and haven’t stopped hearing it since. I felt odd for a while; how
he would never be waiting for us when we got home from school, or how only my mom would be
there to tuck me in, except on every other weekends. He stayed over some nights and it only reminded
me of how it was. Later I’d meet my soon-to-be stepmother; I can’t imagine a life without her now; but
that’s another story.
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In some ways I’m glad it happened; everyone is happier. I’m sure my four-year-old self would
disagree but it’s better now. Even the sad part of me can’t deny that my step mom is definitely not
wicked.

Natalie is a grade 7 student who enjoys reading and writing. She plays basketball, wrestling, and a little
badminton. She wants to be a criminologist or forensics coroner in the future.

Rebecca El-Chater
Third Place – Grade 7
Chignecto-Central Regional School Board

The Tragic Trip

E

veryone has a different story, but this is my story….. July 2006, I was four years old and my
family took a trip to Lebanon. We were supposed to stay in Lebanon for two months but ended
up leaving after two weeks. The reason behind it was because there was a war that year and it
forced us to leave early.
Most of my family lives in Lebanon so saying good-bye unexpectedly was very difficult for me. I still
remember saying good-bye as if it were yesterday; it felt as if a lump of coal was stuck in my throat
making it hard to breath. But I still consider myself lucky because if I hadn’t had Canadian citizenship I
would still be stranded in Lebanon. I was glad yet depressed we were leaving.
Some of the things we experienced in Lebanon were unforgettable and scarring. We were driving
on the road, when we heard a deafening sound. We glanced over to the hill next to us and we saw
a rocketing missile blow up a military radar with a soldier in it, directly in front of us. My sister and I
curiously asked my parents what that booming sound was.
They responded bluntly, “It was just fireworks.”
I still remember looking out the window, wide-eyed, squinting my eyes trying to make out fireworks
in the light of day. To my four-year-old self it seemed like nothing at the time and to my parents it was
normal because they grew up during the miserable and petrifying time of war.
Another memory of this time was when we were on the cargo ship escaping to Cyprus. My dad
and I were sitting beside each other in the chaotic ship when I reached for his phone in his pocket. I
started dialing eleven digit long numbers and glancing at the phone and back at him to see if he would
get angry, but surprisingly he didn’t. When I pressed the call button with my minuscule fingers it dialed,
started ringing, but no response. My dad then explained to me,
“It won’t work, there’s no reception.” When the cargo ship finally stopped and we arrived at
our destination, we walked to a sports stadium in Cyprus with the other four hundred people and
stayed there for three days. At the stadium we had to sleep in military beds, eat grotesque food and
everyone fought for damp towels to stay clean. There was no privacy, and the workers there were very
inconsiderate. The memory is still vivid in my mind.
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After three days in hell we hopped on an airplane and flew to Montreal. My parents refused to stay
at a hotel and after a couple of hours we landed safely in Halifax. Something I learned from this trip
was that you need to have courage and be brave in life. If it weren’t for my parents’ courageousness
and bravery, I probably wouldn’t have made it out alive.

Rebecca is a grade 7 French Immersion student who is a singer, musician and performer. Rebecca has had many
accomplishments including winning a placement in the French public speaking competition, participating in a
spelling bee and winning the music award at her school. Future goals for Rebecca are to travel the world and
become a professional singer.
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Grade 9/10

Kayley Pople
First Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Cobwebs

T

here it was right in front of me covered in cobwebs and leaves --my canoe. My silver canoe was
lying there chained to a tree by the lake. As the wind went through my hair and the ducks swam
past me on the lake, I started to think about how much this lake meant to me. This was the lake
where I grew up. It was where I laughed, explored, cleared my head, and where I spent time with my
dad. It’s also where, in this moment, I realized I needed to cherish the time I had with my family. My
dad had recently been diagnosed with cancer, and I understood that I couldn’t take the time I had with
my parents for granted.
In that moment, I thought back to one of my favourite memories on the canoe. It was a hot
summer day. I had my sunscreen and flip-flops on, a paddle in one hand and a fish net in the other.
“Dad, can I pleeeaaaase sit in the front and paddle?” I whined.
“Kayley you know you have to sit in the middle, you’re the smallest. Anyway, you get to look out
for any turtles!”
I didn’t bother arguing with him because even though I made a fuss about not being able to
paddle, I knew that in five minutes I would be too excited to care whether I was paddling or not. I gave
my brother the paddle and hopped into the canoe. My dad dipped his feet into the water and pushed
the canoe out. In seconds our canoe was gliding through the water. It was quiet and peaceful. The only
sounds were the frogs croaking and paddles gently moving through the water. “Where are we going
today, dad?” I asked.
“We’re going to one of the islands, I found something really cool you guys will like.”
I couldn’t wait; I loved exploring new places. We paddled to the island and pulled our canoe up at
a mossy section. There was a splash as my brother hopped into the shallow water, and my dad and I
jumped out and I felt the dirt squish beneath my toes.
“Ok, want me to show you something cool now?” asked Dad.
“Yes, let’s go!” my brother exclaimed with dirt already smudged on his face and stuck beneath his
fingernails. We followed my dad up a hill covered in rocks, moss and berry bushes. He stopped right
in front of one of the tallest trees on the island, right at the edge by the water. Hanging off one of the
branches was a rope. I looked at the rope as a rush of excitement came over me.
“Dad, I have to try this!” I squealed excitedly.
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My dad laughed and passed the rope to me. I grabbed the rope, took a deep breath and pushed
off the ground. I screamed as I flew through the air and skidded across the water. When I got out as far
as the rope would take me, I released my grip and fell into the water. The cold water ran up my body.
When I floated back to the top of the water I laughed. My brother was smirking and getting excited to
do it himself and my dad smiled at me knowing how much I loved being here. At this moment, we had
forgotten all our responsibilities, and were just enjoying ourselves, and not thinking of what tomorrow
would bring.
After being lost in this memory for a while, I came back to reality. I was still standing in front of my
dusty canoe, looking at the island we went to when I was little. I began to realize that I used to come
out to the lake daily, creating new memories. Now, here I was, 16 years old and there were spiders
crawling across my canoe. Instead of spending time with my family, I was busy thinking about my own
life. I was spending less time with people that mattered and I needed to start focusing on enjoying the
time I had with them and focusing less on being in such a hurry to grow up.

Kayley is a grade 10 student at CPA High School. She loves animals and enjoys going for runs and spending time
with her friends.

Maddy Cox
Second Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Caterpillar to Butterfly Reborn

I

wished it were all in my head. I was feeling physically and emotionally numb. There were half a
dozen monitors attached to me. There were many people with disappointment in their eyes, staring
at me. I was a 15-year-old girl, scared because of a memory that mentally left a massive scar, an ink
tattoo inside of me.
July 31, 2014. Remembering that day created fear in my ever so vulnerable self. I had created this
monster inside me. It was then when I realized that the monsters that hid in the closets and under the
bed of my younger self, were living in my head.
I watched the patients come and go from the ER with nothing more than crutches. At that
moment, I would have preferred a broken bone or an asthma attack, rather than a broken life, a
stomach full of painkillers and the feeling of failure I had forced into my scared self. I knew I wouldn’t
be leaving that night, or anytime soon.
I thought I was ready to be reborn inside the walls of what was called the Garron Centre, a
psychiatric ward for youth. A place that would soon make me realize my worth, stripping off my layers
of sadness and self-hatred to reveal what would turn out to be a beautiful human underneath.
I remembered walking through the two sets of Plexiglas doors as I was greeted with unfamiliar
smells of hospital-cooked food, stale air, and freshly opened bottles of anti-depressants, making me
realize what I was. Crazy. Initially, I had thought of it as a jail for those who hadn’t sinned, who were
innocent and without blame.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 57

Nova Scotia

In the Garron Centre, I unexpectedly shrunk. I realized I wasn’t yet ready to be reborn. Letting go of
my sadness was nearly impossible because it was the only emotion I had known. On a scale from 1 to
10, I was a 0. On a scale from sad to happy, I was depressed.
The time pushed midnight. The darkness of the night I saw out my nailed shut hospital window,
matched my mind. Even though I could see the stars shining clearly in the sky, the ongoing catastrophe
in my mind kept me seeing darkness, regardless if my eyes were opened or closed. I ruminated, soon
falling into a dark and dreamless sleep that was well needed.
I woke up the next morning to see that I had my own nurse. My laziness kicked in and made me
feel good for the first time in a long time, but also terrible knowing the reasons why. Then I learned she
was only standing in front of me to take my vitals and weight. The second nurse walked in holding my
breakfast tray. I couldn’t walk down the halls of the ward by myself to get my tray, let alone leave my
room. I was a mess.
I didn’t want to be the girl locked up for loss of sanity, but I was. That was when I realized that in
order to get out of a place that was saving me, I had to be able to save myself. In the Garron Centre,
I managed to pull myself together, despite being locked up in a psychiatric ward. I was In the process
of being reborn and would eventually become the butterfly that slowly emerged from a caterpillar’s
cocoon. I soon let myself, an innocent victim of my mind, fly. I knew I was a survivor.
Beneath the walls of the ward, I was isolated within a fake community, no education and unrealistic
situations. Yes, I was suffering and yes my family suffered with me, but I learned I could hold myself
together. I knew that when I was released, I would go home, more beautiful than ever. I understood
that what fluttered through the hallways of the ward stripping me down to nothing, was returning
me to my sanity. Somewhere buried within the locks of the ward, bolts of the windows, videos of the
surveillance cameras and between the cracks of the many sets of steel doors, was the other side of
myself. I understood then, that the ward wouldn’t change me; I would change me.

Maddy is a Grade 10 student who will be performing in Atlantic Cirques, Circus Show. Maddy has developed a
love of journaling and keeping scrapbooks capturing each individual moment in her life, contributing greatly to
her love of writing.

Melanie Smith
Third Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Don’t Let Them Define You

W

hen I was younger I never looked up much. If you ask me what the walls looked like I can’t
seem to remember. But the floors, the floors, I remember. They had a brand new shine from
being freshly waxed, white tiles blended with green, and the feet I had gotten used to looking
at. Those sneakers, crocs, and flip-flops became my enemies.
I will always remember the first time I felt betrayed. It was grade two and I thought I had a best
friend. But did everyone’s best friend give them bruises? I didn’t know then that she was only the
beginning.
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The battle wounds started to change from external to internal. I was hurting and no matter how
hard I tried my peers found something they didn’t like about me. I learned that lesson after I spent
weeks preparing a project, hoping it would be the best. I was excited as I walked proudly with my
Bristol board to the front of the hidden front line where their guns were aimed high. I had only said
the title and was eagerly about to introduce myself when someone beat me to it… “Smelly Melly.” The
words lingered in my head. I remember my mouth cold like snow, heart pounding like a hummingbird,
and mind racing like a cheetah. Even now I can still feel the hurt from words that I knew weren’t true…
but yet those two words slowly started to bleed into me. I didn’t know then that this name would be
echoed in the halls for years.
My bleeding continued until I became the walking wounded. A new army of girls got together and
became undefeatable; they pledged to make my life a living hell. They pretended they liked me, but
each time they hugged me I should have felt the knife being held against my back.
One day, one of the group members came up to me and abruptly said, “no one likes you, no one
will ever like you.” No words could make the suffocating pain inside me go away, to stop the tears
from burning as they ran down my face, and make the loneliness inside fade.
The damage of years of torment started to accumulate. I couldn’t find the inner strength to face
the people that made me feel so alone even when I was surrounded by people. They had rendered me
powerless. I was drowning but no one could see. Not through my faked confidence, nor my smiling
face. No one could see that inside was like a fire burning; a furnace, engulfing everything inside of me.
Feeling this way, I would pass on opportunities to spend time with people. I began locking myself inside
the safety of my room. Isolation became serenity.
There is a saying “time heals all wounds”. It seemed time couldn’t heal mine. Every day I was
brought back to each moment that brought me pain because I allowed myself to believe everything.
I believed what they said, and believed I deserved it. By grade eight, I had reached the point where I
thought no one could understand how I was feeling, so I never talked about it… I regret that now.
I thought I was alone but I wasn’t, and everyone being bullied is in a similar situation. Those nights
I fell asleep crying I know someone else did too. I’m not going to tell you that the pain goes away
completely; I live with mine every day. But that pain is a part of you, without it you would not become
the strong, incredible person you are today.
If I can give any advice about bullying it would be that although everyone has an opinion only yours
matters. For too long I let people define who I was by the words they said, but I finally found my voice
and eventually found myself. You can too. You’re not alone… I understand the pain and loneliness
you feel, I felt it too. You’re so much stronger than the people who tell you you’re not. Don’t let them
define you. Define yourself. I continue to define myself and now I look at faces not feet.

Melanie is a grade 10 student who enjoys books and television shows. She has been the winner of an Overall
Academic Award as well as an Humanitarian Award. Melanie hopes to take these skills and apply them to a
future in medicine.
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Grade 11/12

Ashland Pike
First Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

And There I was

T

he impact one conversation can have on an individual’s life is inexplicable. It could be as short as
20 seconds. It can be just as little as a compliment. Whatever, wherever, you could truly influence
someone and not even know it. Without exchanging names a person could remember what you
say to them and in some cases, it could crumble them or save their life. The power of words is stronger
than any machine known to mankind because nothing kills more than society saying you’re not good
enough, making not only society against you, but yourself as well. The inner battle to succeed and be
accepted is one of the hardest wars we face on our own and many lose themselves along the journey.
At 16 years of age, I convinced myself that there was no end to what I was enduring unless I
brought the end to myself. It’s dramatic and shameful to say or think such thoughts when I was blessed
with so much, but confidence was not part of my package. When my outer image turned against me
during the hottest of seasons, leaving me fully clothed and away from the world, I felt as if my battle
were over. From head to toe, I was covered in a skin condition that you would only see on the bottom
of some dinosaur’s foot. I was far from any definition of “normal” and although I was not ill and
decaying from the inside, I felt as if I was being attacked from the outside by some incurable disease.
After spending my summer in and out of waiting rooms and doctor’s offices, I had no answers for what
was wrong with me or for the treatments to slow it down. Like wild fire I was up in flames.
You don’t need a mirror to see when something is not right with you because the constant stares
and reactions of others are there to sum it up. There were two reactions I would receive daily just from
walking through stores or anywhere in the open. One was a look of disgust and confusion while the
other was pure pity. Misty White from Mail Online stated that the average woman spends up to 55
minutes a day in front of the mirror. I could hardly stand two seconds before I would leave, slamming
the lights off on my way. Sometimes I couldn’t tell if my skin was the saddest thing I saw when I looked
in the mirror, or if it was the reaction I had when I saw myself. It was frightening for a teen to endure
and, quite frankly, made me feel trapped because every time I saw my reflection it was not I looking
back. As I go through high school I can honestly say that discovering your true identity is what we
teens are all aspiring to do, but each day more of mine was slipping away. How do you tell an aspiring
teen that they may not be able to go to prom unless in a full body jump suit? It was not “normal”,
“average”, or cool. It was uncomfortable, terrifying and unfair.
One night I had a breakdown after a family reunion. I got tired of repeatedly explaining to everyone
that I had no idea what was wrong with me, I didn’t know if I’d get better, and no I didn’t think it was
contagious. I was an outcast in my own family and this time it was not because of my weight, hairstyle,
or the weird way I couldn’t pronounce my R’s properly. When I was dealing with those issues there
were always solutions to the problems. There were gyms I could attend, with time my hair would grow
back and I went to a speech therapist for my speech impediment.
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In the end, all of what I thought was that the end of the world was really so tiny and I looked back
wishing just to relive the tiny problems which were as simple to explain as they were to solve. But I was
stuck and repeating it out loud several times that day sure made it clear. That night is what I thought
was the end. I was so disconnected from society and myself that I believed I would be doing everyone a
favour by relieving them of one less problem, one less issue to resolve.
I told myself there would be no more hours spent in waiting rooms, no more sleepless nights of
wanting to be someone else and no more dragging everyone else down because of how miserable
I was. So I locked myself in the bathroom and felt bad for myself. Hours later I crawled into my bed
waiting to relive the same dreadful routine the next day and wondering what might get me through
the next night, and the one after that.
I don’t know the name of the man, his wife’s name or any of their children’s names. I never got
to see a photo of their kids, shake their hands, or give them a hug. I got approximately 15 minutes
of their time and that is all I needed to get through that night, the one after that and the next one as
well. We met out of the blue and I know I will never see him again but if I did I would say thank you,
you saved my life and I know you never knew that, but your story saved me.
This man was told how long he had left to live and he and his wife did not pity themselves, feel
scared or lie awake at night wanting to be someone else. They took every moment they had to be
happy for the life they had. They traveled the world and took cruises to incredible places. His story was
beautiful and in the end his health improved but he and his wife kept the tradition of a yearly trip.
It clicked to me after meeting this man that I was not given a number of days to live and this
disease was not going to kill me. His perseverance and strength is what defeated cancer and the lack
of courage and will I had, is what would kill me. I was not a freak but just another human being. I was
not the only one fighting and I know I was not the only one failing. I was all I could be and when I
returned to my room later and entered the bathroom, I looked up and there I was.

Ashland is a grade 12 student who is a member of the girls’ rugby team and several school committees. Her short
term goal is to travel to the Dominican Republic to build houses, wells, and teach English to the children. Her long
term goal is to attend Saint Mary's University to get a Bachelor’s of Science in Psychology.
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Bailee Mason
Second Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

Just For Today

I

guess it was a battle within myself. I was always searching for something to make me happy, until I
found my best friend at age eleven. . .

One fall afternoon I was behind my school trying to choke back a few puffs of a cigarette Karina
gave me. Then the older kids came, the cool kids, the high school kids. I wanted to be just like them.
This tall guy with funky blue hair, black boots, and baggy jeans asked Karina if she wanted to smoke
some weed. I knew she wouldn’t pass that up, so we walked over to where everyone smoked weed.
The joint was lit and went around. Karina asked me if I wanted some; I hesitated. I was still lightheaded from the cigarette, but I didn’t want to seem uncool. I grabbed the joint and took three huge
drags. I felt unstoppable; I was finally cool and I wanted everyone to know about it. I finally fit in
somewhere and it felt great.
Weed was now my drug. I was smoking weed on the weekends, because I was cool. Then I was
smoking it after school, because, let’s face it, I was cool. Then I started smoking weed all day, everyday,
because like I told you before, I was cool. Then one day I woke up and I couldn’t get high anymore. I
was nothing. I wasn’t cool. I lost my best friend. I needed a replacement, but what?
Then I hurt my ankle, so my mom gave me a couple of morphine pills that she had been taking for
a while. Nothing happened at first; it wasn’t like weed; you didn’t feel it right away. Thirty minutes later
it hit me like a tsunami hits a foreign island. I felt amazing; this high was a million times better than any
high I had ever felt before. I found my new best friend, a better best friend. I fell in love with the high.
The thought of how I was going to get my next fix gave me a rush of excitement. I started stealing
morphine from family and anywhere else I could get it. I was high all day everyday, until the morphine
was gone…
Then I tried snorting my anti-anxiety meds, Adivan and Clonazepam, but it wasn’t enough. The
withdrawal from morphine was unbearable; I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy. I couldn’t handle
the suffering anymore, and I ended up overdosing on every med in the house. Eventually, I was rushed
to the hospital and my stomach was pumped. A few weeks later, I was out finding my dope – again.
Rock bottom hit when I woke up in the hospital with stitches, a black eye, choke marks around my
neck, and dried blood on my arms. After my stomach had been pumped, I went into the bathroom
and tried to hang myself, but my bandana didn’t hold. I knocked myself out on the floor. I desperately
wanted to die. If I hadn’t fallen forward I would have.
It’s not that I used too much; I couldn’t use enough. I couldn’t get enough drugs in me. Nothing
could numb the pain anymore. Life seemed so dark; I hated it and everything it had to offer. I was
miserable and told everyone that once I left the hospital I was going to die. The nurses sat me down
and told me about a twelve-step program called Narcotics Anonymous. I had known a little about it
already; my mom was going to NA. I didn’t think I had a problem. I didn’t think I was an addict; I was
much too young to be addicted to drugs.
My mom took me home from the hospital after two weeks of withdrawal, and I went to my first
meeting that night. I was so scared. I could probably tell you the color of everyone’s shoes. I don’t
remember much else from my first meeting though; I was too high.
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My last week of using, my mom had me over the toilet every night shoving her fingers down my
throat to make me purge so I wouldn’t OD. After another two months of drugs and hospital rushes, I’d
finally had enough. I took myself to another meeting. I was shaking as I stood to pick up a white key
tag - a “just for today” tag. I decided I was going to take some of the suggestions that were offered
to me. “Ninety meetings in ninety days, if you don’t like what we have to offer we will refund your
misery.” I started going to meetings every night. I was given a message of hope; these people were
clean and happy. They had found a new way to live without drugs. I was shocked. I wanted what they
had - happiness. They told me they would love me until I loved myself. In the end, it took me three
months of relapse, but after eighty attempts, I finally picked up the white key tag for the last time. I
could have covered a Christmas tree with them.
November 7, 2013, is the last day I got high. Exactly one year later I got a tattoo that reads,
“Yesterday’s history, tomorrow’s a mystery, live just for today.” It reminds me to stay in the moment.
That same day, I also got a tattoo of a blue rose with a butterfly . . . because of Harold who didn’t
make it. They often say at NA, “Many come, few stay, and little recover.” Shortly after Harold died I
had gone up to his grave. I sat there and talked to the unmarked patch of grass he was under. A blue
butterfly sat exactly where he was buried. An hour later it was still sitting in front of me.
I am sixteen months clean now. Without the help of my sponsor, NA members, and those who
believed in me, I wouldn’t be here today. I’d like to thank you all for my recovery.

Bailee is a grade 12 student who enjoys playing baseball and writing poetry. Bailee coordinates Dartmouth High's
GSA. She is striving to go to Success College to take the Addictions Counselling Program to help addicts like
herself.

Miranda Ritchie
Third Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

The Girl with the Raven Hair

T

hey say the good die young, and as much as that is true, it’s also total bullshit. The good are the
ones who should live. I knew a girl. She had long black hair that danced behind her like a raven
when she ran.

