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A Message from
National Program Manager
“Everyone and everything that shows up in our life is a
reflection of something that is happening inside of us.”
Marni Angus
National Program Manager
The Learning Partnership

T

– Alan Cohen

here are moments in life that completely change how we look and feel about the world around us
– moments that fill our hearts with warmth, sadness, happiness, fulfillment and inspiration.

As British playwright David Hare says, “the act of writing is the act of discovering what
you believe.”
The pages of this anthology are filled with a range of stories written by students that highlight
a significant event – a turning point – that has changed the trajectory of their lives. The stories are
insightful, thought-provoking and inspirational.
Since Turning Points launched 17 years ago, more than 140,000 students in Grades 6 through
12 have participated in the program – and we are proud of each and every one of them. They have
demonstrated tremendous courage in sharing their stories.
This year, more than 18,000 students from Alberta, Saskatchewan, Manitoba, Ontario, New
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, and Newfoundland and Labrador submitted an essay in English or French.
On behalf of The Learning Partnership, I thank all students who participated in this year’s program.
We also give special thanks to the many judges, teachers and 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 all of these stories gives us at
The Learning Partnership great confidence in the character of Canada’s young people.

Marni Angus

National Program Manager, Turning Points
The Learning Partnership
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Calgary, Alberta

Calgary, Alberta Winners’ Essays
GRADE 6

Stephanie Smith
First Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

Finding New Perceptions

O

ver the last couple of years I’ve had a lingering sadness. I would cry in my room by myself. I felt
alone, like I had no one. I did have people in my life who cared about me, but it felt like nobody
got it. I felt like my parents loved my sister more than me, and sometimes like they didn’t love
me at all. I felt I had no friends who understood me. I have diabetes, and that has always made me feel
alone, as if God just didn’t like me. I didn’t know what I’d done to deserve this.
Sometimes my mom caught me crying, and it’d crush her to see me so low, so sad, so angry.
I refused to tell her what was causing my depression until one day, I let it all out. We sat in my room for
hours, both crying rivers and sharing our feelings. She said she understood, and I told her that since she
had a perfect life, she would never understand my pain.
My tears broke her wall, and her truth came flooding. Her outer shell, her inside story, her barrier of
a smile. She told me something I would have never have expected about her parents. She told me that
when she was growing up she felt very alone because her mother was an alcoholic and her father was
physically abusive to the family. She told me she finally cut him out of her life when she was afraid he
would really hurt her.
This was my new perception — I finally had someone. I was lost in my own world of sorrow,
and I thought my mom was the last person who could understand me. She did though; she was my
reminder to not go there -- to that world where life was not worth living, because there is always
going to be someone who sympathizes. Someone who, too, has felt alone, worthless, like the world is
relentless and unfair. I’m glad that day happened, and I am pleased to have my mom as my mom. She
is my reminder to keep going.

Stephanie is a grade 6 student who enjoys playing piano and clarinet. Interested in law and computer tech, she
hopes to one day become a lawyer, politician or a computer scientist. Stephanie loves nature and spending time
outside. Her favourite quote is: “The greatness of a nation and its moral progress can be judged by the way its
animals are treated.” - Mahatma Gandhi.
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Megan Ormiston
Second Place – Grade 6
Calgary Board of Education

My Warriors

H

ave you ever felt that your heart was taken over by sadness and that no matter how hard you
tried, you could not get rid of that feeling? With one call in the night, quicker than a blink of
an eye or the beat of a heart, my grandpa was taken from me. Just like that, cancer’s darkness
consumed him.
My grandpa was the greatest man I have ever known—always seeing the best in people, never
speaking ill of a soul. Even though my grandpa was getting old, he was still energetic—running behind
me when I was learning how to ride a bike. It was as though he was saying, “I am always behind
you”... or like he was saying, “I am forever with you”.
We used to enjoy each other’s company at our cabin on Lake Winnipeg. When we go to the lake
now...it just feels cold. The water is icy, the ground is hard, the wind is crisp and piercing. My heart
sinks when I go back there without him. I gaze at the lake, trying to feel the way I’d feel when he’d sit
beside me, at peace. Sometimes, I can hear his voice in the whispering waves. I miss him terribly.
The bow and arrow of despair struck my heart once again a mere few months later when my dad
was diagnosed with cancer. Why did the villain that killed my grandpa have to attack my dad? The
world watched and laughed as my grandpa died and sent his murderer after my dad.
Like a warrior, my dad fought his battle calmly, with courage, strength, and relentless positivity.
While I was dwelling with internal darkness on what could happen to him, he persevered and took
down his enemy. He taught me to fearlessly face a challenge.
My grandpa and dad taught me one of the most important lessons of my life— to stay positive and
stay strong through hardship and through darkness. My grandpa will always be in my heart and soul.
He and my father are the warriors of my life.

Megan is a Grade 6 who attends a girls’ academy. Megan plays the trumpet in the school band, and also takes
private piano lessons. Megan likes to exercise her creative mind by writing short stories. She enjoys rollerblading
and biking in the summer and ice skating in the winter. She hopes to one day be a successful author.
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Jakub Stefanczyk
Third Place – Grade 6
Calgary Catholic School District

The Big Tragedy

I

thought this day would never come: my dad lost his job! I was really upset when I heard about it. It
had happened before, but never for this long. This was my biggest fear; the price of oil went down
so the number of jobs decreased. My family had to save our money so we cut back on unnecessary
things like games, toys and comic books. Life was harder than usual and my mom started working. My
brother and I had to stay home by ourselves. Some people say this downturn will last till 2020, but I
think it will resolve faster.
Although this situation is bad I’ve learned quite a few things. The first thing is to not waste food or
water. Now I have to be less picky about what I’m eating or drinking. The second thing is to not waste
money on useless things. I used to go to the store and buy whatever I wanted, but not now. The third
thing I learned is not to take things for granted.
This experience gave me my turning point. It doesn’t matter how many vacations you go on or
how many games you own, the only thing that really matters is your family. You can still have a good
time without having vacations or games, but the thing that counts the most is when you’re with the
people you love. There is nothing that I can really do about this tragedy but I will always try to help. The
economy might not change right away but I can see that it’s slowly getting better. I think when the U.S.
government gets elected this may all change.

Jakub is a grade 6 student who likes to play basketball, soccer and read in his spare time. In the future, Jakub
would like to be a physicist.
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GRADE 7/8 ENGLISH

Madeline Fraser
First Place – Grade 7
Calgary Board of Education

Gone, But Not Forgotten

“Y

ou can miss someone who died, you can miss someone who moved away, but the worst is
when you miss someone you see every day.” – SumNan

I have many memories of my Grandma, but the earliest recollection I have of her is
faking an injury so she would give me chocolate buttons. My Grandma has travelled the world and had
a passion for adventures. She was a keen reader, and spoke several different languages. She was very
involved in my life. How quickly things can change.
It happened gradually, it happened at the speed of light. One minute she was here, the next, she
was stolen from me. She had been kidnapped. Kidnapped by a disease that chipped away at her piece
by piece until nothing remained. Alzheimer’s has taken away everything that made her who she was.
Instead of travelling by plane or car, now my Grandma travels by wheelchair. She is no longer the
person she used to be.
When she could no longer function by herself, my family moved her into a “home.” They said
it would be better this way. I vividly remember the first time I went to visit her. As I walked up the
concrete pathway, I glimpsed the building for the first time. My eyes settled on the dull red colour of
the bricks, and the fake plants in the window. As we approached the entrance, I noticed the keypad
that controlled the door. Pulse quickening, my mind raced over the possibilities as to why this was
necessary. The constant buzzing and beeping of hospital machines filled my head. I looked around the
room and was greeted by vacant faces. Some people rocked back and forth in their chairs while others
sat motionless, staring at something I could not see. Had the minds of these people been kidnapped
too?
The seriousness of the situation hit me. My Grandma was not going to come home. It felt as if
someone had punched me in the gut. A wave of emotions washed over me. The anger and frustration
was overwhelming. I felt sick to my stomach. What did I do to deserve this? How am I supposed to be
happy without the person who made me smile?
Thoughts whipped around inside my head, making me feel dizzy. How could I have been so blind?
I was losing someone I love and I had not even realised it! On the first day that I visited my Grandma,
I realised something. I had taken my Grandma, and my whole family, for granted. I decided to make a
change.
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I never thought it was possible to miss someone whom I can still visit. I miss the vibrant, intelligent
woman who was my Grandma. Throughout this process, I have realised how compassionate and
devoted my family is. Alzheimer’s has changed my life. This experience has taught me to savour life and
to not take things for granted. I am determined to live every moment appreciating those whom I love.

Maddy is a grade 7 student who enjoys playing tennis and soccer. Maddy is also in the school band and plays
clarinet. She enjoys competing with her twin brother, William.

Dayaan Chaudhry
Second Place – Grade 7
Calgary Board of Education

The Skin Deep Menace

M

any people have felt uncomfortable in their own skin and no one recognizes that feeling more
than I. I was born with a debilitating disease, eczema, where I would itch mercilessly causing
my skin to bleed, peel, and become rough and taut. It wholly encompassed me, even my
eyelids were not safe from this menace, neither was my mind. You can’t think or do much when the
only thing that occupies your thoughts is the constant state of itchiness. It was a relentless pain, my
mother was careful to not expose me to the sun, which further aggravated my eczema; I always had to
remain in the shade.
One of my earliest memories was when we were at the beach; it was a luminous fuzzy day. My
brother and my father were freely frolicking in the water, while I sat on my mother’s lap, under a tree in
the shade looking out at this marvelous world, a world that I was unable to spontaneously participate
in. When I was about five years old, the disease began to ease up around my face and neck, but the
rest of my body was unchanged. My mother was desperate for this nuisance to release me from its
hellish grip. Upon her persistent search for a cure, she had heard of a tribal healer residing in Karachi,
Pakistan, our homeland. The healer was from a prestigious line of healers; ancient knowledge had
passed from parent to child. Ultimately, my parents decided that this menace had taken too much from
us and we moved to Karachi.
I distinctly remember meeting an unassuming, yet energetic woman, who with a gracious smile,
gestured for me to come closer to inspect me. The room looked quite antiquated with bizarrely-shaped
filled bottles and pottery, dried herbs and roots dangling from the ceiling. She scurried about collecting
and making small packets of various things, mixing oils, and placing all her peculiar remedies into a
clay pot, giving my mother very firm instructions. My mother later told me that there were even dried
cockroaches, crickets, and other insects in these packages, and the treatment wasn’t for the faint of
heart, but it needed to be done.
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Every week we would visit the healer and she would diligently inspect my body and continue to
craft remedies. As weeks turned into months my body began to respond, my skin was becoming supple
and unblemished. The more I recovered the more I felt I was coming out of the shadows and into the
light. I was finally able to join others and play, with the sun beaming down on me. Family and friends
were able to show affection; my older brother didn’t need to be careful anymore. I was liberated from
this menace. I will never forget the tenacity of my mother, and the ancestral tribal wisdom that cured
me. In this modern world not everything is progressive, sometimes you need to look back in order to
move forward.

Dayaan is a grade 7 student who is Canadian born with a Pakistani background. He and his family speak English.
He enjoys playing soccer during his spare time. He also plays a flute-like instrument, called an ocarina. He would
like to become a corrosion engineer, with a hobby of studying particle physics.

Rebecca Alloway
Third Place – Grade 7
Calgary Board of Education

Finding Myself

S

ometimes what frightens you is actually what saves you. Many kids have the desire to be popular
and to fit in. They seem to look up to the exact group of people who bring them down. I used
to call this group of people “the pretties”, and I believed that they were beautiful and that I was
ugly. I used to believe what they told me about myself, that I was not good enough for the world. I was
willing to change myself to fit someone else’s idea of beautiful, not my own.
I was no ordinary kid. It seemed as though I was born in the wrong universe, that I was a mistake.
You can change the little things about yourself but not everything, even though you wish you could.
The “pretties” told me what I could and could not do, and what I could not be and I just let them tell
me. Stares can burn like flames, and words cut deep. I would know; I felt them.
He was my best friend and I thought he was the coolest person in the world. Things became
different between us; he was acting differently. Violence was just the beginning. He called me names
and spread rumors about me. He called me fat and ugly and told me that I didn’t belong so I tried
harder to belong. I became truly tired of trying to fit in; all I wanted was to be myself but I was
frightened. What would people think? Would it actually be better? This cycle went on for months
until I had had enough. I was tired of his hurting and insulting me. So I took a stand. Looking him in
the eye, I sternly told him, “Lay off. I don’t care what you say. If you don’t value me being myself, why
would we be friends and why should I even listen to you? I don’t have to be like everyone else to be
beautiful!” In that moment I realized was different and I was finally okay with that. I no longer cared
what he said to insult me.
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Through the years I have learned that others have similar beliefs to mine, and that they also value
uniqueness in the world. Being myself is easy, and I no longer try to fit in. Many people are surprised
that I am different, that I am a strong athlete and that I can beat them at sports. Some people still
call me names and stare at me, but it no longer hurts because I will never change for them. I am not
the only person who grew up this way. So to anyone who reads this, learn from me: being unique is
beautiful. If the whole world was the same it would be boring. Be yourself and let others like you for
who you truly are.

Rebecca is a grade 7 student who adores sports. She has been on every sports team the school has offered as
well as playing hockey and lacrosse while maintaining her grades. She has lived in both Edmonton and Calgary so
she cheers for both sports teams. Her goals in life are to make triple A bantam for hockey and to go to university.

GRADE 9/10 ENGLISH

Kobie Prohl
First Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

A Tale of Two Lives

I

magine one day, a life of abuse, anger and hate, and then the next day, hope, happiness, and a
second chance at life. That was my life, climbing a seemingly impossible mountain only to find that
once the climb was over, the world suddenly seemed like a place more than suitable to be.

My dad was a ceaseless alcoholic, and a very violent one at that. If I had to count on my fingers
the number of times he had beaten me while under the influence of alcohol, I would need quite a few
more hands. I used to cry when he did it but soon the emotion passed. It seemed that whenever I cried,
it made matters worse, so I learned to keep my emotions in. I had become so used to it, whenever he
beat me it seemed like he was just re-opening old scars. I grew up with the fear of my father, learning
how to live in a shell, not able to share my feelings with anyone.
I had the constant idea that I wasn’t good enough, that I was never good enough, that I was never
going to be good enough. I found that I wasn’t good at anything. I was constantly reminded of that
by my dad. He just didn’t care. He would tell me to stop trying because it wasn’t worth it. I lived with
the constant weight on my shoulders that I could never get rid of no matter how hard I tried. I was
never able to feel good about myself; most days I wanted to hurt myself to stop the pain each day
brought me.
My life went on like this until I was 12. In that fateful year, my saving grace arrived. It was early
morning when my dad hauled me out of the bed and told me harshly to get dressed. He told me to
make it quick and I knew to especially obey him in the mornings.

10 |
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In what seemed like no time at all we were riding in my dad’s rusted old pick-up truck. I hadn’t
recognized the surroundings in which we were driving and found that we had arrived at a police
station. It was beyond my knowledge as to the reason we were there, but I had guessed it wasn’t
good. I was put in a separate room and was soon notified that I would be in the custody of my aunts.
A few hours of solitude passed when I saw the new face of my soon-to-be guardian. I was ushered
out of the station by a policeman and my aunt. In a matter of minutes, the station was but a distant
building in the background. The red SUV cruised down as the road as I sat in silence. I had asked my
aunt why I had to leave my dad and she said I would know soon enough.
It is only now that I learned that when I was sleeping, my dad had left the house and had sexually
assaulted a woman. That point aside I was, in a few hours, in my aunts’ house in Calgary. Moving
to a new house wasn’t easy and it took me a long time to warm up to my aunts, but I learned that I
didn’t have to live in constant fear or doubt myself. I felt as if a gigantic weight had been lifted off my
shoulders. I was no longer held captive in my father’s inescapable prison.
I soon learned that if I tried, I could be good at something. With this I started getting excellent
grades. I was not going to be one of those people who let their past be an excuse not to try in life. I
would be the opposite. I would let my father be an example of what happens when you give up. I am
motivated to do all the things I do because I don’t want to become that monster who just didn’t care.
Moving to Calgary was the best thing that ever happened to me. Through my aunts I learned not
to let my past bring me down, but to let it bring me up. They taught me that you have to always try
your hardest because once you stop climbing the mountain of life you fall only to start over again, but
if you keep climbing you find that once you get to the top, you realize how beautiful the world really is.

Kobie is a grade 9 student who enjoys soccer and is musically talented. He participated in the Southern Alberta
Junior Honour Band. Kobie is a model student at school and leads others easily. His main aspiration in life is to
become a school teacher and to settle down with a nice family.

Madison Boisclair
Second Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

Dearest Despair

M

y dearest despair, I’m sorry to say is that I can’t be with you any longer. I can no longer allow
you to cling to my skin and slowly, agonizingly eat into it, tearing and devouring flesh until
you reach my core and grind it between your teeth to a pulp. It revolts me to know how hard
it will be to strip you from my mind and my soul, and that scarce remnants of you will always remain
somewhere inside of me. You’ve embedded yourself into my very existence like a badgering insect perhaps because I let you. But the nearer you pull me to my death, the farther I feel myself reaching for
something to hold onto. That’s why I know now that I have to let you go.
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I can’t stand the way you make me feel. It exhausts me to carry the burden of your weight on my
chest everywhere I go, but I never seem to be able to put you down. When you’re around, the simplest
of things seem troublesome, pointless, and often terrifying. You steal my motivation like a ravenous
wolf steals the life of its prey before swallowing its bloody remains. I barely leave the comfort of my
home now, because you’ve made me hate myself. I’ll look into the mirror and hear you whisper ugly
words in that shrill, ominous voice of yours that has become so identical to my own. You tell me that
I’m worthless, hideous, and an utter disgrace. Each word feels like another of your razor-like claws
sinking into my heart and twisting, leaving gaping wounds that bleed and throb for weeks on end.
The thought that hurting myself might help resolve some of the pain leaves a sour, sickening
taste on my tongue, but I try it anyways. You hiss encouragements as I dig the blade into my flesh
until blood surfaces, over and over again, day after day until I become littered with scars. The physical
suffering seems so miniscule compared to that of your presence. You make simply living through each
day nearly unbearable. Picturing myself lying lifeless in a bathtub painted red, dangling from a worn
beam, or swallowing pills until I foam at the mouth and my eyes glaze over has become a part of my
daily routine. You say that I should make the maniacal images a reality and that although I’m still so
young, my future is an empty, endless tunnel without a single spark of light to be found.
It amazes me that it’s taken me so long, years, in fact, to realize that I hate you just as much as you
love to torture me. You’re more than a demon or an illness; you’re a parasite. You’ve dragged me into
a hole and forbidden me to leave you as you’ve eaten me from the inside out. It hurts me to admit
and accept that I’ll never forget you and your ghost will linger with me for a lifetime to come. Even so,
I want to beat you. I want to live and search for a purpose in my life, rather than allow you to tell me
that I’ll never find one.
I’ll have to scratch, bite, and endure a series of hardships to escape you, but it will be worth
it because I know that it will save my life. My eagerness to survive rivals your devotion to my selfdestruction. You won’t have the opportunity to ravage and mutilate my life any longer, to kiss my
wounds and seduce my anguish into twisted death wishes, because I have decided that I don’t need
you any more. Therefore, I must now say goodbye to you, my dearest despair.

Madison is a grade 9 student who has lived in Calgary, Alberta for her entire life, but has traveled to many
different parts of the world, including Peru, South Africa, China, and several European countries. In her spare
time, she enjoys drawing, reading, watching Netflix, and listening to music.

Sedona Hayward
Third Place – Grade 9
Calgary Catholic School District

Pink Ribbon

I’

m going to be honest. If you told me I was going to write a story about this part of my life when
I was younger, I wouldn’t have believed you. Not because I didn’t like stories, but because no
one, especially me, could ever have anticipated this happening to me.
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I remember coming downstairs because I could hear her from my room, her soft weeping echoing
through the house. I asked my mom what was wrong, and she wiped away the drowning smudges of
mascara from around her eyes. I could tell something was very wrong. She was never upset like this. I
was very young, and like a lot of little girls, my mom was my superhero. She never cried.
Then she told me. Her voice was cracking and soft, but I heard her. I had never heard anything
more lucid in my life. It was one of those moments when you immediately regret asking someone what
was wrong because when they answer, you immediately wish they hadn’t.
But as soon as I heard that word, ‘cancer’, my knees almost caved beneath me.
The feelings were indescribable, but the diagnosis was unavoidable. My mom had breast cancer.
To be able to tell you how this turning point affected my life, I must tell you a little about my past
self. At that point in time I was very different than I am now. I was stubborn, obnoxious, and a nasty
older sister to my brother. I look back now and realize that before the cancer came into our lives, I was
terrible to him. I have no memory of why, but I loathed my younger brother. I despised him with every
bone in my body. Perhaps it was just another example of a new, younger sibling, whom I believed got a
lot more attention than I. Who knows? All I know is that my brother and I did not have the relationship
we have today.
During my mom’s treatment and sickness, she was in bed resting a lot, hours and hours at a time.
Not because she wanted to, because she had to. Most of the time it was just me taking care of my
brother. We’d be sitting in the living room together, alone while our mom slept. And, for the first time
in forever, we weren’t screaming or butting heads with each other. I suppose over the course of time, it
just hit us. What good is it to anyone if we fight?
I can’t pinpoint the exact time frame during my mom's treatment that we started to get along, but
all of a sudden, we just clicked. We could laugh and hang out with each other like we were the best of
friends.
Since then, it’s been him and me. The Dynamic Duo. Holmes and Watson. Bert and Ernie!
We now get through everything together -- school problems, friend problems, stresses. We can talk
to each other without any judgment about anything.
Thus, through the cancer, my brother and I changed. A lot. We became more independent, we
learned how to live by ourselves, make small meals for ourselves, and entertain ourselves. We also
matured a great deal. People today often assume I’m a few years beyond my actual age. Alas, you have
to grow up pretty fast if you want to keep up with cancer.
I remember taking my brother to the park, or to the store to get milk or food that we needed.
As of 2015, my mom has been cancer free for five years. That time in my life changed me for the
better and, as horrible as it was, I’m somewhat glad that it happened. The cancer not only shaped me
into a more loving and independent person, but it brought our family together. Now, when people
meet my brother and me, they almost always comment on how they’ve never seen any pair of siblings
so genuinely close to each other. This time in my life adjusted me and my outlook on the world for the
better.
And I am so grateful that it did.

Sedona is a grade 9 student who loves to use her wit and charm to make those around her laugh .She absolutely
adores creating and writing stories, describing her mind as 'one big mess of ideas and thoughts all flying around
at once'. She has played soccer since she was 5 years old, and, growing up in a family like hers, excels naturally at
sports.
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Jenna Richardson
First Place – Grade 11
Calgary Catholic School District

My Little Soldiers

“G

ratitude turns what we have into enough, and more. It turns denial into acceptance, chaos
into order, confusion into clarity...it makes sense of our past, brings peace for today, and
creates a vision for tomorrow." Melody Beattie

Have you ever stopped to take a glimpse of all the blessings you have? Food on the table, perfect
health, a loving family, a roof over your head. Often times we don’t appreciate these and all the
little blessings in our lives. Gratitude is much more than an attitude and emotion, rather it is to be
wholly embodied in our lives. Last summer when I got a job as a city camp councillor, I knew my life
would be impacted by the stories of some of the children I’d look after. I knew that I needed to be a
compassionate role model and teacher. However, what I did not expect, was how much they would
teach me.
It was first week on my new job for the city and I was ecstatic. Wearing my bright red staff t-shirt,
camp name tag, and knee high socks, I was ready to go. As my co-worker and I set up site, I could
hardly contain my excitement for the day’s planned activities. I remember the sun creeping from behind
the trees, and the morning breeze awaking me with a brisk bite. Although I didn’t know what to
expect that day, much less how the rest of the summer would unfold, this job certainly became the
starting point of a great lesson, a difficult challenge; a journey.
“Kids At Play,” a new program to the city, was the camp in which I worked. Unlike any of the other
programs, this camp revolved around working with children exhibiting high risk and negative behavior
as well as kids from struggling low income families. Like an iceberg, this group was quite small and
harmless to the eye, but hidden in the depths lay an overwhelming task. However, I for one was not
planning on becoming the Titanic! Needless to say, some days were definitely easier than others.
Screaming, shouting, crying, tattling… the list of outbursts continues. My throat running hoarse
and dry from yelling, ears rattling from the commotion. These kids definitely had a mighty voice and
strong will. Respect quickly became a hot topic at camp as the kids struggled to get along. I remember
rules being a marathon of a task. The consistent reminders endlessly running throughout the day.
Explaining games wasn’t any easier. Regardless of the barn house group we were, we were a family.
Each kid came with a unique story woven into their laces, fighting their own battles like little soldiers in
war. Yes, my little soldiers.
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The stories of two boys, James and Cody, in particular left a scar on my heart. James, a seven year
old boy with a cognitive delay, was often bullied for his slow and thoughtless nature. What appeared
to me as a very curious, innocent, joyful little boy, others saw a monster. They did not know his actions
were ignorant, as if a dark cloud loomed over the view of his moral compass. Despite this battle,
another challenge ambushed him. Poverty. Most days, he and his siblings arrived at camp starving, with
little to no lunch or water bottle. They wore the same clothes all week, stained with sweat, dirt, and
tearing at the seams. Amazingly enough, in spite of having the odds stacked against him, in spite of
having to push through his circumstances, I never once saw this kid without a smile on his face; a true
warrior.
Cody, a nine year old with severe temperament issues, also faced a mountain of adversity. Unlike
that of James, he struggled much more with his battle. Working everyday with him often felt like
trying to detonate a bomb – a stressful and delicate challenge. Despite our greatest efforts, blowups
often occurred and were quite scary to handle. In a booming roar, he would cuss and threaten to hurt/
kill the other children. Eventually, it became so severe that he became a serious safety concern to the
participants at camp. In truth, I often found myself having to jump between arguments to prevent him
from trying to strangle or physically injure the others. Out of fear, he quickly became somewhat of
an outcast in camp amongst the kids. My heart ached for him, not because of his behavior, but how
helpless and troubled he truly was. After a blowup I could see his embarrassment, tears rolling down
his cheeks as he would beg to stay, in fear of being reprimanded at home. You see, Cody was the
youngest and only boy in a family of nine. He often talked of being neglected by his parents because
they didn’t know what to do with him, and wept about only ever being happy at camp. Each day this
kid was the first to show up and last to leave. He never let setbacks stop him.
Though my experience over the summer was very enjoyable and rewarding, the heart wrenching
stories of these kids became much more eye-opening and truly left a mark on me. They taught me
what gratitude was. The fact that each day they roll out of bed only to fight their battles, overcome the
odds, and push through, is truly incredible. Especially when all is done with such kind, radiant smiles
on their faces, without a single complaint. These little soldiers have helped me to realize how lucky I
am and how grateful in life I should be. Their struggle has clearly opened my eyes to who I want to
become, and has made me feel more appreciative of all I have. Because of them I was often pushed to
my breaking point, but fought to become a better person and role model to ensure their time at camp
was as enjoyable as possible. Through gratitude I was able to accept that sometimes the most difficult
experiences are the most rewarding.

Jenna is a grade 11 student who loves to travel and seek new adventures as well as try new activities. She is a
strong advocate for living an active lifestyle. Currently, she is a competitive dancer and instructor, and competes
in a variety of sports including field hockey, cross-country running, and badminton. She also loves to paint and
sketch in her spare time, as well as skiing with her family. In the future she would like to pursue an occupation
involved in the medical sciences.
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Julia Caddy
Second Place – Grade 11
Calgary Catholic School District

Finding Julia

T

hey know me as the new girl.

That is, if I could even call myself a girl. “Girl” refers to youth, but mental illness has made
me grow up far too fast. The label of “girl” is a balloon that the young me was forced to let go
of, and away it went, far, far away. So then logic says I must have been a woman then. But I wasn’t.
I was barely a person. I was more of a shell than a person. Waking up, getting weighed, eating three
meals and a snack, but merely surviving, not living. The illness was me: my labels were anorexia and
depression, whether I liked it or not, I was someone in the psychiatric ward, not a woman with plans,
not a teenager having fun, not a girl being happy, and just barely a human existing. I’ve always had
things to bring to the world - or at least I try to believe that - but instead of bringing, I was hiding.
Decorated with memories and moments, my hostel room, a short walk away from the eating disorders
unit, was a mirror of who I wanted to be: colorful, personal, and hopefully special. But, that room was
distant, hidden, and locked, just like whatever was left inside of me was.
They know me as the girl who colours.
My room was no longer the only mirror of me. There was now something in me that could be
reflected, beyond the secrets, sickness, and skinniness. These new mirrors were not hidden, private, or
silent. I formed mirrors out of paper. Paper, markers, and hope. With that paper and those markers, I
could draw the path to calmness, I could make my insights come to life, and I could add colour to a
part of me. Each line and each word was a sign that I was alive and that a piece of me wanted to keep
going. In a hospital ward of desperation and emptiness, colour stands out. Colour amongst despair
stands out, just like light amongst darkness. With strokes of brightness, I had found my way to stand
out. And when you stand out, people don’t stay quiet. And when people speak up, you become part
of something. I became part of something, and I became someone, with thoughts to express, hope
to share, and spirit to exude. That empty shell of mine had something inside of it. Not much, but
something. And when you start out with nothing, having something is a big step forward.
They know me as the girl who sings and plays ukulele.
I developed another “something”. With my ukulele and my voice, I was making noise and being
heard, both literally and figuratively. The shell that I used to be would have never let me be loud in
front of others, but the person I was becoming was willing to leave the door open as I sang and played.
Instead of hiding, my new goal became sharing. Hiding hadn’t brought me any hope or happiness, so
it was time to start trying something new. As the music came out of me, passion came in. With each
chord, each note, each laugh, and each smile, music did more than just make me feel alive again: it
brought people to me and me to people. My roommate became better known as my best friend. The
other patients became better labelled as friends, jam session buddies, supporters, and fellow warriors.
Not only had I become more than a shell, I had also become more than simply a person. I was a
community member, an adventure buddy, a leader, an inspiration, and a valued friend. I was a woman
with plans, a teenager having fun, a girl being happy, and a human doing more than just existing.
They know me as Julia.
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Any human can just exist. Once people’s shells are full, they are on track to live a normal life. But
you see, a “normal life” is not for me: I was born to be special. I now do more than exist, for the
passion and radiance I have inside me makes it impossible to be normal. I may not believe in myself
all the time, but what I DO believe is that I CAN be loved for who I am. My passion, my creativity, my
voice, my laugh. Not only can I now make list after list of reasons to keep on living, I can also make
lists of things about me that can be valued by the people around me. At the end of the day though,
the real difference is that now, along with receiving others’ love, I can love myself for who I am. Am I
anorexic? Yes. Am I depressed? Yes. But am I strong? Yes. And am I a fighter? Yes. It’s about time I start
deciding on my own labels, because who I am is now back under my control. Today, I sing during O
Canada on Mondays, I wear what I want to wear, I hang out with people who care about me, I reach
out to others, and I try my best to always remember that I am allowed to be unique. I’m allowed to be
Julia.
They know me as Julia.
And finally, I know who Julia is.