Her name was Lacey Miranda Sturge. She was beautiful; she was my best friend for as long as I can
remember. We spent all our summers together, and walked home everyday after school. She was older
than me but she never seemed to care about the age gap. Lacey would never let anyone hurt me, or
pick on me.
She taught me how to be brave, she taught me not to use force unless it was needed. She showed
me how to stand up for others. She showed me how to speak my mind and raise my voice so everyone
could hear it. She taught me how to be the person I am today, but I didn’t always know it.
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Lacey had a hard life, but she deserved so much more considering her heart was made of gold.
Children are innocent, and it’s the world that taints them and makes them hard. Lacey’s family was
not always very understanding and although it is not entirely their fault (everyone told me it was just
generations of bad parenting), I was mad at them. Furious actually - at the fact that they couldn’t see
how wonderful she was.
They pushed her down and tried to crush her beautiful spirit which sent her into wave after wave
of self-abusive behavior, and as much as I tried to help her when I was there, I was just a kid. I have
never felt more helpless in my life. AlI I could do was look through the window and cry, and watch her
brothers beat her, as her mother turned away. There was nothing I could do.
Lacey died on October 15, 2010. She was 16 years old. She was in a car with five people when they
crashed. It was raining heavily at the time. She was pronounced dead at the scene. She was the only
one who didn’t survive. I didn’t know anyone else in that car, but a part of me wished it were anyone
else. To this day I still don’t know the exact details of the crash. I’m not entirely fond of her family and
don’t care to ask them. All I know is that I lost my best friend.
Losing someone you love is devastating, but it can also be life changing. Lacey was the type of
person who pushed boys out of trees when they said mean things to me, and stood up to the biggest
bully in the school yard when he pushed me down. She always kept me out of harm’s way even though
she went home to it everyday, and yet she still wanted to protect me.
I could never understand why, until she was gone. Until I met my best friend Ashley and felt the
rage that welled up inside me when someone tried to lay their hands on her. Until I made new friends
who I loved and understood what it was like never to want any harm to come to them. I felt a need to
protect them.
Before Lacey passed, I was not in a good place in my life. I was going through what I now know is
depression and anxiety, but at the time I had nowhere to go for help. So I took my confusion and anger
out on others. I was a bully - coldhearted and mean. I didn’t care who I hurt, I didn’t care that I was
making people’s lives miserable because mine was miserable too.
When I heard that Lacey was gone, everything changed. I felt so guilty, for treating people the
way I did. I was no better than her brothers that I hated for hurting her. How could I live with myself
knowing that one day I might be like them? That one day I could turn into a person that my beautiful
best friend might have feared. And that was enough for me. Now I aspire to be the person Lacey was,
to live my life in a way that would make her proud.
I will never be able to thank her for all the lessons she taught me and all the time I got to spend
with her, but I hope somehow she knows how grateful I am. It takes a strong person to deal with what
she dealt with and maybe she was just too strong for this world.
But there isn’t a day that goes by that I don’t miss her smile. I can’t remember what her voice
sounds like anymore, and as sad as that makes me I still have all of the memories of our days together. I
will hear her laugh again someday, and until that day I will hold her in my heart. She was an inspiration,
and a truly beautiful person - stuck in a truly ugly world. I just hope that wherever she is now, she’s
surrounded by things that are just as beautiful as she is.
***

64 | Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays

Nova Scotia

The pain of the tattoo gun writing her name on my back didn’t hurt nearly as much as my heart did
that day, but it was worth the sting anyway. The whole hour I lay there I thought about her. She’s been
gone for a long time but I’ve never felt closer. Now she will always have my back. Just like she always
did before.

Miranda is a grade 12 student who has always found writing a way to express herself and has discovered a love
for spoken word. She competes in poetry slams monthly and hopes to participate with the Halifax Youth Slam
team.
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I can shake off everything as I write;
my sorrows disappear, my courage is reborn.
Anne Frank, Writer

66 | Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays

Niagara Peninsula, Ontario

Grade 11/12

Rylee Hill
First Place – Grade 12
Hagersville Secondary School

Keep Climbing

I

t was supposed to just be a normal day. Just home from school, I was listening to music up in my
room, when my mom came in. She sat at the top of my stairs and stared at me, perched as if she
were ready to run right back down. Staring - I finally asked her what she was doing home so early.
Hesitantly she referred to a routine exam she had had last week. On this day, she came to me with her
results: her eyes filled with tears as she told me “They found a lump in my right breast, meaning… I
have breast cancer.”
It wasn’t even the words that hurt me in that moment; it was seeing my mom cry- that’s what truly
broke me. I didn’t have an immediate response because I was in such shock and disbelief. She said she
would have to start chemo very soon and when she finally left me alone in my room, I burst into tears
and started to pray. I knew not to be angry with God because this was all a part of his plan, but I still
wanted to know why. Why my mom? Why the one person I love more than anything? Why her? Like a
mother bear, my mom has always been the one protecting her cubs; she’s the one who raised us, who
taught us everything we know, the one who did everything she possibly could to keep us safe from
any harm that we would be faced with. She was always supposed to be the strong one; but that day
marked the beginning of our role reversal.
Like stages of grief, I’ve gone through stages of maturity; steps to acceptance and peace that I’ve
had to go through to get to this point in my life. All the negative circumstances that I’ve had to endure
since finding out about my mom’s diagnosis have shown me a lot of the positive aspects that can come
out of pain and suffering.
Seeing how friends and family have remained by our sides through all of the ups and downs has
been a blessing and one of the stages that I’ve gone through. Last Christmas, we received a gift basket
filled with all sorts of gift cards and food from a group of anonymous donors from our church. We
were very touched and thankful for what they gave us and it felt really nice that someone was thinking
about our family during the holidays. Generous acts like these have definitely humbled me and have
helped me to realize who truly cares for me and my family, as well as what type of people we need to
surround ourselves with.
Another step toward maturity that I’ve made has come from watching my mom continuously keep
her composure and stay positive in any situation. Sometimes she’s waiting for hours at the cancer
clinic for just one doctor to see her, but she manages to stay in a patient, calm mindset as she waits
and waits. Other times, she’s been lying in bed sick all day, yet is still able to make me laugh or smile
when I come home to her. She refuses to be knocked down. She’s taught me that staying positive
through whatever God throws at you is the only way to push through it, especially when you’re put in
a position like this. It pushes me every day to be more like her and not to take any of our time together
for granted.
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Since that day, I’ve grown so much as a person and it has given me an incredibly new outlook on
life. It took some time for me to realize, but l have learned that God doesn’t put these obstacles in your
life to hurt you; he puts them in your life to strengthen you, to humble you, to show you generosity,
patience, and perseverance.
Today - I stand draped in these stages. They curtain who I am. I know I have strength as I fight for
my mom’s health, I fight for my friendships, and I fight without regard on the fields and the courts.
Today - I push on. I stay positive; I keep my heart light and help my mom to be happy. And no
matter if I stumble; through school, or sports, or friendships, I manage to get back up and trail onward.
Today - I am humbled; by my family, by the love that surrounds me, and by the goodness in this
world that shelters us.
Without going through this journey with mom and seeing her go through all of the chemo,
radiation, surgeries and everything else that comes with cancer, I don’t know if I could have been
taught such strong core values at such a young age - they’ve embedded themselves into my heart as
I’ve watched my mom suffer, relapse, strive and overcome.
Watching my mom fight through cancer, as strange as it sounds, has been like watching a baby
attempt to climb the stairs, and I’m the one ready to catch her when she stumbles. Babies want to feel
that joy and accomplishment of finally reaching the very top of the stairs, so they push and push and
keep climbing until they have absolutely no energy left. Finally, once they have taken a rest and caught
their breath, they continue to climb and eventually reach the top to feel that sense of achievement
they’ve been waiting for.
Although my mom has not conquered her set of stairs yet she is still pushing and continues
fighting, which motivates me to be strong for her and the rest of my family. Not knowing what’s going
to happen next does scare me, but I take comfort in knowing that God is with me every step of the
way. I can only pray that I’ll be able to spend many more years with her so she can see me transform
into the woman that I’m striving to become because of her.

Rylee is a grade 12 student who plans to go to university next year. She enjoys playing many sports including
basketball, volleyball, and frisbee. Rylee would like to dedicate this essay to her mom who inspires her each and
everyday.

Jaylyn Wright
Second Place – Grade 12
Hagersville Secondary School

World War Me

“Y

es Jaylyn….. She’s gone.” This simple sentence had me pinned to the ground like a
bomb on a battlefield. I saw no hope and the dust disturbed my eyes making me cry
with unbearable pain that I only saw in movies. War was meant for 20-year-olds who
volunteered to take part in it, I was twelve and I did not have a choice. My opponents were faceless
and bodiless for that matter, I did not see what I was fighting, but I knew giving up was not an option.
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I could not hear, I could not see. This explosion of pain and anger took control of all my senses. I
was blind to the love and consideration of my friends and family. I couldn’t hear the sweet gestures and
“I love yous” that I desperately needed to hear.
My best friend of nine years had taken her own life at the delicate age of eleven and left me to a
pack of soldiers who were thrilled with the destruction of their opponents. How does an eleven year
old decide that her life is no longer worth living? I was about to find out how powerful my enemies
were as they tried to tear me down.
I ran constantly for a month; ran from my own emotions, ran from the reality that one of my best
friends was truly gone forever. I turned to these invisible beings and began to fight back. My weapons
of choice were alcohol and drugs. The numbness was addictive and my opponents were scared, they
almost never came around again. I thought I was in control, but I never knew what I was in control of.
I will admit I was hit once in a while, and I have the scars to prove it to you, much like any other soldier
does. But I did not have gun wounds or stab wounds; my wounds were buried inside my mind, on my
heart, and on the inside of my wrists.
It’s been three years since the day I started this battle with these opponents, I thought I finally
defeated them. I decided it was finally time to reunite with my old self; I wanted to be happy again and
I wanted a future for myself.
When I came home from my War, I was not greeted with a medal or any sort of recognition, I
was greeted with another war that any 15-year-old girl would be scared to fight in. Whore, slut, and
dropout flew at my fragile little physique as if I were being stabbed a countless number of times. I was
welcomed home from my War with a pregnancy test with two pink parallel lines; another battle in
which I was terrified to fight.
My rivals had caught up to me. There I was once again, in the middle of a battlefield, dust in my
eyes. I no longer could feel numb or adrenaline, I felt every beating I had received.
Crush.
There goes my dream of Syracuse University.
Crush.
There goes my freedom.
Crush.
There goes my tiny body that I barely had to try to maintain.
Thankfully this torment only lasted two months. I began this battle terrified and lost, but in my
mind I knew that I was not going to allow my enemies to win. I was successful in freeing myself from
the Grim Reaper’s hold on my life. I knew I could take control of this challenge. I was just unaware
of how I could piece my dreams, my body, and my future around a baby. I signed a treaty with the
opposition. I look back on that treaty and reflect on it daily. I’ve come so far in my life and giving up
was not an option.
When my son started his journey into the world, he never knew how much I struggled; he didn’t
care how old I was. All he knew was that I loved him and he was safe with me. As soon as I held my
son, I knew that this journey and the battles I had fought were worth it. When he held my finger and
looked into my eyes, I knew that this was the life I should be living.
My only wish in this world is for my son to know, that although this battle has been long and
difficult; I never wanted to give up on him and our future. Stereotypes are hard to overcome, especially
when I’ve been told so many times that I would drop out or that I would just give up my rights to being
a mother to my own mother.
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But here I am, seventeen years old. I will graduate on time with 31 of the 30 credits I need. I have a
healthy baby boy who glows when he sees me, and I am stable and sane. I just want everyone to know
that I overcame a huge challenge in my life and my turning point has made me an amazing mother and
a tough soldier.

Jaylynn is a hardworking teen mother to her one year old son. She enjoys learning and overcoming obstacles.

Tessa Miller
Third Place – Grade 12
Hagersville Secondary School

Rusted From the Rain

“S

top your crying, helpless feeling. Dry your eyes and start believing." The World Is Ugly, My
Chemical Romance.

Stop your crying, helpless feeling. I would bury my feelings so no one could see. Dry your
eyes. I would wipe away the tears that let out my pain.
And start believing. I would stand straighter and pretend that there was never anything wrong in
the first place.
It all started on a sunny day, it was either May 19th, or 25th 2005. Although the weather was
beautiful that day, that was the day the rain started in my life, and in my head. My sisters and I were
taken away by a lady in fancy clothing in a nice car to this building where she explained to us that we
were now foster kids. My older sister would have to live in a separate home than my younger sister
and I.
This is when the rain started. I needed my older sister. She was my protector. She was the one who
always shielded us at 2 o'clock in the morning when my parents were drunk and hitting each other.
She was the one who yelled at my parents when they were in the kitchen smoking something that
smelled terrible and the smoke was getting in our eyes. She was the one that took us outside and let
us play whatever our imagination could come up with. She was the one who beat up the bullies when
they called me names. She was the one that comforted us when we got beaten as a punishment. She
was the one who was forced to grow up and be a parent as best she could at the age of 8.
As I grew up, the rain stayed. Sometimes it turned into a storm I couldn't control, and those would
be the times I would burst into anger in the middle of class. The other kids in my elementary school
didn't like me very much because of that. Then I would come home and like a tornado, I would destroy
everything in my path, but mostly myself. I would scream "Why? Why me?" but never find the answer.
At this young age, I blamed the people that took us away from our parents. Now that I'm older I
realize that I should blame my parents for doing the things they did.
Soon enough, I got to have visits with my mother. She was very different then what I remembered
her to be, but I just thought she was still upset after my father passed away. Our visits went by
smoothly for 2 months, and then she would cancel every visit for another 2 months, then she would
start up again. This was a repetitive cycle that went on for a year and a half.
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Then before I knew it, I was in grade 9, and 4 days before my 14th birthday, she stopped showing
up to the visits. I decided I didn't want to see her anymore. I haven't talked to her since.
I talked to my sister regularly and that's when she showed me the music that really helps me today.
When she showed me this music, the rain was getting heavier. The music was the umbrella that kept
me dry. I ignored the things that were happening on the outside, and I started listening to music and
letting it be my guide.
As I progressed through my high school career, things only got worse. I was taking to heart things
that my foster parents had screamed at me in my childhood to try and toughen me up.
"You're being so useless! Why are you just standing there?!"
"You can't wear those clothes. You're too fat for them."
"Why do you have to be so lazy?! Why can't be like my own kids?!"
"You know, my kids played a lot of sports and they were popular and they had a lot of friends.
Why don't you do any of that stuff?"
"I know you stole it! You're a disgusting rat and you steal things all the time! I know it was you,
stop being a liar!”
I was already failing my classes; I was letting everyone down around me because I was so consumed
by the storm. When people asked me what was going on, I simply shrugged and said that I was tired. It
wasn't entirely a lie, I usually stayed awake until the early hours crying and trying to make everything in
my head stop. I thought to myself, well, if this is what this is going to be, then I can't deal with it. I was
only in grade 11, and I had quit.
The rain poured harder and the wind started blowing, thunder and lightning came through and
my umbrella wasn't doing as good a job as it usually did. That was the day I knew what I had to do to
make it all stop. I was at home, in my room when I decided that it was over for me. I had the things I
needed to make it all stop. I was about to kill myself, when I turned on one of my favourite songs.
Stop your crying, helpless feeling. Dry your eyes and start believing.
I listened to the lyrics more carefully and realized the meaning of it. I knew that I shouldn't do what
I was about to do. I abandoned my plans and lay down and listened to music.
My music taught me that even though people said that I was:
Fat
Ugly
Stupid
Unwanted
Useless
A liar
A thief
and Good for nothing.
I wasn’t. I am so much more than that. I still don't know how much more I am, but I know I'm
more than that. One day, I'll find out though.
Stop your crying, helpless feeling. Dry your eyes and start believing. There's one thing they'll never
take from you.

Tessa is a grade 12 student who loves cats and pizza. She enjoys listening to music and acting and is passionate
about the arts.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 71

North Bay

Good character is not given to us. We have
to build it piece by piece, by thought,
choice, courage and determination.
John Luther, Author
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Lexi Gail Larocque
First Place – Grade 10
Near North District School Board

My Understanding of Beauty

M

any people have different understandings and definitions of beauty. Artists may consider
beauty as the sunset they see on a Saturday night as the sun falls behind the mountain. A
snow boarder may consider beauty as the first snowfall of the year. Your parents consider you
beautiful. My understanding of beauty is totally different.
The day I arrived at leadership camp in Orillia, we did a no-rain ritual called ‘’The Woosh’’. I was in
the badminton gym with my activity group, but when the time came to go back to our cabins, it was
pouring rain. I decided to brave the rain and started a mad dash back to the cabin, which was only
about three minutes away. The second I left the shelter of the gym, I ran through a puddle deeper than
my ankles and I was soaked through in two seconds flat. I started to laugh at how crazy it was to be
running away from the rain when there was no way I was going to get any more wet or stay any drier,
so I stopped running.
All around me in the torrential rain were other campers who weren’t running, but were sliding
down hills on their stomachs, turning their white uniform shirts brown within seconds, washing their
hair in the water spilling from the roof of the bathroom building or just dancing around laughing in the
rain coming down so heavy you couldn’t see ten feet in front of you.
I stopped.
I enjoyed the moment.
I felt happy.
I realized that what I was seeing was beauty.
Beauty is being happy, enjoying yourself despite difficult situations and forgetting what the rest of
the world thinks about you so you can be happy. That rainstorm was beautiful because it caused joy.
I saw smiles on people’s faces and I heard laughing even through that thunderous rain. When I try to
understand what beauty is, now I see it starts with a simple smile. In the storm, no one was too big,
too small or too ugly to get wet. None of the worries that consume so many of us about appearance
mattered when everyone was soaking wet and happy, which has led me to connect beauty to
happiness.
Everyone at camp agreed that life would have been easier without the rain because all of our
clothes and shoes were soaked for the next two days. It would be easy if everyone could look
perfect like people portrayed by the media as beautiful, but we aren’t perfect and as much as it is
disappointing sometimes, we never will be. To be beautiful is to accept yourself and to be content
with your own imperfections. We accepted the rain and we were happy with it even though it wasn’t
sunshine, which showed me that beauty is accepting the body you were given and being happy with it.
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I think the most magical piece of the rainstorm was that everyone just… let go. A group of
teenagers shed their protective coats and were young again playing in the rain. For a moment no one
cared what anyone else thought because they were content. I now truly believe that beauty has an
element of rebellion against society. To be beautiful is to love yourself even if you aren’t a stereotypical
beauty. Beauty shouldn’t be just one thing; it should be individual, unique and it should stand up
against the normal. There is a distinct part of everyone and being brave enough to show it off, to
forget about being judged by others, and to just live at ease is beautiful.
Thinking about beauty is frustrating, confusing and maddening. It is difficult to be satisfied with
yourself when everything seems to tell you not to, but we must. The day after the storm, when the
magic had faded away and everyone went back to normal, I began to understand how to live happily
with myself because of this very experience. Beauty is happiness, perseverance in life and the bravery to
stand apart. My rainstorm helped me understand what beauty is, and now I feel beautiful.

Lexi Gail is a grade 10 student who enjoys volleyball and horse back riding. She is an honour student who was
the Valedictorian in grade 8 and received an award for Math. She hopes to one day become a nurse and travel to
Europe.

Mina Linklater
Second Place – Grade 9
Near North District School Board

Unknown Opportunities
“Change brings opportunity.” – Nido Qubein

T

he anxiety started over the summer of 2014. I thought summer would last forever, and I wouldn’t
have to worry about what was coming next, but the tension started creeping up on me in the
month of August. I wasn’t ready. I thought by the conclusion of the summer I would be, but I
couldn’t shake the feeling of stress and anxiety building up inside of me. Every day it came closer. I
couldn’t manage it. I didn’t want this, and I didn’t want to start over.
That day, I remember as clearly as ever, my first day of grade 9. I kept saying, “ I’m not ready, I’m
not ready, I’m not ready,” and I believed it- I just wasn’t ready for this. My heart kept skipping beats
and would not slow down. I can’t even conjure up the words to express what I was feeling that day,
that first day of high school.
The morning of September 2, 2014, my whole body was rushing with emotions and feelings. I kept
telling my mom that I didn’t want to go, that I couldn’t. But I had to. I got dressed in a special outfit I
had picked for this special day, as my parents would call it. I walked out my front door into the warm
morning sun, and it reminded me of summer. Oh, how I wished it was still summer! My parents drove
me to school that morning knowing how nervous I was. My mom wished me good luck on my first day
and they were already driving away before I could say anything back.
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As I walked through those threatening doors, I expected judgmental eyes to follow me down the
hall. Luckily, none did. I made my way to the theatre where all the grade nines were supposed to go.
Once I saw more people I knew, the uneasiness left, I settled, and began to feel more comfortable.
While sitting there listening to the teachers talk, I realized that there was a little part of me that was
eager and excited to start high school, meet different people, and find new interests. At that moment
I understood that, yes, I was going to have to work ten times harder than in middle school to keep
my grades up, to play the sport I love, and not to let the stress and anxiety get to me. I wanted this
change. I wanted to improve on the bright, smart, athletic girl I was, growing to my full potential.
For some people starting high school is easy, just like going to another day of school. For me, it
was different. I’m not saying I’m the only person who had anxiety about starting high school or a
new school in general. I had always thought high school was such a negative place, but I knew so
little about it. I guess it also hadn’t hit me that I was going to a new school with new people, new
teachers, and new opportunities. At the beginning I didn’t know high school would open so many
new possibilities for me, help me figure out who I am over the four years and continue learning about
myself and my passions.
I think the fear of starting high school was mostly having unrealistic thoughts about it in my head.
After I thought reasonably about school, it became clear to me that high school was going to change
my perspective on different things but in a positive way. When I see myself where I am now, I see that
change was what I needed in my life. Attending high school has affected me in a very encouraging
way, and it is in my very best interest to keep exploring and learning about new things for the next four
years and well beyond that.

Mina is a grade 9 student who enjoys traveling and writing and playing sports. She hopes to continue writing
through high school as she enjoys English very much.

Laura Gough
Third Place – Grade 9
Near North District School Board

Seeing Shadow
“I've often said there's nothing better for the inside of a man than the outside of a horse.”
– Ronald Regan

I

remember feeling like I was on top of the world. I was immortal with wings that were not my own,
flying higher than I ever thought possible. I knew my life had changed the moment I saw her. She
let me see the world through her eyes and I knew that I was hopelessly in love. She was strong,
proud and graceful. She was what I could never dream to be. The lessons I have learned from her are
more profound than those of a philosopher. She has shown me what love is and taught me how to
trust. She has correctly defined the word “team” and has made my life less about me and more about
others.
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I met her when my best friend, Maddie, asked me to go riding with her. I had no idea that by
saying “yes” my life would be forever changed. When I got to the barn, I saw a shadow. And it was
beautiful.
You see, Shadow is a horse. She has a gorgeous coat, dark bay, with a white sock on one of her
hind feet. A perfect white stripe runs down her nose, as though painted on with the utmost care. Her
eyes are the colour of melted chocolate and warm honey, comforting and knowing. Everything about
her is perfect, yet the most perfect is the fact that she is mine.
I should probably explain myself, as anyone who knows me knows I don’t OWN a horse. The first
time I rode Shadow, it felt different than riding the other horses. I knew she was special and that I
wanted to experience all my firsts on her. We became close and, over time, bonded. She was my horse
entirely.
That was how it all started. I went to the barn on every possible occasion, just to brush, feed, and
talk to Shadow. I just wanted to be near her, to love her and to be loved by her. I braided her mane and
tail and put her out to pasture. I mucked her stall, picked her hooves and spent hours leaning over her
stall door, stroking her and talking to her. I told her about all the issues that I was facing with friends,
family and myself. I was who I wanted to be when I was with her, and I never wanted it to stop.
The problem was that I was oblivious to the world around me. I clearly thought I was the centre
of the universe and could care less about my friends and family. I was unkind and rude to everyone,
made harsh remarks and pushed people away. No one wanted to be around me because of my sour
personality, which left me miserable with no friends.
I am no longer blind to the fact that I was treating people around me without respect or kindness.
Shadow, loving me for who I am, helped me to accept others for who they are and her patient nature
taught me to slow down and wait. I no longer talk over people the way that I used to, or ignore them
when they talk to me. Instead, I listen. I really try to hear them, because when Shadow listened to me, I
felt like she really cared and understood. All of my relationships with friends and family have improved
since I met Shadow. When I listen to people, they feel like I respect and value them and they appreciate
me as someone who cares. They tell me about their problems and through the secrets we share, our
bonds grow. I have never again felt the need to be harsh or rude to people. I now understand that all
people deserve to be loved and treated with the same respect that Shadow gave to me.
Thanks to Shadow, I am a whole new person. Or maybe I was always the girl I am today and
Shadow just helped me find myself and become the person that I wanted to be. Shadow dug deep
inside me and found what others could not. I may have been prickly and harsh on the outside, but
Shadow saw into my heart.