Julia is a grade 11 student who plans to pursue a degree in psychology after high school, and eventually a career
in psychology, law, or some form of public speaking. She is a strong advocate for mental health, volunteering,
singing, acting, and trying her hardest to bring radiance to the world. Her personal experience with mental illness
drives her to share her story and she is forever grateful that Turning Points has allowed her to do just that.

Austin Dalgetty
Third Place – Grade 12
Calgary Catholic School District

180 Seconds

T

ime. It is such a relative concept. It can go fast or it can go slow. What can you do in 10
seconds… which is roughly the time it takes to pour a cup of coffee. 60 seconds….the time it
takes to change the laundry from the washer to the dryer. 90 seconds…enough time to go to the
bathroom. 180 seconds or 3 minutes? That’s the time it took for me to drown in a swimming pool.
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When I was 3 years old, my mom found me face down, unconscious and not breathing in the pool
at my aunt’s house where we were visiting. Three minutes is all it took. I have been told that if it had
been 5 or 6 minutes, I likely would have been brain dead and not be here. The difference between
my life and my death rests in those mere minutes. I have often thought about that in times when I
am struggling to work as fast as others or when I struggle to process information and with writing
assignments. Some things just take me longer because of those 3 minutes face down in the pool.
When I was younger, I didn’t always understand that or why reading and writing tasks were so hard
for me. There were many moments when I would get frustrated and felt like I was dumb. My parents
always told me I just learned differently than other kids and not to compare myself to anybody else.
The problem was I wanted to be just like everybody else – or what I perceived everybody else was. I
didn’t like that learning concepts and material would take me longer. Longer meant more time doing
homework, or trying to write a story or answer questions. Longer meant more time to write a test
when the bell would ring and everybody else got to run outside. It was hard and was always a struggle.
I am learning as I grow older though, that “longer” is okay. “Longer” has taught me patience,
resourcefulness and adaptability – all traits that have helped me in so many other areas in my life.
After junior high, my parents convinced me to go to a high school that allows me to work at my
own pace and honestly, most times my pace is slower. I wasn’t completely on board at first because my
school has a lot of high achievers in it and really smart students. I was worried how I would fit in and
if this was the right thing for me. Truthfully, it hasn’t always been easy and I still struggle sometimes,
but my teachers and my parents have helped me to use the resources around me to better understand
my learning disability and to develop strategies that strengthen my abilities. If I need “longer” to learn
something I can do that. If I need extra help, it is there. And what I have discovered in the process and
over the past 3 years is that I am a pretty good student! I am doing all 30 level courses and looking
at post - secondary schools, all while being Captain of the Football team and spending time with my
amazing girlfriend. The bottom line though and the biggest lesson I have learned is that true wisdom
doesn’t come from a book and the most important things in my life are not actually things… they are
love, commitment, loyalty , friendship and my family. So I am okay with never being the first one to
finish a test…because I know I am the first one there if you need a friend or a helping hand.
My Mom has always told me that God doesn’t make mistakes and that I am here on this earth for
a reason – because He has a plan for me. I don’t know what that plan is, but I believe it to be true.
We are all unique and we all have our own struggles to deal with in life. How I learn and process
information just happens to be mine. I may not know what your struggle is – but I know you have
one…we all do. I have also learned that it is not the struggle itself that defines us, but how we choose
to face our struggles or difficulties that shape us and define us. I choose to be positive. After all, my
Mom found me in the pool after 3 minutes – not 5 or 6. I have a lot to be grateful for and God doesn’t
make mistakes. I have been given this life for a reason and I intend to live it to the fullest.
This June, I will receive my high school diploma and graduate with my friends, my wonderful
girlfriend and my loving family all there with me. I will complete a milestone that may never have
happened. The amount of time it will take me to cross the stage? About 180 seconds or 3 minutes.

Austin is a grade 12 student who believes in the power of faith. He is captain of the football team and currently
trying out for the Alberta Senior Bowl team. Austin plans to graduate in June and hopes to attend Mount Royal
University to study Criminal Justice and hopefully one day work for the Calgary Police Service.
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Marin Streeter
First Place – Grade 7
Anglophone West School District

Sinking Ships

O

n dark summer days I met my demons. I met solitude. Crying alone under some star-lit nights, I
met distrust on a stairwell with company. I met the fear of not knowing the future and I met the
pain of letting go when I let go of a sinking ship.

Fighting was the source of my turmoil. I had never seen my parents so keen on marring each other.
It made part of me think, was this my fault? I could not fathom the situation; I’ll call it ignorance but I
know it was more than that. I yearned for the answer to this conflict but did I really want the answers?
One afternoon I was leaning on the stairwell rail listening intently to my parents’ feud when I
heard voices telling me it was going to be alright and I should not worry. But I knew they were lying,
no matter what part of me wanted to believe it was true. This was beyond fixing and the fact is if you
could fix the failings of a current paradigm, we would have a life that’s perfect and then we would all
just contrive new conflict. So, lost in my own thoughts, I failed to notice the tears falling down my face.
I only noticed when the figures hugged me and wiped away my tears.
The fighting stalked me everywhere I traveled, just like demons hanging on my shoulders. They call
kids ignorant and foolish but we remember more than they could imagine. Every fight, all the lies, the
deceit, the pain, the tears. It marred and scarred me, attacked me and I let it. My smile disappeared
after that.
One night, lying on the grass, rain mixing with my tears. I made a choice, a choice I will never
regret. I promised myself from that night on I would no longer succumb to the negativity all around
me, I would no longer be the anchor for this sinking ship. I love my parents, so as much as it killed me
to do so, I let go. I was no longer tied down to the weight of holding the ship up, I was aboard this
time, ready to jump off and, trust me, there is no greater relief than hitting the water after jumping off
with everyone else.
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I learned a valuable lesson that day, life goes on whether you choose to move on and take a chance
in the unknown or stay behind, locked in the past, thinking of what could have been. But it takes a
lot more courage to let something go than it does to hang on to it, trying to make it better. Letting go
doesn’t mean being ignorant to a situation; letting go means accepting what is, exactly as it is without
fear, resistance or a violent demeanor. Don’t let a sinking ship weigh you down. Jump off and feel the
realization and don’t regret your choice because it’s yours to make.

Marin is a grade 7 student at George Street Middle School in Fredericton, New Brunswick. She loves art and has
a passion for writing. She hopes in the future she can be a role model for others and help others through difficult
times.

Nelleka Atkinson
Second Place – Grade 8
Anglophone South School District

Paralysis

D

riving home from school is seemingly my favorite part of the day. Kenny Chesney on the radio
and not a care in the world! Then, butterflies. My stomach just dropped. For the split second I
looked up, everything went pitch black.

“I’m just dreaming,” I began to tell myself, until the sound of my Mother’s voice brought me back
into reality. “Are you ok?!”I didn’t answer at first, not because I was being difficult, but because I really
couldn’t tell. The shock was paralysing! “I think so” I replied, while trying to open the passenger door
of my car, but it wouldn’t budge. Panic took over when the smell of gasoline registered in my brain.
Also, I didn’t notice that anything hurt until I attempted to crawl out my mom’s side of the car. My
chest was constricted, my shoulder ached and my neck was killing me! Finally, I could stretch my legs.
People were rushing around me and firetrucks were arriving, it was insanity. All my focus was on my
car. It felt like I was stuck in a movie or at least watching one play out. I guess I just didn’t know how to
feel. I had just been in a car accident.
Suddenly, I became aware of familiar voices around me. The film was put on pause as my father
and sister desperately searched the scene for my mother and me. A couple of men towing our silver
Nissan Murano pointed them in our direction. Our eight eyes connected as they frantically scurried
toward us. All at once, like a family reunion, we hugged and were grateful we all could still be
together.
The look on my mom’s face while we were in the ambulance made me wonder what would have
happened had it been worse. What if I had lost her? It could even have been me they lost. What if
it had never happened, would I still be with my family right now? Would my sister be at her friend’s
house and would my dad still be at work? Would there have been an alternate ending or would we still
have all arrived at the place we were now, somehow? At the time I was still trembling in shock and fear
from what we’d been through, but it was evidently clear that I was feeling beyond happy to be with
the people I love.
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They say to treasure the time you have with people because it doesn’t last forever, and to live every
moment like it’s your last. I never used to think about that until now. That day could have been my
last. I now know never to take the time I spend with my family for granted and to be purposeful in my
words and my actions, because, as cliché as it sounds, you never know how much time you have.

Nelleka is a Grade 8 student at St. Stephen Middle School who is very active in athletics and is a contributing
member of the student body at her school. She enjoys spending time with her family and is looking forward to an
upcoming trip to Holland, where she was born.

Emily England
Third Place – Grade 8
Anglophone South School District

Be the Difference You Want to See

H

ave you ever seen a pathetic little stray animal on the side of the road and for the rest of the
day felt terrible for not being able to help? Surely there must be someone who can, right? Some
places yes, however not in my city.

It was a crisp autumn day, and I was heading back home with my mom after a day in the city, when
something caught my eye. I realized with a start that it was a stray cat, and being an avid cat lover I
immediately made my mom turn the car around. We cruised back the way we came and, by an office
building beside the bustling traffic, I spotted it: the most beautiful little creature. It was young, he
couldn’t have been older than a year, and he had an ebony coat that once would have been glossy and
sleek before the streets got to it. I had to do something.
My mom dialed the local SPCA to see if they could rescue the poor feline. Much to my dismay, the
SPCA said they hadn’t had room to take in strays since March, and it was nearly October. Six months of
no one adopting. Six months of stray animals being left defenseless on the streets. At this point, I was
bawling.
The SPCA recommended we call Karma Cats – a similar organization, but they said they can’t do
rescues unless the animal is sick or injured. At first that made sense, but then I thought – what’s the
point of that? If the animal isn’t in dire need of rescuing then they shouldn’t be rescued at all? Just
let them wait around until something bad does happen and even then they may not be found? It’s
ridiculous, but at that moment there was nothing I could do. We didn’t have any boxes to get the cat
in, and risking rabies for one cat isn’t really worth it (at least that’s what my mom thinks). Fortunately
we had just picked up a big bag of extra-fishy cat food for my own rescue cat. My mom and I stepped
into the brisk wind and left a sizable pile for the stray, in hopes that the fishy smell would lure him in
and he could have a much needed meal.
After that disheartening day I became inspired to help out at the SPCA. I donated our extra animal
related supplies to them, I volunteered with the rescue cats, and someday I hope to adopt another kitty.
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Through this experience I learned a very important lesson. I learned that you have to take initiative
if you want something done. If you don’t do it who will? Donating to, volunteering at, and adopting
from your local animal shelter can make a world of difference to a stray animal’s life. One animal
adopted means one more that can be saved from the streets. It’s up to you to be the difference you
want to see.

Emily is a grade 8 student who lives in Saint John with her mom, dad, brother and seven beloved pets. The
majority of her time is spent reading, sketching, listening to music or petting her beloved pet.

GRADE 7/8 FRENCH

Kaden Venugopal
First Place – Grade 8
Anglophone West School District

Le rêve le plus noble

«L

e bon médecin traite la maladie ; le formidable médecin traite le patient qui a la
maladie. » — Sir William Osler, médecin canadien, 1849-1919
Cela fait trois ans que j’ai le désir de devenir médecin.

Au cours de ces trois dernières années, j'ai fait tout comme il fallait : j'ai étudié quatre fois
par semaine (chaque leçon durant une heure ou plus), j'ai recherché les meilleures universités de
spécialisation médicale et je pensais vraiment que j'avais ma carrière complètement planifiée. Mais
jusqu'à récemment, je ne savais pas pourquoi je voulais devenir médecin... Je savais juste que je voulais
en devenir un. Ce Noël passé, une simple conversation a tout changé.
Mon oncle qui est un médecin d’urgence a visité notre famille avec ma tante et mon cousin. En
plus de sauver des vies dans la salle d'urgence tous les jours à Toronto, mon oncle est aussi un bénévole
bien connu avec Médecins Sans Frontières (MSF). Il a fourni des services médicaux de bénévolat à
l'étranger pour la plupart de sa vie professionnelle. Il est extrêmement passionné par son travail avec
l'organisation et a vécu dans certains des pires endroits du monde en ce qui concerne la violence, la
maladie, la pauvreté et la famine.
Un soir quand il nous rendait visite à Fredericton, je lui ai demandé comment était la vie comme
médecin expérimenté. Ce qu'il m'a dit a ensuite apporté les trois dernières années de ma vie à la clarté.
La première chose était comme je m'y attendais ; que d'être un médecin professionnel serait le plus
difficile, mais aussi le plus gratifiant travail que j’allais jamais faire dans toute ma vie.
Pourtant, la prochaine chose m’a permis une épiphanie.
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Je lui ai demandé de me donner une analogie de MSF. Il m'a dit que faire ce genre de travail
ressemblait à une scène dans le film populaire « Matrice », où Neo (le héros) a été présenté avec un
choix entre une pilule bleue et une pilule rouge. La pilule, toutefois, était purement symbolique de la
fourche dans le chemin et du choix auquel nous devons tous faire face à un moment ou un autre. La
sélection de la pilule bleue, a-t-il expliqué, mènera à une vie heureuse et satisfaite, ressemblant une
personne égoïste, avec des équipements de luxe, beaucoup d'argent et la célébrité. La pilule rouge,
cependant, va montrer un chemin moins emprunté, la souffrance cruelle de l'humanité et la réalité crue
d'un vrai médecin.
Il m'a aidé à comprendre que nous, les canadiens, prenons pour acquis nos ressources développées
et les soins médicaux, et nous semblons oublier ceux qui sont moins fortunés, ceux qui manquent de
soins médicaux parce que cela n’est tout simplement pas là, ou parce que leur village est coupé de la
civilisation.
Après lui avoir parlé, tout a « cliqué ». Avoir vu la médecine à travers ses yeux était une expérience
incroyable. Je me rendais compte que d'être un médecin ne portait pas sur l'argent ni le travail rapide.
Mais c’était de voir des gens arrivent dans votre clinique, en douleur, ou gravement blessés et d'être
capable de les aider. Ecouter ses histoires et ses expériences dans des pays lointains où les gens
souffrent profondément sur une base quotidienne m'a permis de voir la médecine d'une manière
complètement nouvelle. Je ne doute pas du chemin que je veux désormais emprunter, et je sais quelle
pilule je vais prendre.

Kaden is a grade 8 French Immersion student at Bliss Carman Middle School in Fredericton, New Brunswick.
He holds a brown/blue belt in judo and is learning French, Japanese and Spanish. Kaden has a keen interest in
culture, religion, international cuisine and loves to travel. He hopes to become a doctor.

Abanie Muscroft
Second Place – Grade 8
Anglophone South School District

La leçon de vie

S

amedi matin, le soleil brillait. J’étais toute prête pour la fin de semaine, au moins, c’est ce que
je pensais. Le numéro sept sur mon chandail rouge représente ma place sur l’équipe de Sussex
Classics. C’était juste simplement un autre samedi à un autre tournoi de ballon panier. Mais, cette
fin de semaine, mon entraineur m’a enseigné quelque chose de très important, pas seulement en
ballon panier, mais aussi dans la vie.
Avant chaque jeu qu’on joue, nos entraineurs parlent à toute l‘équipe. Ils nous parlent de ce qu’on
devrait faire pour avoir un bon match. Je déteste ces discussions. Je dois m’asseoir tranquillement pour
tout ce temps pendant que mon estomac tourne dans chaque direction possible. Les papillons me font
sentir malade.
C’était le premier jeu du tournoi et j’étais tellement nerveuse que mes mains secouaient. Une chose
qui n’aidait pas est que j’étais débutante. Je devais commencer chaque jeu. C’était tellement stressant.
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Après qu’on a fait notre acclamation, j’ai marché sur le court et le jeu a commencé. On a
commencé notre offense qui s’appelle « le roue ». Le ballon est venu à moi. J’ai tourné vers le panier,
puis, j’ ai lancé. Ça sautait du panier… J’ai manquée. Pendant que le jeu a continué, j’ai continué à
manquer. Mes entraineurs sont devenus fâchés contre moi, et je perdais ma confiance. L’autre équipe
avait plus de points que nous.
Je m’assoyais sur le banc en faisant la moue. J’étais fâchée contre moi-même aussi et des petits
larmes coulait sur mon visage. Mon entraineur a marché à la fin du banc où j’étais assise. À ce tempsci, j’ai appris une nouvelle leçon importante.
Il m’a dit que je dois arrêter de penser que je ne peux pas le faire. J’ai besoin de plus de confiance
en moi-même. Je ne peux pas jouer si je perds ma confiance. La correcte chose à faire après avoir
manqué le panier est de jouer encore plus fort. C’est seulement un jeu.
J’ai essuyé mes larmes et j’ai sauté du banc. J’étais prête pour jouer. Mes espadrilles grinçait sur le
court à chaque pas. Mes mains secouaient encore.
Le jeu a continué et j’ai commencé l’offense une autre fois. Le ballon est venu envers moi et j’ai
tourné vers le panier. Personne ne me gardait de l’autre équipe. J’ai lancé la balle, puis, j’entendais des
gens qui applaudissaient, mes amies sur mon équipe qui criaient, puis, la voix de mon entraineur qui
disait, « Je savais que tu pouvais le faire! » J’ai eu le panier et ma confiance est retournée.
Tu as besoin de croire dans toi-même, avoir de la confiance et savoir que tu peux le faire. La leçon
que j’ai apprise ne m’aide pas seulement en ballon panier, mais dans la vie aussi. Si tu fais une erreur
en faisant quelque chose, ce n’est pas la fin du monde. Dis à toi-même que tu es fort et que tu peux le
faire. Si tu ne fais pas cela, tu vas continuer à faire des erreurs.

Abanie is a grade 8 student in the french immersion program. She loves spending time with her family and she
plays for her school's basketball team.

Tyler Sun
Third Place – Grade 8
Anglophone West School District

L’échange

T

rois heures et cinquante minutes qui restent. Je suis en train de pratiquer le piano maintenant,
même si ma sœur m’a dit qu’on va devenir nerveux si on pratique avant un examen. Si je ne
pratique pas, je vais être plus nerveux ! Pendant que je pratique je pense à ma sœur quand elle
a fait son dernier examen. Elle était capable de contenir son anxiété et ça c’est comment elle a eu un
81 %. Mais ça me fait penser « Est-ce que je vais recevoir l’Honneurs ou est-ce que je vais seulement
réussir ? » Je dois penser à quelque chose d’autre avant que je ne réussis même pas.
Une heure qui reste. Durant la promenade à l’examen, il semble faire froid dans l’auto mais je savais
que même si c’était à la température maximum, j’allais quand même avoir froid. C’esrt l’anxiété. Je
pense à mon dernier concert de piano, où j’ai fait une grande erreur pendant que je jouais. Je pouvais
jouer le morceau sans faute à la maison, mais j’étais trop nerveux au concert et ça c’est pourquoi j’ai
fait la faute. Je peux seulement prier que la même chose ne va pas se passer à l’examen.
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Quinze minutes qui restent. Je suis assis dans cette petite chambre froide en train de penser, « si
cet édifice prend feu maintenant, je n’aurais pas à faire l’examen ! Chic ! » Mes parents sont assis
avec moi en train de m’encourager. Ça aide un peu, mais ça c’est quand je pense à moi-même, « mes
parents essaient si fort de m’encourager. Je dois passer cet examen pour mes parents, mon enseignant
de piano, pour ma sœur et pour tout le monde qui m’ont aidé avec mon éducation de piano. » Ça me
galvanise. Soudainement, je veux que cet examen commence. Je dois prouver à tous mes supporteurs
qu’ils n’ont pas mis l’effort dans le mauvais enfant. Je vais passer cet examen même si c’est la dernière
chose que je fais.
Trente secondes qui restent. Je marche à la chambre de l’examen et je m’asseois devant le piano.
« Es-tu Tyler ? » demande l’examinateur.
« Oui, c’est moi, » j’ai répondu, la voix précaire. L’examen commence.
Quand l’examen a fini, j’ai expliqué à mes parents que je n’avais pas tellement bien fait sur
l’examen. Mes parents m’ont dit qu’ils étaient quand même fiers de moi. Mais je pouvais voir la
déception dans leurs yeux.
Trois semaines plus tard, j’ai reçu une lettre de RCM qui expliquait que j’ai reçu un 85% sur
l’examen. J’ai partagé l’information avec mes parents et ils m’ont dit qu’ils m’avaient sous-estimé, mais
encore une fois, je m’avais sous-estimé aussi.
Durant cette expérience, j’ai appris deux leçons. Premièrement, tes parents vont toujours te
supporter. Même si tu n’aimes pas quelque chose qu’ils veulent que tu fasses, souviens-toi que c’est
toujours pour ton bien-être. La deuxième leçon que j’ai appris est que tu ne devrais jamais te sousestimer. C’est comme moi avant l’examen en train de penser que j’allais échouer. Si je n’étais pas si
pessimiste avant l’examen, j’aurais pu recevoir une note même meilleure que 90 % ! Mais, je ne suis
pas revenant. Oui, le 90 % n’était pas à moi mais j’ai quand même appris deux leçons qui vont me
suivre pendant toute ma vie. C’était un bon échange si tu me le demandes.

Tyler is a grade 8 student at Bliss Carman Middle School who started playing piano as part of a family tradition
and it remains one of his favourite pastimes. Tyler would like to become a radiologist in the future.
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GRADE 9/10 ENGLISH

William Barry
First Place – Grade 9
Anglophone South School District

False Face Must Hide What
the False Heart Doth Know

W

hen I was little, every morning, I would get dressed, brush my teeth, get ready for school, and
then--I would put on my mask. My mask, you see, is who I would become around my friends.

I am creative, a lover of theatre and art; but when I was around my friends, I shed all of
that. I became crude, making dirty jokes and messing around.
At first, it was exhilarating - like acting. I could be the person people liked, the kid that fit in. But I
soon realized how exhausting it was. I would come home dog-tired and dejected from being someone
else all day, and collapse onto my bed. And the next morning when I woke up, I would put on my mask
again.
I believe everyone, to some extent, dons a mask as well. Isn’t it human nature to want to fit in?
But these masks, hiding who we truly are, can be incredibly restricting. Mine choked me like a noose,
threatening to hang me if I tried to take it off. I was trapped by it. It seemed like there was no escape.
Until, one summer day, my mom asked the question that would lead me to changing for the better.
“Hey Will, would you be interested in doing a Theatre Program this summer?”
I perked up from my spot on the couch. Yes, I would be very interested.
“Sure.” I replied tentatively.
So two months later, I was starting my first day at IACT. I strode towards the building, a former
church in Uptown Saint John, a performing arts school. Immediately after stepping through the
doorway, I felt something was different. The feeling of truth hung in the air.
As the day went on, I met countless remarkable people. These kids were writing songs, directing
plays! Could that be it? Maybe, finally being surrounded by creative, like-minded people had been
what was different. But no, there was something else. Something bigger. I was intrigued by this haven
of creativity and what I might learn from it. So I joined their Advanced Performance Company.
I have fond memories of lounging on the front lawn, submerged in the bustling uptown traffic,
picnicking with the kids I met there. We sat there, talking about our emotions, ideas, and dreams. It
was unlike being around my other friends, and who I really was rushed out like a waterfall.
Out of the blue, one of the picnickers whipped out a ukulele. They all began to sing and play,
unfettered by the people passing us by on the streets. I leaned in. “Everybody can hear you guys
singing.” I whispered.
“So what?” One of them replied. “I’m enjoying it, what does it matter if they judge us?”
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I thought about that for a moment. All of a sudden, something clicked. I realized what I had felt
the first day; what had intrigued me about this place. I was not wearing a mask. And neither were my
friends. I was, finally, being myself. I was letting it all run free! It felt sublime. I had torn off my mask. I
had snipped the noose and burned it.
I was done with being somebody else.
It had always been my belief that I had to act a certain way to make people like me; that I must
hide who I was for the sake of others. I couldn’t believe how wrong I was. Without a mask, I felt
powerful. I felt true. I felt free. The people who inspired me to be myself, the kids at the performing
arts school, have become my best friends. Being around them does not tire me out; it gives me life.
I truly believe the world would be a better place if we all destroyed the false faces we wear, and
were honest about who we are. A world where you are your true self, no matter who you’re with,
would be a sincerely magnificent place.
As William Shakespeare once wrote, “This above all: to thine own self be true.”

William is a grade 9 student who was born in Toronto. He and his family enjoy boating and spending time on the
family farm. William enjoys theatre and creative writing and In the future he hopes to continue with his passion
for theatre and writing.

Samantha Butt
Second Place – Grade 10
Anglophone West School District

Fear and Loathing

“I

now see how owning our story and loving ourselves through that process is the bravest thing
that we will ever do.” – Brené Brown

The kitchen was cold. I remember because the warm tears on my cheeks felt like boiling
water against my chilled skin. I also remember because I was shivering - but that may have been to do
with the anxiety looming in the pit of my stomach, waiting, threatening. Maybe the kitchen wasn’t cold
then; perhaps it just felt like it was, compared to everything else. My clammy hands gripped a glass of
lukewarm water almost desperately, and I remember staring at it, staring at anywhere other than my
mom. I couldn’t bring myself to look at her, not when I knew what I was about to tell her.
I was terrified. To this day, I’ve still never felt more scared than at that moment. It wasn’t like I
didn’t trust my mom, I knew I could tell her anything and she would never judge me, but I’m sure
you can imagine how difficult it is to tell somebody that you were molested; especially when it was by
somebody that had once been so close to the entire family. This man had daughters, he had a family
of his own, and I knew that once I came out about this, his daughters would eventually find out. I was
scared that I would be the cause of a family breaking up. I blamed myself.
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When I told my mom, she asked me when it had happened and what exactly had happened, how
far it went. I answered all of the questions one-hundred percent truthfully, knowing that there was no
point in lying anymore. I told her. She knew. I couldn’t tell if the thought made me feel relieved or just
even more terrified - what would the rest of the family think of me? What would his daughters think
of me? Would everybody look at me with pity? Pity wasn’t what I wanted, and at this point, I didn’t
even want revenge any more. I just wanted reassurance that what had happened was his fault. I wasn’t
angry or spiteful any more, I was just scared.
Nothing could prepare me for the wave of emotions that washed over me when my mother said,
“I’m not angry at you. I’m angry at him.”
It felt like a dam had broken open, and a wrecked sob escaped my lips. There was so much relief
that it was almost overwhelming, and the fear I had had almost disappeared completely with just one
statement. I had been trying so hard for so long to stay strong, to act like this had never happened, but
with those words, I had realized something so important. It’s okay to be scared. It’s okay to be upset,
angry, or sad. You can even be all three of those - that doesn’t mean you’re weak, it means you’re
a human. All those years I’d been repressing this, trying not to let it get to me, and I hadn’t even let
myself get upset at him. Not once. I realize now how bad that was for me. I just let it grow and grow in
my mind until I couldn’t bear the weight of it any more, when I could have just told somebody so much
sooner.
My mother helped teach me that, while I had waited years and years to tell her, it was never too
late to come out with it. The entire family stopped talking to him very quickly after that, and multiple
people called both my mother and I to tell us that if I needed anything, anything at all, I could call
them. After just one night, I felt so much better about the entire situation.
I honestly can’t thank my mom enough. She made me realize that this wasn’t my choice, and that
it’s not my fault that he did such a horrible thing to me. My mom taught me so much about it. With
the help of two very close friends of mine, she taught me that I was not a victim - I was a survivor.

Samantha is a grade 10 student who has a strong passion for writing, especially poetry, and music. She is very
interested in a career in psychology or journalism, though she also has an interest in acting and musicals.
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Caitlin Hyslop-Margison
Third Place – Grade 10
Anglophone West School District

Music Saved My LIfe

E

ver since I was young, I’ve been surrounded by music. From my father strumming “Wheels on
the Bus” on his guitar when I was two years old to singing and dancing under theatre lights
throughout my school years, music and song are consistent sources of happiness in my life.
Conversely, my consistent source of struggle is body image. As a child, I would catch sight of my
reflection and despise every inch of it. I chose clothing with painstaking care to hide what I believed
to be the undesirable. Transitioning into my teenage years served to make the issue more prominent;
my self-hatred expanded until it was all-consuming. I was a young woman who loved music and hated
herself, and I never imagined that those two aspects of my world would collide.
At fifteen, I decided I no longer wanted to feel like a stranger in my body, and I set out on a
mission to achieve the physique I longed for. I started running on the treadmill every day and eating
only “good” food. However, these healthy habits rapidly developed into an obsession. Within a
short period of time, hunger made me feel powerful because I believed I was succeeding in my
pursuit of being thinner (therefore better). Control eclipsed almost all sources of pleasure I had once
experienced. Somehow, I didn’t connect my excessive hair loss and fatigue to what I perceived as my
wonderful lifestyle change. I had worked my body to the point that my head swirled when I stood and
goosebumps rose on my arms in temperate rooms, and I looked in the mirror and still hated what I
saw. But, it wasn’t time to stop.
My doctor had a different viewpoint. When she told me how much weight I had lost, it was with a
look of worry, the polar opposite of my ecstasy. In my eyes, her concern was recognition of my rigorous
efforts, and through this, I felt special. Though a part of me knew that I was taking this too far, an
overpowering part felt glory, a feeling I wanted to experience again.
Following the meeting with my doctor, my addiction, ironically, became stronger in the pursuit of
more acknowledgement. Controlling my weight was my drug. It transformed me into someone I didn’t
recognize. I was living a secret life, knowing that any mention of weight would sound the alarm my
doctor had set up in my parents’ minds. Being sneaky and deceptive became my norm, and I would do
anything to avoid the pain of eating. By the time I started to realize that I was very sick, I had no desire
to feel better. In the back of my mind, I was wondering how I could ever find something that would
make me feel as fulfilled as this twisted method of control. Luckily, I did.
It had been a long day. I was exhausted and my mind was foggy and my throat burned. It had
been sore for about a week, prompting me to consult various internet sources. I learned that throat
pain, along with many other recent health issues that had materialized as I continued to deny my body
of nutrition, could be caused by malnourishment. Suffering through physical agony, I no longer felt
fulfilled as I once had, but instead was trapped in a spiral of sadness and a need to reach my dangerous
goal. I still couldn’t find anything that mattered more than this objective.
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Then, as I did every Wednesday, I went to choir rehearsal. I didn’t expect anything miraculous to
come of it; it was merely something I enjoyed weekly and was, dare I say, good at. My friend and I sat
together and we sang the Cherubini warm-up, my favourite. Rather, everyone else sang it. I couldn’t
produce a single satisfactory note from my dry, burning throat. When I realized that I could no longer
sing, a small piece of my puzzle slotted into place. How could I sacrifice something that had been an
integral part of my whole life? With all my might, I held on to this shred of light. When my mother
came to pick me up, I kicked against my inner turmoil and said, “Mom, I’m going to say this now
because, if I don’t, I might never have the strength to do it again.” I didn’t pause before saying, “I have
a problem with my eating.”
Following my post-choir confession, I ate my first full meal in a long time. Something as small as
not being able to sing a scale was evidence of the destruction of my body. Music showed me that
freedom is not determined by the size of a body, but by the melody of a heart. Music saved my life.

Caitlin is a grade 10 student at Fredericton High School. She is an academic achiever with many awards, including
a Turning Points award for her essay in grade 8. Aside from excelling academically, Caitlin also enjoys to sing with
her choir group.

GRADE 11/12 ENGLISH

Conor Vienneau
First Place – Grade 12
Anglophone South School District

Security: Life’s Cruel Joke

S

tability is a comforting delusion, but ultimately yields a dangerously harsh awakening. As mortal
beings, this idea of permanence contradicts our very biological makeup; yet still, as a naive
adolescent, I whole heartedly built my reality upon this great deception. My father’s death served
as a brutal awakening from my blissful slumber of ignorance.
Before that moment, I saw security as a birthright, as if it were fundamentally wrong to experience
loss. It was almost as if I felt the universe owed me a life free of misfortune. It was the lens through
which I saw the world, and it shaped the way I related to both people and experiences.
Then came the moment when time halted, the moment I watched my father die. The structured
way I had perceived life was set ablaze. Not only did that structure fall, it was completely annihilated;
the earth beneath it was salted, and nothing was ever to grow there again. Impossible to ignore,
his death violently ripped me from my seemingly understood existence and threw me deep into
unchartered territory. If it were not for my still beating heart, I could have mistaken this for my own
death. Everything I knew to be true was suddenly proven false in the matter of a solitary second. The
catastrophic revelation began. To say it was a turning point would be an understatement, it was a
reorientation to life.
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I thought I had been shorted by life. My father would never see me graduate, he would never see
me mature into a man, he would never meet the girl I would bring home, and he would never meet
my children. I could not bear the thought that I wouldn’t have my dad as long as most; it felt unjust. I
let hatred and bitterness consume me, and at some point I realized this kind of pain was not mentally
sustainable.
If I were to survive, if I were to somehow move forward, I had to strip myself down to my bare
existence. I had to reform myself based on understandings that could withstand an impermanent
world. It began with the acknowledgment that security was a pointless pursuit, because it simply could
not be obtained. Change, impermanence, and even death were realities I had to accept, not problems
I had to solve. Acceptance is a form of humility, because it forced me to acknowledge that everything I
want is not within my control.
Everything is fleeting. Everything, from the most grand man-made structures, to the sturdiest
mountains, will someday be reduced to nothing more than dust scattered in the wind, long forgotten,
buried in time’s unforgiving forwardness. This realization served as a foundation on which I would build
my new reality, one that could not be as easily shaken. As I stopped wishing for things to stay together,
I stopped suffering when they inevitably fell apart. The cessation of my belief in stability led to the
cessation of anguish that followed my father’s death.
This evolution of my perception of life fundamentally changed the way I respond to experiences,
both good and bad. It shaped the person I am today, and although it brought an almost unbearable
amount of pain, I am stronger and more equipped to handle loss because of it. The universe did not
owe me more time with him, nor did it owe me the 16 years it gave me. With loss comes gain, and this
eternal paradox aided in my recovery from what felt like a world-ending blow. Now, looking back at my
relationship with him, rather than feeling bitterness, I feel gratitude. Acceptance has made me more
mature, less judgemental, and truly content with my circumstances in life.

Conor is a 12 student at Saint Malachy's Memorial High School. He has a strong passion for writing and is
constantly striving to better articulate his thoughts and emotions. Conor has plans to obtain an undergraduate
degree in business administration, and eventually go to law school.

Aspen Murray
Second Place – Grade 11
Anglophone West School District

Their Name Liveth Forevermore

D

uring World War One, as the newly-founded Imperial War Graves Commission dealt with
hundreds of thousands of bodies, it came up with what was known as the “five-pound limit”.
This meant that if five pounds of a soldier couldn’t be found, he would not be given a headstone.
Quite often, bodies couldn’t be identified, so the Commission would simply lay them to rest with a
white stone that read A Soldier of the Great War, Known unto God.
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This is only one of the realities I learned about in Western Europe last August, when I travelled
there with fifteen other students from France, England, and Canada. Our reason was the same: we’d
been selected for the Beaverbrook Vimy Prize scholarship, created by the Vimy Foundation to allow
youth to learn about and then carry the torch of war history so it is never forgotten.
Before attending the trip, I was a grade ten student from New Brunswick who knew very little
about war history. Additionally, while I was interested in current social issues around the world, growing
up in a very small town had definitely inhibited my ability to see a clear image of what was beyond its
limits. I have had a truly charmed life. I’ve been on vacations to Florida and Cuba, and in 2014, I even
went to China for three weeks. I have a wonderful relationship with my family and friends. I’ll be able
to go to university and get a good job. At fifteen years old, the world surrounding me was still made
of sugar, and when I looked into the sky, I never even considered that at any moment, the clouds could
start pouring down on me and melt everything around me.
But did it ever rain in Europe! I had never seen such a storm as when I walked through trenches at
Beaumont-Hamel in France, where over 800 Newfoundlanders were killed in one day. The sky rumbled,
and the feeling I felt was comparable to being kicked in the stomach. I collapsed before a headstone
in a small cemetery, the tears falling down my face as the words escaped my mouth, “He was twentytwo, that could have been my brother…”.
About seventy years ago, at Juno beach, it had been my great uncle. While he survived and was
able to return home to his own sister and family, many of his friends did not. I saw those friends; I saw
where they fell. But as my fingertips brushed countless headstones, I would take a moment to imagine
the life of the person below my feet. I would wish I could take this memory, seal it in an envelope, and
mail it back to the grandchildren of these men. I would promise them that they were remembered.
They were gone but not forgotten.
When I would lose faith, desperate for a method to understand all of this, I would make my way
to the block of stone that sat at the head of nearly every Commonwealth cemetery we visited. I’d read
the engraving Their Name Liveth Forevermore and remember the purpose of my visit. I was expected to
become an ambassador for the Vimy Foundation after returning home; this is how we would pay them
back. As the trip went on, however, it became less of a promise and more of a passion. When one
stands before the Vimy monument and stares up to the top, where the two pillars that represent the
efforts of Canada and France seem to graze the sky, it’s unthinkable not to return home and share this
with others.
When I did share, I explained that, because history repeats itself, like a time period thrown in a blue
bin to be reused and recycled, there’s an undeniable connection between our past and our present. I’m
fully aware that my purpose in life is to make a difference in the world. This scholarship didn’t confuse
me on this - it simply equipped me with the tools to further understand past issues and apply them to
current ones. Without this experience, I never would have made that connection.
One thing I was not expecting, however, was the way I now look at my worries. When they all
become too much, I compare them to those of soldiers, and all of a sudden they seem quite miniscule.
I get to experience life in peace, and I’m passionate about refusing to take that for granted. Hundreds
of thousands of young men didn’t get to return to their families, but because of their sacrifice, I did.
I’m deeply aware of how lucky I am because of this, and, therefore, I must share this knowledge with
those around me.
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Prior to the scholarship, whenever I would experience difficulties, I’d have the worst day of my
life. Today, I still have bad days, and so do my peers. The difference, however, is that now, I actually
comprehend how awful life can be, and this is why it is so paramount that I educate the rest of my
generation on it as well. Life isn’t perfect, and neither are we as humans, but if we don’t take the time
to understand how much we take for granted, history will simply repeat itself. We cannot learn the
hard way; we have already done that too many times. With the technology our world has today, we
simply cannot afford another war.
In trenches in Belgium and France flowers have sprouted through the dirt. Nature has grown
around the destruction, showing the beauty of the power of healing. Much like a scar, however, the
memory is still there. This is important but we must use it to our advantage. On Remembrance Day,
we say, “We Will Remember Them”, and I plan to always fulfill this promise. Furthermore, I will always
educate those around me on the importance of our history and making sure we never repeat ourselves.
May our future improve us without making us forget our roots.

Aspen is a grade 11 student from Hartland, New Brunswick. She is interested in politics, international affairs, and
history. She enjoys running, swimming, and participates in her school's Student Council and We Act groups. In
the future, Aspen hopes to pursue a degree in International Development.

Michleen Aidemouni
Third Place – Grade 12
Anglophone South School District

The New Normal

B

ack to school shopping, celebrating holidays with friends and family, and even having fancy
things; these are normal kid things right? My childhood, however, was different than any other
ordinary kid. I’m from Syria and I'm seventeen years old. My story is definitely different than
yours. I used to go to school and study so hard and I dreamed of being a doctor, but the war in Syria
changed everything. My life was altered forever one fateful day.
I was in grade seven when my world began to change. The war started and many people began to
leave the country. My family and I were on a reckless spinning wheel. We were stuck between going
nowhere and being pulled somewhere. It became unbearable. We had to stay in our old Arabian house
day in and day out. We didn’t have any place to go. Hope coursed through my veins as I longed for my
return of "normal." I just knew we would make it. We had to save our lives. The world had to have
something to offer us. Our home. Our world. Our lives. All were being forced from us with a barrel of a
gun.
I remember it was a Monday. It was one of the coldest, windiest days of winter. I woke up in the
morning, brushed my teeth, and wore my ugly pink and blue uniform that I hated so much. I hastily
got ready for school. It seemed like it was any normal day. Little did I know normal would not return
for years. While I was walking to school, the street seemed to be empty. Like a crocus pushing through
the snow, I was alone in my increasingly unwelcome circumstances. The sounds of busy buses, chatty
children and crowding kids were as silent as a Canadian winter morning. All I could hear was the sound
of the wind. It was so strange. I took note, but I kept walking until I got to my school.
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Normal… The next thing I knew, I had arrived at my seemingly abandoned school. The doors
were open, but nobody was there. Fear crept in. I saw two tanks next to the open doors. The sight of
crimson red filled my mind. I couldn't believe what I was seeing. Blood was everywhere. As I looked
around all I could see was death. This couldn't be real. Arms and legs were thrown on the ground like a
scene from some movie, only there were no cameras. I was terrified.
Boom. Boom. Boom. My heart pounded in my ears. I saw the school’s open doors and I quickly
entered. I had to get out of the street. I saw that brutality had totally destroyed my school. It seemed
no one was there. My heart was in my throat. Arms. Legs. “Move!” I shook like the roof of the
building. I thought I couldn’t move. “Think!” My mind raced. “Where did everybody go?” “Why am I
still here?” “Should I run?” “Should I hide?” Questions stuck in my throat. The spinning scene blinded
me for an instant. For a brief moment, I could ignore the images that pounded in my brain.
I could feel tears reaching for my cheek when suddenly I heard a noise. Someone was there. It was
a soldier, a good one. He was a tall, good looking guy, but it seemed like he hadn’t slept all night long.
He sounded tired. He must have been there all night after the fighting. When he saw me standing
there, he looked into my eyes and asked me what I was doing there. I told him that I came to my
school like any other normal kid would do on a Monday. He asked me if I had lost my mind. He told me
to go back home and to hurry up because I might get shot.
At that moment, I felt like the war had begun for me. This wasn't a joke. It was real. In that
instant, my future loomed in front of me like a disappearing cloud of ghostly dust. Would I really be
able to make my dreams come true? Would I ever be able to go to school and become a doctor? The
hopelessness of that place overwhelmed me. Am I going to die? Mysterious questions sprinted through
my brain as my feet tried to catch up.
Safety came into reach as I ran as fast as I could to get home. I saw my house… the door… silence.
My mother popped out of the kitchen and was surprised to see me, but I acted like nothing had
happened. I told her that the schools were closed and that everyone in town had left but us. She said
nothing, but the silence between us was deafening. The images screaming in my brain wouldn’t stop.
Try as I might, I couldn't stop thinking about it.
After 4 years of struggling and not giving up, the government of Canada gave us a chance to
rebuild our lives and live in peace. Normal is different now, but I can smile. I can be happy. The mindsplitting images are fading. Here, I can eat. I can play and I can go to school. Humans are funny
animals; many of us adapt so easily to different situations. The sounds of bombs and screams are not
something anyone should be used to hearing. Here, I can dream. Here, I can have a future. Here in
Canada, I can…

Michleen is a grade 12 twelve student at Saint Malachy's Memorial High School. She recently came to Canada
from Syria. She dreams to one day become a doctor.
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Spencer Hau
First Place – Grade 8
Anglophone East School District New Brunswick

Célébrer la vie

C

’était samedi, une journée froide de janvier. J'étais dans le garage en train de jouer au hockey
quand ma mère m'a appelé à l'intérieur pour me dire quelque chose. Je pouvais sentir qu'il y avait
quelque chose de mal. Elle avait de mauvaises nouvelles à partager. Connor Shea, un garçon avec
qui j'avais joué au hockey pendant environ trois ans, avait été tué dans un accident de motoneige plus
tôt ce jour-là, dans sa ville natale de Tignish à l’Île-du-Prince-Édouard.
Au début, je ne savais pas quoi faire ou dire. Tout ce que je pouvais dire c’était que j’étais désolé
d'entendre cela. J’ai écrit un message public sur Facebook à propos de ce qu'il signifiait pour moi et
comment je vais m’ennuyer de jouer avec et contre lui. Dans les jours suivants, j'ai parlé avec sa famille
et j’ai donné mes condoléances. Moi et quelques-uns des gars qui avaient joué avec lui avons organisé
un service commémoratif pour lui.
Après l'accident, la ville de Tignish a commencé à planifier le service commémoratif pour Connor
Shea. Il a été une grande partie de cette communauté. Il était un joueur de hockey incroyable, et de
plus une personne plus extraordinaire. Il avait un grand sens d'humour et un cœur aimant. Jouer dans
sa ville natale ne sera jamais pareil. Quand je jouais là-bas dans des tournois et des jeux, sur la glace
avant le match, si je le voyais nous parlions et plaisantions toujours. Maintenant avant le jeu, je vais dire
une prière pour lui, parce qu'il va toujours être encore là en esprit à cette patinoire.
Mon point tournant était quelques semaines plus tard, quand j’ai commencé à réaliser que la vie
est courte et parfois quelque chose peut arriver et change notre plan. À chaque fois que je suis sur la
glace, je joue comme si c’est ma dernière partie. Son court passage est très triste, mais il m'a vraiment
aidé à réaliser que la vie doit être célébrée. Tu sais jamais quand ta vie va se terminer, donc vis tous les
jours et fais toutes tes actions comme si c’était la dernière fois que tu pourrais le faire. La vie est trop
précieuse pour se concentrer sur les petits ennuis de tous les jours. Célébrez la vie.
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Ce texte est dédié à Connor Shea et sa famille.
Je ne t'oublierai jamais

Spencer is a grade 8 student who is involved in all school sports from badminton to basketball. Outside of school,
he plays competitive hockey for the Riverview Blues.

Kaleigh Bourgeois
Second Place – Grade 8
Anglophone East School District New Brunswick

Un grand changement de vie

C

’était le treize août, très tôt le matin. Après quatre ans d’attente, le jour est finalement arrivé où
j’allais avoir mon opération pour corriger ma scoliose. Ce qu’ils devaient faire pour l’opération
c’était de mettre deux pièces de titane dans ma colonne vertébrale pour la tenir plus droite pour
le reste de ma vie. Les infirmières m’ont enregistré, puis un petit peu de temps après, ils m’ont apporté
dans la salle d’opération sur un petit lit. C’est seulement à ce moment-là que je suis devenue très
nerveuse. Les docteurs ont commencé à mettre les intraveineuses dans mes mains et tout ce que je
pouvais penser était, qu’est-ce que ma vie serait après. Ils ont mis l’anesthésie dans ma main et c’est
tout ce que dont je me souviens de ce matin-là.
Après douze heures d’être endormie, la première chose que je me souviens quand je me suis
réveillée était une infirmière qui m’a bougée et elle a dit que tout a bien été. Pendant cette nuit-là et la
journée après, j’étais endormie la plupart du temps. Mais, la deuxième journée, la physiothérapeute est
venue puis a dit qu’elle allait m’aider à m’asseoir sur mon lit. Ça sonne facile oui? Elle m’a lentement
levé pour m’asseoir et je peux honnêtement dire que c’était la pire douleur que j’ai sentie dans ma vie.
Je ne pouvais pas même m’asseoir sans son aide, elle devait me tenir tout le temps! Plus tard cette
journée-là, ma mère me demandait si je voulais quelque chose à manger puis j’ai dit oui. J’ai choisi
de manger une tasse de Jello et quand j’ai essayé de le manger, mes bras étaient raides alors j’avais
beaucoup de difficulté de les bouger. Après, j’ai continué de pratiquer à m’asseoir et de bouger plus.
La femme de physiothérapie est venue encore et a dit que je devais essayer de marcher. Tu pouvais
immédiatement voir la peur dans mon visage. C’était tellement difficile de juste m’asseoir, comment
est-ce que je devais marcher?
Les infirmières et ma physiothérapeute m’ont aidée à me lever, puis elles m’ont donné la machine
avec tous les tubes. J’ai pris le côté du chariot sur lequel les machines étaient et j’ai commencé à
marcher dans le corridor. Ce n’était pas aussi difficile que de s’asseoir! Je me sentais bien de marcher
même si je ne pouvais pas aller loin sans être trop fatigué.
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C’est là, dans le corridor de l’hôpital, où j’ai réalisé mon point tournant. Des fois dans la vie, les
choses doivent s’empirer avant de s’améliorer. J’ai aussi appris d’apprécier davantage les choses comme
être capable de marcher, de s’asseoir et aussi les petites choses comme être capable de bouger pour
pouvoir manger, même si elles sont juste les choses qu’on fait ordinairement dans notre vie!

Kaleigh is a grade 8 student whose interests are playing piano, participating in band at school and hanging
out with her friends. In the last year she has had a surgery that has enabled her to be more independent in her
everyday life.

Emma Hayes
Third Place – Grade 8
Anglophone East School District New Brunswick

Mon combat contre l’anxiété

J

e me rappelle comme si c’était hier quand je ne pouvais pas dormir pendant plusieurs nuits de suite.
J’avais tellement peur et j’étais inquiète à propos de toutes sortes de choses. La porte de ma maison
était toujours fermée et barrée. Je ne pouvais jamais rester à la maison seule. L’année dernière, ma
mère et mon père ont aperçu que mon attitude à changé et que j’étais très introvertie. C’était à ce
moment-là qu’ils m’avaient approché et dit que nous allions au docteur.
Après une longue journée, ma mère m’avait sortie de l’école pour aller au Jean Coutu, pour voir
mon docteur. J’étais très nerveuse et inquiète. Autour de moi, il y avait des enfants qui pleuraient et
d’autres qui toussaient. Il semblait des heures que j’attendais. Tout à coup, j’ai entendu mon nom du
corridor. C’était l’infirmière, le docteur était prêt à me voir, mais je n’en étais pas.
Quand je suis entrée dans le bureau, j’ai vu toutes sortes d’affiches. Quelques parlaient à propos de
la santé, d’autres parlaient à propos de certaines maladies. À côté de moi, je pouvais voir des piqûres,
ils m’épeuraient beaucoup. Je m’assoyais avec ma mère en tenant sa main, je crois qu’elle pouvait
sentir que j’étais nerveuse. Quand le docteur est entré, mes paumes avaient devenus très moites et
mon visage s’était rendu rouge. Il me posait des questions simples et on avait eu une grosse discussion
pendant au moins 45 minutes. C’est là qu’il m’avait diagnostiqué avec l’anxiété. J’avais appris tellement
de choses de cette discussion que je ne voulais pas partir. Mais quelque chose qui m’avait fait peur
c’est que je devrais prendre les pilules chaque jour. Avec cet aide, je croyais que ma personnalité allait
changer.
Pendant les premières semaines, comme j’avais prédit, mon attitude avait totalement changé. Je
ne voulais pas sortir de ma chambre ni aller nulle part avec mes amies. Je m’avais vraiment séparé de
la société. Je ne pouvais pas dormir la nuit, alors ma mère était là avec moi. Elle m’avait vraiment aidé
durant ces 2 à 3 semaines.
Quelques jours après, je suis allée voir le docteur et il m’avait dit que les pilules m’avaient vraiment
affecté mentalement et que je devrais prendre une seule pilule au lieu de 2. Je ne comprenais pas
comment une pilule pourrait me changer, mais je savais que je devrais avoir confiance en mon
spécialiste.
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Plusieurs semaines après, je suivais les règles et ma famille a aperçu que j’avais beaucoup
changé. J’étais plus joyeuse, je sortais de ma chambre et je n’étais pas inquiète à propos des choses
inutiles! Personnellement, je ne voyais pas de différence, mais si les autres pouvaient le voir, c’est un
changement.
Pendant ces mois j’ai beaucoup appris. Ma famille est toujours là pour moi, je ne suis pas seule et
c’est important de demander de l’aide quand tu as une maladie mentale. Si je n’avais pas de l’aide, je
ne sais pas où je serais.
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Kearley Menne
First Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Labrador Region

A War Between Myself...

I

couldn’t breathe and air was running short. Here I was struggling, drowning, and as I looked
around, everyone else was happy, breathing okay.

That’s what it felt like; like the weight of all the world’s oceans were pulling me down to a
bottomless pit of sadness and depression where I couldn’t breathe; and as I’m drowning, everyone
else is above the water breathing, completely oblivious to what is happening to me. At this particular
moment though, no one was oblivious, because my mom was in front of me crying and wheezing up a
storm.
Not long after she started crying, the realization of what was happening hit me, and tears were
threatening to spill furiously over the edge of my bottom eyelid, like a waterfall on a cliff. We were in
the kitchen, I slid down the fridge very slowly. I joined her on the brown, laminate floor. It was cold, but
given the situation it seemed even colder, like ice. The whole kitchen turned into a battlefield, where
my mom had just found out that I had lost a war with myself. I had lost to the screeching voices in my
head. But not completely.
I ran my hand over my arm very slowly, as if I were terrified to what would happen or to what I
would discover, and in all truth I was. My cold, moist, tear-stained hand ran over my smooth, also cold
shoulder slowly, then across my elbow, then on the winner’s statement. The fresh and scarred cuts on
my forearm.
“W-why?” Is the only thing she could manage to choke out through the harsh stream of tears and
sniffles that had taken over her.
I realized then that I was alone with the woman who gave birth to me, whose heart I just viciously
ripped out of her chest, stomped on, and threw away, all in a matter of seconds.
We talked, but really, she talked and I sat there, listening and mostly nodded.
“We’re going to get you help…” she sniffled, but she spoke slowly, as if I were a baby deer, and if
she spoke too fast or loudly, I would bolt.
I got up very slowly, she followed, still very cautious of what she was doing. Then she hugged me.
She held me in a tight embrace that made me feel safe and loved. Something I needed so, so badly.
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I am getting help. That wasn’t just something my mom said to make me feel better. Yes, there
are times when I start to slip back into that bottomless pit of darkness, but I tell myself that I need to
be strong for my family, and hold on, because darkness is not where I want to be. I love my family to
the moon and back, and they love me just the same. They keep me on the surface of the water and
breathing, where I want to be so very badly.

Kearley is a grade 7 student who lives in Happy Valley-Goose Bay, Labrador. She loves reading, writing, singing
and drawing. In her spare time, she likes to watch cartoons and listen to her favorite bands, Falling In Reverse and
Panic! at the Disco. Kearley aspires to be an author or tattoo artist in the future.

Sarah Kent
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Labrador Region

Acceptance

“F

or after all, the best thing one can do when it is raining is let it rain.” A quote from the poet
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

Aches and pains are all my dad will feel as collagen overflows and floods his body for
the rest of his life. This had been going on for 19 years. I only found out this year how painful it was.
My world had just been turned upside down.
Scleroderma can involve hardening and tightening of the skin and tissues. Some people may think
scleroderma only affects the skin. However, the disease can travel deeper and affect blood vessels,
internal organs and the digestive tract. It can also cause complications with scarring of tissues on the
lungs and heart. This can reduce the lung function and cause congestive heart failure, along with
numerous other complications. If the disease affects your internal organs, you could develop a sudden
elevated blood pressure and rapid kidney failure.
Doctors are still unsure of the abnormal collagen production. However they do know the immune
system plays some part in it. The immune system attacks its own body, which causes inflammation and
overproduction of collagen. This happens for unknown reasons.
My dad has seen 5 doctors in total for his disease. They have advised him to stop smoking and to
move somewhere with warm temperatures. Almost all of the doctors and specialists advised him to
move to the warm temperatures. This advice was extremely important because my dad also struggles
with Raynaud’s syndrome. This causes areas of the body, most likely your fingers and toes, to become
cold or numb. This happens when you are in cold temperatures or stressed. The Raynaud’s syndrome
also causes smaller arteries to narrow, usually the areas that supply blood to your skin, resulting in poor
blood circulation. Sometimes when the temperatures are cold outside, my dad has to wear socks and
mittens to bed. If he does not do this his feet and hands will turn a chilling shade of periwinkle.
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Observing my dad’s challenges the past couple of months and how he deals with them has taught
me so much about self acceptance. Just acceptance in general too. So many people struggle to accept
themselves and others. My dad has taught me both. To accept that sometimes life isn't always a
walk in the park. Sometimes you will face challenges that may be life altering. My dad struggles with
everyday things from putting on his socks to picking up a glass. He learned to accept that. So did I.
Now when he needs my help I won’t sigh in exhaustion because i'm tired of hearing those four words.
“Can I have help?” Now I would jump at the chance to help.
The image of my dad's skin and hands may seem totally bizarre to others. But to me it's just part of
my hero.

Sarah is a grade 7 student who lives in Labrador City. She is an only child living with both of her parents. Sarah
enjoys dancing and reading in her spare time. She has received awards such as, second place at speech night and
has a poem published in the novel "Sailing On A Silver Bird". Sarah's inspiration to become a dermatologist comes
from her dad, who, for 19 years has and continues to, battle with scleroderma and Raynaud's syndrome.

Brooke Twyne
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Labrador Region

My Aunt Jill

M

y Aunt Jill was diagnosed with breast cancer on May 15, 2009, at the age

of 28. Almost immediately after having both breasts removed, she had six high-dose
chemotherapy treatments, followed by twenty rounds of radiation. On March 3, 2010, she was
told that the cancer was gone. Sadly, though, she was also told that she would never be able to have
children; the treatments had destroyed that dream.
In April, 2011, she got some news that turned her world around. She was 7 weeks pregnant. A
miracle! Her pregnancy went well until one month before her delivery date. She spent the month of
November quite ill. On December 7, 2011, she had her sweet baby girl, Payton Jillian. For two weeks
after the birth, Aunt Jill was still very ill. On December 23, 2011, her world was turned upside down.
The cancer was back.
Tests were done, appointments were made. On March 3, 2012, she heard the worst news possible.
The cancer was spreading and her time was short. I often marvelled that she handled that news with
such strength, because she did. She was so brave.
Aunt Jill left Alberta and made the move home to Buchans, Newfoundland and Labrador, to be
with family and friends. She arrived in July, 2013. My family and I were waiting to surprise her. It was a
great night! She was smiling from ear to ear. What a fighter she was! We spend the entire summer in
Buchans. Aunt Jill was having chemo, was in so much pain, but just kept on going. My brother and I
slept over with her every night. She spoiled us!! The kid in her was alive and well. She loved junk food
and almost every night was treat night.
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The end of August came and it was time for us to leave. It was hard to go. There were lots of
pictures, hugs and kisses that morning. What I didn't know was that would be the last time I would see
her. She died on April 6, 2013, a day I wish would never have come.
We went back to Buchans to say good-bye. It was the first funeral I had attended. Seeing her life
celebrated was really something! I heard about how she inspired all who knew her. People spoke about
her no-nonsense approach to life and how her life had been sprinkled with humor and infectious
smiles. Jill taught us how to love just by being who she was.
Payton, just 16 months old, will now have only our memories, pictures and the
messages her beautiful mom left us. These are my favorites: relaxing at the cabin, windows open,
listening to the waves at home on a quiet day, listening to the rain.
Her best achievement was learning not to be bitter about the cancer. Her strength was having a big
enough heart for everyone to fit.
Jill Skeard
Her life may have been short, but it was beautiful.
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Hunter Barton
First Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Central Region

Scared Silly

I

’ve encountered a lot of difficult tasks in my life; drove over every bump in the long, winding road
that is my childhood, but two years ago, something came up that would change me forever. It
was an event so intimidating that it would be a miracle to surpass it. It was my fifth grade talent
show!!! Yes, I, Hunter Barton, would have to step out on stage and perform a comedy act in front of
complete strangers. And unfortunately for me, I had stage fright.
It was mid-June, and birds were chirping along happily. Bees were buzzing around making honey
like it was nothing. We still had school, even though it was already a week into summer. I could have
been off actually having fun!! But instead, they insisted on torturing my brain in there. Nevertheless, I
got ready and swiftly slipped off to school, because we would get expelled if we didn’t (ironic, right?).
Anyway, after the usual routine of chatting with friends until the teacher started pulling her hair out,
the announcements came on. “Just a reminder”, said Ms. Antle. “Our talent show is tonight”,
Her voice was as bland as my mom’s lasagna. Despite this, her words gripped my mind, replaying
over and over again like a broken record. The talent show was really soon, and I didn’t think I’d be
ready to perform in a million years.
The rest of the day felt like it took forever. Science slowly slithered by. Nonetheless, it did end. So,
there I was, on the way to the talent show, with goosebumps the size of golf balls invading my arms,
feeling like I was being punched in the gut. Now, if only that had helped me remember my punchlines.
When I got there, I was a terrified ticking time-bomb about to go BOOM! Luckily, all my friends
were there, so we watched some of the other acts. There were marvelous magicians and musicians,
dancers and even a poet. It felt good to relax, but before I knew it, it was my turn to perform.
VROOM!!! Fear came racing back into me like it was about to win the Indie 500. My goosebumps
returned. I felt like I was in the middle of the apocalypse, until I simply stepped out on stage.
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At first, I thought I had died of fear and gone to heaven, but I was still out on stage. What I saw
didn’t scare me, it just reassured me that I would do well. All my friends were in the front row, cheering
me on, and the whole room was filled with little kids who had the coolest smiles I had ever seen. To
this day, I still don’t know what clicked inside me, but I just went out there and did what I do best;
make people laugh. And it turns out, everybody loved it. This experience taught me that no matter
what the challenge, you can always overcome it if you do your best.