Laura is a Grade 9 student who can be found at the barn, hanging out with friends or in her dance studio. Laura
is still riding Shadow and they are growing closer every day.
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Devin Leighton
First Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

Successful Failures

S

ometimes I think that I have problems. I think that my life is so rough and that I deserve to have
it easier. One time I failed a Math test. Another time I had to walk home from school because I
missed the bus (which is a fifty minute walk, I might add). However, several times, three years ago,
my brother tried to end his own life.
The screaming will haunt me forever. The sound that my brother made when my father opened his
bedroom door and caught him trying to kill himself was ear-piercing. I flew down the stairs to see what
was happening and when I realized what was going on, I vomited. I couldn’t grasp the concept that
my brother, my friend, my family, would want to leave this earth. He didn’t want to live any more. His
depression had become so intense that he thought that pulling the trigger was the only way to escape.
Knowing that my brother tried to kill himself makes all my problems seem like dirt under the rug.
This was a life-changing event that altered our family forever, but not at all compared to what could
have happened if he had been successful. I couldn’t imagine not having my big brother any more.
I didn’t know he was depressed. He hid it so well that I thought that he was just a regular, cranky,
teenage boy; not a person drowning himself in suicidal thoughts.
When my dad caught my brother with a gun to his head, everything went up in flames. He blew
up and freaked out at my father. But the memory that still burns in the back of my mind is when he
started to cry. He cried so hard that he couldn’t breathe. His shoulders shook and he was wheezing. He
hadn’t succeeded and he felt like he had let himself down. He felt like he had lost his only chance, but
lucky for me; it gave me my only opportunity.
I had written my brother a letter a few weeks prior to the attempt. I was going through his
messages on Facebook (which he still doesn’t know to this day), when I came across some with a girl
that I knew. My brother had told her that he didn’t want to live anymore and that he planned to kill
himself. I couldn’t believe what I was reading. How could he say that? Would he really do it? I didn’t
even want to think about it, so, instead, I wrote. I told him that I loved him and that I hoped that he
would never go through with it because I would miss him too much. After many hours of writing, I had
come up with a heart-felt letter that was almost four pages long. I asked him why he wanted to die
and if he would ever have the guts to do it. But the real question was, “Would I have the guts to give
the letter to him?”
Every once in a while I have a vivid flashback to that night. I close my eyes and picture my brother’s
screaming face and flailing arms, fighting to keep the gun to his head while my father wrestled it out
of his hands. You never think that it will happen to someone you know, let alone someone you love.
Some days when I’m having a difficult time, I picture his face and know that I can get through my own
challenges. If my brother, who at one point had a gun to his head and blood on his wrists, can move
forward, I am positive that I can get over my little problems.
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I did give the letter to him. As my father dragged my brother, (not in a negative way, he dragged
him because my brother physically couldn’t move his legs because of what had happened, due to the
fact that his brain was in overdrive) out the door, I knew that this was my only chance. I ran upstairs
and grabbed the little white envelope that had my handwriting on the front. I raced out to the car
where he was and I began to cry. I hugged him with every fibre of my being and I placed the letter
in his hand and closed his fingers tightly around it. He looked at me like he’d never even seen me
before. His eyes were glazed over and his facial muscles appeared to be non-existent. “It’ll be okay…”
I whispered gently into his ear. He looked up at me and his eyes focused on mine. Through the quivers
and tears he gave me the slightest nod and I knew that it was true. Everything would be okay.
You can overcome any obstacle that blocks your path. You are strong and so is my older brother.
He fought his depression and beat it. Some days when I am feeling weak and afraid, I think about how
he must have felt. In light of this event I have become a stronger person. I know that I can get through
anything. I don’t let little things get me down because I know that they don’t mean a single thing. I am
strong, but not as strong as he is.
I also know that I’m never alone. It wasn’t until last year that he thanked me for the letter. He still
has it and he told me that it made a huge difference in his recovery. I have never been more proud of
anyone than my brother. Bad things will happen in your life, but it’s the way that they are handled that
makes you who you are. My big brother is someone that I will always admire because he helped me
become a better person, and I am forever grateful.

Devin Leighton is a grade 12 student who holds an executive position on the Student Council and is a leader in
the school. She has a passion for English, reading, and traveling and has been an avid hockey player for many
years. Devin hopes to complete a teaching degree with a major in English.

Carley Palangio
Second Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

The “C” Word

I

t was a beautiful December morning, just a day after Christmas. The excitement of Christmas
morning still lingered in the air. With remains of wrapping paper strewn around the tree, my sister
was fixated on the newest addition to her doll collection, while my father had his morning coffee
sitting on the sofa. It all seemed normal, we were a normal family.
"The doctors have found a tumour in my breast. I have cancer."
Cancer. The dreaded "C" word.
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Cancer was something somebody else got. Cancer was somebody else's problem. Cancer wasn't
OUR problem...until that day. I was in disbelief. I could not physically or mentally compute that my
mother had the most dreaded disease on earth. Yet, it wasn’t a surprise to me at the same time. I had
felt that something was wrong prior to my parents telling us. I recall hearing conversations through
a locked bedroom door in hushed tones, random phone calls from the doctor. I just didn’t want
to believe that something was wrong. All I could think was, why us? Cancer was something that
your great uncle twice removed got, or the mother or father of one of your parents’ friends, always
someone else. You never think it'll happen to you, until it does.
Only a month after the news was broken to us, my mom went in to have a mastectomy. She was
so brave going into surgery, yet her recovery was too painful to overcome at times. My weak stomach
made it hard to look at the wound at times; I recall how uneasy I felt when I saw her without a pair of
breasts the first time. The surgery was hard on her. Some days, she could barely move, eat, or drink.
Other days, she would grin and bare the pain.
Little did I know, this journey had just begun. Several months later, she started chemotherapy and
radiation treatments. The irony of the chemotherapy eliminating, not only the bad cells, but the good
ones too, always baffled me. She had to suffer five days of it at a time, far away from home. It wasn't
real for me until her hair started to fall out. One day, we ceremonially shaved her head in the living
room. We laughed at my mom's bald head and how shiny it was, but we mostly cried. Despite the
reality of it all, I was still waiting for someone to jump out and tell me that it was all a bad dream.
My mother was very sick, and the chemo and radiation was only making her sicker. As the chemo
flowed into her veins, and as the radiation penetrated every cell, the life drained out of my mother. I
was watching her deteriorate; piece by piece. I felt a sense of helplessness that I still cannot describe
to this day; I wanted to take her pain away, but all I could do was watch. Watching her suffer all of
that time has truly impacted the way I sympathize with and nurture others; watching anyone suffer is a
painful reminder of that helplessness.
Five years later, my mother is cancer free. Cancer is a funny thing; it can take away all physical
abilities or functions as it chooses, but the mind, heart, and soul cannot be scratched by it. Throughout
my mother’s battle, she became very weak, yet she never stopped fighting. From this journey, as cliché
as it sounds, I learned that life is short, and unpredictable. One minute you're sitting on your living
room floor, helping your little sister assemble her new toy; the next, you're being told that your mother
has a tumour in her breast. I had to grow up a lot faster than the average 12 year old. I had to face the
possibility of losing my mother, and nothing but courage can prepare you for that. It was a hard lesson
to learn at such a young age.
In a way, I don't think I'd be the same person I am today if my mom hadn’t had cancer; cancer
touches the lives of everyone in its range. I wouldn't wake up every morning optimistic to the day
ahead, no matter how bad it looked. I wouldn't appreciate my life and all of those in it nearly as much.
My mother’s cancer has taught me to indulge in life every single day, and that you don't need to
wait to get cancer to start living life to the fullest. My philosophy now is based on a list of things that
include not wasting time, frequently telling those important in my life that I love them, not wearing
ugly clothes or watching boring movies, and most importantly, living spontaneously.
Cancer sucks the life out of its victims, it leaves a trail of devastation in its path, and the pain it
inflicts can never be reversed. Those who survive, however, tend to be filled with more life than ever
in the aftermath. Losing my mother to cancer would have destroyed me. At the time, I went through
phases of depression and anxiety. I constantly thought about what it would be like without her. Some
say facing death can be one of the scariest times of our lives, but facing a life without my mother
would be far worse than that. In the years to come, I was plagued with thoughts of, “what if?”
“What if she relapses?”
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“What if I don’t get accepted into university?”
“What if I get cancer one day?”
I learned that one cannot rely on a, “what if”, outlook on life. I learned that you have to go with
whatever life throws at you, and relish every moment life gives you; whether it’s a great moment,
a memorable one, or even the worst one of all. You have to appreciate every breath, and face life
passionately, because one day, it may be the last breath you take.

Carley is a grade 12 student who plays soccer, basketball, coaches basketball, She holds an executive position on
the Student Council, and writes for the local newspaper. Carley has a passion for exercise and cooking.

Jillian Pineau
Third Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

The Point of Change

I

was thirteen years old when my older brother passed away. He had gone missing from his own
house party in Ottawa, Ontario on a warm night in March of 2011 and after two months of
extensive searching, his body was found in the Rideau River. With an incredibly kind spirit and a
great sense of humour, he had always been someone I looked up to and I loved him very much. The
first few months without him in my life were devastating. Knowing that I would never see his face or
hear his voice teasing me or spend time with him again broke my heart. He had become a memory. My
family struggled to function properly for a long time afterwards.
When I started grade nine at the small local high school that same year, some students were
awkward around me, as though I were a bomb that could detonate any second. Most people were very
good to me though and had nice things to say, but I preferred to keep to myself. I managed to stay
strong most of the time, and though I missed my brother dearly, I knew that I could keep on going.
About two and a half years later, my nine-year-old cousin passed away after an unsuccessful heart
surgery. We had been very close and his death affected me badly, and cut open old scars. After seeing
two such beautiful people die, I opened my arms to the sadness that consumed me and I lost myself. I
grieved again for my brother, because I hadn’t allowed myself to be sad enough before. The only place
I wanted to be was in my bed, wrapped up in blankets, where the world outside of my bedroom didn’t
exist. I went through a vicious cycle of depression— pitying myself for what I had been through, feeling
disgusted with myself for all the self-pity when others had it worse, and then feeling sad all over again.
Most nights I would cry until I couldn’t breathe. I didn’t understand why this had happened or what the
point of living was when there was so much heart break and I just wanted it to be over.
The worst part was probably the pain I felt in my chest— it was like I was suffocating from the
inside and there was a constant ache that never went away, constantly reminding me of what had
happened.
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The only thing that could help was writing— it became an effective stress-reliever for me. At the
nadir of my day, I would pour my heart into my journal and put my hopelessness onto paper. As the ink
from my pen created the loops and scribbles that formed words, I would feel a little bit more relaxed,
though never truly happy.
I made a lot of bad decisions in the months that followed. I tried to shake off the sadness by
distracting myself with boys. I wasn’t secure enough with myself to be dating, but I did it anyway and
ended up in a bad relationship that I was too scared to end. I was a complete mess.
And then on a Saturday night in late October, I had finally had enough; enough of the sadness,
the distractions that made everything worse and enough of the sorry, pathetic life I was leading. I was
sitting with the guy I was dating in his garage, watching him get high for the third time that day, when
I came to some realizations. I don’t really know what drove me to do this, maybe it was a last attempt
to help myself, but I decided to break up with him and all the other things that weren’t helping me.
I left his place and walked out into the night, noticing how beautiful the stars were. They hung like
jewels in the dark sky, unapologetically lighting up the darkness. The feeling of the cold night air on
my skin was indescribable, and I felt so incredibly alive. The sadness hadn’t quite left me, but in that
moment I was free and for the first time in a long time, I knew that I was going to be okay.
I am now seventeen years old and it has been four years since that warm night in March. I am
forever changed by what has happened, but so grateful for the time that I had with my brother
Michael and my cousin Jordan. Life is messy and I know that there will be more heartbreak and pain
in the future, but I am not afraid because I know I can make it through anything. I like to live for the
beautiful moments, like finishing a really good book, or watching the sunset or spending time with
family and friends. These are the moments I wouldn’t give up for anything.
I have learned that a turning point doesn't have to stem from a life-changing event or major shift.
The point of change comes from within and when you're ready, you, yourself, are the only person who
can bring your line of vision out of the smoke and into the stars.

Jillian is a grade 12 student who enjoys reading, writing, painting and playing guitar. With interests in human
rights, international development and English literature, she will be attending university in the fall of 2015. Jillian
currently writes for The Mattawa Recorder.
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Pourquoi devrions-nous construire
notre bonheur sur les opinons des autres,
alors que nous pouvons le trouver dans
nos propres cœurs?
Jean-Jacques Rousseau, Écrivain

82 | Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

Grade 6

Kristopher Reyes
First Place – Grade 6
Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board

The Thrill of Horror

A

while ago, I deeply worried and stressed about the results of my choices. I wanted to think
everything through and make the smartest decisions possible that always ended up well. Looking
back, I realize that was ironically, an extremely illogical philosophy.

But that changed when I paid a visit to Universal Studios in Florida. There I encountered a purely
petrifying sight: The Dragon Challenge! This roller coaster was beyond the likes of anything I had seen.
(I had only gone on one roller coaster before and this was much more frightening.) My family and my
sister encouraged me to go on. In a moment of vulnerability, I gave in. But while we were lining up, I
realized that I was not ready to handle this and the fright was too much. Then I resisted and cried and
struggled like my life depended on my escaping. Finally my parents gave in and said that I could go
back and wait for the remainder of them to come. But then I made a decision that my old self would
have thought to be absurd and foolish: I strapped myself onto that roller coaster.
It was truly horrifying. But for some strange reason, reflecting, I realized I enjoyed it. Now, one
might ask, “Why did you go on that roller coaster? Why did you enjoy it if you were so scared?” But
I counter, “Why wouldn’t I get on that roller coaster? If I didn’t, I would be missing part of life itself.”
And fear is part of life, like happiness and sorrow. That is what I realized.
My experience helped me with imminent situations and my outlook on life. Whenever I am
reluctant and scared to do something or feel like I can’t manage something, I think about this situation
and say to myself: “If I can handle the Dragon Challenge, I can handle this.”
I think this is proof positive that it is acceptable to make some illogical, ludicrous or split-second
choices. You never know what is traveling your way or what will life throw at you. I learned that life is
excitingly unpredictable.

Kris is a grade 6 student who likes to read and play the drums. He has a strong imagination, and likes to eat
Fettuccine Alfredo. He fantasizes about becoming an author or a robotic engineer.
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Finn Tauro
Second Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

Still the Same Me
“Step into my shoes and you'll realize how strong I really am.”

E

ver since I was little I never felt like other girls. I never liked wearing dresses or playing with dolls.
My name is Finn, previously Soraya. I am what doctors would call transgender FtM (female to
male). This year was my “coming out” year. I was both scared and excited at the same time.

I skipped school the morning the principal talked with my classmates to let them know I was now
to be known as Finn. He sat the kids down and told them I was not to be referred to as Soraya and that
they were to call me Finn and use male pronouns as I was now identifying myself as a boy.
Later that day my parents suggested I go back to school to find out how things had gone that
morning. When I arrived at school and walked into the office I saw a friend immediately. He looked at
me with a blank expression. It gave me a chill down my back.
I headed hesitantly outside for recess. I saw all my other classmates. They spotted me and I froze,
my heart beating rapidly. Suddenly my friend ran up and said, “Hey Finn!!”
I realized immediately it was not a big deal to him, and knowing that meant the world to me.
That day my life changed. I was no longer scared to go to school or be who I really wanted. I felt
normal for once in my life. I remember one of my classmates told me once some people were calling
me an attention seeker for changing my name. I was mad but now I have learned to ignore those
things and live life being myself.
Sometimes I wonder, “Why me out of everyone, why me?” And now I know why. If I had been
born male I know this journey would never have happened and made me today a stronger person and
accepting of all people no matter who or what they are.

Finn was born in Nanchang, China. He was adopted at 14 months of age and moved to Canada. Finn is very
athletic and enjoys all sports, particularly soccer. He also enjoys playing the piano. Finn is known for his great
sense of fun and humour.
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Jaedon Thileepan
Third Place – Grade 6
Toronto District School Board

My Yearnings and Learnings
“Sometimes it’s the smallest things in life that change your life forever.”– Keri Russell

I

am currently eleven years old. Before I turned nine, I was always unsatisfied with what I owned.
When I didn’t procure or receive something I wanted, I was usually very unhappy. I understood,
however, about the less fortunate people on this planet, but I cared nothing about sharing or giving
my earthly possessions to others. My mindset changed completely after my parents, in March 2012,
travelled with me to Cuba for March Break.
When we arrived in Cuba, we realized that technology was less common there due to sporadic
poverty among residents. Since I thought technology was commonplace around the world, I was
confused about this. I was also extremely surprised that instead of school buses, there were children
travelling in horse drawn carriages.
I was bewildered by the fact that a large percentage of the residents grew vegetables and farmed
for a living. In fact, I was also very astonished that despite the fact that most children were literate
and travelling to school, they never had enough supplies to be fully prepared. I gave away a lot of my
stationery to those children, and the recipients were very grateful. The residents’ lives were simple and
full of hard work, but they were all happy and friendly.
There is always a moment in life that changes us completely. For me, the trip to Cuba was that
moment. Before I travelled to Cuba, I was always reluctant to share my belongings with others,
and I had never realized that I was so fortunate to be living my life like I did. However, nowadays, I
have participated in many walks and runs for charitable purposes and I have also donated a lot of
money to charity. I also learned a very valuable lesson from that trip. I learned that I don’t need to
have everything in the world to be happy. I just need to be happy with what I own and treasure. In
conclusion, the want to buy nonessentials is inevitable, but the need to buy such things is unnecessary.

Jaedon is a grade 6 student, is not particularly tall and has a mischievous smile and dark hair and eyes. Jaedon
doesn't like to run too much but is willing to do it in gym or for a good cause.
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Grade 7/8

Eleanor Robson
First Place – Grade 8
Toronto District School Board

Struck With a Bolt of Courage

I

am still struck with a hint of fear when I remember that frightening night two years ago. I have
always been a timid person, but this unforgettable event would give me the self-assuredness I
needed that has helped me take creative risks in my schoolwork, give presentations, and most
importantly, make friends.
A while back, I spent two weeks at overnight camp for the very first time, and every camper is
required to go on a canoe trip. We spent a day preparing. The night before the morning when we
would leave the comfort of beds and indoor plumbing, I was surprisingly not nervous at all. By the third
night on the trip, I had portaged heavy loads and lugged cumbersome food barrels through deep mud,
but I had not felt like I had truly been challenged yet. That was about to change.
One afternoon, it began to rain. At first, we thought it was just a small drizzle. It began to rain
more violently. Even after a couple hours had passed, it kept on pouring. After the arduous task of
finding dry firewood, building a fire, and cooking dinner, everyone was exhausted. We retired to our
tents quite early in the day; the sun was still on the horizon. After what seemed like ages, we saw a
shimmer of light from outside the tent. Thinking it was the sun rising in the morning, we peeked out of
our shelter from the rain. It was only the moon.
The storm grew nearer. Suddenly, there was a deafening roar of thunder and a blindingly intense
flare of lightning. It lit up our tent for seconds before dying down. We heard our counsellor call out,
and tell us to leave the tent. We did, knowing that it would be safer outside than inside a metal-framed
shelter, but we were terrified. We crouched down on life jackets, since they would not conduct current
from the ground, and stayed there for as long as we could possibly bear. We later learned that we had
kneeled in that uncomfortable position, without a break, for an hour. Despite what I had thought at
the time, I did end up living through that night, and made it back to camp safely.
I will not lie about how I felt during that tortuous time – I was scared for my life. It seems irrational
now, but during that harrowing night, it felt as real as it could possibly be. Now, when I am scared
of something, I remember what I went through those few years ago. It made me realize that I can
overcome anxiety; that my problems are not as critical as they seem. Most importantly, it gave me
confidence. I prevailed in the face of fright, and so I can now look upon other daunting situations with
a cool demeanor, and a calm heart.

Eleanor enjoys playing the piano and dancing, as well as memorizing pointless things. In the summer, she likes
going on multi-day canoe trips. Her favourite subjects at school are Math and Science.
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Michelle Eny
Second Place – Grade 8
York Region District School Board

My Backpack Full of Bricks
“You may shoot me with your words, you may cut me with your eyes,
you may kill me with your hatefulness, but still like air I'll rise.” – Maya Angelou

E

very kid wears a backpack to school and so did I, but my backpack was different. Mine was
heavier. I seemed to be surrounded with words, words as heavy as bricks. Every word captured
the innocence of my mind and every hostile phrase uttered in my direction. I was suffocating
from the pain of insecurity as I was continuously trapped by ongoing judgment. I never understood
how something so simple as a word could wreak havoc in the mind.
I awakened from the sound of my screeching alarm clock. My hands clenched when I looked
directly in my bedroom mirror. I reminded myself that it was just another day of fake smiling and
showing a face of innocence but feeling dreaded guilt on the inside.
I scurried through the hallowed hallway and suddenly came to an inconvenient stop. Out of the
corner of my eye, I noticed a big group of girls approaching. They smirked at me as they began calling
me names.
Fat. A brick lands in my backpack.
Ugly. Another brick.
Dumb. Yet another brick.
Loser. With this word came the last brick.
My bag was full and I was brought down. Tears were dripping against my cheeks as I stood in
front of them with nothing to say. My mind blanked as I began running toward a pathway that left me
hanging on a thread with nobody to go to.
I listened to the clock ticking as I sat down at my desk wasting each passing minute, observing
everyone laughing, screaming, whispering secrets, I just knew were all about me. I was the quiet kid
in an empty room, but the room was not empty; it was a rotating circle of rumours that continued to
increase until the effect was far too deep.
I faced my worst fear that evening, I told someone. My parents found me in my bedroom, jumbled
into a ball with desperate tears running down my skin. They sat me down, and I explained. I looked
directly into their eyes and took a deep breath. I slowly began to stutter my words, as all the anxiety
just blurted out of me. Instantly, they pulled me toward their arms and gave me a tight squeeze. I knew
that I was free from all the hurtful words, I was free from all the wounding pain, and I was free from all
the weight of bricks in my backpack.
I do not have to be normal to fit in as I was born to stand out. Who I was is no longer who I am
today; I now stand with confidence and a powerful voice. Telling someone is a risk worth taking and
when you find a way to conquer the worst, your backpack will have room for only the positive.

Michelle is a grade 8 student who is passionate about painting and sports. She really enjoyed writing her turning
point essay and hopes it will help others feel like they are not alone.
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Paige Kemper
Third Place – Grade 8
York Region District School Board

Prisoner in My Own Body

V

itriolic, confidence-deteriorating Ana. I’ve heard about her many times, how she ruins lives, but
never thought that she’d set her sights on me. I was wrong.

It was sudden - a flippant remark. “Do you really want that cupcake?” I shook her off the first
time, but her abrupt comments persisted for weeks, dictating my thoughts. I began to avoid food she
told me was ‘fattening’, including snacks and desserts. It seemed all right, just someone looking out
for me. However, Ana’s amicable guidance soon ascended into malice. She’d bully me about my size,
declaring that I was too chubby. The truth was that I was never heavy, just short. Though I felt belittled
when she teased me, I kept my problem to myself. Despite my attempts to accumulate strength, Ana
continued, ensuring that I was miserable. Her words hurt, and not much time had passed before the
once exuberant person I once was had been sculpted into someone who hated herself. I only wanted
to meet Ana’s standard of ‘pretty’, which meant thin, so I listened.
Her words were repugnant and diminished my happiness, like my feelings were a daisy being
reduced to a debilitated stem. I learned to see what she saw. I hated looking in the mirror, and I
constantly wallowed in self-loathing. But, controlling my diet and emotions wasn’t enough for Ana.
She told me not to consume anything. It went from averting the dessert table to obsessively missing
meals. I then ingested only water and stopped eating.
Her actions had reached their grotesque pinnacle. While my weight was low, my mind was laden
with negativity. Due to a lack of nutrition that food provides, my hair was dry. My eyes were dead
abysses, fingers icicles. I was slimmer, but still saw the corpulent girl Ana proclaimed me as. I was a
prisoner in my own body. Regulated to my deadly pattern, I didn’t stop for many tumultuous months,
but I was finally salvaged when my family and friends caught on to my downwards spiral. They helped
me eat my way back to substantial health.
Ana came unannounced, an interruption from my happy life. The crazy thing is that she wasn’t
human, but merely a figment of my imagination plaguing my mind. She’s anorexia. I may have never
physically seen her, but she controlled me nonetheless. I lost grasp of my health, but once the dust
settled, I emerged holding a few newly- acquired life lessons. Most prominently, I’ve learned to look
beyond skin, into the heart and mind. I now cherish my intellect and kindness over appearance. I’m not
fat or ugly; I’m intelligent and kind. Character may not show on the surface, but it’s the true verdict
of whether or not someone’s a genuinely beautiful person. Reflecting on my internal war with Ana, I
do not perceive myself as a weak girl. Rather, I am a survivor of a battle that was able to permanently
debilitate me. It has strengthened me immensely.

Paige is a grade 8 student who enjoys Mario Kart, spoken word poetry, and reading. She is beginning to take
up downhill skiing and culinary practices, and hopes to further expand her skills. Among these hobbies, Paige is
currently working on writing on a larger scale. She hopes to become a published author as well as a nurse in a
children's hospital.
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Grade 9/10 – English

Francesca Manalo
First Place – Grade 10
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

What the World Needs

S

cience provides an understanding of a universal experience, and arts provides a universal
understanding of a personal experience. -Mae Jemison

Those whose strengths lie in science and math seem forever separated by an impenetrable wall
from those who choose to engage in the arts. I, for one, have always thought scientists to be cold,
detached people, and in my mind, reduced them to little more than breathing calculators, while people
who dabbled in literature, music, and art I regarded as the very pinnacle of human existence. It’s the
reason why I avoided considering a career in science. I wanted to be the sort of person who used
creativity and compassion in her career; a career where ideas could change how people viewed their
lives. How could someone who saw the world as something to be taken apart and examined be able to
step back and lose herself in the chaotic simplicity that is reality?
For a very long time, I had considered English my strongest suit. Reading came naturally. Writing
was my output for pent-up feelings or ideas about the humanity that surrounded me. I wanted to see
the world in an abstract manner, to see beyond what everyone else was seeing. I excelled in English,
triumphant in finding the perfect word to express my ideas, or deconstructing an author’s message.
High school science, however, turned out to be different than what I expected. I quickly learned
to leave the ambiguity behind, along with the dictionaries, thesauri, and various works of William
Shakespeare. This course required the most precise, but most importantly, curious, mind. High
school science interested me more than the vague concepts taught in elementary school, and in my
first semester, it quickly became my favourite subject. I loved reading my textbook, absorbing new
information, making mistakes, fixing errors, and seeing how everything fit together, and the way
everything could be explained. However, I felt betrayed. My two favourite subjects seemed perfectly
incompatible, conflicting, even. I resigned myself to the inevitable: I would have to choose between
ambiguity and infallibility.
My subtle revelation took place on a summer morning. A sort of chill worked its way under my skin
and refused to come out. I thumped down the stairs, teeth and hair unbrushed, pajamas dishevelled,
and mind abated. My grandma was watching the news. Usually, I tuned out the dire news reports and
dreary weather. However, that morning a news report snagged my attention. Ebola Outbreak.
The epidemic was common knowledge, so the headline wasn’t interesting. It was the fact that
Médecins Sans Frontières was sending people and aid into these infected areas, exposing them to the
virus. “How brave,” I marveled, “how compassionate.” It was proof that these people understood the
importance of their work. Later that day, I did more research about the outbreak and found what I had
been looking for: connection. From developing a vaccine to directly attending to patients, doctors and
scientists were working to create something tremendous, hopeful, and human.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 89

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

Without any hesitation, I began to immerse myself in science; I began to reach out and explore. I
became truly absorbed when I found a book about genetics. Reading about how genes have written,
and will continue to write human history, enraptured me. The chaotic simplicity that I had associated
exclusively with artists revealed itself in science as well, from the smallest molecule to the vast universe.
It was obvious, I thought, how had I failed to see it before?
Science can be daunting and frightening, but its purpose is to explore and cope with the
unanswered - a purpose no different than literature, a painting, or music. We are taught that the
humanities and the sciences simply do not mix, and that it is probably not in our best interests to apply
abstract thinking to precise theories developed by those long before us. I now believe that the contrary
is true. The world we live in demands free and passionate thinkers in science and individuals with
scientific backgrounds pursuing fine arts. My future remains undecided, but I know that I will never
have to make a choice between my longtime passion and my newly discovered fascination.

Francesca Manalo is a grade 10 student who enjoys writing, reading, and playing music, and looks forward to any
future writing projects. Francesca hopes to attend medical school in the future.

Shyann Richards
Second Place – Grade 10
Dufferin- Peel Catholic District School Board

Hello Jerry

N

ever in a million years would I think decaying, yellow teeth, dingy time-worn skin, greasy
unmaintained hair, filthy, soiled clothes, and a coarse bristle-like beard, would be the most
beautiful sight in my life. Never had I seen someone like this before; it was confusing, it was
different, it was fascinating - and it was beautiful. Something so small and genuine opened my eyes
wider than they'd ever been. For this, I owe a great big thank you to Jerry.
I grew up as a very unhappy kid. I wore a frown on my face as often as I wore clothes on my body.
My mom always gave me what I wanted, and yet I still sought for more. Even after getting new toys,
dolls, and clothes I still couldn't find happiness. I believed that all of the things I was getting would
make me happy... I was wrong. I believed true happiness was to have anything and everything one
desired.
January 12th, 2010 is a day that is still fresh in my memory. My mom had bought tickets to Justin
Bieber's 2.0 concert at the Air Canada Centre. My 10 year old heart nearly exploded as she told my
sister and me the news. I was curious about the seats we had and how close I would be to Justin
Bieber. I asked my mom with excitement, but the life drained out of me when she told me our row was
all the way in the back. In an instant, my notorious frown had appeared on my face and I was angry
throughout the entire car ride.
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Night time fell across the city and lights filled the dark sky. After thirty minutes, my mom finally
found a parking spot, a block away from the Air Canada Centre. I marched behind my mom and sister
as we walked to the stadium. I was alarmed to see that a long line had formed down the side walk.
The air was brisk and filled with fog from the people talking all around us. I didn't feel like talking. I
stood patiently waiting for the doors to open as the cold hit my face. I was about to see Justin Bieber,
but I still didn't feel happy. I looked around the streets of the city. My eyes roamed miles away as my
body stood still until my eyes locked into the eyes of a middle-aged man across the street. This man
was homeless. He was sitting on the ground with nothing more than some cardboard, an old raggedy
blanket, and a rusty can for money people gave him. His cheeks were fire-truck red; the cold was
brutal, but he didn't shiver once. There were holes in his clothes, and he was filthy. Automatically, my
heart poured out to this man I didn't even know. He had nothing; he had no one; he sat on the corner
and begged for money. My mind was racing as I tried to comprehend how unhappy he must be feeling
- far more unhappy than I'd ever been before.
My eyes were still set on this man across the street but his eyes had long wandered away from
me. Tears started to swell in my eyes the longer I looked at him. I continued to stare as a man walked
past him and said, "Hello" and handed him a bag of chips. The homeless man got up, shook the
man’s hand, and responded, "Hello sir, thank you so much." His voice was raspy, but I could hear the
appreciation in it. A smile appeared on the homeless man’s face, his teeth were almost all gone, but
he smiled anyway. His eyes fixed back on mine and his smile grew wider. Here I was - a very privileged
10 year old girl, with my mom and my sister, about to see a Justin Bieber concert with a frown on my
face, and there he was - a homeless man, with no family, no money, and only a small bag of chips with
the most genuine smile plastered across his face. My heart felt heavy as I struggled to return the smile.
Question after question filled my head. Why was he happy if he's homeless?
Throughout the concert, I had the homeless man stuck in the back of my head. Afterwards, when
we made our way back to the car, I looked across the street to see if he was still there, but he wasn't.
I just wanted to see that electrifying smile on his face again, and then I noticed that he had moved to
the side of the street I was on! I asked my mom if we could stop and give him money; it was unlike
me - but she agreed. We approached him, and he got up and shook my mom’s hand. He said hello to
us with the same appreciation in his voice. I asked his name and he told me it was Jerry. "Hello Jerry,"
I said, "how are you?"
"I'm great," he said. I handed him the money and he thanked us.
I realized that happiness cannot be measured by how much a person has. Jerry found his happiness
in life itself, and was grateful for everything he had though it wasn't much. There’s a quote that goes,
"Being happy doesn't mean that everything in life is perfect, it means that you've decided to look
beyond the imperfections." Jerry found happiness in the things he had in his life - he smiled through it
all. That alone made me happy, and now I smile.

Shyann is a grade 10 student who has a passion for art, plays soccer and basketball and was awarded Junior
Female Athlete of the Year in grade nine. Shyann has also achieved honour roll, and she aspires to become a
criminal justice lawyer one day.
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Jessica Kokol
Third Place – Grade 10
Simcoe Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Paddling On
“I am not afraid of storms, for I am learning how to sail my ship.” – Louisa May Alcott

C

anoeing is and has been my favourite past-time for years. I spend the majority of my summer in a
canoe, exploring and going on adventures. The feeling of being detached from the world, sitting
on an island in the middle of nowhere, and eating what is barely considered food, is a feeling like
no other. It’s not something everyone gets to experience and I think perhaps I take it for granted.
Last June I signed up for an O.R.C.K.A. canoe training and certification course. I had taken these
courses before and was confident in my abilities. It was my first time in a canoe since the summer
before and I was excited to spend a day on the water.
On the day of the course, the sun was smiling brightly and the sky was a canvas of blue. Looking
out the car window I assumed it was to be a gorgeous day. I was wrong. As I got out of the vehicle and
began untying canoes from the truck, a crisp wind shot across the lake. It was like a slap to my bare
arms and legs. By the time canoes were in the water and ready to go, dark clouds rolled across the sky,
followed by the threat of rain.
The course instructor was also not what I had been expecting. She was a tall woman, maybe in her
mid-fifties, who had a voice as hushed as a hum. I struggled to hear the words coming from her mouth
and the thought of having to listen to her speak from across the bay derived a pounding sensation in
my head.
From the beginning of the day, a woman was swimming laps down the length of the course. The
middle aged woman appeared thin and wore a colourful swim cap. No one really knew what she was
doing or why, but it didn’t bother anyone enough to comment. Sometimes she would get in the way
of a canoe but she would apologize and continue on. I was impressed. The woman swam about one
hundred, seventy-five metre lengths for hours; something I would not be able to do.
As the day progressed I found myself agitated. I was freezing, I had a horrific headache, the course
was considerably more difficult than expected, and I was miserable. I was frustrated. I couldn't paddle
properly or do what the instructor asked. With every mistake I made, my confidence diminished. My
annoyance evolved into an annoyance with everyone. I was ready to give up. I no longer wanted
anything to do with the course.
Nearing the end of the day, the canoes were pulled onto the beach and I had ten minutes before I
had to be back on the water. I didn’t want to get back in the canoe. I was ready to quit. As I sat in the
sand, eating a granola bar, and feeling badly for myself, I watched the lady who had been swimming
all day. I watched her swim to the shore, get out of the water, sit down on a rock, and take off her
prosthetic leg.
For a moment, my emotions overwhelmed me. I felt sympathetic and inspired, but mostly humbled.
I had spent my day feeling frustrated. This woman, whoever she was, had just showed me something
I’m not sure anyone else could. While I’m not sure of the circumstances in which this woman lost her
leg, I do know that she didn’t get to quit when things became troublesome. Even compromised as she
was, she persevered and achieved something which many people with two legs couldn’t. I got back in
my canoe with new inspiration.
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When things become difficult one can either give up and move on, or they can embrace the
challenge and walk away a different person. I want to persevere through every complication I
encounter. I want to walk away from each of life’s obstacles having gained something. When life
becomes stormy I don’t want to quit. Because of her, I will remember to paddle on.

Jessica is a grade 10 student who is dedicated to her academic success. Jessica is an active volunteer within her
community. Jessica loves long distance running and reading fiction novels. Her dream is to one day be a journalist
for National Geographic.
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Grade 9/10 – French

Maggie Shan
First Place – Grade 9
Peel District School Board

La rose de ma vie
« C'est vraiment le temps perdu pour ta rose qui la rend si importante. »

A

vez-vous une personne qui vous admirez? Qui vous a encouragé? Qui a changé complètement
votre vie? Plusieurs de vous penserez à vos parents, à un professeur, à un célébrité ou même à
un personnage fictif. Toujours là pour moi, la personne que j’admire depuis ma naissance est
quelqu’un beaucoup plus expérimentée et beaucoup plus bienfaisante que moi.
Ma sœur, généreuse et travailleuse, a influencé ma vie de plusieurs façons : elle m’a enseigné
comment jouer du piano et m’a encouragé à dessiner. Elle m’a donné beaucoup de conseils et m’a
introduit aux passe-temps favoris. Cependant, je lui ai pris pour acquis, jusqu’au moment qu’elle est
partie. Le temps passait si vite, sans réaliser, ces expériences sont devenues des mémoires distantes.
Depuis son départ, j’ai pris de diverses responsabilités pour ma famille et moi-même. Tandis que son
admission dans l’université de Waterloo était inévitable, nous ne savions pas que ceci changera sa vie,
aussi bien que la mienne.
Comme enfant j’étais très insoumise, je courais, je sautais, j’étais bruyante. Dans une famille de
cinq (j’avais un petit frère et une grande sœur), on dirait que j’étais la plus active. Je peux encore
rappeler quand ma sœur et moi nous amusions dans la neige. Au fil du temps, les saisons changeaient
et nous nous grandissions. Quand ma sœur a déménagé, je me suis rendu compte comment le temps
passe si vite. Nous ne pouvons plus jouer ensemble dans la neige sans souci. Même si je regrette le
temps perdu, je n’espère pas revenir au passé. Au contraire, j’ai appris qu’on a besoin d’apprécier le
temps qu’on a avec ceux qu’on aime. On a le temps de rire, le temps de pleurer et on a bien du temps
à passer avec ceux qui comptent, on a besoin de le chérir.
En me souvenant du passé, ma sœur, huit années plus âgées que moi, a fait de nombreuses choses
pour s’occuper de moi. En cuisinant, en aidant et en jouant avec moi, elle est devenue ma sœur idéale.
Sans pouvoir compter sur ma sœur, le monde autour de moi s’est ouvert beaucoup plus et m’a fait
recueillir à des expériences charitables. En l’absence de ma sœur, je suis développée de plus en plus
indépendamment. Grâce à elle, je me suis résolue à exprimer mes sentiments honnêtement et j’ai
obtenu la bravoure d’essayer de nouvelles choses.
Puisque, je suis devenue la plus grande, ma sœur m’a transmis autant de responsabilités dans la
maison et pour ma famille. En outre, comme elle avait fait pour moi, c’est mon tour de prendre soin de
mon frère, et de lui enseigner qu’on ne voit bien qu’avec le cœur.
Alors que ma sœur et moi rêvons d’idées contradictoires, nous avons tous des visions pour l’avenir.
En regardant ma sœur qui met tout en œuvre pour ses rêves et son futur, elle m’a inspiré de toute
façon à poursuivre les miennes. Depuis l’enfance, j’adorais dessiner et peindre. J’étais passionnée avec
l’idée d’illustrer mes émotions avec l’imagination. En tenant les encouragements de ma sœur, j’aspire
un jour devenir animateur.
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« Fait de ta vie un rêve, et d’un rêve une réalité », comme Saint-Exupéry inspire le monde, elle
m’a encouragé à donner le meilleur de moi-même en poursuivant mes rêves, même si je suis encore
très jeune, il n’est jamais trop tôt. Avec son départ pour l’université, mon point de vue a changé
fondamentalement et cela était le point tournant signifiant dans ma vie.
« L’essentiel est invisible pour les yeux » je n’ai jamais compris ce que cela signifie jusqu’à il y a
quelques années. Ma sœur est dévouée et diligente qui je suis toujours en train de reformer mon
avis du monde. En dépit d’être un évènement prévisible, mon point tournant était quand ma sœur
est partie. Lorsqu’elle a commencé l’université je suis arrivée à comprendre comment le temps est
si précieux.Les changements qui se passent en grandissant, bons ou mauvais sont importants pour
continuer avec notre vie éphémère. Sans le savoir, cela m’a inspiré de poursuivre mes rêves d’exprimer
mes sentiments en dessinant. Je ne souhaite pas suivre ses traces, néanmoins je la remercie de tout
mon cœur. C'est vraiment le temps perdu pour ta rose qui la rend si importante.

Maggie is a grade 9 student who has recently started her freshman year in the MYP and IB program. With her
love and interest in art and technology, she dreams to one day become an animator.
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Grade 11/12 – English

Christopher Kingdon
First Place – Grade 12
York Region District School Board

Facing My Reflection
'Snip. Snip'.

T

he hairdresser's scissors slice easily through my long brown hair, and even easier through my
synthetic identity; a shell that never quite fit, no matter how hard I tried to squeeze myself into its
cold confinement. I close my eyes as the hair falls to the floor, releasing a weight from my head
I didn't even know I was carrying. With each cut, the weights that have been holding my lips down in
a perpetual frown were lifted slightly. I start to try on a grin, but it finishes in a wince as my eyes dart
away from my reflection in the mirror as if by muscle memory. I shift my view to something less hurtful;
the hairdresser's tools, all neatly laid out on the table before me. If one looks critically upon the human
race, it doesn't take long to observe our obsessive need to organize and classify things. Whether it be
books in a library, flower arrangements in a garden, or school children in a school yard, we seem to
have an unfathomable desire to order everything in our lives; placing each object in its very own box,
neatly labelled with exactly what it is. Somehow people have forgotten that humans don't fit into
boxes. We try so hard to label each person we see; to simplify life down to a bunch of hashtags, but in
reality we are just complicating things further.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" the hairdresser's shrill voice pierced my subconscious, yanking
me back into reality. She'd cut my hair across the back of my neck, so it fell to my shoulders before
stopping abruptly in a crisp straight line. The haircut reminded me of the stereotypical school girl in
the movies. My eyes flicked down to the folded image that I clasped in my shaking hands; a man,
roughly 25, sporting a 5 o'clock shadow and a long buzz cut. "You'll look like a boy you know." The
words stung. I wanted to laugh and yell at the same time. How could she be so blind?! Thoughts ran
through my brain, spelling them out on the tip of my tongue, yet were caught in my throat leaving
me mouthing silently, "I AM a boy!" My face flushed again, this time with anger. Annoyed and
embarrassed I cleared my throat and simply said, "Yes, I'm sure."
After all these years, I'm tired of pretending to be someone I'm not, tired of being told that my
entire existence must somehow be constricted within the four letters of the word 'girl'. And all because
of a pattern in the chromosomes that involves a whole lot of X’s, crossing off my identity, marking it as
an error simply because it doesn't fit into two binary boxes. Why must every child fit a label, and every
label fit a definition? It's time to accept that we cannot define a person with a finite number of letters
for we are an infinite number of possibilities!
All of my life I have been an actor playing a role; a character I created before I even started school;
a mask I was forced to don each morning and wear all day simply to fulfill the expectations of those
around me. And every hour of every day I was terrified to take it off, even when I was alone, because I
was told that the person I was inside wasn't really a person at all.
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Some people spit words like they're bullets, and although a few bullets won’t kill us, it's awfully
hard to dodge the free fire. And these words coil around our necks like the rope we use to hang
ourselves. These words abuse me, haunt me, and kick me when I'm already down. I smile when all I
really want to do is cry. And all because you assumed when you saw me that I was just some canvas
that you can paint your own image on. People, it would seem, are so busy painting they don't even
notice that they're covering up a masterpiece!
There is a saying people like to tell you when you’re hurting inside, about sticks and stones, and
broken bones, but the pain I felt couldn't be healed with a band-aid. It's the poison running through
your veins when you realize the person you hate most on earth is yourself, and you try to scream but
no one can hear you because you’re trapped behind layers of social expectation that says boys will be
boys and girls will be girls. What if girls, are actually boys sometimes?
"There, all done." The hairdresser steps back and my eyes slowly rise, creeping their way up my
reflection, until I finally see it. People often ask me when I 'became a boy' and I tell them I didn't. The
transformation here wasn't from cis to queer, but from scared, lonely and lost, to finally proud. And as
I sat there, staring into my reflection, for the first time in my life I finally saw the person I was inside,
staring back at me. I ran my fingers through my soft newly buzzed hair, and smiled. In the mirror, a boy
smiled back; Me.

Chris is a grade 12 student. Born in England, he moved to Canada at 8 years of age. He loves the natural world
and is currently the president of his school Biology Club and GSA. When Chris first enrolled at his current high
school it was as a girl. At the end of grade 10, he came out to his peers as Transgender, and cut his hair. It is this
life changing experience that inspired his turning point essay, 'Facing My Reflection'. Chris will be attending the
University of Guelph next year, studying wildlife biology and conservation.

Jessica Shapiro
Second Place – Grade 12
York Region District School Board

Mirror, Mirror

M

irror, Mirror on the wall, who’s the fairest of them all?