Hunter is a grade 7 student in Grand Falls-Windsor, NL. He attends Exploits Valley Intermediate School where his
favourite subject is physical education; he likes to play basketball, both for his school and as a hobby. He also
enjoys art and unwinds by listening to some of his favourite songs. In the future, Hunter aspires to become a
professional basketball player or a physical education teacher.

Kailee Baker
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Central Region

A Written Problem

I

wandered through the noisy hallways of my new school. People bumped into me, and patted my
back apologetically. I kept checking each classroom door for the class list. In grade four I had a
lacking supply of height, therefore, most people towered over me like clouds. I finally found my
name. When I walked into the class, I was greeted by a tall, slim lady with dark brown hair, and a slight
tan. She smiled at me. I grinned and entered the class.
Once I found my seat, I frantically searched for some of my peers. I found three of my extremely
close friends. Seconds later, I heard the classroom door shut with a big BOOM! The teacher introduced
herself as Mrs. Hodder. At the time, I didn’t know the great impact that she would have on my life.
Later that year, we were introduced to the art of narrative writing. That is where my struggle
began. We were given our first writing piece. Frustration hit me in the head, big time. My mind went
blank. Mrs. Hodder approached me and asked why I hadn’t started my work. I explained to her that
I always had a weakness in the writing area. She replied, "We want wonderful writers, therefore, we
have to work to get them." I could not understand what she meant. Whatever it was, it didn’t help.
For the rest of Language Arts, I sat and did nothing.
The next day, I tried to continue writing the story. Once again, Mrs. Hodder came over to me and
asked, "Kailee, why haven’t you written anything?" I stared at the crumpled, bleached sheet of paper
in front of me. I squinted at her as if I couldn’t see. "I can’t write….I don’t know how…," I mumbled.
"We want wonderful writers, therefore, we have to work to get them," she repeated, once again. I still
didn’t understand what she meant.
From then on, I stayed in for lunches. We worked on developing my sentence structure and
description. I also developed independence. After that, I continued to improve my writing skills.
Eventually, we were going to be given our last writing piece. For once, I was excited to hear that it was
a narrative.
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When I received the task, I actually wrote! My hand was a motor. When I was finished, I was the
first person to pass in my work. As my teacher read, her mouth curled up into a smile. She said I did
great. I did so well that she asked me to type it up. So that’s what I did. My short story turned into a
book that came to be loved by many people in the school. It made me smile.
I now know what Mrs. Hodder meant what when she said, "We want wonderful writers, therefore,
we have to work to get them." I will always be grateful for her help and patience through the process
of teaching me how to write.

Kailee is a grade 7 student who moved to Newfoundland when she was six. Kailee enjoys playing basketball
with her school team. She also likes swimming, skiing, and writing in her spare time. Kailee has also won
several Remembrance Day awards in the past years. She has also written a book. Kailee would like to become a
neurosurgeon as a future career.

Zivaan Somers
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Central Region

My Immigration to Gander, Newfoundland

I

was nine years old when my family first decided to leave South Africa. We applied to go to
Australia and Canada. We were lucky to be accepted to both countries. It was difficult to decide
which country to live in. I had mixed emotions because we had visited both countries and really
liked them. In my heart I knew that I wanted to live in Canada but I would miss the hot weather.
It was a warm day in South Africa when we drove to Kingshaka Airport to leave for Canada. I
felt sad on my way there because I had to leave my dog, my grandpa, and grandma behind. I knew
that we had no other choice, but to immigrate. South Africa is a beautiful country with a very warm
climate, which I miss most. The beaches go on for miles wrapping around the entire coast. I miss the
smooth, fine beach sand that I used to squish between my toes, all the fishing that I used to do with
my grandpa and my older brother, and my grandma’s awesome cooking! I also miss going to all the
amazing restaurants along the beach with my family as well as visiting Ushaka Marine World, where we
could slide down the lazy river and see all the sea creatures in their tanks.
The one thing that I don’t miss is the crime! I did not like the corruption and crime that used to
be reported on the television and in the newspapers daily. We lived in a gated complex which was
surrounded by a long, barbed wire fence. The house had multiple burglar alarms. My mum and dad
both carried handguns for self-defence. We were only allowed to play outdoors if an adult was there.
Most of the time it was either grandma or grandpa. Mom was not allowed to drive to the stores with
Kiyaan and I, if dad was not there. We were not allowed to stay outdoors after sundown. I always
felt like crying every afternoon when we drove home from school, because we would see plenty of
homeless children, who looked younger than me, begging for money and food at the traffic lights. I
always wondered where their parents were.
We said our goodbyes to Uncle Sanvir and Aunty Judy. I was really excited once we boarded the
plane. This was the start to my new life in Gander, Newfoundland! It was a three-day journey, long but
interesting.
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This whole move was a life changing experience. We finally got away from all the corruption,
crime, and violence. My mom and dad now don’t have to carry any firearms and they don’t have to
worry about our safety. I can now play on the streets with my friends, I can walk to the store with
them, we can bike down to Cobbs Pond and to school on warm days. I can even take the bus to school
on my own! At last I am finally free!

Zivaan is a grade 7 student from Gander, NL. He moved to Canada with his family when he was nine. He enjoys
playing hockey, volleyball and practicing judo. He has just won a provincial second place finish award in chess,
and third place in his volleyball provincials. He wants to be a dentist and a doctor when he grows up.
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Katelyn Sawyer
First Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Eastern Region

The Horror of Abuse

M

ysteries and terrifying turns surround you, haunting the victims within its reach. Assault and
threat have been thrown in every way possible leaving me on the edge... at five years of age.
When will IT just leave me alone? The deceiving threats, the secrets, the threats of adoption…
each a player I have no control over... each shaping my character.
On August 15, 2008, my life took a frightening, unforgettable turn. All because of two torturous
words. Two words I cannot escape. Sexual Assault. As an oblivious child, I've been torn, limb by limb.
I still remember my lungs blazing to the point where I felt perished. I recall the pain and adrenaline
pumping through my veins, threatening to rupture. When IT all ceased, those hateful words continued
running through my head: "If you tell anyone about this, I will find you and kill you". Petrified. Scared.
I've kept this unspeakable occurrence boiling inside for eight long and grueling years.
Concealing IT was arduous, especially from my foster parents. Secrets have kept me from fully
bonding with my family. My secret life at home was dreadful and inhospitable. I was living in solitary
with no one to understand my brutal feelings. I despised my inability to successfully break free. I knew
by my parents' worried and dejected looks that they knew I was torn and depressed. What they didn't
know was my constant nightmare that took place while under their care.
The affect IT had on my adoption was horrific. The assault has left me confused and cautious of
my surroundings. My existence was confusing. I was being switched from one family to another almost
every week. My life was like a pendulum. Thankfully, one family made the choice to keep me. I felt
happy to have a family. But my nightmare didn't go away. What if this new family finds out about the
"troubled" kid in their hands? What will happen if they do?
The person who I am today is still silent… forever changed. Fortunately, I'm getting great help and
showing the courage to proclaim the truth to my parents about my past. There's still a mystery behind
my smile. I still feel and hear the screams of agony and the despicable threat running through my soul.
I still picture the teenager's face right before my eyes. My hope for release is being built slowly, very
gently. I'm always afraid to be knocked down. I wonder if some day my life will take a mysterious but
peaceful turn. My nightmare keeps returning like it's trying to grasp every inch of happiness that I feel.
I work hard in silence and let my success be my voice.
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If it weren’t for this adversity, I wouldn't be where I am today, ready to face my upcoming battles.
Ambition is the first step to bravery. The second step is action. You never know the importance of your
voice, until you've been silenced, and I refuse to be silent.

Katelyn Sawyer is a grade 7 honour roll student who attends Heritage Collegiate in Lethbridge, NL and is a multitalented athlete. She also sings, plays piano, guitar, and is learning to play the accordion. She has won awards
for her musical talents at the Kiwanis Music Festival. She is known for her constant smile and her ability to make
others feel happy and special.

Emma Coady
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Eastern Region

A Birthday Gift Not For Me!

Y

ou know your cellphone, the one that you always complain about because it does not work or
your bedroom that is “way too small”? There are people out there who do not have a cellphone
to complain about, they do not even have a bed to sleep in! Until visiting the Gathering Place,
I thought that being less-fortunate meant not having the latest iphone. But from this experience I
learned that there are people struggling and they need help. That’s why, for my 13th birthday, I asked
my family for an unusual birthday present.
In Grade 6, my class visited the Gower Street Church lunch program and it made me realize that
I needed to help people in some way but I was 12 years old, how much could I really do? I thought
about it a lot during this past Christmas season, and since my birthday was right around the corner, I
asked my family to give me things to donate to the Gathering Place. Going there was a turning point
for me because I learned about how fortunate I am. I discovered that people are not as lucky as I am.
Doing this made me a much more grateful person. When I saw people with so little, I realized how
much I really have and I appreciate it all so much more now.
After this experience I am a far less critical person because I now realize that some people are
having a hard time and I can not judge them for that. I should not judge someone as “weird” because
they do not wear brand name clothes, what someone has does not define who they are. I have learned
that people are still kind and caring no matter how much or little they have. What matters is not
material things, but who someone is on the inside.
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Not many kids would be happy to open their presents on their 13th birthday and find men’s socks
and underwear inside, but I knew that these gifts would be helping someone. I met with a volunteer
named Jane, and when I handed her the bag of clothes, the handle broke from the weight of it. She
said “most 13 year olds want as many gifts as possible for themselves, not things to give away to
others.” Her words made me realize that what I had done would really make a difference. I think that
this experience has been a turning point in my life because it opened my eyes to what is going on
around me. I discovered what poverty really is and it has taught me to be more grateful, accepting, and
caring. It has changed my life because it really made me realize what is happening near me, and I have
learned a lot from it. I believe that it has made me a better person.

Emma is a grade 7 student who has a very positive attitude toward life. She belongs to a church group and a
dance troop. Emma makes an impression that encourages others to do the same; her kindness is contagious and
she is more than willing to make a difference to all who she interacts with.

Michaela Wells
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Eastern Region

Everyone Matters

I

t was a normal lunchtime outside play day at school in fourth grade. The crisp October air was
swirling around us. Leaves were falling off trees like shooting stars in the sky. Down by the big
maple tree, a bundle of girls were jumping rope. A group of boys were running across the green
grass, playing tag.
Soon, the ringing bell marked an end to our freedom. As we lined up to go inside I noticed that
a classmate with special needs had tripped and fallen a few steps away from me. One by one, kids
skipped past him. That didn’t seem right so I offered him a hand to help him up. He thanked me; we
both smiled, and walked into the school.
The normal school day continued, I never really thought anymore about what happened. Later that
evening I told my mom about my day in school, like I always do. When I was done she said she was
proud of me. I asked why? She answered by asking me a question. “How would you have felt if you
fell and no one offered to help you up?” I said I would have felt pretty rotten. That is called empathy,
she said.
The definition of empathy according to Webster’s is “the feeling that you understand and share
another person’s experiences and emotions, the ability to share someone else’s feelings”.
Now that I’m older, I understand better what this means. It doesn’t matter who a person is,
what challenges they may have, or what they look like. He or she is a living, breathing, human being
and deserves to be treated with respect, understanding and inclusion. If someone is being bullied,
embarrassed or feeling bad about themselves I know now to be empathetic and, literally or figuratively,
offer a helping hand.
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One simple moment in my life really changed me as a person. When I see someone who is hurt or
upset, I get really upset too and feel bad for that person. My friends tell me sometimes that I’m too
sensitive but I guess empathy really is a part of my character now.
That day in grade four I helped the boy when no one else did because it felt like the right thing to
do, just a simple act of human kindness. But upon reflection, I am very proud of my younger self. That
day really shaped my character because I found a new way to look at life; through another person’s
point of view.
So I always remember, and so should you. Everyone matters.

Michaela is a grade 7 honour student in the late French immersion program. Dance is her passion; she is trained
in many styles of dance, is an accreditation examination student and has travelled widely to train, resulting in a
dance scholarship and an outstanding stage presence award. She is a 3 time public speaking champion and won
a student of the year scholarship in grade six. She is aspiring to become a school and dance teacher.
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Chloe Reid
First Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Western Region

Three Rays of Sunshine

I

must have been as happy as Charlie Bucket when he found a golden ticket when I first heard the
exciting news. My three adventurous, fun-loving cousins were moving from Ottawa to Corner
Brook! This ticket wasn’t worth an endless supply of chocolate bars, but instead countless hours of
fun, laughter and games with my cousins. When my mom reported this news, all of the possibilities of
what we could do together flashed through my mind.
We had visited the Tuckers several times before in Ottawa, although I had never had the
opportunity to really get to know the girls as well as I would have liked. This event took place in the
summer of 2013 when I was going into fourth grade. Now my grandparents had five little rascals in
town, Kate the oldest, Ella, who’s the same age as me, little Jane, my younger sister Rachel and I.
This milestone changed my everyday life. We did many activities as a group, which I thoroughly
enjoyed. Besides, the more the merrier! We attended the same French Immersion school, played
at each other's houses and visited our grandparents together. My cousins had this way of making
something as simple as a car ride into a memorable, fun occasion by singing silly songs. After school
was always a blast whether we did something outdoors or played a game using our imagination. From
those experiences, I have learned many valuable lessons that have helped me become the person I am
today. This was a turning point for the better.
Since we were usually together, my cousins felt like sisters to me. As you know, siblings don’t
always go together like peanut butter and jelly, so occasional disagreements between us did occur.
Collaborating with each other actually helped me practice cooperation;if we baked cookies, we’d have
to take turns using the kitchen utensils and work together to get the job done.
I’m the second oldest of my cousins so that gives me some responsibility. If Kate wasn’t around,
that left me in charge of keeping everyone in “one piece”. The little leader inside of me flowered into
a full bloom. I wasn’t usually someone who was very decisive, however, when it came to choosing
whose idea we’d carry on with, I kept us on track. I incorporated everyone’s opinions and took them
into consideration. I certainly owe it to my cousins for giving me a deeper sense of adventure and
courage. As the older cousins, we were privileged to be able to be on our own, which took us on many
adventures that tested my courage, skill and imagination.
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When my smiling, creative cousins moved here they brought their sunshine into my life. They have
had a powerful impact on my own world and the one around them. I’m thankful to know that if I fall
down, three bright girls will have my back, ready to make me smile.

Chloe is a grade 7 French Immersion student at Corner Brook Intermediate School. In her spare time, she
enjoys doing creative activities such as painting. She enjoys being active in both cross country and alpine skiing,
volleyball, baseball and cross country running. At school she strives for academic success by putting her best
efforts into all areas.

Mira Buckle
Second Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Western Region

The Year I Wore an Itchy Sweater

B

eing yourself is like wearing your most comfortable pajamas. It is your most relaxing suit! You
feel free when you aren’t pretending to be someone else. But, for years, being myself was like
wearing an itchy sweater.

When I walked into my class on the first day of grade six, I felt so happy to see my friends Jennifer
and Susan again! I said hi to them with a cheery smile, but when they said hi back, I sensed tension
and even disgust. I was a bit upset, but tried my best to shake off their rudeness. In spite of my efforts
their voices still chanted in my ear.
Later on in the day during gym class, I asked to be in their group for volleyball. Then Jennifer, the
most popular of our group, looked at me with the fakest smile ever and said bitterly, “No, we already
made our group.”
They continued to leave me out of their groups in subjects, in gym and at lunch. I was so
devastated. What happened to my awesome friends?
One day, I worked up the courage to ask them why they didn’t let me in their group anymore.
Susan looked at me and started giggling and then finally paused to say, “You think we want a weirdo
like you in our group? You have got to change to hang out with us!”
I wanted to cry but held back the warm, stinging tears and ran away.
When I got home I couldn’t stop thinking about Susan’s comments. I looked at myself in the mirror
for a long time. I finally knew why they thought I was weird; I didn’t wear the coolest clothes and I
didn’t play team sports, instead I sang and acted in my free time. I had a quick thought of joining the
basketball team and dropping singing but nipped that crazy thought in the bud. I loved my clothes,
singing and acting. I finally made the decision I would not change myself for them.
The next day I walked into school with a confident smile on my face and found Jennifer and Susan.
I looked at them with a glare and told them how mean they were to me and that I would never want
to be in a group with such self-centered and arrogant people. Well that sentence tore their confidence
apart. Since that day they haven’t dared to bully me again.
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Being bullied was a significant turning point in my life because it taught me to be myself and not to
care about what others think of me. I really do feel that this experience has made me a better person. I
realize being in a clique is harder than not being in one because you are constantly trying to alter your
life so you can fit in. I now have trusted friends who like me as I am, and as Dr. Seuss put it, “Why fit in
when you were born to stand out?’’

Mira is a grade 7 student who is learning French. In her spare time she likes to listen to music, go outside, hang
out with friends and read. Mira also is an active participant in the Rotary Music Festival in Corner Brook and
enjoys dancing, singing and acting. She would like to be a teacher, doctor or a lawyer when she is older.

Minahil Khan
Third Place – Grade 7
Newfoundland and Labrador English School District, Western Region

With a Song In My Heart

“K

eep calm and own the stage.”

My heart was racing, my pulse was rising and my spine was tingling. I couldn’t trust my
eyes when I glanced to the back of the gym towards all the rows and rows of people…I
could barely breathe.
All of this started when my mum had the idea of asking me to sing in front of the whole school.
I was shy so I decided not to, but then she brought out her secret weapon: food. She always gets her
way with me when she bribes me with food. In this case it was McDonald's Happy Meal containing
warm, delicious chicken tenders and crisp golden French fries cooked to a sizzle.
After the bribing was completed, I finally gathered all of my strength, walked up and asked my
principal if I could perform. Of course he was thrilled to have a student perform, and he was happy to
see I was trying to make a change in myself and overcome my shyness.
I sang. At first I forgot some of the words but I shook it off and started to feel more secure with the
gentle gaze of my mother supporting me.
After my performance was over I felt as if I had conquered the world. Soon after that performance,
a woman name Vanessa Lee strolled up to me and gave me some sort of paper with splashes of radiant
colors. The paper was a flyer for which “performers were invited!”. I was thrilled, yet confused in that
moment. Because of my misunderstanding of the situation, I thought she wanted me to come and
encourage the singers, but no…instead, she wanted ME to sing! I was so happy! But there was one
problem… I didn’t know what to wear! My mum suggested a purple silky top and black leggings and I
thought that was a great outfit and it made me feel more like a performer.
I crept up to the stage with tons of thoughts rushing through my head, but one thought caught
my attention: “Sing for ME,” my mom said right before I had stepped on stage. After that I felt more
confident about performing. I began to sing a classic from the 70’s musica, Grease, called “We Go
Together.” I saw smiles appear on many friends’ and family’s faces, and I was overwhelmed with joy. As
the audience was clapping, I bowed with pride thinking I had done something revolutionary. I did it! I
gained passion and confidence from these performances.
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Two years later I felt the urge to expand my musical abilities so I decided to play the Irish tin whistle,
which I love because of the beautiful sound. Performing makes me feel like I have a place in this little
town. People tend to know me as “the tin whistle girl” before they even know my name, and that
makes me feel like all of my hard work has paid off.

Minahil is a grade 7 student who was born in Wollongong, Australia. She is Muslim. She enjoys music very much
and she has been in many sports, including skating, tae kwon do, badminton, swimming, basketball and soccer.
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Raine Myers
First Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

Dip, Dip and Swing for Confidence

I

was quickly X-rayed and diagnosed with a fractured bone, but all that was nothing compared to
the simple but life changing words the doctor spoke next.

It all started in July. I had just demonstrated my rebellious brilliance by jumping off the steaming
steel roof of my car onto the cool grass below, when a burning pain shot through my foot and darted
into my ankles. I suddenly felt exhausted so I retreated to my cozy house for the night.
In the morning I admitted to my crime and injury. My mom intended to lecture me but for now
she just drove, while easing my pain with gelled Ice. We sat in a hot sticky emergency room for an
hour before being relieved of our long tedious wait.Soon I was quickly X -rayed and diagnosed with a
fractured bone, but all that was nothing compared to the simple but life changing words the doctor
spoke next. “Her legs aren't the same size“ he announced casually. Mom released a gasp.“It's probably
nothing to worry about’’ he said reassuringly. “But you should have a specialist double check.”
I was soon informed I had hemihypertrophy meaning that one half of my body was larger than the
other.It was more exaggerated in my legs so I would undergo a surgery to help fix it. After discovering
this, the way I thought about myself changed. I believed I was too uneven and misshapen to do sports
or physical activities so I avoided them.While my friends enjoyed basketball together I stayed at home,
lonely. Despite my great height, I felt terribly weak. But two surgeries later my parents asked me a
surprising question. “Want to try paddling ?” I agreed. It was astonishing .
Today I continue to paddle off-season . I've had another surgery with my fastest recovery yet .Not
only did paddling give me something healthy to do but it also gave me an abundance of new selfconfidence . Now I feel as strong inside and out as I did before the word “hemihypertrophy” touched
my life .

Raine is a grade 6 student who enjoys paddling and playing volleyball. In the future, she wants to be an actress,
singer, writer, interior decorator, teacher and artist. Raine has big dreams.
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Alanah Mariotti
Second Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

The Casting

E

very ride will have a few bumpy roads, but you have to buckle your seat belt, because you never
know what street you will drive down next.

Upstage Studios Theater. I was 10 years old, doing my 4th play, Cinderella. I was planning to
quit after this play because I started to lose interest. I never got any big parts because of my size. I was
quite small compared to everyone else, so that would make me a perfect little sister or dog in the ‘big
kid group,’ with teenagers!! I definitely wasn't expecting a lot from that audition.
About a week later, I was at my grandmother's house after school. The cold fruit washed down my
throat with a gulp of water. The loud ringing of the phone startled me as I was eating. I glanced at it
but didn’t pick it up, because it might have been for my grandmother. A faint “Hello?” came from the
other room, followed by a long pause. “Oh, sure!” My grandmother took the phone away from her
ear. “Alanah, it’s for you.” Setting down the fruit, I took the phone from her hand and put it up to my
ear.
“Hey sweetie!!”, I could tell it was my mom.
“Oh, hi!” I said.
“So it’s about the play…”
“Did you see the cast list?” I interrupted.
“Yes, I did. And I’m so happy to tell you, you got Cinderella!” My whole world stopped. WHAT! I
silently handed the phone back to my grandmother so she could hear the news. I was completely and
utterly shocked! My first main character!
After that semester of acting I kept doing plays and kept succeeding. I was Annie, Ariel, Anna from
Frozen and now Belle in our school play. That first casting made me feel so confident, and powerful. All
I had to do was buckle my seat belt and just keep driving!

Alanah is a grade 6 student who is an actor, singer, and dancer. She enjoys playing sports such as, soccer and
hockey. She hopes to be a radiologist in the future.
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Natasha Beuree-Edwards
Third Place – Grade 6
Halifax Regional School Board

The Day I Got My Life Back

T

he best day of my life so far has definitely been December 10th, 2015. That was the day the
recovery started; the day that was the first day of the rest of my life. The day I had my tumours
removed.

Driving through Halifax in the early morning, everything that had happened up to this point flashed
through my mind. All the pain of May, June, and July, of being told that I had two bone tumours in my
left foot in August,of being in a wheelchair for the past four months. But now, this was the start of a
new beginning. This was where everything was going to turn around.
We soon arrived at the hospital, and took the elevator up to the Operating floor. I’ve had tons of
broken bones in the past, and in 2015 I had had many appointments on the Orthopaedic floor, so I’d
seen quite a bit of the hospital, but I knew then that I would see two new floors: the Operating floor,
and the Residential floor. At the Operating floor, we checked in, then went to wait in a little room by
the desk. A few doctors came in the room to explain to us what was going to happen.
This would be my first surgery. I wasn’t sure what to expect, but I thought that I would be ready for
it. I don’t know what most people are scared of when it comes to surgeries, but I feared pain the most.
I had felt so much pain in the months leading up to this, I just wanted the pain to end… I wanted the
surgery to be smooth and simple, and for everything to be over afterwards.
In the Operating room, I put on the mask and felt myself falling asleep. As my eyes closed, my only
thought was that when I opened them again, the healing will already have begun.

Natasha is a Grade 6 student who enjoys writing, art, and playing sports. She also enjoys playing the piano, violin
and baritone. Natasha hopes to become an Orthodontist in the future.
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GRADE 7/8

Rory Schepp
First Place – Grade 7
Halifax Regional School Board

A Stormy Day with Bright Thoughts

O

n that dreary evening when I went to bed, I did not realize that when I woke up the next
morning my life would be changed forever. My life would be changed in a way that would make
me not just a better person, but a more compassionate and caring person; for looking into my
new sister's sparkling brown eyes changed me, and made my life better in a way that I will never fully
understand.
When I heard my father's voice I jumped up and sprinted to him as close to the speed of light as
I could run. As I gave my dad a hug he whispered, "Quiet, Rory. Anya and Ella are sleeping". I turned
around and tiptoed past Anya's room to Ella's room. As the door creaked open, I saw my new 1-yearold sister Ella. Seeing Ella, I remembered when I first saw my little sister Anya as a newborn almost
a year and a half before. As I looked around the soft blue room I saw the photos of China and was
overcome with peace. Ella suddenly woke up with a start and for the first time, I was able to look into
my new sister's sparkling brown eyes.
Standing there, the cold wood floors hard on my feet, I began to talk to Ella in a soft voice. In
a way, it was like she knew what I was saying even though just days before she was immersed in a
different language. In the only way she could, she replied with a small smile. Behind me, my mother
reacted in the same way and you could almost feel the joy that filled her heart. Once again the door
squeaked open and my father slid gracefully into the room carrying Anya with her dancing blue eyes
and pink outfit. For the first time, our family was in the same room. As my mother walked out of the
room, everything went still and silent.
As I stood there watching Ella in her crib, looking around, I could hear the house groaning with
the wind and the rain. I could smell the scrambled eggs on the stove, and I was surrounded by the joy
that filled the house. In that still room, my mind filled with deep thought; thoughts that slowly flowed
through my head. These were the types of thoughts that made one understand the world. In front
of me I could see Ella sleeping again, but this time, she was at peace with the world for what I will
assume, no matter how much it hurts me, for the first time.
I gained a type of wisdom that rainy morning. When I looked at Ella I realized I was in a world filled
with injustices, but if you try, those injustices can be changed. Even more importantly, seeing Ella as a
one-year-old, having spent her whole life up until then in an orphanage, helped me realize that if you
are in a situation that you can't do anything about, you might be able to rely on other people to make
things better. Also, when you feel lost, things can get better, so you should never stop going toward
something that you think is feasible and means a lot to you. If you work hard you might just find the
person that can help make that dream, that wish, that hope, a reality.

Rory is a grade 7 student who lives in Halifax, Nova Scotia. Rory's youngest sister Ella was adopted from China at
the age of one. In Rory's spare time, he rides his pony, Boston, and reads novels.
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Paige Bodnar
Second Place – Grade 8
Halifax Regional School Board

Burning Brighter

“I

survived because the fire inside me burned brighter than the fire around me.” — Unknown

Ashes. That’s usually all I can remember. But I still have those shaky nights where it all
comes back to me as clear as day. And I still have those moments that make me wonder,
“Who would I be without my past?”
It all started October 19, 2009 only weeks after the death of my beloved grandfather. Arriving
home after an evening swim practice my siblings and I opened the door to a haze of smoke and an
orange flame. Our desktop had ignited. With no fire extinguisher in sight we rushed back to the
car, while my sitter called my parents and 911. The breath of oxygen from the open door had been
enough. The flames took over. Heat and smoke filled the air. My tears were the only noise audible
besides the sound of falling wood and burning toys. The sirens came later.
Due to a miscommunication of address, first responders took over 45 minutes to arrive. Words
can't explain the fear that controlled my body. Petrified, I couldn't pry my eyes from the horrible scene.
Tears rolled down my face as I counted the pieces that fell, and the ones that simply burned. Fire
fighters focused their attention on the lingering gas tank positioned right beside the house, hoping
to avoid an explosion. The vibrant redish-orange flames engulfed my house and tore it apart piece
by piece. There was no freedom. I watched my house burn to the ground. Eventually, they put out
all traces of flames. There were no physical injuries and our garage remained intact, however mental
injuries were unavoidable.
The fire struck terror throughout my entire family. It implanted a fear in me, that to this day still
makes me uneasy. Sirens. They terrify me. Every whisper would fill me with dread. I believed it would
all happen again. I didn't feel safe, every siren threatening to repeat my past. As I was only eight at the
time the situation didn't make any sense to me. I was diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress disorder.
Fear riddled and confused, I needed some way to express everything that happened, so I was taken to
a psychiatrist.
Like most children, I was unwilling to open up to the doctor. I didn't see any reason for her to be
helpful. The same question paraded through my head during every appointment. “She hadn't gone
through what I had, what would she know?”. But soon enough fear gave in. I was tired of living
in a world where a single noise would bring tears to my eyes and my heart to a stop. The endless
conversations and modified board games helped. It allowed me to step out of that burning fear and
douse the constant images of fire and sadness. I restarted.
It’s been six and a half years since the fire. The nightmares become less and less frequent with each
passing year. But I doubt that I will ever find a time where I completely forget about that petrifying
might. I know I'll never forget how thankful I was that the cost was simply restless nights and not the
death or injury of anyone. Things and possessions can be replaced but loved ones can't; a lesson I will
carry with me forever.

Paige is a grade 8 student who enjoys reading and her favourite sport, hockey, which she plays at the highest
level available for her age group. Paige has a future that includes sports and academics at a high level.
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Johnathan MacKinnon
Third Place – Grade 7
Halifax Regional School Board

The Elephant

I

remember coming home from school one Thursday afternoon knowing that the next day I’d be
going to my Dad's house, and that's when it dawned on me. Why? Why do I have to go to a place
where I'm not treated as a person (let alone his child) but as an obstacle in the way of him and his
addiction. So I lied, I told him I had a birthday party to go to, a hockey game even, anything that would
let me stay around a caring family that values the safety of me and my brother more than an impairing,
easily-abused substance. This course of action, this way of relief from that stress, was the only thing I
figured I could do.
I think it was the anxiety; the feeling of lying in bed wondering if when I get up I won’t be able to
wake him. I worried for him and my brother. Deep down I knew it was his choice to keep drinking, but
at the same time it wasn’t just an addiction, to me; it was a disease.
I remember one night in particular, the night that this lifestyle changed. We were all sitting down
watching “Terminator Salvation.” Now this was common, it was something we’d do every Saturday
night. I glanced away from the television to see a glass full of rum. “Surprise, surprise,” I thought
to myself. About ten minutes passed before he started nodding off. I remember me and my brother
constantly yelling, “Wake up!” until there wasn’t even a point in trying to knock him out of his
drunken slumber.
More time passed in an iron curtain of near silence, aside from the occasional, inaudible moan. As
the movie drew to a close, out of nowhere he leapt from the couch and stumbled across the hardwood
floor like an elephant marching across a sandy plain. Whomp, whomp...Boom! Crash! The house was
shaking as he fell into the walls around him. Me and my brother looked at each other, we knew what
was going to happen. Bleh...Arghhhhh...Blehhhhhh! The horrid stench of alcoholic stomach acid filled
the room. After two minutes of disturbingly quiet dry-heaving, he waddled back to the couch. As if
nothing happened, he sat down and, in under a minute, he was out cold for the second time.
After I finished putting my brother to bed I whipped out my IPod and texted my mom to come pick
us up in the morning. That’s when I broke… tears rolled down my cheeks and pooled on my pillow. To
this day I still don't know why; I just couldn’t help it. After what felt like hours, I fell down into a tear
drenched pillow and into a restless slumber, waking up every thirty minutes in a ball of sweat and tears.
Hours went by until I finally fell asleep and stayed that way.
Honk! Honk! My eyes flickered open to a sun-filled room. I quickly, without thinking, got dressed
and ran down the stairs to see my dad and brother standing at the door. I said my goodbyes and
walked to the car. It was a substantially quiet drive home, but in the vale of silence my mind was trying
to piece together a world without my Dad.
***

It’s now Christmas and I haven’t seen my Dad in three months. This is when my Aunt hobbled
over to me and asked how I was holding up with what happened that Sunday morning. I said I was
doing fine and then asked what she thought of it all. What she said then I’ll remember for my entire
life. “I hated seeing your father drink, but I still loved him with all my heart, and I would cherish every
moment when he was sober because I knew it wouldn't last. I loved him even throughout his drinking
because I knew that that was the only thing he knew.”
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A tear rolled down her wrinkled cheek as I hugged her tightly. “He was like the son I never had,
and I just want you to know that he was a good man when he wasn’t drinking,” she mumbled through
pursed lips. “I wish I could remember those days,” I said as the salt of my tears entered my mouth.
After all I’ve been through, I’ve become stronger. Not only do I live a better life, I have a new
understanding of, not only his addiction, but of him as a whole and to me, that meant everything.

Johnathan is a grade 7 student who loves to write and play hockey. He has been in the Turning Points contest
before and won third place in grade six. Johnathan aspires to be a neonatal-pediatric surgeon.

GRADE 9/10

Sophie Doyle
First Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Tresses

I

sectioned off a piece of what I had left of my thin, blonde hair and wrapped it around my curling
wand. I felt the heat radiate off the tool and warm my hair. I knew I shouldn't be using hot tools on
my hair but my curling wand held the last few drops of self-confidence I had. The ringlet fell and I
brushed through it with my fingers. As my hand passed through, a large amount of hair came with it.
Tossing the wad of hair into the trash, I left for school, feeling angry.
As I walked to school, I drowned out the world with my music, trying not to think about the
appointment I had that afternoon. I entered the school grounds which was bustling with suburban
moms trying to corral their kids. Taking out my earphones, I headed toward the entrance. I could hear
a small voice squeak, “Mommy, why doesn’t that girl have hair?” This is why I wear my earphones. I'd
rather be blissfully unaware, instead of aware and unhappy. I knew she was only young but I couldn't
help being upset. The kid didn't know any better, I just wish I had been out of earshot when she made
the comment.
My chest began to tighten as last period neared. My mom arrived to pick me up and I got in our
car. She asked, “Are you nervous?” I pretended not to hear her. Of course I was nervous. Today I was
seeing a dermatologist for the first time. I was getting a diagnosis and hopefully, a cure.
We were ushered into the doctor’s room and welcomed by a few jungle animals. The paintings,
sprawled throughout the children’s hospital, were meant to make patients more comfortable but even
the friendly cartoons seemed to judge me. I waited anxiously until the door swung open and an old
man in a white coat walked in. He smiled as he pulled a pair of latex gloves from the dispenser. After a
few questions about my medical history he asked, “Is it all right if I examine your scalp?” I nodded and
he began to comb through my hair. “She has alopecia.” My diagnosis didn't surprise me; I expected
this outcome but my bubble of denial had finally popped.
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Alopecia is an auto-immune disease. The only effect was hair loss and there were no cures, just
treatments. With a straight face, I listened as the doctor told me the likelihood of regaining all my hair
was slim.
A few months passed and my hair continued to fall out. I had no hope of getting my hair back but
clung to what I had left of it like a childhood blanket. My parents had finally persuaded me to cut my
hair. The stylist asked me what I wanted, as if I had options. “Just shave it off,” tears flooding my eyes.
“Are you sure?” she asked. “Yes,” my voice quivered.
She slowly moved towards the razor. As the buzzing neared I held my breath. The first tress of hair
dropped to the floor and a wave of pain washed over me. My emotions overflowed and I started to cry.
Though I muffled my tears, I quickly grabbed attention from most of the salon. All eyes seemed to be
glued on me. The ambient sound of voices was replaced with silence and the gentle hum of the razor.
When she finished I glanced at the unfamiliar sight in the mirror. Trying to hold back tears, I forced out
a “thank you” and headed for the door. My father stood there waiting, eyes watering. A few stylists
told me I was beautiful without hair but their words were full of sympathy, not truth. I didn't feel
beautiful; I felt ugly.
I dreaded the thought of school, I didn't want to be seen. Morning soon came and I had to face my
peers. Shielding myself from others with my sweater’s hood, I neared my locker. A friend stopped me
and asked why I was hiding. I explained what had happened and she quickly yanked at my hood. Time
seemed to slow as heads turned towards me. I felt a weight lift from my shoulders, I felt free.
As my hood came down, my confidence went up. I thought that without hair I would be ugly but
the idea of beauty suddenly seemed so individualized. My appearance was not who I was or something
I wanted to control my life. I was not just my waist size, facial structure or hair. I was a person and I was
perfect the way I was. I lost my hair but I found my own definition of beauty.

Sophie is a grade 10 student who loves spending time with friends and family. She has a very bubbly and caring
personality. Sophie hopes to pursue a career in the medical field so she can help others.

Shawn Wagner
Second Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Hard Work for a Harder Goodbye

M

y whole life I’ve heard, “You better go visit him before it’s too late.” It was a constant burden
to visit him; to leave the comfort and convenience of my home to drive to PEI and visit my
grandfather. I never really paid much attention to that group of words, because that's all I
thought they’d ever be. Words.
This October, my grandfather turned ninety-seven years old. He lived in Montague, PEI on the
family farm with my uncle. I’ve always had a deep respect for him, he’s never missed a day of work and
has always told us, “If it’s worth doing, it’s worth doing right.” He was doing well for a ninety-seven
year old, with very little sickness, when we visited him for his birthday. Then the cold came. November
fifteenth he had a stroke; he could barely talk or move.
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Visiting him in the hospital was one of the hardest things I’ve ever sat through in my life. Seeing
him impatient, trying to get out of the hospital bed, but he just couldn’t. December first he passed
away. My mother was heartbroken, and going to school was even harder knowing she was at home
upset. That evening at supper, we had a gloomy meal of leftover chicken, while my was mom, trying to
hold herself together was booking a flight for my sister to fly from Ontario to PEI. The next morning we
packed up and left Hammonds Plains heading to Montague. We then arrived at our rented cabins, the
whole Verleune family waiting for us. And the most amazing thing happened. With all the tears and
sorrow, everyone found each other again. It was like crawling into your favourite cozy sheets at the end
of the day. Everyone was cozy in that welcoming bright log cabin.
We woke up around nine a.m. to get ready for the greeting hours. We rose to a beautiful, thick
layer of snow; but not a pleasant phone call. The grave keeper could not dig the grave. There were
too many stumps in the way and he couldn’t handle all the work alone. Hearing his voice slowly say
those words through the safety of the speakerphone sent a rush in my body and filled me with anger. I
volunteered to help dig, as did the rest of the sons, son-in-laws, and grandsons.
It began with six guys, two shovels and two axes. We took turns swinging at the unforgiving block
of wood in the frost covered dirt. It was hard work, trying to stay warm but not sweat at the same
time. After hours of exhausting work with very little progress, we had to get back to the cabin and out
of the cold darkness. I was very upset because the official funeral was scheduled for the next morning,
with no grave to lay him down in. That evening we planned to wake at seven a.m. and rent a mini
excavator to be done on time. It would be a very rough morning, but sacrificing some rest for a man
who worked his whole life didn’t seem to be a bad deal.
At six forty-five, a tree fell on the side of our cabin. Peeking out the window to find the culprit of
that sound, I felt like I was inside a snowglobe looking out. Then came the absolute worst news we
could have received, all stores were closed and there was no power except in the church. But we had
to finish the job. We all climbed into the two rental trucks and headed to the local power equipment
store. The store owner was there shoveling the parking lot and had no plans of opening soon. We
explained our situation, and I pitied myself for nearly guilting him into bringing the equipment to the
church.
That morning we worked as hard as we possibly could. With my uncle skilfully operating the
excavator, cousin Chris and I taking turns on the shovel, we were slowly digging deeper in the dirt and
closer to closure. Then the joyful moment came at ten a.m., an hour before the funeral, we finished
digging. The job was done but the painful part was just about to begin.
Laying him down, was harder than any of the physical work. It felt like someone had stolen my
sense of ‘everything will be alright’. I felt proud I could finally do some work for grampa.
“If it’s worth doing, it’s worth doing right”

Shawn is a grade 10 student who plays hockey and basketball. In his spare time he is rebuilding his own truck
and working for his father’s construction company.
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Robin Wells
Third Place – Grade 10
Halifax Regional School Board

Practice Makes Perfect

I

stepped confidently into the store, striding past the displays of smartphones, past the TVs. I turned
left, swerved right. I had arrived. Standing in front of me in a glass display case were dozens
of beautiful guitars. There was an assortment of Les Pauls, Strats, Teles, and I even glimpsed a
Epiphone Casino.
After a couple of seconds admiring these beautiful weapons of rock and roll, my parents finally
caught up to me. My stepfather picked out a Squier Stratocaster set that came with an amp and
passed it to me. My dreams were coming true. For years I’d been idolising the rock gods who had
started with crummy guitars just like this one. I paraded triumphantly up to the cash register in the
front of the store and paid for half of my newly acquired prized possession, my parents begrudgingly
coughed up their promised half.
As they finished up, I took my new, cherished guitar out to the car. The whole ride home I could
see my newfound epic destiny playing out before me. Finally we turned the corner to my street and
I started to vibrate with excitement. I just couldn't wait to get home and start shredding awesome
solos and pounding out crunchy riffs. I could already see myself up on stage, dressed in a swath of tie
dye and an array of leather, following in the footsteps of my heroes, with millions of fans chanting my
name.
Finally, I heard the familiar sound of the crunch of gravel beneath the Prius’s tiny wheels. Before
we even came to a stop, I jumped out of the car with the guitar tucked precariously underneath my
arm. I bounded to the front door in a span of three great big leaps. I punched in the code and carefully
manoeuvered inside.
I sprinted upstairs to the living room, set the box on my couch and jogged into the kitchen to grab
a pair of scissors. I wearily walked back to the living room; I didn't see how I could be Jimi Hendrix if
I couldn't see at all! I slid the scissors along the seam of the box, right where it was bound with tape.
I heard my parents come through the door, but I couldn't care less. I just had my first glimpse of my
marvelous new axe. My mom muttered something about a concert later. I set aside the guitar, picked
up the amp and plugged everything in. Once the guitar was back in my hands I could feel the electricity
running through my fingertips. I flipped the switch. This was it, my moment of triumph.
As the switch flipped, sure enough, a couple of seconds later there was a buzz. I felt completely
confident as I brought down my picking hand in a decisive sweep, bathed in an aura of jubilation and
finality. I seized my hand into some absurd gesture on the fretboard, and heard the squeal that ended
the world as I knew it. I kept trying. After several minutes of the most awful series of sounds I hopefully
will ever produce, I decided to try switching positions, flipping switches and changing picks. Yet again
I was met with sad, muted sounds and loud buzzing. I chalked it up to the guitar not being broken in.
Over the course of the next several days, my playing didn't improve; I knew my guitar not being broken
in excuse was on thin ice.
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I decided to ask my stepfather for help, he is an experienced musician and songwriter. As I walked
down the stairs to his office I could feel my face reddening with each step I took. When I turned the
corner to go to his office, I felt absolutely humiliated. He had obviously heard the pitiful noises coming
from upstairs and had a slightly smug look that told me he'd been expecting me. After muttering
something about how maybe he could show me a thing or two, he picked up his Danelectro U3 and
leapt to his feet. After giving me a few pointers and showing me a simple song to play, I went upstairs
to practice.
After weeks of practicing religiously after school, a few songs under my belt and some tricks of
the trade painstakingly acquired, I finally realised that all skills require hard work and practice, and that
guitars weren't just magically played with lightning fast fingers and teeth, they were played with chords
and a pick, along with some hard earned skill.

Robin is a grade 10 student who attends Charles P Allen High School. He is a member of 342 Air Cadets
squadron. Robin has also represented Nova Scotia globally in Destination Imagination, an engineering and
creativity competition.

GRADE 11/12

Gabrielle Doucet
First Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

The Gift

N

umbers were frantically swimming around my head as the first bell rang to commence the school
day. However, I didn’t find myself inside a math class. Instead I found myself in the guidance
counselor's office.

Eleven million. It might not seem like a large number, but it becomes incomprehensible when you
think about it in a real life situation. However, by a real life situation I am not referring to one of those
ridiculous math word problems where they ask you how many watermelons Suzie has to buy.
This number isn’t fictional. It is terrifyingly real. This number represents the amount of the Syrian
population that has been forced to leave their homes or have been killed. Eleven million represents
about fifty percent of the country’s total population. Of these numbers, Canada has accepted twenty
five thousand refugees. Despite having heard these numbers before, they never became real for me
until that morning in the guidance counsellor’s office when I met three new students; a girl named
Rama and two boys named Aref and Abdullah.
Ms. Adams had been informed just before the end of the school day that the next morning we
would be receiving three new students. They were new to Canada, and had come from a refugee camp
in Jordan. She had asked my friend Tyra and I to help introduce them to the school.
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As we all sat around a wooden table in the office, we quickly discovered that they had about as
much English as we had Arabic. The school hadn’t been supplied with a translator; so we all tried our
best to manage with encouraging smiles and hand gestures. In the morning, I had the responsibility
of showing Abdullah around the school. Despite the fact he had the least amount of English, his eyes
shone and he had a large grin. The faces of the other two didn’t have quite the same joyfulness as
Abdullah. In particular, I noticed that Rama’s face was very strained, and I could sense her tension.
My friend Tyra told me that when she was showing Rama around, she had been quiet. She had also
expressed that she didn’t like Canada very much.
When lunch hour finally arrived, they all agreed to eat lunch with us. As we entered the cafeteria
it was bustling with activity, as people weaved around the room in organized chaos. We pushed chairs
up to our table, and I slid my black binder out of my backpack. I had an idea how to communicate with
them.
I started drawing different sports and activities. Through an indication of thumbs up or down, I
started learning more about them. Aref’s eyes shone as brightly as Abdullah, and he started to come
out of his shell. He grabbed the pen and began drawing all over the page.
We found out that although it was limited, Aref had enough English that through simple drawings
and words we could have a conversation. He was quite the comedian. He drew a picture of a girl on
the page, and told me that I looked like the Mona Lisa. He also tried to tell me that Abdullah liked to
eat shoes. He would finish every joke with a sly little wink.
We would inevitably hit a language barrier every once in a while, but instead of being discouraged
we all goofily worked our way around it. Rama remained quiet, but I noticed the corners of her mouth
curling up into a playful smile.
I paused from the banter with Aref, and watched Rama’s dark eyes gaze around the cafeteria. That
is when I noticed she had something clasped in her hand. I tapped her hand lightly with my fingers,
and asked her what she was holding. Rama turned over her hands and revealed a small bracelet.
The bracelet had two delicate chains that ran together into exotically colored beads. As I studied the
bracelet more closely, to my surprise, Rama fastened the bracelet around my wrist.
In a calm voice, she started repeating a word very softly. She grasped my hands, and I realized that
the word she was repeating sounded very similar to the French word cadeau. That is when I realized
what she was trying to do. She was trying to give me this bracelet as a gift.
As I sat with Rama still clutching my hand, a girl named Clara approached our table and sat down.
Clara could speak some Arabic, and she told me that Rama said she had received this bracelet in Syria
when she was little, and she wanted me to have it. I couldn’t have been more touched. Eventually I was
able to get Rama to take the bracelet back, but that moment was the true start of our friendship.
Since this first day, I have come to know these three people more and more. I can’t pretend to
understand the extent of the horrible things that they have had to go through, but this is what I do
know. Just because they are in Canada now, in a country without war, it doesn’t mean they are at
peace. They are still damaged from their experiences. In certain ways, they haven’t received the help
they need and deserve since arriving in Canada.
I have also come to realize the following …everyone has a story. Everyday you are a part of
someone else’s story. Since that sunny Friday morning that we met, in some way or another I became a
part of theirs. I know for certain that they have become a part of mine.

66 |

Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

Nova Scotia

In small ways, every lunch hour I hope that Tyra and I can help things be a little easier. When Rama
tried to give me that bracelet, it was symbolic to her showing gratitude. However, the best gratitude I
have received wasn’t in the form of a bracelet. It is in Abdullah’s grin, Aref’s laugh, Rama’s soft voice,
and the hope that someday they will be truly happy. That is the gift.

Gabrielle is a grade 12 French immersion student who enjoys reading, playing soccer, and music. She particularly
loves teaching and playing ukulele in her community. She will be attending The University of Kings College in the
fall of 2016.

Levi Marshall
Second Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

A Little Bit Wiser

T

aking a path that appears difficult can be scary, but no matter how big the bumps ahead appear,
do not avoid it out of fear, for it may lead you to an abundance of possibilities.

In the Summer of 2014, I was offered a job on a project in my hometown, Membertou. It
was an opportunity to work with my passion of filmmaking, and earn some cash for the upcoming
school year. Although it seemed like an offer I could not refuse, I contemplated declining it; aware that
I would have to live with my father, whom, at the time I was not a huge fan of. A year and a half later,
I am truly thankful for having accepted it. I matured so much in those two months; growing a greater
appreciation for my home life, a firmer understanding of my heritage, and an actual relationship with
my dad. Do not shy away from choices that appear difficult as the end result can lead to a much
brighter future and sense of pride that will carry you much further.
Within my first week of living on the reservation, I was introduced to a life without internet access,
cable, friends, and a significant less amount of food.
“Oh shit!” were the first words I spoke as I set down my bags in the doorway of my new home. To
be brutality honest, I did not feel confident that I could tolerate these living conditions for two whole
months.
It was not until three weeks after my arrival that I began to adapt to this foreign lifestyle, but, oddly
enough, it was the first time in my life that I felt as if I was truly living. My father was not a cook, so
preparing the meals were left up to myself. Not to mention my dad did not have any spare beds, so I
took the couch. I had never missed my parents, my cozy bed, and delicious meals so much. I learned,
however, that I had it pretty good in Sackville. There are so many people living all around me that do
not have the privileges I do. Having no phone gave me the chance to explore my culture and I was very
lucky to have gained the knowledge that I did. I felt that these practices were fitting for me and after a
time of questioning my beliefs, I discovered what made sense to me.
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I had always been aware of my Mi’kmaq culture and practiced the traditions occasionally, but I did
not fully understand their teachings. Through my work, I learned how to build a sweat, the importance
of the sacred fire, and to experienced how healing Talking Circles can be. These concepts felt natural,
were not far from what praying methods I had already taken on. One teaching that resonated with
me was about love and forgiveness. As a people, we had fallen time and time again, but, we always
forgave those who knocked us down. I soon forgave my father for being an alcoholic, and for the first
time, I was at peace with the fact that I cannot change him; what I can do is offer him my love and
support if he wanted it.
My parents were split; I lived with my mother. I did not know my dad too well, since my sister
and I only visited during times when school was out. Usually we only went to see him because it was
routine and he wanted us to be there, not because we wanted to be there. This was largely because
of his horrid wife who made our stays with them a living hell. She would insult us because we were
only half native, and she would take any opportunity to take a stab at our mother. Since we were so
shy, we tried our hardest to ignore what she said and did not tell our mom or dad. I will never forget
the day I saw her kissing another man, confirming the rumors of her cheating to be true. Soon after, I
built up the courage to tell my dad, eventually sending her packing. It took us twelve years to have our
dad back, and almost immediately we started to go on outings and adventures together; we were once
again a family; I had never felt so happy.
This journey of sixty days taught me some of my greatest life lessons, as it was a period of healing
and a true testimony to my resilience. Moving back to Membertou, the place where I had left so much
behind, was truly when I began to appreciate the prosperous life I live in Sackville. It never before
dawned on me just how much there is to do in my community, and how much I take for granted. For
years, I struggled with my religion and, quite honestly I felt as if I was on the verge of losing my faith.
Along the way, I was reintroduced to my culture and opened myself up to participating in ceremony. I
began to rebuild my beliefs, especially with my father. It was not until I lived with my dad that I started
to build a meaningful relationship with him, and he became one of my best friends. Each path we walk
brings forth its own bumps but do not fear to walk it because no matter what comes out of it, at the
very least, you shall come out a little bit wiser.

Levil is a seventeen year old Mi’kmaq teen from Membertou, First Nations. He’s the Co-President of Sackville
High School and has spent most of his high school years volunteering with clubs, such as: Students’ Council,
Improvisation, Youth Advisory Council. Levi uses his talents in film work to create awareness for social issues he’s
passionate about. Levi aspires to become a successful television producer.
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Curtis Caron
Third Place – Grade 12
Halifax Regional School Board

What I Bring to the Table

I

never used to make choices for myself; I would always rely on my parents to make them for me.
They were always there to help guide me and push me in the right direction. Now that I am older,
I am more responsible. I can drive a car, speak two languages fluently, and have a job. Now I can
be comfortable and content on my own, without the anxiety of being alone. I am really proud of the
person I have become in the past couple of years, and I have no one to thank but my parents!
Coming out of any shell isn’t easy, but one of the things that helped me along the way was
accepting the person that I am. I am a 17 year old boy with cerebral palsy on the entire right side of my
body. Cerebral palsy is a serious condition marked by impaired muscle coordination being spasticity or
paralysis. It is normally caused by brain damage before or at birth.
The doctors believed I had a stroke during the first few moments of birth. My mother first noticed
something different when I crawled around on the floor. My wrist was broken and it appeared I had no
pain. Having a stroke can be very critical and most of the time, depending on where it happens in the
body, the person usually does not survive. I was extremely lucky, and I am very fortunate to live the life I
live today.
When I was younger I knew how to cope as a child living with a disability. Elementary school was
difficult. I found myself surrounded by a group of 6 year olds who didn’t understand how to use their
consciences. I was in a classroom with able-bodied children, and if there was a child with a disability,
then it usually was a mental one that required an EPA assistant. Most of the time, the kids made the
assumption that I belonged with that group and told me I couldn’t participate in the playground
activities.
I didn’t learn to accept myself until about five years ago when I joined a local table tennis club in
Cole Harbour. I had met a coach when I was still in elementary school and tried the sport out, but I
found I was too young and couldn’t stay focused. The coach was a retired school principal, and had
previously represented Canada in the Paralympic games. He found me one day while substituting at my
school. He must have seen me struggling on the playground because he quickly approached my father
and told him,” I think your son can play for Canada one day”.
It is amazing to think how one sentence can have such a huge impact on a person’s life. Looking
back now, I remember learning the forehand and backhand strokes and immediately having a passion
for the sport. Table tennis was perfect for me. In the past, I had tried several sports and I had fun
playing them, but I realised my disability would usually get in the way. With table tennis I discovered
that I could have fun and also compete against the able-bodied players and win!
Table tennis has been a great experience for me. Looking back on my first international tournament
in San Diego, California makes me think of all the great opportunities I have been given. At the time, I
was a nervous fifteen year old. It was my first time representing Canada at an international Para event.
I remember feeling uncomfortable around so many people with physical and mental disabilities because
I had never considered myself to be a person that had one. Usually I am surrounded by able-bodied
people, so to be around so many people with disabilities was nerve-wracking for me.
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The first day I lost every match and I was disappointed in myself for losing to athletes with such
physical limitations. The night after the competition, I looked at myself in the hotel mirror and realised
that a lot of the athletes had less significant physical disabilities than me! It made me realize that there
was nothing I could do about my handicap and that I shouldn’t let people label me based on what they
saw.
Participating and being active in a good school atmosphere has helped me a great deal. It gives me
something to do and a sense of purpose. School has always given me something to achieve whether
it is evolving as a person, competing on a school sports team, or trying my best in my studies. I am
fortunate to be in a school with amazing classmates and exceptional teachers. Some of my notable
achievements have been leading my team to table tennis provincials and achieving “high honours” for
academics.
I am proud of the choices I have made so far and I’m fortunate for the opportunities I have been
given. Table tennis has given me a new perspective. It allows me to bring something new to the table.
Some of the accomplishments that the athletes in the gym can do are unbelievable considering their
disabilities, and it always reminds me of how grateful I am. However without my parents constant
support I would not be the person I am today. I am happy to have them with me every day, and I am
excited to see what the future holds!

Curtis is a grade 12 French immersion student at Dartmouth High School. He is a 2015 Para Pan-american
participant in table tennis and enjoys socializing with friends,.
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Allan St. Pierre
First Place – Grade 11
Tollgate Technical Skills Center

From The Nights I Tried To Give Up to
The Days I know I Can Do It

I

am a grade eleven student and I just turned 17 years old. I used to be an angry young man, always
in trouble, but last year, starting in grade ten, I decided I needed to change before I was either dead
or in jail. Realizing this, I told my parents that I wanted to die and they told me that no matter how
bad it got and no matter how much trouble I got into, they still loved me and that they would always
be there for me. They called the police and helped me get help and helped me find out who I was; they
told me that I was not a bad person. That was when things started to turn around for me; they did not
call the police to have me arrested, they called the police to get the services to get me help. They loved
me, they did not hate me I finally started to see this.
I was angry with everyone, I was angry with my family, my fellow students and myself. I would
yell and throw temper tantrums. I sometimes got physical and this made people afraid of me and not
only because of my size; I am 6`4”and 240 pounds. When I got angry my face would change and my
eyes would turn black, making me even scarier looking. I bullied everyone around me and made sure
everyone was afraid of me. I did not want anyone to get close to me. I broke into a house by kicking in
the door. I got in trouble with the law a many times. I was physical with my family; I scared them with
how angry I was.
I noticed that being a bully did not get me respect. It made people scared of me and not want to
be anywhere near me. I was starting to scare myself with how out of control my anger was. I could not
control myself anymore. I did not know who I was or where to go for help as I had chased everyone
away, or so I thought. I wanted to learn more about myself, my culture and my heritage. I wanted
to learn to control my anger and learn how to treat people better so I could be proud of myself, not
ashamed anymore. Up until now I was so depressed I felt suicidal. I told my family and that was when
I realized my family may have been afraid of how I was acting, but they still loved me. They had not
given up on me and they finally broke through my anger. I listened to my parents and made some
positive changes in my life. I made new friends and I started going to school regularly and working on
my classes.
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I attend Aboriginal homeroom at my school where I am learning about my culture and I am
finding that it helps me understand who I am and who I want to be. I have learned about the Seven
Grandfathers at school and I realize that is the way I want to live my life. I want people to respect me
for how I treat them not because they fear me. I learned that fear is not respect, it is the opposite
of respect. I try to practise the Seven Grandfathers every day in my everyday life. I learned that by
respecting my elders and others, I am also respecting myself. I start every school day by saying thanks
to the Creator for the day and for everything in it by saying the Thanksgiving Address. I now feel it is
important to say thanks for everything I have and for all the sacrifices people have made to help me.
I still want to learn drumming and go to a sweat lodge. I go on school trips where I can learn more
about who I am and where I can learn more about what the future holds for me. I visit colleges to see
where I can go when I graduate and I go to lacrosse tournaments. I have gone on trips where I learn
about the world around me and all the things in the world that I did not know were there.
My grade 10 year when I was sixteen years old was definitely the turning point in my life. I realized
I could lose my life and my family at any time if things didn’t change quickly. The thing I needed to
change was me. I needed to change myself but did not know how or if I could, but with the love of
my family, I started to change. I used the lessons I learned from my ancestors to turn my life around. I
also feel that because of my family standing by me, even when I did not deserve it, I turned to positive
change. I also think that by continuing to follow the path of my ancestors and by following the rules of
the Seven Grandfathers I will continue to thrive.

Allan is a grade 11 student who lives with his mom and step dad. He has a brother and sister that don't live with
him and who he dose not see. He likes to be with his family and friends. He would like to be a game coder when
he has finished school. He does handy work for people if they need an extra hand doing chores.

Kayla Fyfe
Second Place – Grade 11
Bayside Secondary School

To This Day

I

t was June 25, 2015, when my life turned around. To this day, I can still remember the feeling of
loss and anxiety. I still feel a sense of heartache and affliction. It was this specific day that changed
my life forever and I never will forget the misery of what happened.