At the end of the day it’s subjective, isn’t it? If you ask the right people. When you look at a
person, at a fellow human being, what’s the first thing that you notice about them? For some
it’s their hair, for others it’s their clothes. For me it always has, and always will be, that person’s weight,
because that’s what I’m sure people notice first when they see me.
One of my most vivid memories begins when my teacher announces that we are going on a field
trip. My fellow sixth grade compatriots and I were thrilled, for you see this trip was to the communitycenter pool. I loved to swim back then, and it was even better because I would get to miss class for it.
The sun was shining and it was just warm enough to merit a swim without being oppressively hot. I
was so giddy with excitement I felt as if I would burst. I was practically bouncing up and down in my
bus seat, clutching my knapsack so tightly my knuckles were white. That’s when the boy sitting behind
me thrust his head over the back of my seat and asked, “Hey, you wear a one piece right?”
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I knew what I looked like. I knew I was fat. I knew that the stretch marks that carved away at my
soft tummy were unique to me and not many others my age. I knew that my thighs rubbed together
when I wore shorts and gave me rashes because I weighed more than others. I knew that when I ran
or jumped parts of me jiggled that on others, remained stiff and flat. But up until this moment I never
found any of this offensive; not to myself and certainly not to others. What did they care? It was my
body, not theirs.
So I replied, “What does it matter to you?”
With a tone of disgust he said, “I don’t want to have to look at your fat all afternoon.”
I wanted to hit him. I wanted to cry, scream, do something to release the horrid feeling that was
rolling in my stomach and stabbing me in the chest. Instead I pressed my lips together and turned to
stare at the back of the seat in front of me.
After that I vaguely remember being ushered into a change room.
I waited until everyone else had run to jump into the pool. Only after I was certain I was alone did
I change. After I had finished I turned towards the long mirror hanging on the wall, and for the first
time, I evaluated myself.
My soft, protruding tummy seemed to glow like a beacon, beckoning people to look at it and stare.
I saw my stretch marks then, pointing up at me like accusing fingers, blaming me for putting them
there, for cursing them to this meager and ugly existence. That’s when the word came to me for the
first time.
Ugly.
I was ‘UGLY’.
I did not see then my soft blue eyes, my curling, golden hair, or the speckles on my arms and legs
that I was so proud of. No. I saw only my flabby stomach and the cellulite craters covering my thighs.
I did not swim that afternoon.
When I was in the seventh grade I started going to Weight Watchers. For two years every Thursday
without fail I would be put on a scale and weighed. My progress, my success, was measured by the
number I produced on said scale. I would get star stickers and praise from my parents when the
number dropped. Peers and family members showered me in compliments that always ran along the
lines of, “Wow, you’re looking great! Have you lost weight?”, and it irked me (couldn’t they just say I
looked nice?), but for a while it was enough.
Two years went by. I entered high school. I gained all the weight back. My parents looked at me
differently, with concern and with confusion. I reeked of failure and low self-esteem back then. It
wasn’t a great time for me.
It was during a shouting match over my weight with someone who I hold very dear, that I came to
realize something. They were looking at me, but not really seeing me, not my talents, my personality, or
my accomplishments. I realized then that when people looked at me they didn’t see a person. They saw
a mirror -- a mirror that reflected their fears and insecurities back at them.
I am the ‘before’ picture in magazines. I am the target of hundreds of weight loss products. I am
the one that people can point out in crowds and comment on, because I am ‘unhealthy’; as if they
could tell my blood pressure and cholesterol on sight. As if they actually cared.
I refuse to let my worth be determined by the number I produce on a scale. I am worth so much
more than L or XL on my clothing labels. The crux of my character is not my weight; my life does not
revolve around the food I eat, or my stretch marks, or my double chin.
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So now when people see me I don’t give them the chance to see their reflection. I smile, throw
them off guard. A fat person? Happy? It can’t be! But it is.
I’m finished with trying to make people more comfortable with my appearance. My body is my
own; I will not let it become a battlefield for a war on a young girl’s self-esteem that never should have
been waged in the first place.
My body is a reflection of who I am yes, but I am no longer a mirror for others.
I am exactly who I want to be.

Jessica comes from a very large family. Telling stories is truly her passion. Through art, writing, or acting, Jessica
loves storytelling in all its shapes and forms. She hopes to one day publish a novel and/or become an animator for
television and movies.

Maria Anghelidis
Third Place – Grade 12
Peel District School Board

That’s All Yolks

I

stare at the plate in front of me. Something seems off. The plate itself is fine. I didn't forget
my fork either, I have that in hand. It's what's on the plate that's signalling to me that business
cannot proceed as usual. Normally when I see eggs on my plate, I don't get contemplative, I get
busy. Fried, boiled, scrambled, poached, made into an omelet. I don't care. All of these different
facets amount to the jewel in the crown of breakfast foods. The eggs in front of me, however, are a
suspicious puddle of uncooked egg trying to pass off as my breakfast. Being eight I obviously don't
have much experience, yet seeing these sad, soggy eggs on my plate, as if they had some right to be
there, didn't sit right with me. I stare some more at the eggs and they stare back at me, almost daring
me to taste them. I hear the clanging of an alarm going off in my head as if my brain is warning me
"Danger! Danger!"
The ringing is interrupted by my father, with a well-intentioned, "How do you like the eggs,
honey?” Guilt hits me hard and quick. My dad put the effort into making these eggs and I'm sitting
here acting like some uppity critic. They can't be wrong, my dad made them and he’s a genius.
He’s pretty much perfect, and I believed that with the fervour only an eight year old can muster. He
wouldn’t have given me eggs that were undercooked so I decide to take the plunge. I lift my fork. Stick
it into the omelette and move some pieces around a little bit, waiting for my courage to come to me
although it seems to be avoiding these eggs as much as I am. I eventually get some onto my fork. As
I guide the fork to my mouth, I'm reminded of mothers who have to get creative when feeding their
finicky children. I channel that. The fork is now a plane, making its way to its destination. Except this
aircraft seems to be experiencing critical engine failure, veering back and forth, smoke violently pouring
out of its orifices. With a last effort, it makes its way into my mouth. As soon as the uncooked egg
touches my tongue, I gag. It’s involuntary, and as much as I would have wanted to hide my reaction,
you can’t really hide a plane crash.
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My dad looks at me, deeply concerned. I look back, and hesitate before saying “Dad, I don’t think
these eggs are cooked right.”
He takes another look at the eggs and he says, with some remorse, “Oh, sorry! I messed up. Want
me to make you some new ones?” Hold on, he…made a mistake? My dad, the all-knowing, the
infallible, made a mistake? This perfect image of my father I had in my mind was crumbling, the statue
of my hero tipping over, leaning precariously on the edge, holding on for just a second longer before
eventually succumbing to gravity and crashing with a thunderous tone of finality. The marble turns to
flesh, leaving behind just a man -- a man who’s only human, who makes mistakes like the rest of us. A
man who occasionally undercooks eggs. The realization is startling. He stands, looking the same as he
usually does, with the same smile, the same kindness to his eyes, yet so utterly alien. Because for the
first time, we’re the same. He stands, waiting for my response.
I stand, and say, “No, dad, it’s all right. Although, would you teach me how to make my own
eggs?” He agrees, slightly crestfallen, yet willing nonetheless. Together, we assemble the ingredients,
the eggs mainly, and the tools we need, the bowl, the whisk, the frying pan. My dad hands me the
bowl, and shows me how to crack the eggs properly. He finds his target, the side of the bowl. He aims,
steady and true, and with a swift sudden swing he brings the egg down and cracks it beautifully right
down the middle. He takes another egg and hesitates slightly before handing it to me. He motions for
me to try. I go for it. I aim, steady and true. I hit the bowl, and with a satisfying crack it opens, revealing
the golden treasure within. My father looks at the whisk, looks at me and seems to come to some sort
of decision because he holds it out for me to take.
“You think you can handle it?” he asks. I nod with great enthusiasm, and he laughs. In his eyes
I can see pride, yet I also detect a hint of sadness for which I have no explanation but like a flash, it’s
gone. I take the whisk with great reverence, as though my father is passing on the torch instead of
a simple kitchen whisk. In a way, he was, although I couldn’t really appreciate it in that moment. We
cook them together, with him taking the lead but we both know it’s probably for the last time. We
don’t bring it up, but I pay close attention to what he’s doing and he takes pains to exaggerate his
actions, making it very clear how he cooks them. At the end of it, he asks me, “Did you get all that?” I
eagerly respond with a yes, and he says, “Well, I guess you don’t need me anymore.”
He turns to walk away, but I interrupt him with, “Dad, I’ll always need you. Just not for eggs.”
He smiles, yet answers cryptically, “That’s how it always starts. Enjoy your meal”. He turns and with a
final glance at me, walks away. Leaving me alone with the eggs we made. I impulsively call out to his
receding form, “Dad, are you hungry? I can make you some eggs!”
He stops, hesitating, but turns around. He comes back with a smile and says “Let’s see what you
can do.”

Grade 12 student, Maria, was born in Romania. She loves reading, music, and learning languages. She speaks
English, Romanian, and French, and is currently learning German. In the fall of 2015, Maria will be attending a
double-degree program in Commerce and Law, where she hopes to acquire the knowledge she needs to make
a positive difference in her community. She envisions herself as a life-long learner and is always open to new
experiences.
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Grade 11/12 – French

Karina Nabieva
First Place – Grade 11
Peel District School Board

Le perfectionnisme est un défaut
« Le perfectionnisme est l'ennemi de la création, comme la sollicitude
extrême envers soi-même est l'ennemie du bien-être. » – John Updike

L

e perfectionnisme. Pas une maladie, pas un trait de caractère. Une habitude, peut-être. Pour
moi, le perfectionnisme était ma personnalité et le stress qui suivait. Je pensais que mon
perfectionnisme me garantirait une meilleure vie, en considérant chaque petit échec comme un
signe de ma faiblesse. Et qu’est-ce que l’ironie ? En réalité, le perfectionnisme était ma faiblesse, tandis
que mes imperfections m’ont sauvé.
Tout a commencé l’année dernière, quand je croyais que je romprais à cause de tout le stress, les
devoirs et surtout, mon examen du piano. Chaque jour, je jouais du piano pendant presque cinq heures
(jusqu'à mes doigts étaient calleux). Puis, je mangeais le dîner, je prenais les médicaments pour mes
migraines et je faisais mon travail scolaire pendant tout le soir. Le lendemain, je me levais à cinq heures
du matin pour finir mes devoirs et j’allais au club d’athlétisme. Je passais toutes mes heures de cours
libres à la bibliothèque en travaillant pour réussir tous les tests et les tâches. Maintenant, cela semble
drôle, mais, je croyais que, si je me permettrais à me détendre, je mettrais en danger pas seulement
mon examen du piano, mais ma vie en général. Alors, je travaillais trop fort pour être « parfait ».
Quand tous mes amis appréciaient l’air frais, quand ils regardaient les émissions amusantes ou quand
ils allaient en vacances avec leurs familles, j’étais seul chez moi, avec mes dépressions nerveuses, en me
noyant dans la négativité de mes pensées.
Mes parents me décourageaient d’être si nerveuse, mais je les ai assurés que jouer bien à l’examen
vaudrais toute la peine. Cette mentalité a changé quand un patient dans la maison de retraite (où je
faisais du bénévolat) m’a demandé de jouer quelque chose sur le piano. Et j’ai joué. Et c’était terrible !
Mes doigts ont manqué quelques touches et je ne pouvais pas me concentrer. Alors, quand j’ai fini, je
me suis excusée pour ma performance gênante et j’ai voulu pleurer.
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Le patient a rejeté mes excuses et il m’a demandé pourquoi j’étais si bouleversée. J’ai dit : « Ma
performance n’est pas très impressionnante. Elle n’est pas parfaite, mais elle doit être parfaite pour
mon examen en juin ! » J’ai essayé de changer le sujet quand il m’a dit : « Quand j’étais de ton âge,
je me suis efforcé d’atteindre le succès et la perfection aussi. Je voulais une vie parfaite, alors j’ai réussi
à l’école et j’étais toujours le premier dans ma classe. Mais après le début de la guerre en Vietnam,
personne n’était concerné avec la perfection, parce que l’école était fermée et les gens mouraient.
Alors, ma vie a arrêté d’être parfaite et j’ai constaté que mon but d’avoir un plan solide était tué
aussi. Notre situation était mauvaise et j’étais triste que mon plan d’avoir une vie parfaite fût cassé.
Cependant, toutes les imperfections d’une telle situation – la mort, les familles rompues, les espoirs
cassés – ont nous renfoncés. Peux-tu imaginer comment une personne comme moi a élevé cinq
enfants et a déménagé au Canada (un pays étrange et très loin de Vietnam), si on n’était pas préparé
d’accepter l’imperfection ? J’ai su que le suffrage et les problèmes sont tous les grandes parties de la
vie, alors il n’y a pas une route « meilleur » sans les imperfections. Le perfectionnisme est un défaut ;
il n’y a pas de changements, ni de la croissance, ni de nouveaux découverts. Bien que ma vie n’ait pas
suivi mon plan original, je pense qu’elle m’a amélioré. »
J’étais embarrassé d’avoir exprimé mes soucis insignifiants. Je me suis rendue compte que mon
perfectionnisme était une idéologie avec des défauts quand il a dit : « tu es jeune, tu es en sécurité.
Même si tu rates cet examen, tu ne mourras pas, ta famille restera en bonne santé. Tu as pratiqué
tant de temps! Alors, pour toi-même, tu as déjà réussi cet examen plusieurs fois et tu as déjà reçu ton
cent pour cent. Ne te concentre pas sur la perfection technique et ne suis pas un plan « parfait ». Les
humains ne doivent pas être idéaux, exprime-toi avec tes émotions ! »
Ce soir-là, mon corps a quitté la maison de retraite, mais mon esprit y restait, avec le patient et
sa philosophie. J’ai compris que seulement les imperfections nous améliorent, car, si nous réussirions
chaque test, chaque obstacle et chaque confrontation, qu’est-ce que serait admiré ? Y aurait-il
d’ambition, des conseils, d’aide ? Non, tout le monde serait « parfait » et personne ne serait unique.
Alors, la semaine avant mon examen du piano, je n’ai pas senti plus la pression d’obtenir la note
meilleure. Au lieu d’être nerveuse, j’ai joué calmement et j’ai adopté l’échec comme quelque chose
normale et humaine. Cependant, j’ai travaillé très fort, mais je n’avais pas le but d’être sans défaut.
Peut-être, ma performance pendant l’examen réel n’était pas une de mes meilleures, mais je suis sûre
que j’étais dans mon meilleur état mental, car j’ai permis mes imperfections de représenter moi- un
humain imparfait. Pour moi, j’ai atteint quelque chose au-delà-de le « cent pour cent » ; j’ai atteint le
contrôle de mon corps et ma tête, car j’ai accepté mon unicité et mes défauts.
De l’histoire du patient, j’ai appris que c’est impossible de contrôler chaque situation et la rendre
parfaite. Alors, nous devons travailler fort pour atteindre la grandeur, l’excellence et le succès mais pas
la perfection. Il n’y a rien d’apprendre ou ressentir en perfection, elle ne donne pas la chance pour la
puissance personnelle. On ne peut pas avoir le plan « meilleur » ou «parfait » car cela serait ennuyeux
et il n’y aurait rien à apprendre. Toutes les imperfections en notre vie doivent être appréciées, car ils
nous font les humains uniques, tellement différents des robots parfaits.

Karina is a grade 11 student who speaks English, Russian, French and is learning Mandarin. During her free time,
Karina watches French films, reads, plays the piano, and volunteers. She would like to be able to travel more
often in the future and wants to learn even more languages by living in different countries.
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Srobona Podder
Second Place – Grade 11
Peel District School Board

Échapper son ombre

L

es gens souvent disent que telle ou telle personne ne s’est pas encore trouvée. Mais, le soi
n’est pas quelque chose que l’on trouve ; c’est quelque chose que l’on crée. –Thomas Szasz, Le
Deuxième Péché, 1973

C'est important pour les personnes d’accepter leurs talents et aussi leurs défauts. Les gens
devraient faire toutes leurs possibilités pour réussir, mais ils ne devraient pas se comparer avec des
autres. Il y avait un temps quand je n’avais pas connu cela et, quand je pense à ce temps, je me
demande pourquoi c'était si important.
Toute ma vie, j’avais été « la petite sœur ». Tout le monde me considérait la petite fille avec
une grande sœur extraordinaire. Elle avait gagné beaucoup de prix pour son travail et, avant trop
longtemps, nos murs étaient couverts avec ses médailles et ses plaques. Quand j’étais petite, je pensais
toujours que je n’étais pas aussi réussie qu’elle ; elle était la meilleure et la plus intelligente étudiante.
Elle savait toujours qu’elle voudrait devenir médecin. Contrairement à elle, j’étais timide et je ne
connaissais pas à quoi m’intéresser. Les autres considéraient qu’elle pouvait changer le monde. Donc,
je l’admirais comme un modèle et je célébrais ses prouesses avec tout le monde. J’adorais ma sœur et
elle me donnait beaucoup de conseils quand je lui demandais. Elle voulait que je trouve mes passions
comme elle, donc elle encourageait toujours mes parents à me permettre d’essayer des nouvelles
activités.
Ma sœur a eu le choix d’aller à une université proche de chez nous ou une université loin de chez
nous ; elle a choisi le dernier. Donc, quand ma sœur est partie pour l’université, j’étais seule. Mes
parents parlaient toujours à propos de ma sœur et ses accomplissements. Pendant ce temps, je lisais
dans ou écrivais des petites histoires ma chambre. J’adorais l’écriture, mais j’étais trop timide à montrer
mon travail à mes parents. Je me suis rendue compte que, pour la première fois, j’ai voulu que mes
parents parlent à propos de mes accomplissements, de mes curiosités. Mais, à ce temps-là, je n’avais
pas de curiosités extraordinaires ou intéressantes. Ma sœur est partie et c’était à ce moment que j’ai
décidé de trouver mes talents, pour que mes parents puissent parler à propos de moi aussi.
J’ai commencé à chercher les activités qui m’intéressaient. Premièrement, j’ai fait partie des clubs
à l’école comme la chorale, l’orchestre de jazz, le drame, le soccer, le volleyball, et d’autres. Je ne
retournais jamais chez moi avant dix-sept heures. J’ai rencontré beaucoup d’élèves comme cela et, par
un petit miracle, j’ai commencé à être fière de moi-même. J’étais pas seulement satisfaisante, mais
assez bien à quelques activités ! Je continuais à apprécier mes activités et ce n’était pas important que
mes parents parlent à propos de moi. Je faisais les choses que je voulais, donc j’étais contente.
C’était comme ça que j’ai découvert mon amour pour la musique et aussi mon talent pour
l’art oratoire. Un jour, j’ai commencé à jouer de la clarinette et mon enseignante m’a dit que j’étais
talentueuse. Elle m’a donné des solos dans l’orchestre de jazz et je suis devenue comme un chef pour
beaucoup d’étudiants jeunes. Avec la pratique et beaucoup d’appui de mes amis, j’ai réussi à devenir
le président de mon école. J’ai appris que j’ai pu être un bon chef. J’organisais des événements à
l’école et je dirigeais les clubs. J’étais si occupée avec mon travail, que je ne remarquais jamais que mes
parents commençaient à reconnaître mes talents. J’ai gagné le prix pour la musique dans la 8e année,
mais je pense que j’ai gagné quelque chose d’autre : la confiance à essayer les choses que j’aime, pas
les choses que ma sœur a faites.
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Quand je suis entrée en 9e année, j’étais un peu nerveuse, mais très enthousiaste. J’ai rencontré
beaucoup de nouveaux gens et il y avait plus de possibilités pour faire partie des clubs intéressants.
J’ai joint le journal d’école, l’association de musique, l’orchestre, la chorale, la pièce, et DECA. Chaque
club m’enseignait une leçon unique. Le journal aidait mes compétences en écritures ; l’association de
musique aidait mes compétences d’organisation ; la chorale m’enseignait le travail d’équipe ; le drame
m’enseignait l’expression libre ; et finalement, DECA me défiait à penser analytiquement. Maintenant
je suis dans le conseil d’administration pour DECA et pour l’association de musique parce que je suis
dévouée à mon travail ; ça ne pouvait pas être possible sans ma nouvelle indépendance.
Ma sœur est encore mon modèle, mais maintenant j’ai la confiance de faire les activités que j’aime.
Si elle n’est pas partie de chez nous, je n’aurais pas pu avoir l’impulsion à chercher mes talents. Je me
comparais toujours à elle, mais c’était une erreur. Je suis une personne individuelle, donc je fais les
choses uniques et pas comme ma sœur. Elle est réussie certainement, mais je suis réussie aussi, juste à
ma façonne. Je ne suis pas seulement la « petite sœur » et peu m’importe si les autres reconnaissent
mes accomplissements ou non. Je ne suis pas en concours avec ma sœur mais avec moi-même, et c’est
pourquoi je suis une autre personne maintenant que la personne que j’étais en collège. J’ai échappé
son ombre, et j’ai trouvé ma propre lumière.

Srobona a grade 11 student who loves to write short stories and articles, sing, and play guitar. Her family comes
from Eastern India, but she was born in Kuwait. Srobona takes part in many extra-curriculars at school such as
DECA, the music association, and the school newspaper. Srobona would like to study Economics in university, and
would like to travel around the world for her work in the future.

Rachel Tran
Third Place – Grade 11
Peel District School Board

Une motivation inconnue
« Les oreilles peuvent entendre des milliers de bruits,
mais les yeux agrandissent des milliers fois plus clair. »

I

l y a beaucoup de facteurs que l’on doit considérer avant de prendre une décision, particulièrement
quand la décision porte sur carrières. On doit considérer ses curiosités, ses dons, les prérequis de la
carrière et les autres facteurs. Une personne devrait avoir besoin des années pour réfléchir, mais les
autres déjà essaient de prendre une décision pour elle quand elle est petite.
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Quand j'étais petite, mes parents m'ont dit, « Deviens médecin. C'est une carrière gratifiante. »
En ce temps-là je n'ai pas su mes curiosités, mais je leur ai obéi. C'était une situation étrange parce
que je n'avais pas la motivation à poursuivre une autre carrière après ce moment. Toutefois je ne savais
pas pourquoi je voulais devenir médecin. De plus, je n'étais pas compatissante quand j'étais petite.
Un médecin doit être compatissant quand il soigne ses patients. Comme beaucoup d'enfants, je ne
comprenais pas complètement l'importance d'un médecin. Je croyais que les médecins soignaient
seulement les maladies ordinaires. Je ne savais pas que quelques médecins soignaient des patients
qui étaient dans les situations de vie ou de mort. Cette situation a continué de la première année à la
dixième année. En dixième année, j'ai visité mon grand-père à une maison de retraite médicalisée pour
la première fois. C'était dans cette place où j'ai réalisé pourquoi je voulais devenir médecin.
Avant de visiter mon grand-père, j’ai commencé à étudier la biologie humaine à l’école. J’ai appris
des fonctions du corps et des maladies et j’ai trouvé ce sujet fascinant. À mon avis, il était le sujet
le plus intéressant à l’école. Quand ma mère m’a demandé si je voulais visiter mon grand-père à sa
nouvelle maison, j’ai accepté. Il était le printemps et il faisait du soleil. Ma cousine et sa mère nous
ont accompagnées. Je n’étais pas enthousiaste. Je croyais que la maison de retraite serait comme les
résidences pour les personnes âgées dans les publicités. J’avais l’idée préconçue que les résidents de la
maison seraient en bonne santé et pourraient faire beaucoup d’exercices. J’avais tort.
La maison de retraite était située dans le quartier chinois de Toronto. Elle était petite; on ne pouvait
pas la voir de loin. Alors que nous marchions à la pièce de mon grand-père au troisième étage, je voyais
deux personnes âgées infirmes dans l'entrée. Ils ne pouvaient pas marcher sans assistance. Il y en avait
un qui ne pouvait pas manger de façon indépendante. Bien qu'ils fussent infirmes, ils étaient heureux.
Les infirmières étaient passionnées et gentilles quand elles aidaient mon grand-père et les autres
personnes âgées.
Pendant que j'étais dans la pièce de mon grand-père, je me sentais impuissante et coupable. Je
voulais aider les personnes âgées comme les infirmières, mais je ne savais pas comment. Je me sentais
extrêmement triste et émotive et j'ai dû sortir de la pièce. En ce moment-là, mes émotions m'ont
accablée et je n'ai pas pu me contrôler. J'ai regardé la fenêtre au bout de l'entrée et j'ai marché vers
de cette fenêtre. Puis, j'ai commencé à pleurer dans l'entrée. Je ne savais pas complètement pourquoi
je pleurais, mais c’était très difficile de m’arrêter. Je me suis retournée et j'ai vu ma cousine. Elle était
sortie la pièce et elle me regardait. Elle savait que je voulais devenir médecin, mais elle n’était pas
convaincue. À ma surprise, elle s'est approchée de moi et elle m'a dit, « Tu seras un médecin fin. »
Je me suis rendue compte que je pourrais aider les personnes âgées si je devenais médecin. De plus,
je pourrais appliquer ce que j'apprenais en biologie humaine si je devenais médecin. Alors que je
m’essuyais mes larmes, j'ai finalement décidé de devenir médecin quoi qui arrive.
J'ai trouvé mon but dans la vie à la fin de la visite. En outre, j'ai appris une leçon. Les mots de
mes parents que j'ai entendus quand j'étais petite n'étaient pas assez de preuve que je devais devenir
médecin. Je devais voir les personnes âgées dans la maison de retraite et ses épreuves avant de prendre
ma décision. Si je ne les avais pas vus, je n'aurais pas pu prendre cette décision et j'aurais encore été
pas sûre de ma carrière future. Maintenant, en onzième année, je choisis les cours qui sont requis pour
étudier les sciences de la santé à l'université. J'ai étudié la biologie en dernier semestre. Elle était plus
fascinante que ce que j'avais étudié en dixième année, car je pouvais apprendre plus de détails à propos
des corps. Ce semestre, j'étudie la chimie et je la trouve informative et intéressante. J'espère faire du
bénévolat dans un hôpital avant de commencer mes études à l’université. Si j'ai cette possibilité, je
pourrais obtenir de l'expérience précoce dans le domaine médical.
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Tout le monde devrait chercher un but dans la vie. Un moyen de faire chercher ce but est de
prendre des décisions. Quand on prend une décision, on apprend plus de choses à propos de lui-même
ou elle-même. On doit savoir que les autres ne peuvent pas prendre ses décisions. Ils peuvent conseiller,
mais c'est la personne elle-même qui prend la décision finale. La personne doit prendre sa propre
décision en fonction des choses qu'elle a vues et les événements qu’elle a vécus—pas en fonction de
ce qu'elle a entendu des autres. Aujourd'hui, je visite mon grand-père quand j'ai le temps. Chaque
visite est spéciale. Elles me rappellent à aider les gens le mieux possible. Plus important encore, elles me
rappellent à écouter à moi-même et à suivre mon intuition.