On June 24, 2015, my younger sister, Amber, decided to have one of her beloved friends stay
the night. We lofted at the local beach and enjoyed a nice meal at a quaint hamburger joint a couple
blocks away. We captured the moment by taking many pictures, building the tallest of sandcastles
and running into the swaying waves that side-swept our shins. Much like the waves at the beach, we
crashed into our bed, blinded to our horrible fate.
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It was at 4 o’clock in the morning, the entire neighborhood asleep, when a loud thump against the
wooden door woke my sister and her friend. They thought it was nothing and ignored the noise. A few
minutes later, a much louder banging noise pounded against the door. Only this time, someone did
wail. An older gentlemen shrieked the words, “Get out! The house is on fire! Go, get out!” Amber and
her friend raced upstairs to wake my mom and dad. My dad told the two girls to get as much as they
could. I was still asleep in my bed, waiting to be woken up for my early shift at Tim Horton’s. My sister
and her friend left the house and my dad came into my room. He shook the bed and quickly warned
me of our misfortune. I raced downstairs with only the clothes on my back and grabbed one of my four
pets. I grabbed my cat and held him tightly in my arms and raced to the door.
A great cloud of grey smoke filled the air and I could no longer see what was in front on me. It
was as if someone turned all the lights off and there was nothing but my senses to guide me to safety.
I grabbed the car keys and backed out of the driveway. It was in an instant that I knew that I had lost
everything. My mom and dad both stormed out of the house with the dogs by their side, although
we had one more pet. My cat, Lola, was hidden underneath the bed in fear. My dad dashed into the
house, and flipped the bed to save Lola. As we placed the animals in the car, tears streamed down my
face like running water. My family and I watched our possessions perish under the flames that scorched
the roof. Forced to find a new place to call our own, we decided to stay with my uncle and aunt for the
meantime.
We went to buy some new clothes and clean up. I never thought shopping would be so pitiful. I
felt as if I was an outsider in a world I once knew so well. Other shoppers looked at us like we were
bums. All we had on was a pair of pajamas as we walked through the store. At that moment, I felt so
upset. I didn’t know why or how this could have happened; all I knew was that whatever happened
wasn’t good. As we went back to my uncle and aunt’s home, we decided that it would be best to stay
with them under the circumstances. It was not ideal, but I was grateful. So, although it may have not
been the best situation, it was my duty to make the best of it.
Once the ashes had settled, I entered my smoky home once again. To this day, I can recall feeling as
if I were an intruder, someone who no longer belonged. As if I had become a whole new person and I
was no longer my old self. I can still remember the feeling of moving everything that had escaped the
fire’s reach from my house. We had one day to pack our lives away. It was like all the emotions I had
bottled up exploded, like a cap on a over-filled bottle, as I sat on the top of the my staircase for one last
time.
Even though, this entire experience seems like a completely grim situation, I can truly say that I have
never felt more like the person I wanted to be. It was a scary wake-up call, but through this, I have
learned so many things. My advice for anyone who may have suffered a traumatic experience such
as mine is to keep your head up. It may seem like a doomed fate, but things get better. I have a new
home, I still have all my family together and I’ve been able to learn new and valuable lessons that I will
cherish for the rest of my life. To this day, I can honestly say that I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Kayla is a grade 11 student from Bayside Secondary School. Kayla has a small family with one younger sister, two
lovely parents two dogs and two cats. In her spare time she participates in many activities such as senior girls
rugby and air cadets. Kayla hopes to be a published author.
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Sydney Staats
Second Place – Grade 11
Brantford Collegiate Institute

The Unbearable Truth

W

hen you hear about depression you could never imagine the pain and utter loneliness it can
bring you. You wouldn’t for a second think about the pain and hurt you have to hide from the
world and from your famil, not the tears that run down your tired eyes during the middle of
the day and not just at night like some think.
Correct me if I’m wrong but do we truly know the science behind depression. Sure it’s the lack
of serotonin in your brain or, since it can be hereditary, you just happen to be one of the unlucky
people who are suffering from this illness. To say it’s an illness wouldn’t even come close to explaining
how sick it makes you. It absolutely confuses me to think that the most kind-hearted and genuinely
amazing people in this world suffer from such an unbearable illness. I understand completely that it
varies in struggle in different ways for different people, and when I say this I mean that not everyone
has depression in such powerful forms as the next person. I’m not saying that you’re less important
because you may not be struggling as much as someone else because regardless of how hard it may be
to fight, everyone’s struggles and hardships are just as important as anybody else’s.
I guess now would be a good time to start talking about my struggle because this essay is not, in
fact, about the causes, the hardships and the background behind this monstrous mental illness. The
start of my life event begins at a pretty young age. I guess I knew there was something that didn’t
quite make sense to me as a kid because I sort of understood that a “blue mood” was something that
comes and goes as it pleases. When I started self-harming that’s when I knew that something was
seriously problematic for me. For years I had never mentioned anything to a single person because my
12-year-old brain assumed it would pass. Sadly, however it did not. It’s crazy to believe how wrong I
was and how my life would change in a way that I would never have expected.
I have been diagnosed with severe depression and my story has become very significant to my life
so that is why I’m sharing it. Self-harm and bad thoughts were the least of my worries. Frankly I never
gave it a second thought because I didn’t care. My mind told me that no one would care about my
cries for help so I thought if this is what my own brain is telling me then it must be true. However, I
didn’t realize how heart-breaking it would be for my friends and family to later see what I had done to
myself. I wasn’t capable of understanding the care that others had for me because I didn’t have it for
myself.
I had created scars along my wrists because it was my release. It became a sick and twisted
addiction. I didn’t know how much it would impact my life until early this year. I feel that if I had gotten
the help I needed instead of listening to the deafening thoughts in my head telling me that no one
would care whether I was breathing or not or when I realized something was different and not in a
good way, then maybe my life wouldn’t have gone as far downhill as it did.
On April 9 ,2016, I attempted suicide. The night this happened was the scariest and most regretful
moment of my 16 years of existence. Twenty-eight pills was what it took for me to realize the help I
desperately needed. It’s heartbreaking to me this is what it took for me to realize that I matter; that I
was worthy of living because not a single person deserves to stop breathing.
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I am here today because of the feeling I had in my heart and in the part of my brain that gave me
good thoughts. The part of my brain that told me that this isn’t the end. There is more to life than this
and I was willing to do whatever it took to beat this. So I had my best friend call the ambulance; who
knows why I couldn’t do it myself. You could say one of the main reasons I am here today is because I
got scared. I was scared of the thought of my family finding me, scared of the thought that my siblings
would have to continue their lives without me, scared that my mom would have to make up excuses
to where I went when my 2 year old sister asked. I was terrified. I would never have thought that your
mind has that much power. The power to tell you negative things, things you will start to believe if you
let it.
The amount of trauma that takes place after you come out of the mental health ward is
unimaginable. I found myself looking back on all the screaming people, talking to themselve, the
deafening cries from other patients and overall the pure loneliness it puts you through. You don’t get
to choose when you can go home, you don’t get to wake up to your family. You don’t get to leave for
a walk when you want because you are stuck. You are stuck until someone believes you are ready for
the outside world again; ready to face whatever is wrong on your own. As crazy it may seem, that’s the
reality of it. So although I’m still learning how to cope, I will never forget what it taught me; that I am
worth it and I deserve to live. I will never forget how precious life is. I am strong. I am a fighter, and this
is a fight I refuse to lose.

Sydney is a grade 11 student from Brantford, Ontario. She plays softball in her spare time during the summer, and
has won a previous essay competition for Aboriginal students.

Aleria McKay
Third Place – Grade 11
Brantford Collegiate Institute

Shutters

M

y house belongs to me. Before my grandmother died, it belonged to her. Originally in her
will, it was to be owned and taken care of by my two older cousins until the day I turned 25.
However, a few legal, financial and distance issues came up. This all ended with an 11 year old
owning her deceased grandmother’s house.
There's more to the story, but it finishes with my mother and I today, living in the house that
once was built for my great-grandmother who died before she could move in. It was then lived in for
just over a decade by the woman I called grandma. She is the woman who I get my smile from, who
taught me to read, who would never pass up a chance to spend time with the little girl who was her
only granddaughter for most of the last years of her life. The woman who would spend hours telling
stories to me, stories I'll never hear again since no one in my family tells them quite the same way.
This woman, who the word “mad” can't even begin to describe how she felt towards my mom when
she went across the country to get her Master’s Degree and came home instead with me. Sometimes
I think about how much that woman loved me anyway, and, although she was the only grandparent I
ever had a relationship with, the love she gave me filled those empty spaces.
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My grandmother died on a crisp autumn day; the days that were always her favourite. I remember
the day before, we spent a few hours at the hospital with her, my mom, my brother and me. Usually
my brother didn't come, but for a reason none of us know, he did that day. I find it funny how the
memories from hundreds of other visits spent at the hospital blend together, but I remember the last
one with such clarity, I could tell you the exact view from the window and how many black cars passed
through it. I remember the last thing I said to her and the last words I would ever hear come out of her
mouth.
But the next day, the day of her death, the only thing my mind can recall is snapshots from the
moments before I found out. They waited until I was finished school to tell me. She died at around
11 am, and I didn't know until late afternoon. My dad picked me up from school and he was also
unaware of the fact that she was long gone. He brought me to her house, since we spent so much
time there lately, to check if my mom was there. Snapshot. My brother on the porch with a pained
expression on his face saying that my mom was back at our house. Snapshot. Driving back to the
house, the last few seconds of a few hours of obliviousness. Snapshot. Opening the front door to find
my mother sitting at the table holding the landline, with my grandma’s old phone books filled with the
numbers of hundreds of friends and family members. My mother was crying. Snapshot. The drugstore
Mylar balloon that sat in my grandma’s hospital room the day she died, now sits on my bookshelf, still
perfectly inflated.
The space in my house that I call my bedroom is once the space that held my grandmother’s
bedroom. The reason I say the space instead of the room is because sometimes, on days like today I
lie in bed and try to recall the way the setting sun painted the white walls with shades of amber and
marigold, the way the blue curtains would swim in the rainy spring air when the window was opened.
I look at my closet, the shelves and hooks, and think about how that space was once taken up by all
the clothes she would never wear again but refused to throw out, and how alike we are in that way.
I'd look at that closet and remember the time I sifted through the purses and shoes that covered the
bottom of it to find something interesting to play with and found a paint kit. I remember her taking it
away and giving it to me two Christmases later.
The reason I say space is because now that closet holds the clothing of a millennial teenage girl.
It holds movies, dresses, shoes, old stuffed animals and the few toys that I keep as memories. The
reason I say space is because this room is not the same. Walls that were once white are now an awful
turquoise that I liked for about a month, the family photos that hung in a perfectly placed collage were
replaced by a Justin Bieber poster a long time ago. Now, there are stars on the ceiling and lights on the
walls. The last thing that connects the space that once held the bedroom of a woman I used to know
and now holds the bedroom of a girl I'm still trying to figure out, are the shutters. The white shutters
that were installed when she moved in that cover the sliding doors that lead to a deck that has yet to
be built. Sometimes I look at those shutters and think of grandma.
Grandma, today, I took those shutters down. I spent three hours trying to figure out a way to install
the broken rod and finding the perfect height for them and unscrewing the tall white shutters caked
with dust and peeling paint. Today, I put up new curtains. I like to think that you would like them.

Aleria is a grade 11 student who was born in Edmonton, Alberta, but has spent most of her 16 years living on the
Six Nations Reserve. Aleria loves writing, however her true passion is the performing arts. One day she hopes to
be an onscreen actor, as an actor who happens to be native, not vice versa.
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GRADE 12

Shannon Bell
First Place – Grade 12
Pauline Johnson CVS

It Was a Gift Given

W

hen I was 16 years old I lost someone who was very close to me due to drinking and driving.
Before that happened I was such a good girl; I never smoked, never drank and never fought.
It was still dark the morning I got the call, the sun had not yet come out and, after that call, I
thought it would never come out again. I didn't believe it when my friends called me and told me what
had happened. I went on the internet and saw it for myself; it was true. I didn't want to believe it. I had
never, ever, lost someone close to me other than my grandmother but I was too young to understand
what it all meant. All I could think to myself was, “How am I going to get through this?”. When I got
that call, my life changed. Darkness swallowed me up…
That same day I went out drinking. I knew I should have stopped drinking but I didn't because I
didn't want to feel the pain; the drinking was filling the hole in my heart one glass at a time. I was
dead inside. I was being swallowed up in a fog of pain and disbelief. I started smoking, doing drugs,
fighting and I stopped eating because I was never hungry; I always felt so sick to my stomach. My
mom finally dragged me to the doctor's, I needed serious help. I can remember sitting in that doctor's
office, telling him I was fine, that I didn't need anyone to help me out but really, on the inside, I was
screaming, “Help me! Please save me!”
I went through all kinds of depression pills and therapy, nothing helped. Doctors finally put me on
very strong Anti-depressant pills that did help but I still felt the pain, I felt empty and sick in my heart;
I hated waking up in the morning. I started to get so fed up with taking 'stupid pills' every day, that
I went off them. It upset my Mother terribly. She knew I wasn't stable and I shouldn't have quit cold
turkey. I turned more crazy. I threw a buggy at my sister for no reason. I beat people up. I had run-ins
with the police. I felt dizzy all the time. It got so bad, I ended up getting kicked out of my house, not
for being a ' depressed freak' but for bringing drugs into my house and getting arrested.
The day I got kicked out of my house there was a bad rain storm, it was about 9pm and I didn't
care about where I was going or how I was getting there. I felt like nothing could hurt me anymore
– I was just numb. I was hurting myself. I still remember carrying my bags to the front door. I turned
around and my dad said, “The grass is not always greener on the other side like you think it is”. I
looked my dad deep in the eyes, I could see all the fear, all the emotions, but I didn't care. I told him I
hated him. Nothing my parents said to me that night stuck in my head, until I opened the front door
to leave and my dad yelled, with tears in his eyes, “You’re a daughter I wish I never had”. Those words
and his voice still echo in my heart. It triggered emotions that I had never felt before. I hated him, but I
hated myself more. I wanted to die at that moment.

Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

| 77

Brantford, Ontario, NPAAMB

I don’t remember much after that. I was just couch surfing, getting high and spiraling down. My
Mother finally tracked me down and we talked, and she hugged me and told me that she loved me
and that she always would. I moved back home and things started to get better. When I moved back
in, I still had no words for my father. One day he finally came into my room and he looked me dead
in the eyes telling me how sorry he was, “We all say things we shouldn't when we are mad.” The
moment I saw the tears in his eyes, my eyes welled up too. I was finally starting to get a bit of feeling
back.
My life started to slowly come back together. I started dating someone who went through the same
horrible experience I did; he lost his best friend in a bicycle accident. I knew he understood the way I
felt. Like me, he had a terrible time holding it together. One day it hit me hard, major flashbacks, it was
such a bad day and all he did was hold me while I cried and cried. He didn't know what else to do and
he didn't understand how much it meant to me to have him there with me. This was when I realized
I loved him. It felt great to know that I was not alone with the pain, that he understood. We were
together for 6 months; we were so happy.
I was getting better with life, I was understanding life a lot better, and learning to deal with the
struggles that were happening in my life. I still had my days where I didn't want to talk or see anyone,
but when I saw that 'positive' on the stick, it changed my life. I was 17 years old when I found out I
was pregnant with my first baby, a baby boy. I have always wanted a son, and the person that passed
knew I did. I’m sure he was smiling, looking down on me from heaven. I felt like it was a gift given,
something to help me push myself to finally succeed. I enrolled back into school. It was a gift given to
me, to help me with life and not hate myself.
When I went into labour it was a beautiful day, warm, with a gentle wind blowing and the sky was
a beautiful blue. Driving to the hospital was horrible. I remember I couldn't even sit, my dad was driving
so fast because I was going crazy and everything was happening much too quickly. As soon as I got to
the hospital, I dropped to the ground on my hands and knees because I had a contraction and the pain
was so horrible, it was unbearable. I was dilating too quickly so I couldn't have any medication.
I got to the hospital at about 7:30 pm on July 13th and my son was born at 9pm. They put him
on my chest right away; he started crying because he was cold, we both were freezing. I was shaking
and in pain but I was so happy. I had all these emotions going through my head, I was so tired and
sore. My heart went crazy, I was so happy to have someone look up to me and be able to call me their
'Mommy'. The moment I stared into his beautiful big blue eyes I knew I had to be strong for him, it
wasn’t about me anymore.
I look back on those days and it brings tears to my eyes. The pain I went through with depression
and anxiety was hard, I would never wish it upon anyone. People say it all gets better in time but it
doesn't, it just starts to get easier. It gets easier coping with the loss of someone you were close to
but, in my eyes, it was all worth it. All those struggles I went through made me who I am today. After
all those hard years I had struggled through I realized that being home was where I belonged to get
myself back together. I am now a mother of two precious children; I live with my beautiful little family
and I have almost graduated. I can honestly say that I am finally happy.

Shannon dropped out of school when she was in grade 10 but has since returned to graduate in an alt- ed
program called Turning Point. She has worked very hard to get her diploma to make her two beautiful children
proud of her. She aspires to be a child and youth worker so that she can help young people overcome the same
type of challenges that she faced.
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Tessa Miller
Second Place – Grade 12
Hagersville Secondary School

Diamante (Translation: Diamonds)

F

riendship is golden. Everyone knows that. When we say this, we talk about the concept of
friendship itself, and we don’t take the time to think about the individuals who make friendship
golden. We think about the adventures, the late night texting or phone calls, and the events.
We don’t think about the greater value in our friendships. That’s our friends, as individuals and their
relationship with us. Some friends are sparkly rocks. They’re considered an acquaintance but there isn’t
a bond. They’re very common. Other friends are semi-precious stones. They’re the friends that you see
every day, chat with and text, but they don’t influence you much. Only a few friends are diamonds.
These are your best friends, the ones you talk with, they influence you, and help you learn. I never had
a diamond friend until recently.
It started in June. It was already a few weeks into summer vacation. We messaged each other every
day. Our talk wasn’t small talk about the weather and global events. It was talk about our thoughts,
feelings and dreams. We clicked instantly, like Lego. It’s amazing when two friends can do that.
I slowly learned a lot about him as the summer quickly progressed. It wasn’t the details like his
favourite colour, favourite song, and his favourite hobby. I know those, but I know so much more.
He has a good sense of humour. Most of the time I don’t understand it, but he always makes sure he
explains his jokes. He’s very kind. He always puts everyone else before himself. He would take the shirt
off of his own back before he’d let any of his friends shiver. He’s so patient, it’s unbelievable. He takes
his time to help me through anything, and does it often. He stays calm, and helps me figure things out,
even when it seems that there are more bad days than good. He’s very intelligent. When we talk he has
to translate from one language to another. His first language isn’t English. That’s a lot of effort, just for
one person. In my life, I’ve never had such a friend. It took some time to find him, but he’s become my
most valuable diamond.
After a month of texting every day, we finally got on the topic of our pasts. I dreaded this day. I
wanted to avoid the topic, and act like it didn’t exist at all. After this topic, I knew I was going to lose
the one who became my favourite diamond. I knew he was going to judge me like most people I’ve
encountered have. I am a product of two violent alcoholics and drug addicts. I am a foster child. I was
thrown away, like the cheap, shitty jewel I was. I had front row seats to a show that I didn’t want to
see, and that any child shouldn’t see. It featured two characters that beat each other senseless when
they were drunk, and they always were drunk. Unfortunately, those characters were my parents. I was
branded with all these labels for everyone to judge me by, like a fake dollar store tiara. These labels
burned my skin and took a part in making me suicidal.
He looked past the labels, and looked for the person on the inside. He never judged me. I told him
all my troubles, and the time period where all I dreamt of was death. I opened up about my feelings to
him, something that even eight years of therapy couldn’t do. He helped me clear away the dust that
covered me and made me realize that I am also a diamond to him, like he is to me. He’s been by my
side regardless of the Atlantic Ocean distancing us.
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As the pessimist I was, I thought it was too good to be true. The summer had ended, and school
would be starting. He would be busy, and I assumed he wouldn’t have the time to talk to me, between
all the studying and school work he would have to do. I’m also very bad at keeping in contact with
people. I was never good at friendships. I couldn’t find any diamonds, or even any sparkly stones,
instead all I could find were pebbles. These pebbles didn’t care if I spent the weekends alone in my
room wanting to commit suicide, while they had slumber parties, and went to the movies. These
pebbles made me stand outside of their gossip circles while I looked in, wishing I was allowed in. These
pebbles didn’t care about me, yet they allowed me to call them my friends. As I got older, this hurt my
social skills and made me grow socially awkward and even a little anxious at times. I knew this would
contribute to our friendship ending. I was proved wrong.
He’s my biggest influence. He has helped me start becoming a better person. Most importantly he’s
helped me with my outlook on life. I was a huge pessimist. He slowly taught me that life isn’t about
just waiting to die, it so much more. It’s about the golden friendships, silver relationships, and the
emerald moments in life, and those are the most valuable things. Life is beautiful, like blue sapphire,
which happens to be my favourite gemstone. He taught me that even though it may seem like there’s a
dead end of dirt, if you keep working, you will find a beautiful diamond, and all of life’s other gems.
A few months have passed, and we don’t talk as much as we used to. Regardless, our relationship
is as strong as it was in the summertime. I still value him as a diamond, but I’ve also learned to let other
friends become diamonds. These diamonds are valuable, just like he is. I send all my gratitude and
all my love to my best friend Franco, all the way in Italy. Though we’re far apart, you’re still my most
valuable, and favourite diamond.

I'm a creative person. I am passionate about acting, writing, singing and creating art. I am influenced the most
by my music, my art, my best friends, my gramma, my fellow nerds at the lunch table and my sister Taryn. I will
be attending Canadore College in the fall for their Acting for The Stage and The Screen program. I enjoy cats and
high quality memes.

Taryn Miller
Third Place – Grade 12
Hagersville Secondary School

Rainbow Comes After Rain

O

ptimistic: being hopeful and confident about the future. This is what I was. Optimistic. Everything
about life was wonderful, even when things were bad. I always had that gift, to see the light of
things. One of us had to be hopeful.

I never had that light until I was six. That’s when we got put into foster care. Both my sisters were
sad and crying. I realized then at that moment, I had to cheer them up. I didn’t understand what was
happening, so I didn’t know why they were sad.
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We were similar, but completely different. We were similar in the sense that we enjoyed the same
type of things, activity wise and music and food tastes. We were different because she never said
much, but you couldn’t stop me from talking. I was always good at making friends, while that was
always a struggle for her. While everyday was a sunny day for me, it was always a rainy, gloomy day for
her.
That didn’t start for her until a year after we went into foster care. The thunder and lightning we
called our foster parents began to strike her. Her storm cloud began to form, and her once sunny days
became rainy.
Pessimistic: tending to see the worst aspect of things or believe the worst will happen. That’s what
she became. This is when everything became different. Her attitude toward life itself had changed, we
became completely different. Her appearance was refined. The thunder and lighting kept crashing in
on her storm cloud. The rainy days stayed away from the sunny ones. We grew distant. We stayed in
the same sky but we never came close to each other.
The only thing that seemed to make the rain stop, for a moment, was doing the one thing she
loved: acting. Once she was done, the rain would come again. Even when I tried to shine in on her, her
cloud covered me.
October 3rd, 2012. That was when she let my sun shine on her. Four years before that, our father
passed away. That left us with a mother who cared more about drugs and alcohol than her four
children. We hardly spoke with our brother, so we didn’t see him much. Our oldest sister was put into a
different home, so we didn’t have much contact with her. October 3rd was the day we stopped having
contact with our mother. Both she and I decided that was best for us, because our relationship with our
mother wasn’t good. From that point on, her rainy days became just gloomy, dark ones. Although the
thunder and lightning continued to crash on her, she still allowed my sunshine in. October 3rd. The day
her cloud and my sun drew closer in the sky and now not even the wind can tear us apart.
Being optimistic balanced us out. It kept us sane. She didn’t get so rainy that she’d drown in it, and
I didn’t get so sunny that I’d get burnt. Even when tables were turned around and I was down, she
would help me feel better. When we grew closer, she took care of me. She made sure I had something
to eat, made sure I was warm when it got cold out; she made sure I was always happy, even when it
meant she had to suffer. She was there to catch me when I fell; she was there through my sunrises and
my sunsets. We’ve been through hell together and we’ve been through heaven together.
My turning point has been happening my whole life. It’s realizing that Tessa is the only one who will
stick by me, even when times are tough. We may be two crazy weather patterns, but we will always be
in the same sky. Being in the foster home we are in was both good and bad for us. It was good in the
sense that it brought us closer together and now we have a bond that can’t be broken. The bad part
is the mental, verbal, and emotional abuse we had to go through to get to this point. We tried to stick
it out together, but it became unbearable, like when it starts to hail and it keeps hitting your bare skin.
We ran away from home when we were 8 and 9, but the fear of our foster parents drove us back to
the house. We requested to move out, but the C.A.S couldn’t find anywhere else we could go and still
be together. In May, this will have been our home for 12 years. In the summer, we are moving out and
starting over. We will go our separate ways.
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Moving out will be a huge difference for me, seeing I’ve been by her side for the past 17 years
of my life. We’ve been side by side since I came home from the hospital. I have always been able to
depend on her and know she will be there for me for anything. I hope even after we both have moved
out, she will remember to have a little bit of hope even in the worst situations and that a rainbow
comes after rain. I pray I’ve left a big enough rainbow to help heal and guide both of us through life.

I was born in Brantford, Ontario. I currently live in Hagersville, Ontario. I speak English, I like to sing and write
poems in my spare time. My future goals in life are to attend college, make a living for myself as a performer and
my main aspiration is to change somebody's life. Another goal I have is to have children, and not have them be
put into foster c are. I want to be able to provide them with a good life and a good relationship with them.
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Sarah Ma
First Place – Grade 8
York Region District School Board

A Bud Blossoming

R

egret. Grief. Remorse.
I was young. I was careless. I never thought over my heedless actions toward others.
Power, what a glorious thing.

I had always admired the fervent villains the most in fairy tales. They were my role models, they had
power. Being in charge was the only thing that gave me confidence. I made rules and people followed
them. How did something so precious, become a nightmare to me?
I was only 6 when I was confronted with a new student. She was pretty, nice, smart; everyone
seemed to like her. It didn’t take long for me to be forgotten. There was one word to describe how I
felt. Envy.
“Does she deserve the attention?”
“Someone needs to show her where she belongs.”
That was all I cared about, all I wondered. I was jealous. I was upset. So what did I do? I bullied her.
The guilt and regret drowns me when I remember the words that came out of my mouth to her face.
“You’re fat.”
“Don’t wear dresses, I want to puke.”
“Disappear.”
Seeing her tears didn’t stop me, instead it became a habit. I was caught up in seeing other’s flaws,
blind when it came to my own. I bullied others, mocked their appearance, and laughed at them. I had
become a villain, just like the ones in fairy tales, except those were stories, this was reality. If only I
knew what was ahead of me.
All those harmful words, I never thought they would come back to me. I never thought that I
would be suffering in the end. Those words I had said came back stabbing and weighing me down. My
friends were slowly disappearing. I was alone. I was excluded. I was rotting.
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I wish I’d known that everyone else’s opinion didn’t matter when I couldn’t even love myself.
Because all I cared about then was appearing to be something I wasn’t. I wanted to be like her, pretty,
smart and nice. Over time, I became depressed. I felt remorse, guilt and grief. I was blinded by the
jealously and hatred I had put on that girl; so much that I had forgotten about myself. I had forgotten
about my friends that were supporting me, how far I had come, and how special I was. I did something
that changed everything and, most importantly, brought back my smile.
I apologized to her.
I told her how I felt and why I did such a thing. God knows how but she understood and we
became great friends. I was overjoyed. I wished I could go back and change everything with everyone.
But I was just a kid. Just like a bud, young and naïve. I learned to love myself and to stop looking for
other’s approval because I’m the one looking in the mirror at the end, looking past my appearance and
truly embracing everything. I am slowly blossoming, blossoming to become a beautiful flower.

Sarah is a grade 8 student who likes to watch Korean dramas, listen to music, and read books. One of her wishes
is to go to South Korea with her family in the future.

Diane Huilan Yu
Second Place – Grade 7
York Region District School Board

Open Doors

“I

n the end, we only regret the chances that we didn’t take” ~Lewis Carroll
I wish I did this. I wish I did that. I wish I didn’t back down.

That’s what I always thought. After every competition, every contest, every event that I let
pass me by. Too afraid, too hesitant, too… hard. All the excuses my mind made led me away from all
the chances I could have taken. Regret and disappointment occupied my thoughts.
The moment my piano teacher told me about the piano festival, my first thought was, no. I
thought of all the work, all the preparation, and all the pressure. I wanted life to be easy, without piano
festivals to stress about, without hard work. So I insisted that I wasn’t ready, even though I could have
practiced and achieved something great. But, no. I remember vividly debating with my aggravating
ideas. Unfortunately, I let my excuses get the best of me in the end. I was so satisfied with my choice
that little did I know what a great opportunity I let pass. Finally, I came to the realization of what I had
just let go. Thinking of what I could have learned about myself, my mind was full of regret. I would
have learned how to improve and I thought about the words my teacher had said, “It would be such
a great opportunity.” Those words echoed again and again in my head. Opportunity… Opportunity…
Opportunity...
There were so many doors opened for me in my life but I always stumbled upon the excuses that
didn’t let me in. I was so focused on the struggle ahead that I didn’t notice the knowledge I would gain
from the experience. Confident about skipping the chances that could have changed my life, I let it go
and told myself that it was the right choice, when in reality, my decision was awful.
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I didn’t want to go through the hard work, and I didn’t want to walk down the difficult path. I was
longing for an effortless highway that would lead me to where I wanted to be. Even though I knew
that the bumpy and rocky road would really direct me towards success, the onerous thoughts caught
my attention and I turned away from that trail again. How much more could I have achieved if I’d
just taken that chance? Something much bigger and better would have come out of that experience.
That one choice could have changed my life. It could have been a big leap in my growth towards
accomplishment.
Then I stopped thinking about what I should have done, and thought about what I could do. I was
suddenly pulled from my past and dropped into my future. I saw myself letting another chance go and
I immediately knew how to solve my problem. I realized that life isn’t about living in the past and that I
couldn’t change my decisions. But what I could do was to prepare for the choices ahead.

Diane is a grade 7 student who likes to read and spend time with her family and friends. Diane also plays piano
and she is on RCM grade 10. When she grows up, she wants to be a teacher to help children achieve their goals.