Rachel is a grade 11 student who is an avid reader of young adult fiction. She writes short stories and poetry
and plays violin in her spare time. She is currently studying French at school and she hopes to be fluent in the
language some day. She hopes to study life science in university and become a doctor, concurrently writing a
young adult novel.
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Our lives teach us who we are.
– Salmon Rushdie, Writer
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Grade 7/8

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

Guardian Angels

I

think of her everyday. I miss her. Terror wells up and closes my throat and threatens to consume me,
when I realize, I don’t remember what I miss. I remember that she was funny, in a sarcastic way. I
remember she would play with my hair, even when it was short. She would tell me to grow it out
“to your toes” and I would laugh, picturing Rapunzel locked away in a tower.
What I didn’t realize was that she had a tower of her own, but the bars were far from metal, they
were made of words and thoughts. Memories that through the years, chipped away at the tower walls.
No matter how far she chipped, the walls seemed to be endless, unbreakable and undamaged. The
years and years of trying to escape, got to her, before we could.
Even if I remember little and hate myself for it, I feel her in every memory and story that is told. I
ache when they’re over, feeling the emptiness once again take her place. Every November a grey mist
fills the air, and the bitter unexplainable hurt seeps into every muscle and nerve and bone, making
even moving unbearable. All I seem to hear is an echo, an echo of my mom crying and I can feel every
one of her tears because I’m crying too. Worst of all, I feel as if every teardrop that pools in my eyes
is another second of life she could have had. My heart still leaps from my chest any time someone
mentions her. The pictures that lie on my desk still stop me cold in my tracks, even if I was the one who
put them there. I stare at the gold ring with the purple amethyst stone that sits on my dresser, but the
air seems to get thinner and my breath is cut short in my lungs. I gasp for breath when I think how
much one material possession can mean.
I can feel her presence; I know she's still there. She would never truly and completely leave our
family. She had always loved the thought of guardian angels. I know that she watches over me, my
mom tells me everyday that she sees her in me. The quote says, “Never run faster than your guardian
angel can fly,” and I really believe that, that's what she did, now let's see if she can keep up.
I’m not going to say that with time it gets easier, because it doesn’t. On November 28, 2012, my
aunt took her life. She was forty-one and had been struggling with mental illness since she was twelve.
To say what happened to her left an impact on my family is a huge understatement. Since the fifth
grade, I have never felt the same about discussions surrounding mental illness, suicide or depression. It
really makes me realize that people don’t understand how hard it is until it happens so close to home.

Madison is a grade 8 student who enjoys reading and writing and has a passion for sports. Madison aspires to be
a sports therapist in the future.
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Amy Lucas
Second Place – Grade 8
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

If It Never Happened

I

remember standing there with my brother and two sisters. Saying our goodbyes. Saying I love you.
Saying I’ll miss you. I remember saying all of these things to my oldest sister. She was going to live
with her dad in Sudbury for a year. Everyone was so sad that she was leaving; everyone, except for

her.

A few months had gone by since she left. I woke up one morning, not knowing what had
happened the previous night while I was sleeping. I walked into the living room. Everyone had puffy
eyes and tear-stained cheeks. I was confused. I felt like I had been sleeping for one hundred years,
completely oblivious as to what had happened, but I knew that whatever it was, it wasn’t good.
My mom was crying uncontrollably, but bravely held herself together enough to tell me the news.
I thought it was heart breaking seeing her like this. What came next was much worse. She tried to tell
me in a way that I would understand. She started saying that someone was really sad, and confused
and needed help. My stomach turned and my face flushed. Who was she talking about? What had
happened to them? Are they okay? Then she said the words that changed me forever. “Your sister
won’t be coming back. She’s gone.” I was only seven, but I was even more sad, confused and angry
than ever. I couldn’t believe it. This was too scary to be true. These were the only thoughts that raced
through my head.
My family and I left our house in Barrie to go to the funeral in Sudbury. We sat in silence, without
a word, for the whole ride. But, we all cried. When we got to the funeral, I saw how sad everyone
was. Crying or standing there in disbelief, I overheard someone talking about it. They said it was so
unexpected that she took her own life. And that’s when I knew what had happened. She took her life!
I didn’t know how I felt. I was sad. I was broken. I was crying. I was angry with her! How could she do
this?
A year later, we moved to Sudbury to be closer to all of our family. My mom said we should spend
as much time as we can with them. I still remember to this day how much grief and pain I saw at the
funeral. I realized that I’ve never felt so much pain in my life.
When I think about it now, there is still pain. But in this pain, there is also a lesson. This event has
taught me how important choices can be. How important people are in my life. One person can make
such an impact on so many. Ever since that day, I have been mindful of the decisions that I make in life
because they have an effect. She taught me that. She taught me more than she will ever realize.

Amy is a grade 8 student who enjoys being with friends, and playing video games. She wants to be a forensic
investigator in the future.

Turning Points – 2015 Award Winning Essays | 109

Sudbury, Ontario

Kaylee Kruk
Third Place – Grade 7
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Pay It Forward

I

t was July 12, 2012 at 2:00 am. It had been five hours since my mom and dad took my younger
sister, Karissa, to the clinic. Karissa had been ill for three days with various symptoms. My innocence
as a nine-year-old at the time triggered curiosity to want to know every little thing. Being very
concerned and nervous for my sister caused me to ask my nana all sorts of things from, “Have they
called you yet?” to, “When are they coming home?”
Finally, the phone rang at 3:00 am. It was my mom calling from the Sudbury hospital. This call
was going to answer all my questions. She updated my nana with the final report and then the tears
starting falling down my nana’s face. It terrified me!
What could possibly be wrong? Do you know the feeling when you're at the top of a gigantic
drop on a roller coaster; when your stomach knots up, and you are horrified? That is exactly how my
stomach felt. My nana hung up the phone and began to tell me the unbelievable news. I was wishing
the news was going to be as relieving as finishing that roller coaster ride, but in this case, it was the
farthest thing from that. Instead I heard, “Your sister has Leukemia, a type of blood cancer”.
My whole family traveled down to Toronto, where Karissa had been flown to start her severe and
intense treatments. Karissa, being in the hospital for nine months straight, expanded my horizons to
learning about medical terms, how to take vital signs, giving someone an IV and how to work the IV
pole. These are just a few things my new portfolio consists of.
My desire to learn more in the medical field continues to grow as a result of this traumatic
experience. It has helped me to narrow my direction and broaden my path to my career choice in the
future. Wanting to be a ballet instructor is now in the past. Going to dance on Mondays, Wednesdays,
and Fridays is now merely for fitness and pleasure while the thought of becoming a nurse one day is
much more prominent in my heart. Going back to the hospital for Karissa’s appointments is exciting.
Watching the doctors and nurses at work is very satisfying. Wanting to help people is now my heart’s
desire!
There is still a lot of time before my dream becomes a reality, and a lot of work ahead. Believing in
myself and the encouragement of the medical field, gives me hope that one day, my compassion, care
and dedication to see people becoming healthy will definitely come true. The impact that the doctors
and nurses at Sick Kids Hospital has had on my sister, Karissa’s, life is much for which to be thankful.
Taking everything this journey has taught me has lead me to my passion and desire to help other
innocent children and continue to pay it forward!

Kaylee is a grade 7 student. She has won several academic and sports awards, including receiving top honours in
a city-wide short story contest. One day, she hopes to become a pediatric nurse.
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Jenna Hoolans
Frist Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Undying Love

M

y mother was a loving and caring person, who made a huge impact on the lives of many
people around her. Most of her life she struggled with drug addiction. When she was 33 years
of age, she lost her life due to a drug overdose on cocaine. I had just turned thirteen at the

time.

On Friday, May 24, 2013, when I got home from school, I noticed a few cars parked in the
driveway. I entered my house to see my grandmother on the couch crying. I thought my greatgrandfather had passed away; I was wrong. I asked what was wrong and I couldn't believe the words
that came out of her mouth. Imagine hearing the words, at thirteen years of age, “Your mother is
dead.” I didn't believe it. I couldn't believe it.
Nearly a year passed by, and throughout the rough 358 days, I partly blamed myself for her death.
I felt like I wasn't the daughter I should and could have been to my mother. I was always angry at her
for adding more fuel to the fire she was burning by getting her daily fixes. I had ignored her phone
calls, I had been so upset with her because of her decision making. My mom was once homeless, in the
streets of Toronto, as I lived in Sudbury, praying to God that she would come back to me. She did, only
to permanently leave a few years later.
Each passing day without hearing my mom's interesting nicknames for me like “Noodle” or
“Beana” and the image of her physical state the last time I saw her tortured me. Her skin clung tightly
to her bones, her normally thick, brown hair was turning grey and thin, and her eyes were dark, dull
and pleading, the old scar on her cheek more visible than ever. She was dying.
That image remained in my head 24/7 and one night, I snapped.
I took two handfuls of pills, harmed myself by cutting my skin open, and went to sleep hoping
I wouldn't wake up the next day. Hours passed by, then I woke up feeling horrible. I went to the
washroom... My eyes were terribly bloodshot, my pupils were reduced to pin-points. I started to feel
the warm, salty tears run down my cheeks as I called my grandmother. I told her what I’d done and
that I didn't want to die because I knew that's not what my mother would want for me. I was rushed
to the hospital, hours away from death with an I.V. needle stuck in my arm.
I was questioned, “Why?” I just wanted to be with my mom.
I was hospitalized for two weeks.
My mother may be gone, but her death has helped many people like her. Exactly the day before
she died, my mom found out that her second appeal to a “no” decision by ODSP (Ontario Disability
Support Program) was denied. She needed the support because she loved her kids and she couldn't
work to support me and my brother, let alone herself. Her worker stated that “drug addicts don't care”
and that “addiction is not an illness which qualifies for disability.” She had always tried to work to
provide for us, her addiction prevented her from doing so.
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After her death, her Access AIDS nurse and her legal aid paralegal approached us and asked
if we as a family would appeal this decision posthumously. This had never been done before. My
grandparents and I accepted and we won. This is a landmark decision for others who suffer from
addiction and therefore cannot work.
Her death was not in vain; it has a purpose for others.
My brother and I even received money for our education fund. My mother left an impact not only
on my life, but on other peoples' lives too.
I now realize that my mom is still there for me, maybe not physically, but emotionally and spiritually.
She is with me. I am not the only one who has lost a parent at a young age, but I do know that it will
get better and no matter what, a mother's love is undying and precious.

Jenna is a grade 9 student who loves to express herself by writing and drawing. She loves animals because she
believes that every single one represents something important. She hopes to help others as a future career.

Julia Moore
Second Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Ivan Moore

J

“Losing someone is the hardest thing to accept. Remembering you is easy,
I do it everyday. Missing you is the heartache that never goes away” – Miriam Ali

uly 25, 2008. That was the day I learned what it feels like to lose someone you love for the first
time. I was 8 years old, playing games at my summer day camp, when I saw my parents’ car pull
into the parking lot. I was curious as to why they were there to pick up my sister and I so early.
When we got into the car, our mom was crying. We weren’t sure why, but moments later she gave us
the heartbreaking news.
I remember her words were, “Papa went somewhere today.” I responded with, “Where? Did he
finally get to leave the hospital and go home?” She shook her head and said, “No, Papa went to
heaven.” I was speechless. My sisters and I knew our grandpa was sick, but thought that when he was
admitted to the hospital he would get better. But that wasn’t the case; he’d only gotten worse.
A few months before, my grandparents were renovating their entrance so for a few days they
didn’t have a railing. One day, my grandpa lost his balance and fell down the stairs. He suffered a very
traumatic fall and fractured his ribs. Ever since then he felt very sick, so the doctors scheduled him for
a CT scan. On May 9, 2008, he was diagnosed with cancer. The primary cancer was in his kidneys,
but quickly spread throughout his body, eventually making its way to his lungs, chest and bones. Two
months later he took his last breaths.
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My grandpa meant the world to me and I didn’t want to believe he was gone. I didn’t even get to
say goodbye. My mind was spinning with thoughts and memories of him. I tried to stay strong but I
couldn’t. Everything overwhelmed me and I just broke down. Months passed and it felt like I had a hole
in my heart, like something was missing from my life. All these emotions stayed with me for a very long
time. I was always sad but I knew I couldn’t let myself feel this way forever.
So instead of focusing on all the sad memories, or what I could have done differently, I focused on
the good ones, the tickle fights, the hugs, the kisses, the laughs, and the smiles! My favourite memory
with Papa is that whenever he picked up my sisters and I, he would always go over this little hill and
remind us to hold onto our bellies. He would zoom over it and it felt like being on a roller coaster. He
called it the “belly bump.” He always knew how to make us smile.
I realize that death can have a huge effect on someone, but you should never let it consume
you. Now, every time I see a picture of my grandpa I smile and think of all the amazing times we had
together and I know he is always with me wherever I go! It is now 2015. In July it will be 7 years that
he has been gone. I miss him more and more each day but I will always have a special place for him
in my heart as a loving grandpa, a brother, a tremendous father, and most of all the most amazing
husband my grandma could have ever asked for!

Julia is a grade 9 student whose favorite subject is History. She enjoys sports and has been in hockey for 11 years.
She would like to learn how to play an instrument. Julia has earned the nickname "Social Butterfly".

Alexis Gunther
Third Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Forever and Always

I

t's tough when you realize you've been tricked. When your life turns completely around and you're
left with no one to trust. That was my life. I thought I'd had the "perfect" day. School was coming
to an end and the weather was beautiful. As I emerged from the bus with my sister, we stared
blankly at the police cars in our driveway. Why would the police be at our home? My sister in hand,
I walked towards my mom and dad who were standing with three officers and a detective. My mom
took my sister’s hand and guided her through her bedroom door. Her eyes were red and puffy from
crying. I listened through her deep breaths as she struggled to tell my sister that her dad wouldn't be
coming back to live with us. That he'd be taking his things and moving elsewhere. My sister just sat
there. Emotionless. She didn't understand. But I did.
I didn't want to talk or think about it. So I shut everyone out. I didn't come out of my room. I was
feeling overwhelmed and depressed. My self-esteem disappeared and my life fell apart. I started to like
dark clothing, music and people. My mom noticed my behavior, so she signed me up for counseling
every two weeks. I didn't want to go. Why should I? It was no one's business. The truth was, I didn't
think there was anything wrong with me. I kept telling myself that I was fine. But I had no one.
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My sister did whatever she pleased. My mom worked an extra job just to pay for lawyer's fees and
maintain our family on her own. For months, it seemed like every time I came home, something else
had disappeared: a couch, a table, even Christmas décor. On weekends, I didn't leave the house. I just
suffocated myself in the darkness. The negative energy poisoned me. I gained weight, then ran down
the street until I was a step away from vomiting. My mom never knew. No one did. My young life was
on a downward spiral and my self- image was quickly fading. But still, I kept everything a secret.
My friends asked why I was down. I just responded that I was sick, which was true. My immune
system was weak. I didn't eat. I didn't sleep. I didn't want to cry, or feel weak. If I stayed strong then I
didn't fail. So I took pill after pill trying to sleep, wondering if it would relieve my pain.
I was furious with him, disgusted that he'd cheated. I let it eat away at me. It made me negative. I
took my anger out on the one person who stood by me - my mom. My role model and hero. I yelled,
screamed, swore, and broke things until she couldn't take it anymore. She let me go.
I spent that summer with my grandparents. They were concerned for me and my health and wellbeing. Everyone was. Was this really my life? I tried so hard to be good, to make my family proud of
me. I didn't want a broken relationship. The guilt of the things I'd said clouded my judgment and I
couldn't think straight. The last thing I'd said to her was that I hated her. My own MOM!
One day I tossed my belongings into the vehicle and my grandparents took me back home. My
mom broke down and wrapped herself around me. I hadn't realized how intensely I'd missed her. We
doubled counseling. Together, we went twice a week until I was confident enough to go alone. I finally
opened up to my closest friend, which was undoubtedly one of the most difficult things I'd ever done
as a young adolescent. From that moment on, she looked at me as more than a friend, as a member of
her family. She understood! I stopped acting out and hanging around the wrong people. I'd turned into
the young woman I'm proud of today. Now, my mother, sister and I stand strong together. Even with all
the buried pain, we're still a family, forever and always.
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Mia Tullio
First Place – Grade 11
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A New Lens

I

once read that if you visualize your eventual death, it will help you live in the present. Being a
person who struggles with mindfulness, I attempted this practice, thinking there would be nothing
to lose in trying. I went into my bedroom, closing the door behind me, and lay down on my
bed. I closed my eyes. It took a moment for my mind to focus, but eventually I was able to imagine
myself. I was a frail, elderly woman. My skin was translucent, and well worn from years of existence.
Pronounced veins protruded from my hands, which were resting atop one another. Wisps of silver
hair poked out of my head and glistened in the light. I pictured this older version of myself sitting in
a rocking chair, a blanket draped over my lap, my face the picture of contentment as I took my final
breath.
When you are young and healthy, you live under the false impression that you are immortal. You
don’t go to bed wondering if you will wake up in the morning; you don’t even consider the possibility
of not waking up. When I imagined my death, I always assumed that those years were guaranteed. I
would live a long and meaningful life, and when it was my time to go, I would regret nothing.
Looking back, I now realize how naïve I was to take so much for granted. But why shouldn’t I
have? My life was a regular routine of complacency and I expected no different because that was what
I had grown accustomed to. I had never gone through anything in my life that taught me differently.
Nothing had ever challenged this notion that I would live anything but a long and prosperous life. No,
my pivotal moment waited for me until just before I turned sixteen.
December 3, 2013, started out as a completely normal day for me. I didn’t wake up thinking that
this would be the day that would change my life forever. I went about my routine as usual, and when
three o’clock rolled around, I was sitting in my school cafeteria doing homework before volleyball
practice. As I sat at a table surrounded by textbooks, I felt at peace. Then my phone went off in my
backpack, bringing me out of my tranquility. It was my mom. She told me that my dad was in the
hospital and to get my bags together. My grandma was on her way to pick me up.
The drive was silent and tense. At the hospital, my mom met us in the emergency room lobby. It
was a noisy blur of people bustling every which way and my mom reminded me of a tour guide as she
led us through a series of hallways. We eventually came to a long room filled with a series of beds. The
room buzzed and whirred from the variety of machinery and everything was cast in harsh fluorescent
light. It smelled unpleasant, a combination of coffee and disinfectant. It all felt very stuffy to me, so I
unzipped my jacket.
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And then I saw him. My dad. The type of person who preferred to sit back and listen to others,
rather than speak. The type of person who would put aside his time to sit down and go over my math
homework with me, no matter how long it took. The type of person who never failed to lend a hand to
someone who needed it. My dad, who always appeared so strong, looked so small in his hospital bed.
That was the day my dad was diagnosed with cancer. To be more specific, my dad was diagnosed with
non-Hodgkin’s, diffused large B cell lymphoma. This aggressive blood cancer had metastasized to form
several tumors along his spine.
It’s been over a year since this moment and I can tell you with absolute certainty that it doesn’t
get easier watching someone you love go through something so awful. It doesn’t get easier watching
someone who you love so entirely struggle to relearn mundane activities like eating or walking. And
it definitely doesn’t get easier accepting the possibility that someone you love so much, could be so
easily pulled from your grasp. The thing about grief is that it forces you to acknowledge who you truly
are. Grief puts its hands on your shoulders, spins you around and forces you to really look at your life.
In order to fully feel something like grief, you have to strip down the walls that you have built around
yourself.
Watching my dad go through this has been the hardest thing I have ever had to endure, but at the
same time, it has given me a new sense of perspective. You see, no matter how invincible we may feel,
the fact of the matter is we are all going to die; cancer is just the medium in some cases.
Seeing my hero go through something so difficult has taught me that no one is indestructible. I’ve
replaced the lens I once used to view the world and my vision is now much clearer. I can see now that
we have one life to live and that it is our responsibility to make the most of every moment. I no longer
wake up assuming that this life is my right. Instead, I wake up feeling thankful that I have been given
such a wonderful and precious gift.
This experience has taught me to appreciate all that life has to offer. My dad is the most inspiring
person I know, and I believe wholeheartedly that with his family behind him, we will make it through
this hardship together. In the darkest of times, those closest to you help you to see the light, and I am
so thankful to have such illuminating people in my life.