Pavel Svinukhov
Third Place – Grade 8
Toronto District School Board

The Monster in the Closet

I

t’s interesting how young one can start. The problem is, people think they’re alone. Once they
begin, they become hooked and it’s difficult to stop. They keep it in the closet and wait until they’re
alone, take it out, then put it back. But every time they take it out, they let it take a piece of them.
Eventually the monster in the closet begins to take them over until it’s all they have. The world begins
to crumble and they feel like there’s nothing they can do. I was in that position. I tried to face the
Monster in the Closet by myself and I failed. Then I realized there’s something I can do.
I opened my closet about four years ago. It all started with looking at the Monster. Then again. And
again. I knew it was a Killer. I knew it wasn’t something I should be with, but the Killer was beautiful
on the outside. It seduced me. Its true self was hidden behind a mask of false beauty, false satisfaction
that felt too real. The feeling the Lurer gives is satisfying but temporary. Because of that, I kept going
back to get another serving of addictive, poisoned food.
The whole time, I knew what it really was. I’ve known people who’ve escaped the Capturer, but it
kept whispering in my head, telling me to be ashamed. Not to tell anybody because they’d disapprove
of my weakness, that it’d be a sign of helplessness to ask for help. In reality, I would only be becoming
stronger with others by my side.
It was approximately two weeks ago that I began to fight the Monster in a way that would let me
win. I was at a youth retreat with people I’d known for a long time, people that have escaped their
closet, people that I never bothered to talk to about my Monster.
It was on the first day that I started talking, and I’m glad I did. I found out that one of my closest
friends was fighting the same Demon. On the second day, I found out that another one of my closest
friends who had escaped the same Demon was being lured back.
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I haven’t won yet. My monster is still there, but I’m fighting. I’m united with people that face
Creatures of their own. Sometimes battles are won, sometimes they’re lost. Either way, the war is not
over. I, along with the warriors beside me, face the struggles day by day.
You’re probably wondering what my Torturer is, but does it really matter? Everyone has one,
whether they notice it or not. We all have a pain in ourselves, a pain we keep trying to fight by
ourselves. We can’t. I can’t. It won’t happen right away, but we need to find people to fight with us to
help us defeat the Monster in the Closet.

Pavel is a 13-year old boy who a great passion for music. He listens to a variety of genres, including rap and
Twenty One Pilots. He loves writing poetry, particularly rap and spoken word.

GRADE 9/10 ENGLISH

Marc Vicioso
First Place – Grade 10
Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board

Second Chances

W

hile sometimes challenges may seem impossible to overcome, I have discovered that the most
important thing is to never give up hope. Anything that is important or worthwhile in life never
comes easily and even when life is filled with obstacles and disappointments, what matters the
most is how you respond to those challenges.
Basketball has been a passion of mine for my entire life; basketball is something that brings a type
of joy to my life that not many other things can bring. I never thought that something which I hold so
close to me could ever cause me such pain.
It was my grade nine year of high school and I had been just getting used to the feel of my new
school. All of my friends were so excited about how the basketball tryouts were coming up. My
enthusiasm was so intense that, in my mind, the thought of possibly not making the team was never
even a consideration for one minute. As the tryouts for the team went on, I saw people that I knew
getting cut from the team and I was just always thinking, at least it wasn’t me. The coach had two
more players to cut and yet I was still pretty confident that I would make the team.
The day that I was cut from the high school basketball team was such a shock. I kept saying, “This
can’t be real!” I reassured myself by thinking that it had to be just some bad dream or some mistake. I
felt like the sport that had always come so easy to me was being taken away and I couldn’t understand
why. I asked the coach why he felt that I wasn’t good enough for the team. What he told me was that
he “couldn’t find a definitive role for me for him to utilize on the team.” I nodded my head saying,
“Yes, okay coach”, But deep inside, my heart was torn apart. For some people, being cut from a team
might seem insignificant and not a major concern, but those people don’t realize how much being on
the team meant to me. Every day after school I would watch the team practice. All of my friends were
playing on the team, while all I could do was sit and watch.
86 |

Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

Greater Toronto Area, Ontario

Each day I would cry in my room, and I wondered, what could I have done better during tryouts?
But one day, after sitting in my room while I was going over everything in my head again and again,
I decided enough was enough. I realized that I had to stop being so focused on the others who had
made the team and instead I needed to focus on my game and the type of player that I could become.
Everything comes with a price, so from that cold day in February of 2015, I did whatever it would take
to improve my own personal game.
Each day I would work on dribbling and shooting and every night I would run. Everybody would
tease me, saying that it couldn’t happen and that I should just be realistic and forget about my
basketball dreams. Their negativity only pushed me harder to prove them wrong. I wanted to show
them and prove to myself that I could work hard enough to deserve a spot on the team. A year passed,
and when the tryouts started, I never worried about other people’s opinions and I just tried my best.
The final cut for the team happened, and I made the team!
Working so hard to make the basketball team taught me that it is possible to achieve great things
with determination. If my hard work leads me to the NBA, or not, at least I can always be proud that
I put 100 percent of my effort into achieving my dream. I also realized the importance of making
the most of second chances. Our team went on to win the Region of Peel Junior Boys’ Basketball
Championships and I was so happy that I was able to have the opportunity to be part of that victory.

Marc is a grade 10 student who is devoted to the game of basketball. He loves movies that inspire him to achieve
greatness. Marc's favourite movie is Rocky.

Kristina Cimmarusti
Second Place – Grade 10
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

The Year of Self-Revolution

E

verybody has a fear. Whether it’s heights, the dentist, spiders, or planes, everybody has one. Fears
can trigger awful feelings which we will do anything to avoid. Facing our fears can feel deadly,
and being a shy 10 year old, that is exactly what I wanted to avoid. I would have given anything
to stay clear of my fear and feel comfortable, but that was not to be.
In grade 5, I was just an average student; keeping things to myself and getting tasks done. The
day my average life changed was the moment my mom urged me to audition for a Christmas play.
Being insecure with a serious case of stage fright, I immediately turned down the option in fear
of humiliation. As it turned out, I was more mature than my whining mom. I tried very hard to be
stubborn and not give into her childish behavior, but I could no longer say no.
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The day I dreaded finally came, the audition. I was tossing and turning the night before, hoping
that it was all a bad dream, praying I would wake up in the morning and just go to school. I could
feel my stomach creating little knots and even bows as I fidgeted in the car. “Don’t mess up. Don’t
embarrass yourself,” I repeated. As we reached the location of the audition, the atmosphere around
me became even more tense. Instead of making knots and bows, I felt like my stomach was literally
braiding itself. My eyes watered and breathing quickened as they called my name and I was forced to
walk into the room knowing that this was either a make it or break it kind of moment.
After what felt like hours of singing, dancing, and reading scripts, my nerves started to calm down
and I began to finally feel normal again. I was proud that I didn’t mess up but even more proud that I
managed to get a role. I never thought that one little audition would spark a whole new me. After two
months of rehearsals and exploring my musical ability, my old self came back.
I was standing on stage, feeling nerves and emotion rush through my body. The bright lights
gleamed down heating up the room and making everybody sweat. You could vaguely hear the muffled
conversations from across the room. The noise of chairs moving into comfortable positions made me
jitter. The noises slowly faded away and the only thing left to hear was the loud rhythm of my heart in
my chest. The other cast members were quiet and anxious for the most nerve racking moment of my
life. “You made it this far, just don’t embarrass yourself,” I whispered. This was the moment where I
could change. This was the moment when everything would be different. This was the moment when
the curtain rose. Cheers were heard around the room. The smile on my face was as big as the crowd
clapping before my eyes. My heart was leaping and jumping for joy. This was something I had never
felt before and I wanted more.
A teacher at my school surprisingly saw me perform and suggested I audition for the school play.
This time I did not hesitate. I didn’t even stress over the nerves that I could get. With one audition, I
totally changed my perspective. I sang more passionately, entered competitions, and started playing the
piano. I felt like a whole new person. How was this possible?
It was amazing to see how one little decision could affect my whole personality. I am confident, I
am brave, I am a new me. I look back on the decisions I made out of fear and question everything. Fear
is now just one little word that held me back. Marilyn Monroe once said, “We should all start to live
before we get too old. Fear is stupid. So are regrets.” From my experience, this is unbelievably true. I
learned to put aside my fear so that I can really live and experience life and I don’t regret anything.

Kristina is a grade 10 student in Bradford, Ontario. She enjoys art related activities and plays several instruments.
She loves English class and creative writing.
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Paathushan Vellalaghan
Third Place – Grade 10
Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board

Fear of Flying

I

am the eldest of two Sri Lankan immigrants, who left everything behind to start a new life, in
Canada. One of the most significant sacrifices that they had to make was to be so far away
from their own parents, my grandparents. Over the years my parents kept in contact with my
grandparents by sending handwritten letters, and then,as technology evolved, they communicated with
late-night Skype calls. I’ve never been able to participate much in those calls, due to my lack of fluency
in Tamil, the language of my grandparents. After both of my grandfathers passed away, I grew more
anxious to hurry to get to know my two grandmothers.
Eventually, my father planned a grand family vacation to India, stopping in France and Switzerland
to see family. In India, we would rendezvous with my father’s sister and my father’s mother. Then we
would all continue together to tour the Indian state of Tamil Nadu. Finally, we would go to my parents’
homeland, Sri Lanka and I would get to meet my maternal grandmother.
For the first part of the trip, I was able to spend time with my father’s mother, who we had met in
India. I started to get a sense of a close bond developing between us during our travels. On the day
that we were finally headed to Sri Lanka, things took a turn for the worse at the airport. Earlier, my
grandmother had complained how she was feeling fatigued, so the airport offered her a wheelchair,
which I volunteered to push. While at the baggage check-in, I turned my back for a second and she
collapsed. Time seemed to slow down, and before I could even react, an airport employee, my father,
and my aunt quickly rushed my grandmother to the airport hospital. My father decided that since our
baggage had already been put onto the plane, that my mother, younger sister and I, had to board the
plane and continue on to Sri Lanka, leaving my father, aunt, and dying grandmother, behind. That
flight was the most nerve-wracking hour of my entire life.
As long as I was on that flight, there were two realities that existed: either my grandmother was
alive, or my grandmother was dead. After the flight landed, we quickly picked-up our bags and made
our way to find my cousin, who was at the airport to pick us up. The minute I saw his face, I knew
what the outcome was, and I broke down crying in the airport.
It was not until my grandmother’s corpse arrived in Sri Lanka for the funeral, that I started to really
believe that she had actually passed away. I had been in denial until that very moment. Unfortunately,
because of my shock and grief, I did not take advantage of the time during our visit to Sri Lanka to
spend time getting to know my last remaining grandmother, and little did I know that she would pass
away merely six months after our family visited her.
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A few months after the death of my last living grandparent, I started to think about how I wanted
to try to work on improving my fluency in Tamil in order to carry on my cultural heritage, as a way to
honour my grandparents. Now, I also appreciate my own parents even more. I understand the sacrifices
that they made, and the pain that they suffered from living an ocean away, for all of those years that
they lived away from their parents, so that they could start a new life for our family, in Canada. My
grief has taught me to see my own grandparents in any elderly person that I come across, and to make
sure that I treat them with care and respect, as if they were my own grandparents. I am very grateful to
have had at least some time to spend with my grandmothers, but I will always miss them.

Paathushan is a grade 10 student who enjoys doing graphic design projects and photography. Paathushan also
plays the piano and his favourite sports are soccer, tae kwon do, and basketball.

GRADE 9/10 FRENCH

Maggie Shan
First Place – Grade 10
Peel District School Board

Me fait sourire

U

n, deux, trois…claque! Photo après photo, on ajoute toujours une nouvelle scène de notre vie
quotidienne à l’album. Que ce soit avec une cellulaire ou une caméra, cette petite pièce de papier
contient une mémoire chère. Elle a le pouvoir de recréer une scène, de nous faire ressentir une
émotion et de revivre notre passé. Derrière toutes ces images, il existe un appareil qui nous permet
de garder nos souvenirs les plus précieux. En 2013, j’ai acheté ma première caméra DLSR, ce qui est
devenue plus importante que je ne puisse jamais imaginer.
Comme un garçon manqué qui s'est intéressé seulement aux sports et aux jeux vidéo, je n'aimais
pas prendre les photos. Je tremblais au son de l'obturateur et je refusais chaque personne qui
demandait pour une photo. À l'âge très jeune, je ne comprenais pas l'importance d'une photo, de
quoi sert-elle? Si un jour nous oublierons qu'on l'a prise, elle perdra son importance. En réflechissante,
j'aurais dû prendre plus de photos, puisqu'il y a trois ans, je me suis rendue compte qu'elle signifie plus
qu’un morceau de papier.
Tout a commencé en 8e année. Le dernier jour de l’école s'est approché et nous étions en train de
nous préparer pour la remise des diplômes. Puisqu'on partira aux différentes écoles secondaires, on
était pressé de créer beaucoup de souvenirs entre nos amis et nos camarades de classe. En regardant
les annuaires des années précédentes, j’ai réalisé comment le temps a passé si vite et que j’ai dû bien
chérir ces derniers moments le mieux que je pouvais.
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Alors, durant les dernières semaines d’école j’ai pris autant de photos de mes profs, de la cour de
l’école et de mes amis que possible. Je les ai gardées toutes, et à ce jour, chaque fois que je regarde
l'album, je passe plusieurs heures en me livrant à la nostalgie. Chacune des images me fait rappeler
d'une histoire ou d'une aventure et moi, je suis le personnage principal, parce que cette histoire fait
partie de ma vie éphémère. Je me suis rendue compte qu'au contraire d'un événement, les photos
nous permettent de repasser un moment joyeux dans nos vies. « Une photographie, c'est un fragment
de temps qui ne reviendra pas » – Martine Franck. Avec ma nouvelle caméra je suis devenue artiste de
ma propre histoire. Je l'ai portée partout en capturant des paysages, des animaux, des plantes et des
personnes.
Cette année, j'ai enregistré tous les événements qui sont passés; nos voyages à l'États-Unis et
même nos promenades au parc. J'ai adoré l'idée d'explorer ma créativité avec la photographie, j'ai
découvert plein de nouvelles couleurs et d’angles de vue et j'étais déterminée de prendre une photo
de tous les angles, tous les éclairages et de tous les arrière-plans. Tandis que ma collection d’images
grandissait, ma caméra m'a inspiré, l'année suivante, avec le commencement d'une école nouvelle, de
faire partie du club d'annuaires.Comme photographe de non seulement le club d'annuaires, mais aussi
du conseil athlétique, la photographie m'a encouragé à être plus sociable.
Avec ma caméra, j'aime voir les divers sourires que les personnes portent et il me fait grand plaisir
de pouvoir les faire rire. Voyant les images que j'ai prises dans l'annuaire ou dans l'album de quelqu'un
d'autre me donne un sens de satisfaction, car je sais qu'ils seraient gardés comme souvenirs précieux.
Je ne suis plus ni nerveuse devant les personnes, ni peureuse du son de l'obturateur. De plus, je me
réjouis d'avoir une photo prise avec mes amis et ma famille.
Au cours des trois années, j'ai développé une compréhension du cliché « une image vaut mieux que
mille mots » puisqu'il inclut nos sentiments et que chaque personne a leur propre impression.Grâce
à l'achat de ma caméra, je possède maintenant une grande appréciation pour les photographes et je
chéris le temps passé en souriant. Même si une caméra est ordinaire, ce point tournant a changé ma
perception du monde et chaque jour je continue d'ajouter des photos à ma collection pour pouvoir un
jour les revisiter et les revivre.

Maggie is a grade 10 student currently studying in the IB diploma program. She is fluent in English, French and
Mandarin, and is interested in the diverse cultures and languages around the world. She also loves expressing her
ideas and dreams through art and spends her time listening to music.
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Katie Chen
Second Place – Grade 10
Peel District School Board

« Ne regrettez jamais »

I

l n’y a pas de montagnes ni de vallées dans ma vie, physiquement ou autre. Je suis une fille typique,
qui habite dans une maison typique, avec une famille typique. Je suis allée à l’école comme une
élève typique et je traîne avec mes amis pendant le déjeuner comme un adolescent typique.
Chaque jour, je me lève à six heures et demie, et je vais à l’école en autobus. Quand la cloche sonne à
quinze heures, je fais les activités extrascolaires. Quand j’arrive chez moi, je mange, fais mes devoirs et
dors à deux heures avant minuit.
Chaque jour de ma vie était presque comme ça. Mais, pendant la nuit du 27 décembre 2015, tout
a changé. Je me le rappelle comme si c’était hier. Ma mère a couru à ma chambre et elle a dit : changes
tes vêtements, on va l’hôpital. Mon cœur battait très vite et pour un moment, je ne savais pas quoi
faire. Après quelque secondes, j’ai changé mes vêtements, j’ai pris mes lunettes comme un cadavre qui
marche, et je suis allée à l’hôpital.
Le reste de la nuit était comme un rêve. Quand je suis entrée dans la salle d’urgence, j’ai vu ma
grand-mère, qui avait l’air endormie. Mais elle ne dormait pas. Elle a eu un accident vasculaire cérébral
(AVC). Les trois heures qui suivaient étaient les plus longues de ma vie. Dans l’hôpital, il y avait les
larmes et les cris partout. J’étais assise mais je ne pensais pas. Je n’ai pas pensé à ma grand-mère, à ma
famille ou à mes parents. Aussi, je n’ai pas pleuré.
Chaque jour qui suivait la nuit du 27 décembre, ma famille et moi, nous allions à l’hôpital pour
visiter ma grand-mère. Ses yeux étaient ouverts, mais elle ne voyait pas. Sa jambe pouvait bouger, mais
elle ne le savait pas. Toute ma famille était à côté de son lit, mais elle ne pouvait pas sourire. J’étais
assise près du lit, parce que j’étais son chouchou, mais encore, pour la deuxième fois, je ne savais pas
quoi faire. Puis-je lui parler? Devrais-je lui parler? Est-ce qu’elle pouvait m’entendre, si je parlais? Elle
a plaisanté il y a une semaine. J’ai fait des recherches et je savais que toutes les choses sont normales
pour une patiente d’accident vasculaire cérébral. Pourtant, la scène devant moi ne semblait pas réelle.
Alors, j’étais triste, mais je n’ai pas pleuré.
Après deux semaines, ma grand-mère est allée en Chine en avion. Elle ne va pas retourner. Quand
je me suis retournée chez moi ce jour, après-midi, je me suis couchée. Tout à coup, les mémoires de ma
grand-mère ont inondé mon esprit. À ce moment-là, tout est devenu réel. Finalement, pour la première
fois depuis le 27 décembre, j’ai pleuré. J’ai pleuré parce que je ne lui ai pas dit ce que je voulais lui dire.
J’ai pleuré parce que peut-être je ne vais jamais lui parler. J’ai pleuré parce que je me souviens de tout
le temps que j’ai pu passer avec elle, mais je ne l’ai pas. J’ai pleuré parce que j’ai regretté beaucoup de
choses que j’ai voulu faire avec elle, mais je ne les ai pas faites. Quelques jours après son départ, tout
était normal encore, mais ce n’était pas le même qu’auparavant.
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Je n’ai pas réalisé que ma grand-mère était le noyau de ma famille. Ma famille, sans elle, était
fragmentée. Il y avait onze personnes qui ont participé à la fête de Noël (le 25 décembre, 2015) avant
l’accident, mais il y avait seulement quatre personnes qui se sont assistées à la fête du nouvel an chinois
(le 7 février, 2016) après l’accident. Ma grand-mère était la chose la plus importante qui est commun
par tout le monde dans ma famille. Elle a fait de quelques individus, une famille. Maintenant, j’ai réalisé
que j’étais très privilégiée parce que j’avais une grande famille. Cet événement est regrettable, mais j’ai
appris à remarquer et à chérir toutes les choses, tous le temps. Comme ça, je ne vais jamais regretter.

Katie is a grade 10 student who speaks English, Mandarin and French. Katie is an honour roll student and she
has twice won the Principal's Award for her numerous extra-curricular involvements. She plays classical guitar, as
well as flute and piano. She also plays badminton and will be competing in tournaments this year. Katie aspires to
become a neurologist in the future.

Bogdan Dobreanu
Third Place – Grade 10
Peel District School Board

Un arbre canadien avec des racines roumaines

J

e me réveille. L'horloge montre que c'est 7 h 30 et je me lève. Je m'habille dans mon uniforme pour
l'école en me brossant les dents. Mes parents sont partis pour leur emploi donc je me fais tout seul
un sandwich avec du salami. Je pars à 8 h 00 pour l'école.

L'école secondaire Mihai Eminescu n'est pas loin de chez moi, juste environ une demi-heure. Je sors
de mon appartement et je vois le centre-ville en train de se réveiller. Le boulanger prépare ses bretzels,
les étudiants prennent le tram et les tsiganes se promènent dans les rues. J'arrive à l'école et je me
rends à ma classe. J'ai des classes jusqu'à midi, puis je vais avec mes amis au dépanneur pour acheter
une collation. Je prends des croustilles et j'en donne aux pigeons aussi. Les classes recommencent à
13 h 30 et vont jusqu'à 16 h 00. Quand la cloche sonne, je suis le premier sorti. J'attends mes amis et
nous allons chez nous.
Quand j'y arrive, je commence tout de suite mes devoirs. Ma mère revient à 18 h 00 et mon
père un peu plus tard. Je finis mes devoirs et j’aides ma mère à preparer le dîner. Nous préparons du
schnitzel avec des pommes de terre bouillies. Nous mangeons et après je vais dehors pour jouer avec
mes copains. Je rentre chez moi à 22 h 00 et je me couche pour être frais le lendemain.
Oh, je m'excuse, j'ai une tendance à rêver beaucoup. Voici comment un jour actuel de ma vie se
déroule. Mon père me réveille. Je prends mon cellulaire et je vois que je suis en retard. C'est 7 h 00 et
mon autobus de l'école vient me chercher dans 20 minutes. Je m'habille avec mes nouveaux vêtements
que j'ai acheté du centre commercial. Je descends et je prends les biscuits que mon père a fait pour
manger dans l'autobus. Je sors de ma maison et je vois des gens marchant avec leurs chiens et des
parents qui conduisent leur enfants à l'école. Je reste une heure assis avant d'arriver à l'école.
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Quand j'arrive, je vais à ma classe. Je me lève pendant l' hymne national du Canada. Les classes se
terminent à 11 h 30 et je prends une pause avec le reste de l'école. Je vais à la cantine et je mange le
déjeuner préparé par ma mère. Les classes résument et vont jusqu'à 15 h 00. Je prends l'autobus chez
moi et j'arrive très fatigué. Ma mère me prépare de la nourriture quand j'entre par la porte. Je mange
et puis je vais à mes activités parascolaires. Je reviens tard et je fais mes devoirs rapidement. Je reste un
peu à l'ordinateur et sur mon cellulaire. Je me couche à 23 h 00 avec mon chien à côté de moi.
Je suis canadien. Eh bien, je suis aussi roumain. Ça c'est la raison pour laquelle j'ai deux histoires
d'un jour typique dans ma vie. La première est celle que j'aurai pu avoir et la deuxième est ma réalité.
Il y a 13 ans je suis arrivé au Canada. Je suis venu quand j'avais 2 ans. J'étais petit et vous pouvez
imaginer que je n'avais aucune idée de ce qui se passait autour de moi. Après une décennie, je peux
saisir le raisonnement de cette transition et l'impact qu'elle a eu sur moi.
L'immigration au Canada a ouvert tant de portes et possibilités pour ma famille. C'était une
décision difficile pour mes parents, mais je sais qu'ils pensaient seulement à l'avenir. Ils voulaient
m'offrir une mode de vie différente que celle roumaine. Ils voulaient m'offrir une éducation plus
avancée et reconnue que celle roumaine. Ils voulaient me soutenir pour que je puisse évoluer comme
citoyen canadien. Le Canada m'a inspiré de viser mes objectifs et d’ atteindre plus. Dans ce pays je veux
réussir et montrer à mes parents que leur décision était bonne. J'ai une responsabilité de porter le nom
de ma famille sur mes épaules et à mon tour je vais inspirer la prochaine génération. L'immigration au
Canada n'était pas seulement un changement de maison, c'était enfin mon point tournant.

Bogdan is a grade 10 student in the IB Program at Glenforest Secondary School. He is part of his school's crosscountry team, athletic council and math club, as well as other activities. He enjoys meeting new people and hopes
to one day pursue a career in business.
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GRADE 11/12 ENGLISH

Emily Xu
First Place – Grade 12
York Region District School Board

The Four-Dollar Artist

M

ost six-year-olds are read bedtime stories about beanstalks, glass slippers, and spinning wheels.
I was read poetry.

When my mother was diagnosed with a prolonged postpartum illness following my birth,
I was sent to live under my grandfather’s roof. My grandfather was this round, white-eyebrowed man
with an ancient voice but a pristine memory. He always wrote in this tiny journal, the most wondrous
and compelling poems, and I would bribe him with my four-dollars worth of allowance to read them
to me at night. He always did, but slipped the coins back into my pocket when I wasn't looking. His
poetry had a magical quality that made them just as pompous as Cinderella’s pumpkin carriage or as
terrifyingly dark as the Queen’s poisoned apple. I grew obsessed with the melody of a meter and the
way certain words washed off the curves of my tongue. The stanzas I fell asleep to I would eventually
fall in love with.
I moved in with my parents after my sixth birthday, and things changed. My parents, one an
architect and another a programmer, have always been academic, logistically intelligent individuals.
They didn't seem to notice the smell of grass after a thunderstorm, or the sound of bubbles escaping
a freshly opened can of soda, or the language spoken by stray cats. Whatever the quality was that
rests in the heart of the artist, they didn't have. From the moment I stepped into their house, I had to
hot-wire my learning to my parents’ method of education, to do and be whatever they believed would
make me successful. Only then would they love me.
I fell asleep to multiplication flash cards and woke up to an hourly timetable. I grew up in a
linear, formulated world where everything and anything could be learned “by the book”. My life was
assembled together by encyclopaedias and scientific explanations, and I began to weigh my worth in
a currency of academic knowledge. When my fifth-grade teacher announced a class poetry contest, I
had lost my love of poetry, yet I was still a naively competitive child and I swore I would be the best at
it. So, I did the only thing I knew how to do: study. I took long trips to the library scouting for literary
handbooks and poetry guides and hoarding internet writing samples. I read Byron and Dickinson, trying
to replicate their ornate metre and diction.
I sat down one afternoon with a fresh pen and planned to write my would-be masterpiece for
the contest. I had stolen a pack of heavy card paper from my father’s office and bought a pack of felt
pens with my two weekly toonies. I stacked my chair up with extra cushions and set the tip of my
pen to the paper. That was when I realized... I couldn't do it. No words spilled out. I was overcome
with a punishing force that overwhelmed me like the high notes of an Italian aria and rang from my
stomach to my ears until everything stung. I burst into inexplicable and uncontrollable tears. I couldn't
understand why, for all the geography tests and spelling bees I had buried my face in a textbook for,
poetry could not be learned through academic labour. It contextualized the rest of my work as vain and
meaningless.
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I went to bed that night wishing I was back in my nursery with my grandfather, without the poetry
competition, without the timetables, and without the textbooks and flashcards. That was when I finally
saw how deep of a pit I had fallen into. My grandfather, who never attended college made four dollars
an hour laying railroad stones. He was a far cry from a scholar. Yet his writing reflected a bull-bellied
life of apartments, penniless days, wedding parties and summer-afternoon cigars. The human spirit
resonated within his poetry.
Something in me moved that day. It was a movement that made me realize that I was more than
memorized facts and hours of immobility at a desk - that people are worth more than their linear
knowledge. It took a long time, but I became less stagnant and started to experience and pursue the
things that moved me. I found that travelling, taking risks, and having the courage to be a leader
gave me a deeper understanding of the world beyond the pages of a book. I still have no idea what
to call that trait - the trait that makes people artists, but I know that it has brought me underneath
the Northern Lights, on top of stadiums, and through military obstacle courses. It is responsible for my
identity.
I returned to my grandfather’s apartment after he passed away in an attempt to unearth the
notebook of poems. I came up empty. Perhaps it was proof that he had poured part of himself into the
pages, and so they had disappeared with him. I bought an empty journal from the dollar store on the
way home that day for four dollars. Over the past years, I’ve written more than two hundred poems
in it; some published into anthologies and others abandoned at bus stops and library desks. They all
crystallize small blinks of an enjoyably tedious life that is both wonderful and terrible, from the smell
of cinnamon rolls in a hospital bed, to sweaty-palmed podiums, to sing-alongs in the back of airplane
seats.
By now, my four-dollar notebook is filled to the last page, but the world is not yet empty. There are
so many untold stones and hidden passions that have yet to be translated into stanzas. Now I know
that learning is not about finding space in a timetable but about making space through passion. It is
about having a raw, insatiable appetite for the dangerous and the stunning. It is about being worth
more than a textbook, more than just a poem, worth more than four dollars.
And there is nothing more beautiful than knowing you are worth more.