Mia is a grade 11 student who enjoys travelling, reading, hiking and volunteering. Her favourite subjects are
World Religions and Geography. After high school, she hopes to attend university and pursue an environmental
career.
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Emily Brohart
Second Place – Grade 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Grieving and Growing

H

ave you ever locked yourself in a room by accident? The feeling of frustration and hilarity you
get because you can’t believe you were that stupid to have locked the door. You try the handle
half a dozen times thinking that maybe every jingle and twist will somehow open the only exit.
Your brain goes blank with ideas of how to escape this confinement. You realize there is nothing even
remotely useful in this darn room to help you, why couldn’t you have locked yourself in a room with
better options, like a window? You're shaking, thinking you’ll be caged forever and of all the things
you need to get done but can’t because you. Locked. Yourself. In a room. Panic makes you yell for help
and the only people on the other side of the door don’t have the skills to open it. These people don’t
know what you need to get out. It’s not until you know what you need, that you can get out. It’s not
until you see that you hold the key, that you can unlock the door.
Four years ago my life was changed as my loving father suffered an aneurysm and died. I remember
the morning my mom came home bringing the horrible news, I cried only a little. It was as if all the
tears I had shed during the week he was in the hospital drained any I would have left. With my family
surrounding me it felt suffocating. I zoned out, my mind resting in a blank space. My mom was
concerned, she grasped me in an embrace telling me to feel, not to let myself go numb. The problem
was, I already had. This was the point where I, unknowingly, locked myself in a room.
I found myself overwhelmed with emotions that I could not identify. These emotions existed, but
I felt numb to them, like a weight being lowered above my head as I struggled to keep my legs from
going out beneath me. I didn’t know these emotions and didn’t even know if they were emotions, it
didn’t feel like I was feeling anything. But then again, I forgot what feeling was like. Then I collapsed,
the pressure of the weight overcoming my strength. It all happened two years ago. I had had enough
of feeling like there was cotton in my mouth and layers of tape over my words, not allowing me to
speak with all the people willing to listen. I decided to get the help I needed.
I was incredibly nervous for my first day of grief counseling. When I’m nervous I chew my lip
and zone out. My mom knows that it’s best to just let me be quiet, though I knew she would have
preferred to have a conversation. The waiting room, was a small rectangle with white walls. Six chairs
leaned against one wall and four against the other. Motivational posters and counselling brochures. I
expected this. When my dad first passed, I refused therapy. I found the idea ridiculous. I didn’t need to
talk to a professional, I didn’t want to be analyzed and asked how I felt. But now I wanted therapy. I
filled out a questionnaire that asked things like do you do drugs, do you drink, do you self-harm, have
you thought of killing yourself, why do you think you need counselling. I tried to be honest because if I
was not then what would have been the point of coming this far. I needed this.
Then the therapist came and she took me to a tiny office with a couch and a desk. It was more
cozy than I expected, warm and homey. There was art work by her kids on the walls and quotes from
The Wizard of Oz. I could have had my mom with me, but that wasn’t the point of being here. I
needed to learn how to communicate again. I needed to free myself from this locked room that I had
put myself in. She got me to explain what had happened to my dad and I cried a lot. I didn’t think I
would, I mean I had told the story so many times, why would I cry this time? She never asked me how I
felt, but would suggest feelings I might have felt and she was never wrong. She told me that I was just
grieving. But that couldn’t be.
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I felt that every day was a struggle to participate in daily life activities, that I had to distract myself
all the time and that the moment I wasn’t reading or writing, my mind would release like it was an
elastic flinging from one end to the other. My thoughts had become a bungee cord and every time
I was alone or not doing something, I would cave in on myself. I thought about how tired I was of
being the good child, the smart child. Emily, the goody two shoes, who has to hold everything in so
everyone else can be happy, and who had to deal with her own problems because other peoples were
bigger than her own. Every little pressure in life was like a brick being placed on my shoulders. Even the
smallest things were needles digging into my skin. This wasn’t grief. I didn’t feel sad. But I was, wasn’t
I?
I went back to see a counsellor for about a year. I learnt so many things that I didn’t even realize
affected me, things that happened so long ago but shaped who I was. I finally started to see how I
came to be. My counsellor taught me that grief is not the same for everyone and that it is normal. That
I would be ok. All the pressure was leaving me and sure, I didn’t walk out of there completely healed,
but I walked out of there with the knowledge that I hold the key to my locked room.

Emily is a grade 12 student who enjoys reading and expressing herself through writing. She is on a path to
becoming a successful entrepreneur and looks forward to what the future has in store.

Taylor Emery
Third Place – Grade 11
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Hitting Rock Bottom

I

t's 12 o'clock on a Tuesday. I should be at school right now but instead I'm lying in bed looking at
the ceiling. A monitor on my left is quietly beeping with every heartbeat. The smell of “clean” is all
around me. I turn my head to look out my window; it's snowing. I wish I could go outside – I think
to myself. I hear footsteps outside my room. Closing my eyes, butterflies fill my chest. The dreaded
time of day is here. When I finally build up the courage, I open my eyes and sit up only to see my nurse
standing at the foot of my bed with a food tray. This was me only a few weeks ago: sitting in a hospital
bed, eating six meals a day, being on 24-hour bed rest, having medical tests done, and with almost
non-stop supervision. This is my life. This is my eating disorder: Anorexia Nervosa.
Rewind to early September: I was happy, healthy, and had everything to live for. Starting grade 11,
I was determined to make the best of what I had left of high school. This was the year I had to make
count, both in class and out. I wanted everything to be perfect, including me. I had always been selfconscious about my body for as long as I can remember. This was because during puberty I grew 6
inches and got curves. After that I became the “bigger” girl out of my friends. I hated the way I felt
and looked beside them. Along with that, I was feeling out of control and helpless. My mother was
still recovering from the stroke she had the year before. I watched her go from being completely fine
to on the brink of death, yet I could do nothing to help her. In that vulnerable state, I decided to try to
improve myself: I decided to diet. I never imagined that this diet would be the start of what would soon
be the spiral into Anorexia.
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At first, it started out with eating healthier and exercising more. I started counting calories and
stopped eating all processed foods. I became very strict and aware of what I was putting into my body.
Every day I would do 60 minutes of cardio. Slowly but surely the weight started to come off, but it
wasn't coming off fast enough. I was so sick of being “obese” and hating what I saw in the mirror
that I started restricting even more than I already was and exercised whenever I could. I was constantly
moving, trying to burn as many calories as I was able to. I was completely obsessed with weight,
calories, and exercise. Every day I would eat a little bit less and exercise more than I had the day before.
I kept losing weight, but the more I lost the larger I thought I was. My mind was playing tricks on me.
By January, I had a tenuous relationship with my body and mind. I was caught firmly in the grasp
of Anorexia. My grades had fallen, I stopped going out with friends, and I had pushed my family away.
I was miserable all the time. I just told myself, “Once I'm thin I'll be happier.” I had no control. This
thing inside of me had taken over both my mind and my body and I was no longer me anymore. I
was constantly feeling weak, tired, and dizzy. My hair was falling out, and my nails were brittle. I was
incredibly pale, and my lips and nails were constantly blue due to a mix between poor blood circulation
and low body temperature. Not to mention that I was freezing all the time and wearing layers of
clothing to keep warm and cover up my weight loss.
But still I continued on. Five pounds, ten pounds, fifteen pounds more. I weighed myself every day,
because not only did it show my weight but also my self-worth. No matter how much I lost, it was
never enough – I was never enough. I thought I was healthy, but in reality I was dying. I was slowly
killing myself, but I just kept listening to the voices inside my head that told me I wasn't thin enough
yet. I was willing to do anything to be thin. I had reduced my daily intake to almost nothing, until finally
I stopped eating completely. Six days later I could barely move. Every time I stood I would get dizzy and
my vision would black out. I had become so sick and weak that my parents had enough.
On the morning of January 15, they brought me to the hospital. Little did we know that I would
be spending the next three weeks there. My vitals were shocking. A normal adult's resting heart rate
is between 60-90 beats per minute and mine was almost 140. I had put so much stress on my body
that my heart now had to work twice as hard to do the work it was meant to do. On top of this, I had
decreased kidney function, low blood sugar, and low blood pressure. I had hit rock bottom.
My eating disorder is the turning point in my life. It has had such an impact not only on my life, but
on the lives of my family and friends. Hearing about what I had done to my body and finally having a
diagnosis opened my eyes to what had happened to me. It made me realize something that I hadn't in
a long time. It made me realize that my self-worth couldn't be measured on a scale. That was the day
that I decided to recover. This period in my life has not been easy for one minute, but it has been worth
every second; and I know that it has made me a stronger person. I will beat my eating disorder.

Taylor is a grade 11 student enrolled in the French immersion program. Some of her sports and hobbies include,
basketball, gymnastics, being with friends and reading. As one of her future career goals, she hopes to become a
nurse practitioner or doctor.
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Writing is its own reward.
Henry Miller, Writer
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Taya-Lynn Boettcher
First Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

A Duck Named Charlie

T

he first time I helped an animal, it was a duck named Charlie. I was about five years old when
I got Charlie. I found him near a dugout. One day I went out to my pasture with my Mom and
Grandpa. We walked all the way to the dugout. We went there because my Grandpa needed
something. Then my Mom saw a duckling. She told me, “Taya look at that duckling, isn’t it so cute?!”
“Yeah! Can I touch it?” I said.
“No! Just look.” Said Mom.
So instead of touching, it I walked up to see it, but it wasn’t going into the water; it was just
waddling away on land. I was so curious; I couldn’t just leave it so I chased it. Then Mom saw me.
“TAYA! LEAVE IT ALONE!” she yelled.
I thought it didn’t have a mom. My mom and Grandpa went to see. They caught it and gave it
to me to hold. We started to walk to the vehicle. Mom said that I could keep it until it got better. We
started to drive to my grandpa’s house which is only a minute away. When we got there it was dark.
My family and I sat in the sitting area. I sat with the duckling on my lap. Then my leg felt warm and
wet. So I picked up the duckling and looked at my lap. It was white! I yelled while giggling, “Mom the
duck pooped on me!” My family started to laugh.
That night I decided that I would name the duck Charlie. So I took Charlie to my house and set
up a cage for Charlie. Charlie had to sleep in the bathroom. That was too bad because I really wanted
to sleep with Charlie, but I’m not too sure Charlie wanted to sleep with me. So Charlie went to bed
and so did I. A few days later I took Charlie to the pasture and let Charlie go. That is how I knew that I
loved animals and not to let a duck sit on your lap for too long!

Taya-Lynn is a grade 6 student who loves to write about anything that has to do with living things. Her favourite
subjects are English and Music (band). She plays the flute and the recorder.
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Saskatchewan

Tyler Leverton
Second Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

Losing in Playoff Final

I

n my 2012-2013 atom hockey season, I was put on a team called the Estevan Flyers. We were
second best in our league going into the playoffs. In first place were the Radville Nationals. We
knew we would have to play them in the playoffs. We had already beat Yellow Grass and another
Estevan team. We made it into the finals and we would have to play Radville.
It was game one in a best of three series. We lost the first game by a lot. We knew we would have
to work harder. For the second game, we had to go to Radville and win. If we lost we would be out.
In our next game we managed to pull off a win. We still had one more game to play against them. My
team was really excited because no one had ever beat Radville before!
It was game 3 and we had to beat Radville to win the SEMHL playoffs. Everyone was so pumped to
play; we had a really good chance of winning. The game was a really close one; we were winning 3-2.
There was 1 minute left and they scored. Now the game was tied 3-3 and was going into overtime. We
were playing really well in overtime until Radville’s star player got the puck and was on a breakaway. He
beat our goalie top shelf and we lost.
Losing in the playoff finals has motivated me to work harder in hockey. It has also given me a goal;
to beat Radville for revenge. Hockey is my inspiration and what I like doing. This was my turning point.

Tyler is a grade 6 student who enjoys math and reading. He is very competitive and very talented in sports. Tyler
plans to be a professional hockey player.
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Saskatchewan

Julia Pangan
Third Place – Grade 6
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

School Memories

I

t was a sunny and lovely morning. I was really excited because I was finally going to school. My
siblings had been to school already, which made me want to go to school too. I thought schools
were playgrounds where kids played all day and had fun. I was wrong.

When I entered my classroom, a cold breeze passed through me. When I let go of my mom’s hand,
tears came down my cheeks. I hugged my mom tightly, knowing I wouldn’t be with my mom all day.
I felt scared and everyone was staring at me. I sat down on my chair and my mom left. I was quiet,
listening to the teacher.
We were having snack when suddenly, this girl came up to me. She said “Hello” and we talked to
each other.
At the end of the day I was waiting for my mom. Suddenly, I started to cry. My friend had left, so I
was all alone. I kept on crying louder and louder. The teachers surrounded me and tried to comfort me.
Ten minutes later, my dad came and I stopped crying.
The next day I was very nervous. All day I talked with my friend. After school I didn’t cry because I
knew that it would take a while for my parents to pick me up. I sat down quietly and waited.
As the days passed, I met more people and made new friends. In the morning, they always greeted
me when I come in. Finally, I realized that school wasn’t that bad at all. I made a lot of friends. I learned
how to socialize with others. I started to like school.
As I grew up, I moved to different schools and because of my experiences, I learned how to
communicate with others, and I wasn’t afraid anymore. Now, I’ve met a lot of new people with
different personalities but I managed to treat them all as my friends. A lot of people may not like school
but, for me, most of my memorable experiences happened at school.

Julia is a grade 6 student who loves to play sports like basketball. She is talented and creative.
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Grade 7/8

Sarah Leverton
First Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

It’s Not About Winning

T

he weeks leading up to my first trumpet solo in a music festival were nerve racking. I had
practised every day, determined to make it perfect and remind myself that I'd be fine. I was
terrified that I would mess up severely and my mind generated the worst scenarios.

Finally, after weeks of practicing, the day arrived. I was sitting in the small room tapping my feet
nervously as I stared at the notes on the page. My thoughts were soon broken when I was urged up
onto the stage.
"I can't do it. Why did I sign up for this?" were my first thoughts as I set the sheets onto the music
stand. When my accompanist sat down, my pulse quickened. I played my scale to warm up, but also
used it as an attempt to calm down. The adjudicator motioned for me to begin and the accompanist
started to play. When I joined in, I forgot about the small crowd in front of me. The adjudicators, my
parents, and the other participants seemed to disappear. I played with ease. Then, the imaginary wall
that I had put up to block out the audience shattered as I played a bad note. But, it didn't stop me. I
continued the song, pushing my mistake to the back of my mind. My last note was played and I did an
awkward bow before walking quickly back to my seat.
At the end of that day, I received first place in my division and 2 other awards under different
categories. Although winning was nice, it wasn't what changed me. Going up onto the stage with
sweaty palms and a heartbeat that wouldn't slow down made me more confident in front of a crowd.
I'm not as scared as I was to perform or speak to an audience. I now doubt myself less because I now
know that I’m capable of doing anything I put my mind to. I no longer have as strong a negative
thinking as I did when I first stepped onto the stage. I’m more eager to put myself out there, without
second-guessing my abilities.
The music festival had a strong impact on me. It changed me in more ways than one and in
less than three minutes. I’m glad that I signed up for the music festival and am happy with how the
afternoon turned out. This achievement gave me the confidence to try new things and who knows
where that will lead.

Sarah is a grade 8 student who loves to read and write. Her favourite subject is English Language Arts. In the
future, she wants to be a school teacher.
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Saskatchewan

Yuliya Shtymburska
Second Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

The Call that Changed My Life

I

was in my room when someone called my mom on her phone. In seconds, she picked the phone
up. I could feel that something wasn’t going too well. I took off my headphones and listened
closely. Then, I got up and stepped out of my room. When I reached the kitchen, I saw my mom
sitting in a chair, almost crying. Right away I asked her what was wrong and she said the phrase I was
most terrified of, “Yura (my uncle) is going into the army to fight against the terrorists.”
I couldn’t hold back my tears in. It felt like a bomb had exploded inside of me. Every single word
that was said was like a sharp knife cutting deeper inside of me. I ran into my room and it seemed like
the world stopped. Everything just fell apart, shattered into millions of pieces like a little mirror that was
dropped onto hard concrete. I didn’t feel like living anymore.
My uncle was the type of person who always listens to you and makes you happy no matter
what. He never puts himself first. He puts his family first and only then will he think about himself. He
always stays positive even if everything is bad. But now, he wouldn’t be there anymore. He would be
somewhere far away where you couldn’t even visit him. I remembered the last time I talked to him and
said goodbye. Now I wished that I would have spend more time with him. At that moment, I wanted to
be there with him and just say a simple “Hi.” I cried even harder. What if one day he won’t come back
home? No, no, no. I couldn’t bring myself to think about that.
At that moment, I understood how precious time is. One day, we will run out of time, just like a
sand clock that was put upside down. In life, we cannot get more time. We need to value what we
have. From that day, I started to appreciate the time with my family and friends. You never know when
time will run out and you will never know when your last goodbye will be said.

Yuliya is a grade 8 student who likes go for long runs while listening to music. She wants want to be a doctor.
Her dream is to see the seven wonders of the world.
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Stephanie Wagner
Third Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

You Never Know What You Have

Y

ou never know what you have until it’s gone. I know it is such an overused cliché, but that
is exactly how I feel about this whole situation. It’s strange looking down at my grandpa and
expecting him to open his eyes and smile up at me. It’s strange looking up at my Dad, a man
who is always big and strong, crying and hugging me because his father had just passed away. It’s
a very unique feeling you get, deep inside, like your heart stopped and your stomach is twisting up.
I don’t think that I have ever felt that feeling before.
My grandpa, Allan Wagner, had passed away a week earlier. I stood at the crematorium alongside
my family. I’d never been excited about visiting him. I’d always thought, “It’s so boring, all we ever do is
sit and talk.” That day, I regretted ever thinking that and wishing that I could have spent so much more
time with him. He had suffered a heart attack and his kidneys had quit working. He refused to take
dialysis. Then, he started suffering from dementia. It was really hard to see him like that.
I remember the day I found out. I had just come home from school and my mom was in the
kitchen, making dinner. She works until five, so it was odd that she was home early. My dad was sitting
at the kitchen table and his face was slightly red. He told me and my brother that he had something
important to say. So, we went to put our school things away and listened to what he had to tell us.
That was how I found out that my only grandpa had passed away.
This has affected my life in a huge way. I always try to cherish the time I spend with others because
I now understand that I never know exactly how much time I have left with them. It has also made me
realize that people mean more than I could ever imagine. I now realize that someone that I don’t think
about much or don’t talk to often could have a really powerful impact on my life.

Stephanie is a grade 8 student who enjoys spending time with family and friends, playing guitar with her brother
and reading. She speaks both English and Portuguese. In the future, she would like to become an author.
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2015 Turning Points Adjudicators
We would like to sincerely thank all of our judges for their time and support of the Turning Points essay
contest. Tier One judges are comprised of Faculty of Education teacher candidates from seven universities
and two colleges, 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
Lindsey Elizabeth Abell, Neda Allahyar, Maria-Anne Alston, Sehar Aman, Robert Barbieri, Nicole
Bower, Amanda Joy Burke, Danielle Ashlee-Anne Byles, Selina Sin Man Chan, Amy Chau, Bowie
Chiu, Caroline Crawford, Navleen Dhaliwal, Kari Ashley Gastman, Gagan Gill, Brenton Inglis,
Susabera Li Chen, Lakshmi Iyer, Andy Jean-Pierre, Shauna Jeyaseelan, Maria Kaushansky, Jenny
Sangin Kim, Monika Kumar, Tianrong Li, Kathrine Linstrum, Jon Liu, Ayana Kristine Mcdowell,
Stacey McTaggart, Christopher James Mellor, Lindsay Gloria Moniz, Alon Moroz, Danyka Nadeau,
Lisa Orchanian, Natalie Belle Ostello, Justine Owen, Matteo Anthony Parente, Alan Pawlowicz,
Andrea Giselle Perri, Harsimrat Rataul, Osman Samanter, Mike Seymour, Rekha Shanmuganathan,
Christopher Snow, Sara Tavanaie, Carly Nicole Thompson, Danielle Title, Tracy Tjioe, Kathy Kilok
Tsang, Vivian Tu, Allison Vance, Martina Stephanie Vlasic, Jamie Wei, Shelley Xie, Christine Yen,
Nicole Yoshimura, Sonia Christy Artinian, Candice Jacqueline, Amelia Barnes, Amilcar Igbaruma
Idahosa Barnett, Catherine Elisa Marie Bernardi, Jonida Chaka, Sze Man Serene Chan, Shannon
Fernandez, Rochelle Antonette Fraser, Zahida Ghantiwala, Sean Derek Hayto, William Johnston
Mcculloch Hunter, Sarah Hyland, Hojin Jang, Bryan Jung, Kaur Mandeep, Andrew Kobus, Kevin
Michael Lagerquist, Roy Li, Jeremy Lim, Sandra Lyman, Muniruddin Mahtab, Natasha Mcculloch,
Megan Allison Mcdonald, Brooke Emily Lynn Morris, Amelia Stephany Neophytou Correa Lima,
Bibi Aneeza Ozeerun, Allison Proudfoot, Sarah Bibi Hajra Ramjaun, Thomas Rose, Muhammad
Samran, Christopher Stephen Sayers, Karl Robert Sindholt, Shelby Allyson Nannette Steip, Jan
Kalvin Suncuaco, Charisma Thakkar, William Craig Wark, Rachel Patricia Wood.
Retired Educators: Marni Angus, Agnes Chlebek, Sherran Coyle, Brigitte Hanson, Jane Matthews,
Harry Newman, Alison Pearce, Lynda Pogue, Judi Symes, John Tammela, Ruth Walker.
TIER ONE – Calgary, Alberta
St. Mary’s University College
Course Leader: Dr. Linda Dudar
Malgorzata Wanda Albertin, Michael Anton Maurice Alexander, Erin Nicole Bainbridge, Kimberlee
Anne Baty, Shantel Gail Bilfert, Amelia Charlotte Bootie, Nicole Eileen Brierley, Nancy Bui, Mollie
Kathleen Caplette, Daniel Hugh Carroll, Lucinda Rosalie Castillo, Richelle Ashley Christie, Natalie
Ling Yee Chung, Sylvia Rose Cole, Heather Craig, Ashley Crowe, Kristina Cumming, Bailey Dawn
Davies, Lauren Marie Densley, Christine Alexandra Dickson, Sarah Dirk, Griffin Bretherton Ellis,
Breanna Morgan Fridfinnson, Breanne Marie Fule, Jennifer Lynn Goral, Caitlin Deanne Haight,
Brett Heilman, Tara Lynn Hubka, Anna Marie Jokuty, Jocelyn Leone Kerr, Naazim Shaffiq Kotadia,
Joshua Tyler Lawrence, Molly Frances Lehew, Amy Leigh Lucko, Megan Eileen Elizabeth MacDonald,
Breanne Leigh McLachlan, Lisa Marie Merkley, Ashlie Ann Moldon, Jordan Paul Nakaska, Marta
Nawrocka, Liam Patrick O'Brien, Brandon James O'Dwyer, Ruth Ellen O'Mahony, Megan Alexandra
Owen, Kirsten Marie Parisien, Alanna Marie Patterson, Madison Tess Pedersen, Laura Marie Perry,
Alexandra Glenna Theresa, Alexis Sarah Rathgeber, Kendra Rose Reeves, Shana May Reilander,
Stacie Ann Renfrow, Braden John Ritchie, Lauren Michelle Rouleau, Krista Lynn Shepherd, Julie
Elizabeth Showalter, Tessa Sullivan, Caitlin Ashley Tubera, Shelby Corinne Watson, Elaine Eyiba
Miete, Kaitlyn Dixon Williams, Trista Jane Wilson, Hannah Louise Woodhead, Rifa Yeasmin.
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University of Calgary
Course Leaders: Dr. Catherine Burwell & Dr. Andreea Cervatiuc
Maham Baig, Sarah Beauferris, Kyle Brachman, Amanda Cassar-Rohs, Stephanie Davis, Alexandra
Forsyth, Emily Gheseger, Jillian Hallman, Megan Hilz, Elissa Hoskins, Kayla Howatt, Niall Howell,
Alexandra Hutchinson, Kaisha LeBlanc, Janeska Leiva‑Sandino, Sara MacLachlan, Natasha Martens,
Dominique McCullough-Murray, Rachel Ott, Keifer Ouellette, Jessica Pia, Kendel Pierce, Miranda
Lee Redpath, Lora Salloum, Maria Sarro, Lauren Sele, Brittney Toth, Famya Virk, Jason Wall,
Taylor Werle, Robert Whitford, Yuxuan Xi, Sean Aaron Armeneau, Ashley Elisabeth Cooke, Carly
Paige Ferguson, Rachel Olivia Hambidge, Brittani Mary Hinds, Samantha Clare Humphreys, Laura
Michele Jones, Tara Dawn Leigh Kennedy, Varuni Khurana, Annelise Danielle Knoot, Cameron
Peter Lightfoot, Shayla Rae Macdonald, Lindsay Murphy, Steve Nguyen, Belinda Marie Pelchat,
Daniel Neil Perry, Golara Peyman, Ruth Purdy, Heather Louise Scanlan, Leah Michelle Southward,
Ashley Devon Sparks, Karen Jennifer Spelay, Stephanie Mae Stahl, Danielle Alana Taylor, Isobella
Cuan Wiggins.
TIER ONE -- Sudbury and North Bay , Ontario
Schulich School of Education, Nipissing University, North Bay, Ontario
Course Leader: Dr. Glenda Black
Brennan Curtis, Mike Kazienko, Brittany Davy, Sara Dorval, Theodore De Veyra, Jessica Adams,
Heather Long, Courtney Binda, Danielle Mahier, Krista Dawson, Ian Loney, Tiago Amaral, Jeff
Nixon, Spencer McWhinnie, Kaitlyn Quinn, Kaitlyn Chapman, Mollie Sullivan, Valaine Confesor,
Gianni Cappellano, Andy Kanmacher, John Steadman, Nick Hunter, Christopher Bergin, Matt West,
Alexander Byers, Jennifer Ray, Matthew Cobean, Tom Kinzett, Evan Halka, Katherine Goodman,
Leanne Smith, Erica MacMartin, Ben van der Staay, Julia Cecile, Kathleen Burke, Bobby Sullivan,
Brett Brown, Tyler Campbell, Martha Finch, Matt Floyd, Clark Ashenhurst, James Sontag, Victoria
Schmidt, Steph Kinzelt, Meghan Best, Shannon Leveck, Laura Braga, Jamine Pepperall, Kelsea
Stewart, Kyra Reilly, Alex Wenzel, Jennelle Riddell, Braden Barber, Daniel Christie, Julie Dam,
Miranda Wheatstone, Carly McAskill, Beau Bedard, Chantel Nascimento, William Lemieux, Michael
Komendic, Kevin Paiva, Elliot Trotter Clare, Hailey Garrat, Gilbert Coyle, Adam McGregor, Amanda
Cloutier, Aaron Brown, Nicholas Stewart, Haley Thomas, Alana McBride, Catherine Packman,
Richard Abbott, Lindsey Schwartz, Nicole Arromba, Nikolos Smith, Katherine Mustachi, Jessica
Penney, Melissa Buchanan, Seana Crump, Ashley Honey, Celine Giroux, Kristen Gammie, Elizabeth
Mitchell, Melanie Mignault, Cory Allan, Caleb Ashley, Tracy Beaucage, Elise Blohm-Gagne, Cody
Bromley, Bryanna Bryans, Mathieu Cormier, Alyssa Dean, David Fournier, Amie Hartwig, Jorday
Kay, Erica Koduah, Natasha Lafreniere, Chad Lamont, Amanda Leonard, Anja Radakovic, Chad
Regimbal, Hillary Richards-Campbell, Maleah Seguin, Brendan Snow, Joel Sparks, Heather Towns,
Charlene Woodley, Stephanie Zupan.
TIER ONE – Saint John and Fredericton, New Brunswick
St. Thomas University
Course Leader: William Buggie
Katrina Barclay, Meaghan Boulay, Ellen Boyd, Megan Clark, Laura Cole, Caitlin Doiron, Joshua
Drennan, Katie Edney, Anastasia Ghizas, Patricia Harris, Kelsey Kennedy, Kayla Maloney, Arianna
Martinez, Eric McGarvey, Julia McLaughlin, April Morrison, Jessica Nason, Nathan Paton, Jacob
Tozer, Jordan Wright.
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University of New Brunswick, Fredericton Campus
Course Leader: Philip Sexsmith
Paula Ashkar, Robyn Barlow, Merriska Carrier, Kalib DeMerchant, Jennifer Dykerman, David Easter,
Jared Fraser, Kaitlyn Fredericks, Alyssa Harrington, Seamus Kelly, Natalie Maguire, Caileigh Marks,
Megan Meagher, Sarah Myatt, Brittany Rosborough, Samantha Shea, Anna Vasilevski.
University of New Brunswick, Saint John Campus
Education Coordinator: Dr. Paul-Emile Chiasson
Melanie Conway, Morgan Lutes, Abigail Power, Stefanie Cross, Danielle Doucet, Harold Lambert,
Joshua Bohler, Kayla Cormier, Nick Mitchell.
TIER ONE – New Brunswick French
St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Course Leader: Professor Leo James Levesque
Brittany A. Arsenault, Sebastien Y. Bernier, Vanessa H. Blanchard, Meaghan M. Boulay, MindiAnne Buggie-Hachey, Laura M. Cole, Caitlin M. Doiron, Edith Haas, Patricia C. Harris, Shannon
E. Hey, Sarah J. Hillier, Amy M. Ketch, Sophie-Anne Lalonde Leblanc, Celia E. MacDougall, Kelsey
L. MacLeod, Phillip A. Rafuse, Bree A. Reinhart, Laura E. Taylor, Desiree E. Tchommo, Rebecca E.
Tremblay, Katelyn E. Ward, David T. White.
TIER ONE - Newfoundland and Labrador
Eastern College
Course Leaders: Deborah Guest and Tina Kroll
Katelyn Smith, Nikiata Parsons, Amanda Murphy, Chelsea Manuel, Keisha Higdon, Brianne
George, Courtney Decker, Tori Costello, Mike Barrington, Claudia Redmond, Jennifer Tucker,
Rosalind Ford, Meghan Tucker, Kelly Babb, Michaele Bassett, Courtney Coffey, Sarahlee Grouchy,
Olivia Hicks, Elizabeth Howley, Mitchell Marsh, Jessica Miller, Meghan Broderick, Josh Whelan,
Brian Downton, Jessica Roberts.
Keyin College
Course Leaders: Jennifer Dinn and Joan Lamswood
Felicia Blackmore, Heather Bourden, Angelina Bursey, Sheena Chafe, Stephanie Cumben, Betty
Dodd, Michelle Evans, Samantha Green, Robert Gregory, Sharon Grooves, Tonya Hai, Melodies
Hicks, Courtney Hynes, Danielle Kennedy, Glenda Lake, Anna Lamswood, Sarah Lamswood,
Chanteal Lovell, Laura Manning, Rebecca Morrissey, Sandra Murphy, Sherrie O’Brien, Paula
Parsons, Kayla Perry, Leanne Power, Johenna Quirke, Pamela Rixon, Rebecca Sanger, Miranda
Simms, Anna Vietch, Danielle Waite, Jana Whalen.
TIER ONE – Halifax Area, Nova Scotia
Mount Saint Vincent University
Course Professor: Beth Charlton
Leslie Barnhart, Todd MacDonald, Samuel Evanson, Casey Thompson, Cassandra Miller, Julia
Cann, Emily Stephens, Brittany Snelgrove, Jennifer Sutherland, Katie Smith, Molly Ross, Jennifer
Morash, Lauren MacDonald, Jessie Shaw, Monica Smith, Kayla Bromley, Kae Lin Larder, Alyssa
Roberts, Cody Powell, Courtney Williams, Ashley Carter, Jenny Livingston, Samantha MacDonald,
Jessica Connolly, Shenia Keith, Courtney Purcell, Lacey Colombe, Jessica Rockwell, Naomi Barnes,
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Andrea Lusher, Clara Laufer, Katie Tanner, Ruth Frampton, Alexandra Jakeman, Laura Davis, Julie
Stanski, Amber Lynds, Renee O'Neill, Kacey Sentner, Hadeel Dalloul, Jessie Tanner, Sarah Roberts,
Brian Fells, Bruce Russell, Nicholas Croft, Sarah Withrow, Kaleigh MacNeil, Taryn Notman, Andrew
McDonald, Kaitlyn Bowdridge, Kabu Davies, Jamie Lee Berends.
TIER TWO JUDGES:
Calgary...............................................................................Members of the Professional Community
Todd Brown, Project Engineer.......................................................................................Devon Canada Corporation
Andrea Cumatz, Teacher......................................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Mark Driedger, Consultant,Teaching and Learning.................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
David Gowans, Consultant, Teaching and Learning................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
David Kawalauskas, Information Technology Specialist........................................................................Fortis Alberta
Jason Kawalauskas, Architectural Technologist.................................................................................Sterling Homes
Pamela King, Trustee..................................................................................................... Calgary Board of Education
Marilyn Maguire, Retired Teacher ........................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Marybeth Mulligan, Consultant Teaching and Learning........................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Margaret Potter, Retired Teacher................................................................................................................. Calgary
Dawnelle Salant, Teacher, Author ........................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Laura Schmaltz, Consultant, AC Literacy................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Tara Sorochak, Homemaker........................................................................................................................ Calgary
Amber Stewart, Trustee................................................................................................ Calgary Board of Education
Amanda Tam, Teacher............................................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Michele Tschritter, Substitute Teacher...................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Santhu Velu, Homemaker........................................................................................................................... Calgary
Tara Wyatt-Treslove, Teacher................................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Saint John & Fredericton, New Brunswick......................Members of the Professional Community
Bill Buggie, Faculty of Education............................................................................................. St. Thomas University
Catherine Chiasson, French Immersion Program Manager................................................. The Learning Partnership
Marta Cosman, Senior Business Analyst .............................................................................T4G Limited, Saint John
Sandra Garrish, Children’s Author................................................................................................... New Brunswick
Dianne Kay, Director of Curriculum and Development ......................................... Anglophone School District West
Victoria McAllister-Moseley, Principal................................................................... Anglophone School District South
Mark Noel, District Education Council Chair......................................................... Anglophone School District West
Michael Pacey, Retired Educator and Author................................................................................... New Brunswick
Sally Richards, Retired MS Principal................................................................................................. New Brunswick
Nancy Roach, Retired Educator....................................................................................................... New Brunswick
Dr. Elizabeth Sloat, Faculty of Education...................................................................... University of New Brunswick
Jeannine St. Amand, Former Chair ..................................................................................District Education Council
Tanya Whitney, Learning Specialist, School Reviews.....Department of Education and Early Childhood Development

TIER TWO JUDGES (French):
Saint John, New Brunswick..............................................Members of the Professional Community
Dr. Paul- Emile Chiasson, Education Coordinator .........................................................................University of NBSJ
Joanie Duguay, Teacher ........................................................................................ Francophone School District-Sud
Theo Gagnon, French Instructor ......................................................................New Brunswick Community College
Gillian Garey, Mentor- français post intensif ..................................................... Anglophone School District - South
James Geraghty, Accompagnateur pédagogique pour le programme d'immersion française.......................... ASD-S
Ginette Hebert............................................L’Association Régionale de la Communauté francophone de Saint-Jean
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Candice Nichol, Literacy mentor for FILA........................................................... Anglophone School District - South

TIER TWO JUDGES:
St. John’s, Newfoundland................................................Members of the Professional Community
Krista Vokey, Principal.............................................................. Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Kelly Fleming, Consultant............................................................. Human Resources & Social Development Canada
Elena Peacock, Director, National Contact Centre........................................................................Johnson Insurance
Tim Turner, Co-Cordinator........................................................................................................ The Murphy Centre
Tim Thorne, Director ............................................................................................................... The Murphy Centre
Allison Turpin, Geologist...........................................................................................................................Husky Oil
Fred Hutton, News Director................................................................................................................. VOCM Radio

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Nova Scotia........................................................................Members of the Professional Community
Heather Byrne, Executive Director ..................................................................................................... Alice Housing
Andrew MacVicar, Detective Constable ..........................................Halifax Police Sexual Assault Investigation Team
Peter Balcom, Retired Principal.................................................................................. Halifax Regional School Board
Kim Nadeau, Retired Principal................................................................................... Halifax Regional School Board
Terry Wadden, Executive Director..................................................Educational Leadership Consortium, Nova Scotia

TIER 2 JUDGES (English):
Greater Toronto Area........................................................Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Retired Head of English.............................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Vann-Ly Cheng, Children’s Services Librarian ................................................. Albion Branch, Toronto Public Library
Dana Clarence, Retired Director of Professional Affairs....................................... Chartered Accountants of Canada
Deanna Del Vecchio, Senior Manager Student Programs................................................... The Learning Partnership
Laurie Fisher, Literacy Specialist ................................................................ YMCA’s Learning Opportunities Program
Richard Kunz, Principal Consultant Tourism, Analytics ....................................................... T4G Limited, Vancouver
Noeline Laccetti, Retired Literacy Consultant.........................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Larry LeFebour, UX Developer.................................................................................................T4G Limited, Toronto
Janet Miller, Director, Risk Management .................................................................................T4G Limited, Toronto
Alison Pearce, GTA & French Program Manager................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Steve Rensink, Retired Teacher Facilitator.............................................................York Region District School Board
Ashley Sealy, Youth Services Specialist Librarian...................................................................... Toronto Public Library
Monica Spence, Facilities Manager..........................................................................................T4G Limited, Toronto
Christine Suski, Manager of Strategic Initiatives, Sales, Strategies & Support............................RBC Financial Group
Judi Symes, Retired Head of English............................................................................Toronto District School Board
Barry Wilson, Travel Journalist..................................................................................................................... Toronto
Xavier Wynn-Williams, Retired Head of English............................................. Toronto Catholic District School Board
Monica Yurkovich, Retired Teacher..............................................................................Toronto District School Board

TIER 2 JUDGES (French):
Greater Toronto Area........................................................Members of the Professional Community
Anne Clarke................................................................................................................Toronto District School Board
Brigitte Hanson...........................................................................................................Toronto District School Board
Alison Pearce.................................................................................................................... The Learning Partnership
Genevieve Robinson....................................................................................................Toronto District School Board
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TIER TWO JUDGES:
Brantford, Ontario............................................................Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Retired Head of English….........................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Myeengun Henry, Vice President......................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Faye Johnson, member....................................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Kim Logan, Senior Programs and Case Manager,
Aboriginal Education ...................................................................Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Management Board
Alison Pearce, Regional Program Manager........................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Nicole Robinson, Aboriginal Inclusivity and Equity Officer ........................................ Waterloo District School Board
Judi Symes, Resource Development................................................................................... The Learning Partnership

TIER TWO JUDGES:
North Bay, Ontario............................................................Members of the Professional Community
Kelly Brown, Retired Educator....................................................................................Ontario Ministry of Education
John Humble, Director .............................................................................. Habitat for Humanity, North Bay Region
Janet Humble, Retired......................................................................................... North Bay and District Health Unit
Gary Jodouin, Retired Accountant........................................................................................................ LLP – KPMG
Gail Rees, Retired ....................................................................................................................... Canadore College

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Sudbury, Ontario...............................................................Members of the Professional Community
Jennifer Bernier, Learning Support Services Team.......................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Denise Filipovic, Learning Support Services Team.......................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Colette Fraser, Learning Support Services Team............................................ Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Kim Taylor Horeck, Learning Support Services Team...................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Maaria Moxam, Learning Support Services Team.......................................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Jillian Ospina, Learning Support Services Team............................................. Sudbury Catholic District School Board
Lianne Perrault Raymond, Learning Support Services Team........................... Sudbury Catholic District School Board

TIER ONE & TWO JUDGES:
Estevan, Saskatchewan....................................................Members of the Professional Community
Alison Pearce, Regional Program Manager........................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Judi Symes, Resource Development................................................................................... The Learning Partnership
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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
Bayside Middle School
Beaconsfield Middle School
Bellisle Regional High School
Harbour View High School
Harry Miller Middle School
Princess Elizabeth School
Quispamsis Middle School
Rothesay High School
River Valley Middle School
Saint John High School
St. Malachey’s Memorial High School
St. Stephen High School
St. Stephen Middle School
Sussex Regional High School
Sir James Dunn Academy
Sussex Middle School
Sussex Regional High School

Anglophone West School District,
Fredericton, New Brunswick
Bliss Carman Middle School
Canterbury High School
Central New Brunswick Academy
Fredericton High School
George Street Middle School
Harold Peterson Middle School
Hartland Community School
Harvey High School
Leo Hayes High School
Oromocto High School
Stanley High School
Woodstock High School

Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District
School Board, Brantford, Ontario
Assumption College School
Holy Trinity Catholic High School
St. Basil Catholic Elementary School
St. Gabriel Catholic Elementary
St. John’s College School
St. Mary’s Catholic Learning Centre
Notre Dame Catholic Secondary School

Bimose Tribal Council, Kenora, Ontario
Bimose Community High School

Calgary Board of Education, Calgary, Alberta
Alice Jamieson Academy School
F.E. Osborne School
Louise Dean Centre
Mountain Park School
Mount Royal Junior High School
Nickle Middle School
Simon Fraser Middle School

Calgary Catholic School District,
Calgary, Alberta
Bishop McNally High School
Bishop Kidd Junior High School
Christ the King School
École Madeleine d’Houet
Holy Cross Elementary Junior High
Light of Christ Catholic School
St. Alphonsus Fine Arts School
St. Augustine School
St. Albert the Great School
St. Anne Academic Centre
St. Francis High School
St. Gregory School
St. Joseph Junior High
St. John XXIII School
St. Mary’s High School
St. Martha School
St. Monica School
St. Rose of Lima School

Chignecto-Central Regional School Board,
Nova Scotia
Uniacke District School

Conseil Scolaire Viamonde, Toronto, Ontario
École Secondaire Étienne-Brûlé

Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board
Mississauga/Brampton, Ontario
Ascension of Our Lord Secondary School
St. Augustine Secondary School
St. Charles Garnier School
St. Mark School
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Newfoundland and Labrador English
School District
Amalgamated Academy
Baccalieu Collegiate
Baltimore School Composite
Beaconsfield Junior High School
Bishop White School
Catalina Elementary School
Clarenville Middle School
Carbonear Academy
Cowan Heights Elementary School
Crescent Collegiate
Donald C. Jamieson Academy
Discovery Collegiate
Fatima Academy
Frank Roberts Junior High School
Heritage Collegiate
Holy Cross Junior High School
Holy Trinity High School
Holy Redeemer Elementary School
Lake Academy
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
Roncalli Central High School
Sacred Heart Academy
St. Catherine’s Academy
St. John Bosco School
St. Joseph’s All Grade School
St. Kevin’s Junior High School
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
Stella Maris Academy
Southwest Arm Academy
Tricentia Academy
Villanova Junior High School
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First Nation School, North Bay, Ontario
Nbisiing Secondary School

Grand Erie District School Board,
Brantford, Ontario
Tollgate Technological Skills Centre
Hagersville Secondary School

Hastings and Prince Edward District School
Board, Ontario
Centre Hastings Secondary School

Halifax Regional School Board,
Halifax, Nova Scotia
Ash Lee Jefferson Elementary School
Lockview High School
Prince Andrew High School
Charles P. Allen High School
Dartmouth High School
Sackville High School

Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School
Division No. 140, Estevan, Saskatchewan
St. Mary’s School

Near North District School Board North Bay,
Ontario
Widdifield Secondary School
West Ferris Intermediate & Secondary School
Almaquin Secondary School
F.J. McElligott Intermediate & Secondary School

Niagara Catholic District School Board,
St. Catherine’s, Ontario
Lakeshore Catholic High School
St. Patrick Catholic School

Peel District School Board,
Brampton/Mississauga, Ontario
Brampton Centennial Secondary School
Central Peel Secondary School
Dolphin Senior Public School
Glenforest Secondary School
Lorne Park Secondary School
Sir William Gage Middle School

Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School
Board, Bradford, Ontario
Holy Trinity High School

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

Toronto Catholic District School Board
Sir Robert L. Borden Business &Technical
Institute

Toronto District School Board, Toronto, Ontario
Brian Public School
Central Toronto Academy
Don Mills Collegiate Institute
École John English
Brockton Alternative Attendance Program
Forest Hill Junior and Senior Public School
Marc Garneau Collegiate Institute
Maurice Cody Public School
Stephen Leacock Collegiate Institute
Shaughnessy Public School
Vaughan Road Academy
Weston Collegiate Institute

York Region District School Board,
York Region, Ontario
Anne Frank Public School
Bakersfield Public School
Beverly Acres Public School
David Suzuki Public School
Milliken Mills Public School
Nellie McClung Public School
Parkland Public School
Richmond Hill High School
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In Appreciation
The Learning Partnership would like to thank:
•

teachers who encourage their students to share their stories through the Turning Points program

•

students who share their compelling stories

•

judges who choose the winners from so many exemplary stories

•

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

•

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

Dr. Glenda Black, Professor, Faculty of Education, Nipissing University, North Bay, ON
Irene McRae, Course Leader, OISE/University of Toronto, ON
Chris Prefontane, Course Leader, OISE/University of Toronto, ON
Marni Angus, National Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Toronto, ON
Catherine Chiasson, Program Manager, French, The Learning Partnership, NB
Eric Estabrooks, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, NB
Kathleen Kawalauskas, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Calgary, AB
Derrick Moore Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, St. John’s, NL
Alison Pearce, Program Manager, GTA and French, The Learning Partnership, Toronto, ON
Olive Ridler, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, North Bay/Sudbury, ON
Brenda Waterman, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Halifax, NS
Judi Symes, Resource Development, The Learning Partnership
William Buggie, Literacy Lecturer, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Dr. Paul-Emile Chiasson, Professor, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Leo-James Levesque, French Literacy Lecturer, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Dianne Kaye, Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone West School District, NB
Judy Piers-Kavanaugh, Enrichment Coordinator Anglophone West School District, NB
Suzanne LeBlanc-Healey, Acting Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone School District South, NB
David McTimoney, Superintendent of Schools, Anglophone West School District, NB
Dr. Sharon Murray, Professor, Department Chair, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Derek O’Brien, Director of Curriculum and Instruction, Anglophone School District South, NB
Keith Pierce, Literacy Coordinator, St. Stephen Education Centre, NB
Ryan Price, Literacy Coordinator, Hampton Education Centre, NB
Philip Sexsmith, Literacy Course Lecturer, University of New Brunswick, Fredericton, NB
Dr. Elizabeth Sloat, Professor, University of New Brunswick, Fredericton, NB
Zoe Watson, Superintendent of Schools, Anglophone School District South, NB
Christine Greene, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Darrin Pike, Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Janet Vivian-Walsh, Deputy Minister, Department of Education, NL
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Lucy Warren, Assistant Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
John Way, Senior Education Officer, Newfoundland and Labrador Eastern School District
Beth Charlton, Course Leader, Mount Saint Vincent University, NS
Elwin LeRoux, Superintendent, Halifax Regional School Board, NS
Dr Catherine Burwell, Course Leader, University of Calgary, AB
Dr. Andreea Cervatiuc, Course Leader, University of Calgary, AB
Dr. Linda Dudar, Dean of Education, St. Mary’s University. AB
Jennifer George, Specialist, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Board of Education, AB
Deanna Helton, Principal, Bishop McNally High School, AB
Vicki McLaughlin, Specialist with Corporate Sponsorships, Calgary Board of Education, AB
Laura Schmaltz, Consultant, Secondary English Language Arts, Calgary Catholic School District, AB
Dr. Bryan Szumlas, Director, Instructional Services Middle Years, Calgary Catholic School District, 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
Joan Yawney-Matz, Religious Education and Faith Development Consultant, Sudbury Catholic District School
Board, Sudbury, ON
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A student reads her award-winning essay at one of
The Learning Partnership’s 2015 Turning Points Award Celebrations.

Une élève lit son essai gagnant à l’une des remises de prix du
programme Points Tournants 2015 de Partenariat en Éducation.

Award Winning Essays 2015 / Les essais gagnants 2015

National office:

Bureau national :

45 Sheppard Ave. East, Suite 400, Toronto, ON, M2N 5W9
Tel.: 416 440 5100 1 800 790 9113 Fax: 416 482 5311

45, av. Sheppard Est, bureau 400, Toronto, (Ontario) M2N 5W9
Tél. : 416 440 5100 1 800 790 9113 Téléc. : 416 482 5311

@TLPCanada

TLPCanada

company/TLPCanada

#TurningPointsTLP

TLPofCanada