Emily is a grade12 student who is part of several different councils and clubs, notably the school newspaper
which she manages and the Richmond Hill youth council. She competes in marksmanship and is quite good
at golf. Emily enjoys politics and takes an interest in literature, business, and law, but is letting the magic of
uncertainty shape who she is.
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Allison Procher
Second Place – Grade 12
Simcoe-Muskoka Catholic District School Board

Note to Self

A

nyone who tells you that the pubescent years of elementary school were an enjoyable experience
is either a grotesque optimist, or a skilled liar. The poorly concealed body odour, the epidemic of
acne, and the braces-induced lisps are all cringe-worthy enough on their own, but throw in the
cut-throat social hierarchy and it becomes a three-year nightmare. At least, this is what it felt like to
me. Grade five was a wonderful time. We were still cute, didn’t have to change for gym class, and did
not even know what it meant to be self-conscious. We knew who we were and where we fit in. Enter
grade six, and the battle begins. Being smart was no longer cool. Gym class was no longer fun. Life
was no longer simple, and I needed an escape.
Grade six was a typhoon, a hurricane, a certifiable natural disaster of a year. Everyone was growing,
but not nearly as fast as their egos. As a flat-chested, brace-faced, scrawny girl with the social skills of
a grub, I was not exactly one of the “cool kids”. All that was coupled with my strange determination
to avoid trends, my ineptitude in the field of fashion-forward hairdos, my boundless nerdiness, and
the fact that I could count my friends on one hand. I managed to survive, but I certainly did not thrive.
At home I was happy; at school, I was an inmate trapped within the clutches of those chipped green
doors and peachy brick walls.
Looking around at my peers, it seemed that everyone had a passion, a passion that gave them
an identity and an escape from the woes of school. Some people lived for soccer, some tae kwon-do;
others loved to ski, or dance, or sing. I had nothing, no singular passion that made my eyes light up
or put a spring in my step. After yet another mediocre day of school, I spent an evening pushing this
thought around my mind until, at barely twelve, I was in the midst of an identity crisis. I sat on the
piano bench in my sister’s room and listened to her practice the flute. Music was clearly the passion
that fueled her days. She must have noticed my dismal mood because she gathered up her books and
plunked down beside me.
“See this?” she said, pointing at a black circle on one line among many. It was total gibberish to
me. “This note is called a whole note. It’s an E.” On the piano, she pressed down on the corresponding
key. “And this one here –“ she pointed to the next one, “-this is a D.” Again she played the matching
note. My eyes lit up. The gears in my brain whirred along. It seemed so easy. I had always assumed that
music was something I’d never be able to learn. Lacking in hand-eye coordination, it seemed too much
to think about, to match a mish-mash of black circles with a sprawling board of 88 different keys. For
the next few days I practiced a handful of notes on the piano from her flute book, and I knew, without
doubt, that I just had to learn more.
I talked to my mom and she responded with an enthusiasm that should have terrified me. She
found a teacher; I could start in just a week. For the next few days I was full of an excitement I hadn’t
felt for months. As the day of my first lesson drew nearer, my habitual shyness led me to question this
decision. My excitement morphed into panic - there was no turning back.
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The day arrived. Timidly, I knocked on the door to my teacher’s home. Biting my lip in nervous
habit, I listened, torn between anticipation and dread, as footsteps drew nearer. The door swung open
to reveal a tall woman with a warm smile. Music seemed to emanate from her very essence, and even
her normal speaking voice had a melody in it. My nervousness melted away. I took out my “Alfred
Piano Books for the Late Beginner” and we began. As I painstakingly plucked out the tune of “Ode To
Joy", the scattered fragments fell into place somewhere deep within me. Finally, I felt complete. I felt at
home.
For the next few months, my Wednesday afternoon piano lessons fueled my soul. They became
my sweet escape. I attacked music with a fervour I didn’t know I possessed, lost in an entirely new
universe. It was so much more than just learning the notes and scales and rhythm. My teacher taught
me to feel the music beyond the notes; to explore the emotion, the colour, the little piece of yourself
you pour into every song you play. She helped me to see that music is not just written on a page or
played on the radio, but exists in every part of the world around us.
I remember walking into my lesson a little early one Wednesday. The window was open and I could
hear my teacher playing - not teaching, not practicing, just playing. Instead of knocking, I squeezed
through the door as quietly as I could. Her fingers flew up and down those worn black and white keys
as she made that piano sing. There was so much passion, so much colour, so much pure joy in the way
she played, I never wanted it to end. Enveloped in the music, I closed my eyes and realized something; I
found my passion. I found the key to weathering this storm of adolescence.
In the concerto of life, we hit some wrong notes. This is inevitable, but life isn’t about the individual
notes you hit, it’s about the way you shape the music. Above all else, you have to remember to let the
melody shine through. We all have a song to sing. We all have an identity worth finding. Beneath it all,
the pounding pulse of our hearts beat steadily on, the ultimate metronome in the music of life.

Allison is a grade 12 student with a passion for music and trying new things. She enjoys exploring the outdoors
with her two older siblings, and would love to hike the West Coast Trail one day. Allison will be attending the
University of Ottawa in September for mechanical engineering.
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Lora Evanics
First Place – Grade 12
Peel District School Board

Respirez

A

vale, expire. Avale, expire. Avale, ex– « Merci tout le monde et bienvenue. » Mes pensées et
mes efforts de me calmer sont carrément interrompues par la voix basse que j'entends, qui,
ironiquement, m'essaie de rassurer. Je resserre ma prise sur mon siège et ferme mes yeux, en
écoutant les consignes de sécurité avec réticence. Il y a une raison pour laquelle j'ai affronté ma peur de
ma propre volonté. C'est la même raison pour laquelle j'ai décidé de devenir professeur et humanitaire
il y a quelques années passées : pour aider celles qui en ont besoin. « Attachez vos ceintures, s'il vous
plaît, et préparez-vous pour la décollage. » Encore une fois, la voix réussit à me secouer hors de mes
pensées. Je n'ai aucun choix sauf à faire face à la réalité qui se déroule devant moi. Trois, deux, un…et
l'aventure commence.
Pourtant, c'est important à comprendre toute la préparation faite en anticipation de ce voyage.
Retour en arrière il y a quelques mois. Imaginez la scène : Je m'assois toute droite dans ma chaise, hâte
d'aller quelque part pour faire du bénévolat. La cible : Équateur. Avec une population d’à peu près 14.5
millions et le fait que la langue officielle est l'espagnol, j'ai déjà résumé tout ce que je pouvais à propos
de ce pays.
Mais ce n’était qu’un des buts principales! D'explorer quelque part en étranger, exotique et
inconnu. J'ai toute de suite parlé avec une de mes meilleures amies pour lui parler de mes plans pour
l'été suivant. Elle adorait l’idée. En effet, tellement qu'elle a décidé de venir avec moi! Je débordais de
bonheur. Non-seulement pourrais-je faire du bénévolat, mais ma meilleure amie serait avec moi! Les
semaines prochaines passaient comme une rêve, simultanément si réelle et irréelle que je ne savais pas
si je serais jamais éveillée encore.
Sautez quelques mois en avance et on se trouve à l’aéroport. Je m'assois à côté de mon amie avec
inquiétude et impatience. « Bonjour, d’où venez-vous? » demande la fille près de nous. Après avoir
parlé un peu, on a découvert qu'elle est hongroise et elle habite en Colombie-Britannique. Elle est
gentille, et on parle jusqu'à ce qu'on monte en avion. « Finalement! », je pense. « On est presque là. »
Ah, pauvre enfant erronée que j'étais! On était dans le ciel entre Toronto et Miami pour 3 heures,
et puis pour une autre 4 de Miami à l’Équateur. Cela n'était même pas le début de l'aventure! Mais
c'était l'événement le plus proche à une aventure véritable dans ma vie jusqu’à ce moment. Si j'ignorais
le fait que je volais en avion, le voyage n'était pas trop grave dans son ensemble. Après avoir embarqué
en autobus, quelques heures plus tard on est arrivé à Riobamba, où on restait pour la majorité de
notre voyage. Ah, l'Equateur était beau! Les montagnes grosses et luxuriantes roulaient gracieusement
autour du paysage, la moitié masquée par des nuages et les rivières spontanées, comme une rêve en
vert, jaune, et bleu.
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Je voudrais bien dire que les autres enfants en voyage admiraient le paysage autant que moi,
mais cela sera une mensonge. Malheureusement, les autres n'étaient pas parmi ceux avec lesquels je
m'entendais bien. En fait, je ne comprenais pas pourquoi ils étaient là. Ils voulaient seulement parler et
prendre des photos, mais n’avaient aucun intérêt dans le bénévolat lui-même.
Après avoir passé les premiers jours avec eux, j'ai découvert la vérité : les autres bénévoles ont
fait partei d'un autre voyage il y a quelques années passées, et ont décidé de partir à l’Équateur pour
faire une réunion. Pour cette raison, leur mission était de faire la fête, au lieu d'aider les gens pour
qui on construisait l'école. Malgré mes meilleurs efforts, mes premières réactions étaient la tristesse
et la colère. À mon avis, s'ils voulaient faire la fête, ils auraient dû rester chez eux. Mais les gens de
l’Équateur sont dignes de meilleurs bénévoles, commis à eux.
Ce fut le moment où les rayons de clarté ont transperçait les nuages de confusion. Il y aura toujours
des gens qui font des bonnes choses pour les mauvaises raisons, et oui, peut-être sur un niveau, ces
motivations annulent l'effort. Mais cela ne comprends pas tout le monde. Bien sûr la plupart des
enfants qui participaient à ce voyage spécifique ne voulaient pas travailler – mais il y avait des enfants
qui voulaient vraiment aider ceux et celles qui étaient désavantagés socioéconomiquement. Ces enfants
étaient les enfants avec qui j'ai passé le reste du voyage. Le comportement des enfants qui ont évité
le travail bénévole n'a servi qu'à me motiver. Pendant les dix jours passés à l’Équateur, mon but était
de faire assez de travail pour être suffisant de compenser pour les gens qui faisaient seulement le
minimum requis. Les dix jours passaient rapidement, plein de travail et d'aventures. On avait l'occasion
de parler avec les gens équatoriens, et j'ai utilisé mon espagnol minimal pour interagir avec eux.
Finalement, le temps de retourner est arrivé. Je retournais au Canada fatiguée, mentalement et
physiquement. Après une période brève de choque culturelle et une «manille aux enchères » que durait
près de 20 heures, j'ai fait beaucoup de réflexion. J'ai pensé aux enfants qui étaient là pour eux-mêmes
et pas pour les gens de ce beau pays d’Équateur.
À ce jour, je pense la même chose : le bénévolat doit être fait pour les raisons de «service au-dessus
de soi ». On devrait le faire pour aider ceux qui ne peuvent pas se servir. Il y aurons toujours les gens
qui le font seulement pour les heures nécessaires ou pour fournir une réputation admirable, mais on
ne peux pas les changer. On peut seulement changer notre attitude, car rester fâcher ne contribue pas
au bonheur de personne. En maintenant une disposition heureuse et pleine d'espoir, nous motivons
non-seulement nous-mêmes, mais aussi les gens autour de nous. Et, vraiment, c'est la seule façon de
changer le monde : une attitude à la fois. Commençons par nous-mêmes.

Lora is a grade 12 student who has a passion for painting and being an advocate for equal rights – both through
work within her school and in her community. She speaks English, French, and Hungarian and now aspires tho
learn Spanish. Lora will be attending the University of Ottawa for a minor in Spanish and a dual-degree course of
French and Education, in order to begin her career as a French teacher.
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Omolara Soyinka
Second Place – Grade 11
Peel District School Board

Le calme après la tempête

«L

a Famille est familiale et elle n’est pas déterminée par des actes de mariage, des papiers
de divorce et des documents d'adoption. » – C. Joybell C.

« Donc quand le moment vient et les choses sur que vous avez dépendu changent,
[…] doit-il être une catastrophe qui suit? Ou adapterez-vous,d’une manière ou d’uneautre? »
– Margaret Overton
Une chose que j'ai apprise est que le changement peut venir soudainement. De nul part, un
tsunami énorme pourrait apparaître et balayer la vie que vous saviez. Un jour, par exemple, vous
pourriez arriver chez vous de l'école et découvrir qu’il n’y a personne pour vous ouvrir la porte. Il
pourrait arriver que vous êtes énervée un peu parce que votre sac à dos est lourd avec les devoirs de la
première secondaire. Mais ceci n'est pas inhabituel - le ciel d'automne est encore bleu. Ceci n'est pas
encore une catastrophe. Donc, vous êtes assis sur le perron, écoutant des carillons suspendus du grand
érable qui est devant la maison. Vous vous émerveillez de belles couleurs des feuilles qui chuteront
bientôt. Vous regardez des voitures qui passent dans votre rue calme et continuez à attendre l’arrivée
d’un de vos parents.
Mais on ne sait pas comment j'ai eu le sentiment qu’un événement épouvantable s’est passé,
tout en attendant sur le perron ce jour-là. En y repensant, je pense qu'il y avait des signes du tsunami
annoncé. Les vives querelles entre mes parents qui ont souvent causées des tremblements de terre
étaient un de ces signes. Nous savions qu'elles sont devenues trop grandes pour rester dans notre jolie
petite maison dans notre rue calme.
Je ne sais pas combien de temps a passé avant que je me suis levée etque j’ai couru à l'école
primaire de mon frère cadet. La journée scolaire s'était déjà terminée et j'ai trouvé mon frère, qui
était en première année, assis dans le bureau de la directrice adjointe tout seul. Elle m'a demandé de
m'asseoir aussi tandis qu'elle a appelé ma mère pour venir nous chercher. Dans ma mémoire, ce qui
est arrivé ensuite est flou, mais je me souviens que finalement ma mère est arrivée. Elle avait l’air triste
et fatiguée. Elle a dit que la raison pour son arrivée tardive était parce qu'elle était à l'hôpital ayant
son nez examiné et elle a eu besoin des points de suture. Ma mère et la directrice adjointe ont eu une
petite conversation et ensuite, parce qu'elle était très gentille et ma mère n'avait pas de voiture, la
directrice adjointe nous a ramené, tous les trois, à la maison.
Quand nous sommes rentrés à la maison, j'ai appris en détail ce qui était arrivé: ma mère et mon
père étaient à couteaux tirés plus tôt ce jour-là. La dispute s’est intensifiée et on peut supposer qu’un
coup de poing a dévié et a atterri sur un mauvais endroit (le nez de ma mère). Mon petit frère a appelé
la police et ils sont arrivés pour accompagner mon père à une cellule au commissariat de police et ils
ont escorté mon frère à l'école. Une ambulance est venue aussi pour accompagner ma mère à l'hôpital.
Le tsunami est venu pendant que j'étais à l'école, mais j'étais témoine de la suite de sa destruction.
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Mon père a passé, peut-être, trois jours en prison avant d'être libéré. Maintenant, je me sens
horrible pour dire cela, mais à l'époque je détestais mon père et je lui reprochais pour tout ce qui était
arrivé. J'avais oublié, cependant, que ceci n'était pas le cas typique des violences conjugales avec une
victime et un auteur clair. On pourrait dire, avec de bonnes raisons, que mon père n'était pas un très
bon mari pour ma mère et elle n'était pas une très bonne femme pour lui. Malgré cela, je crois qu'ils
étaient toujours de bons parents pour mon frère et moi.
Dans les mois après l'incident, mes parents ont divorcé et ils ont vendu la maison. Des assistants
sociaux rendaient visites à mon frère et moi fréquemment et mes deux parents allaient au service
d’aide. Je pouvais tenir le coup en croyant que la tempête se calmerait finalement et les choses
s'amélioreraient.
Aujourd'hui, je dois dire que je suis très proche de mon père et il est un de mes peuples préférés.
Ma mère et moi avons mûri ensemble aussi. Parfois, nous avons nos désaccords, en partie à cause de
mes hormones adolescente, mais je l’aimais toujours.
J'ai appris beaucoup de leçons au sujet des relations - cette expérience a changé la façon dont je les
vois. Je travaille fort à montrer aux personnes que j’accorde de l’importance à ma relation avec eux. J’ai
appris de reconnaître les rapports malsains. Le choix de rompre avec quelqu’un ne veut pas dire qu’ils
sont des monstres horribles. Il peut signifier seulement que certains dans vos vies ne sont pas censés
être dans vos vies pour toujours.
Ma vie a changé beaucoup après le divorce difficile de mes parents. Pourtant, je sais que beaucoup
de gens ont passé des situations similaires. Nous pouvons prier qu’il ne va pas passer, mais je pense
qu’il y aura un tsunami métaphorique dans la vie de chaque personne. Parfois avec un avertissement et
parfois avec rien du tout. Mais au moment déterminant, vous demandez, doit-il être une catastrophe
qui suit?

Omolara is a grade 11 who she enjoys reading novels and watching movies. In the future, Omolara is interested
in pursuing a career in the STEM field.

Rachel Zlatar
Third Place – Grade 11
Peel District School Board

Qu'est ce qui se passe?

Q

uand j’étais petite, je me souviens des messages dans les annonces, et les publicités de la santé
mentale. J’ai lu des articles de comment les femmes ne mangeaient jamais, puis mourraient. Je
les ai fait peu ou pas d’attention. Mais quand j’ai vu une jeune fille qui a l’air d’un squelette,
je pensais automatiquement qu’elle était anorexique. Comme enfant, on ne pense jamais que ces
évènements horribles se passent. On pense qu’on est invincible. Je me suis promise que je ne serais
jamais une fille comme ça.
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Je pense que tout a commencé l’année passée. Tout à coup, j’ai eu une grande tendance à
devenir plus sain. Je n’étais plus assez bonne. Mes amis, mes entraîneurs de natation, et les articles sur
l’internet disaient qu’il était très important que je maigrisse. Soudainement les publicités pour le régime
semblaient très irrésistibles. Je ne suis pas nutritionniste, scientifique ou médecin donc si j’entends une
publicité, je la fais confiance. Je me rappelle entendre des publicités qui me disaient, « Tu ne dois pas
manger de la viande parce que tu aurais du cancer. » Alors, je les ai crues. Aussi j’ai entendu, « Tu ne
peux pas manger du pain, parce que ton corps ne peux pas le digérer, » Comme la dernière fois, j’ai
arrêté de manger du pain. Éventuellement, je mangeais seulement des pommes, des carottes, et du
poisson, parce que je pensais que si je mangeais des autres choses je deviendrais malade.
Toutes les choses sur l’internet m’ont endocrinée. Mais ils m’ont promis que si je mangeais comme
ils disaient, je serais plus heureuse. Malheureusement, c’était le contraire. Je ne pouvais pas concentrer
à l’école car j’avais toujours mal à la tête. Je rêvais de nourriture au cours des jours, et des nuits. Ma
mère me disait que j’étais plus méchante, misérable, et fâchée. Ma famille et mes amies disaient que je
n’étais pas moi-même. Ils ne voulaient pas être proches de moi. J’ai perdu beaucoup d’amies à cause
de mes habitudes alimentaires et ma silhouette anorexique leur effrayaient. Partout où j’allais, les
personnes parlaient de moi derrière mon dos, et il y avait beaucoup de rumeurs à propos de moi.
Après une année, j’ai perdu vingt kilogrammes. En été, j’étais seulement trente-cinq kilogrammes.
Je savais que je n’étais plus en santé. J’avais l’air d’un squelette. Je ne pouvais pas marcher sans me
sentir comme mes jambes se casseraient. Donc, j’ai réalisé que j’avais un gros problème. On ne réalise
pas comment on est chanceux. Pour le petit pourcentage qui a l’anorexie, ils savent qu’ils sont épuisés.
Peu importe ce qu’on fait, on ne peut en faire plus. On peut touijours être plus maigre, plus belle, plus
active, et plus contente Cela devient une addiction. On ne le pense pas, mais c’est exactement comme
une addiction aux drogues ou aux cigarettes. C’est ta vie.
En août je suis allée à l’hôpital et les docteurs m’ont dit, « Tu as une semaine avant que tu meures.
Tu serais sur ton lit, et tu ne te réveillerais jamais. » Alors, ils m’ont dit que j’ai eu de la chance. Si je
n’étais pas allée à l’hôpital, je n’aurais pas su que mon cœur était très faible. Le rythme cardiaque
normal est entre cinquante et quatre-vingt battements. Si c’était sous quarante on aurait besoin d’un
stimulateur cardiaque, et si c’était moins que trente on mourrait. Ma fréquence cardiaque était vingt
battements par minute. C’était le dernier jour que je pouvais faire mes activités favorites, et aussi le
dernier jour que j’ai pu me sentir comme un enfant ordinaire à la société.
Cette nuit, je suis arrivée à une chambre dans l’hôpital ; j’étais avec d’autres personnes qui avaient
les maladies comme l’anorexie. Pour trois semaines très longues, j’étais restreinte au lit, avec un
cathéter intraveineux, cinq cicatrices d'aiguilles, et quatre prospects électrocardiogrammes sur mon
corps. Pendant que le temps passait, je suis devenue déprimée. Je pleurais chaque jour car c’était très
solitaire. Je pensais avoir ruiner ma vie.
Alors, je voudrais profiter de mon temps à l’hôpital pour faire une différence dans les vies des
autres gens. J’aimerais que d’autres gens apprennent de mes expériences. Si je pouvais sauver au moins
un enfant, je serais contente. J’ai commencé par créer des bracelets pour les petits enfants avec le
cancer et les autres maladies mortelles. Quand je pouvais sortir de ma chambre j’étais très enthousiaste
de rencontrer les autres personnes avec l’anorexie et la boulimie.
Une nuit, j’ai vu une fille qui avait douze ans et qui était seule dans le coin entrain de pleurer.
Aucune infirmière ne faisait attention à elle. Elle était une victime d’intimidation à cause de son poids,
alors elle-même s'affame. Je lui ai dit comment je suis devenue un squelette et comment je serais morte
si je n’avais pas mangé. Heureusement, je lui ai parlé, j’ai devenu sa seule amie. Alors, je lui ai fait
promettre de manger d’avantage. J’ai réalisé que s’ils avaient su qu’ils avaient des amies ils ne seraient
pas à l’hôpital. Je suis très contente de dire que je parle encore à la fille jeune. Sa famille m’a remercié
de l’avoir sauvé la vie.
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En fin, ça fait plus d’un an depuis mon point tournant. Ce n’était pas un jour qui a changé ma vie,
mais c’était beaucoup d’expériences qui m’ont fait apprendre et grandir. Je sais que je ne suis pas la
seule personne qui a été touchée par le média et la société. Chaque jour je me souviens de ce temps.
Je vois les images de moi de l’été passé, et j’ai très peur de ce que j'avais fait. Je ne veux jamais voir une
autre personne devenir comme moi.
Finalement, je veux dire au monde que vous êtes parfait. Pour tous les gens qui ont combattu une
maladie mentale, savez qu’il y a une personne qui vous aime pour qui vous êtes et ne JAMAIS vous
blâmez.

Rachel is a grade 11 student who enjoys synchronized swimming, weight lifting, and boxing. When she grows up
she wants to own her own hospital, or work as a paramedic in the army.
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Daelin Henschel
First Place – Grade 9
Near North District School Board

Six Strings of Inspiration

A

hushed silence falls over the audience as I take the stage. Guitar in hand, I walk to the lonely seat
and sense the eyes upon me. My teacher counts me in with a gestural ‘1, 2, 3, 4’ and I'm off like
a flash, racing through the first twelve bars of “Cello Suite” with blistering speed and precision.
The song is a game of chess and my fingers are the pieces, moving themselves to the rhythm of the
music almost subconsciously. I bring my performance to a close with a resounding D major chord, and
the audience bursts into heartfelt applause as I stand and take a bow. It is in this moment that I realize
taking up guitar was the ultimate turning point in my life.
For as long as I can remember, I have had a profound interest in music. Jazz, metal, country, I love
it all. When I was eight, I saw an old video of Led Zeppelin in their musical prime performing "Whole
Lotta Love," and was awestruck. Something about their exuberant vibe, ultra-hip swagger and rock 'n'
roll attitude totally consumed me, leaving my young mind dazzled. But what particularly caught my eye
was the iconic lead guitarist, Jimmy Page boasting a 1959 Gibson Les Paul, decked out with a heavily
worn sunburst finish, shimmering gold hardware, and a lush rosewood fretboard. It was the most
glorious thing I had ever seen or heard. From that moment, I was inspired to follow in the footsteps of
my newfound idol and embark on a quest to hone my fledgling musical skills.
After spending many hours in the company of online instructional videos, my guitar virtuosity
began to blossom. While once challenged by “Smoke on the Water”, I eventually moved on to progress
and broaden my musical palette. I took every opportunity that presented itself to perform — in front
of family and friends, at school talent shows, for fundraisers in our local mall — and never once have I
tired of it.
Not only has guitar become the focal point of my world, but it has also brought me great
perspective. I recall a powerful moment, when playing for an old family friend at her retirement party a
couple years back. Although I wasn’t entirely satisfied with my performance, seeing her beaming, tearyeyed face brought me to the sudden realization that the true joy of playing guitar did not lie in my own
self-satisfaction, but rather in the felicity of bringing happiness to others.
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One might wonder how something as simple as an instrument could transform someone’s life, but
it is certainly no mystery to me. I owe some of the most important lessons I have ever learned to the
guitar, and I feel that making music has lifted me as a person. In a perfect illustration of this, I recollect
attempting to learn one particular tune called "Drifting" by Andy McKee. This piece demanded some
complex techniques involving percussion as well as tremendously intricate fingerings, which at first
left me frustrated and disheartened. However, through perseverance and raw determination, I went
on to master the song, and was proud to share the rewards of my hard work with my entire school
at our annual Christmas assembly last year. Through struggles like this, I have learned the values of
determination and resilience, character traits that are bound to pay dividends when I face adversity in
years to come. Truly, playing music has made me a stronger person.
The guitar has taught me some invaluable life skills, and has shown me the compelling power
of music. Over the years, I have witnessed time and again how music bonds people in a special and
enduring way. I will always strive to inspire others through music, just as it has inspired me. Today, I
can't imagine life without guitar. It gives me an oasis to retreat to in times of turmoil, and an outlet
through which to express my feelings and artistic creativity. Simply put, picking up the guitar was the
greatest decision I have ever made.

Daelin is a grade 9 student who enjoys reading, playing soccer, and cross-country skiing as well as strumming his
guitar. In addition to music, some of his favorite subjects are Math, Science and English. Daelin hopes to study
classical guitar in his post-secondary education, and one day go on to pursue a professional career in music.

Meghan Gough
Second Place – Grade 9
Near North District School Board

If I'd Had My Umbrella

“L

ife isn’t about waiting for the storm to pass… it’s about learning to dance in the rain!”
— Vivian Greene

The first time I saw her she was sitting at the back of my fifth grade class. She was of
average height, a tad overweight, and unkempt. It was my first time at this new school, and she was
just another one of the unfamiliar faces I saw. I was so focused on finding my “new best friend” and
having my “perfect year” I never talked to her. Honestly, it made no difference to me, but that could
have meant the world to her.
The next year was grade six. Everything was in place now. It was easy. Life was… perfect. My
friends were in my class. I liked my teacher. I was happy. The sun was shining, gleaming bright, and
then it happened. My sunshine was suddenly threatened by clouds.
Bullying. We’ve all heard of it: cyber, physical, emotional, sexual. The list goes on. It’s something
that seemed a long ways away, when really, it was sitting at the back of my class.
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It started out with the occasional push or shove, maybe the word “slut” whispered in my ear.
Unable to understand her sudden hatred for me, I took another step forward determined to keep
my perfect life together. I ignored her, even when the storm was starting to brew. For her, that was
not enough. She tried to conceal my sunshine, though I was determined to keep my head above the
clouds.
She redoubled her efforts, throwing badminton rackets at me and kicking me. As if that wasn’t
enough, curse words were hurled at me regularly. Eventually, I responded. Instead of being mean, I
politely asked her to stop. She refused. My determination was wearing thin. Clouds gathered.
The storm erupted when she trapped me in the girls’ washroom by blocking the door. I pleaded
with her to let me out, knowing how unsafe it was to be alone in there with her. By the time someone
finally got the door open, my determination was gone. All that was left was a mass of black swirling
storm clouds, ready to unleash their fury. Push. Shove. Hit. Kick. I was regularly at the office to get ice
for my bruises. I continually got called names and told to “Go die.” Sadly, there was no ice for those
bruises and no time to build a callous over the wound.
I became depressed, hollow and scared. The storm inside me raged, but my friends never
suspected; they were in the eye of the hurricane. If they had looked in my eyes, they would have seen
an uncertain, frightened girl. School was a place I’d come to know and love, but it became a place
where I had to look over my shoulder constantly and pray I would get through each day. To this day, I
have a habit of hiding my emotions from people. I used to think that displaying my feelings was weak,
but realized it makes you strong. Showing your emotions means that you are comfortable in your own
skin.
I can happily say that the end result of this experience was good. When my parents saw how
bad my situation was, they knew they needed to do something. Everything got resolved, and
the harassment stopped. However, the skies didn’t clear overnight. Storms often leave a path of
destruction, which takes time to repair.
I feel that the best way to lessen your pain, is to forgive. By forgiving the girl who bullied me, I
became happier inside. I came out of this situation, stronger and wiser. I felt liberated. I learned that
forgiveness protects you from the rain. Even though the sun is shining again, I know clouds might cover
it someday. I need not worry, though – next time, I will have my umbrella.

Meghan is a grade 9 stduent who likes to dance and play with her dog. Her favourite sport is soccer. She
absolutely loves food except peanut butter and meat. She also enjoys shopping and hanging out with friends.
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Chloe Black
Third Place – Grade 10
Near North District School Board

Skin Deep

“T

he marks humans leave are too often scars.” — John Green, The Fault in Our Stars

It’s the 19th of February, 2014, one month after my 13th birthday. I’m lying on a cold
metal table in the AZ Monica Antwerpen hospital. My arms are strapped down, needles
are being stabbed in my veins, and an anesthesia mask being placed over my mouth and nose. The
anesthesiologist asks me if I like Coldplay. It’s a simple question, but as I nod my head, I can’t help but
think of the deeper meaning. I’m going into this surgery one person, with likes and dislikes unique
to me, and I will be coming out of it a completely different one. I will be unrecognizable, physically
and mentally. I wonder if my perception on life will change? Will I still love to dance? Will I still hate
cinnamon? Questions fly through my head as I feel my eyelids getting heavier. Is my music taste going
to change entirely? The duration of each blink is increasing rapidly, my brain is fighting to stay awake,
and my mouth is unable to move.
People have told me that you can count to ten before the medication takes effect, but in this
state of vulnerability I realize that this is false. The seconds seem to last forever as I am fighting to stay
awake. The sense of relaxation previously embodying me suddenly disappears. I try to forget where
I am, what’s happening, and why I’m here. On a normal day it’s easy for me to isolate myself into a
world of nothingness, but while I’m lying here telling myself to let go and fall asleep, I am the most
awake I’ve ever been.
In this moment I am truly terrified. Cold, dry air is surrounding me, I can feel rough sheets
underneath me, and my ears are filled with the chatter of another language. My brain is fully awake
but I discover that my eyes won’t open. It takes all the strength in my body to wiggle my finger. I close
my eyes and am pulled back into sleep. It seems as though seconds have passed when I feel a small
hand grab my forearm. I finally gain the strength to open my eyes and see a nurse standing beside my
bed. I watch her put more medicine into my IV and walk back to the other nurses. I now feel the pain.
My entire face and neck feels like it is being burned from the inside out. It’ll be worth it, I promise. I
hear my mother’s voice in my mind. You’ll be beautiful after this is all over. I return to sleep.
A lot of negativity and jealousy was thrown my way in the months following the surgery. People I
thought I could trust suddenly turned on me, doing everything they could to knock me down. Friends
looked at me with hatred-filled eyes because I was no longer the friend to pity. While I was the saddest
I’ve ever been in my life, I found my silver lining. I came to terms with the fact that I did come out of
the surgery unrecognizable - both physically and mentally. I still love to dance, I still hate cinnamon, and
my music taste has not changed, but my perception has.
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It’s the 22nd of December, 2015, one day before my best friend will be lying on a cold metal table
in the AZ Monica Antwerpen Hospital. She knows what’s next; I’ve told her it hurts for about a week
and the swelling lasts for six months. I helped to guide her through the subsequent stitch removal,
x-rays, and loss of feeling due to numbness. What she doesn’t know is that while I have guided her
through this experience in her life, she has guided me through not only finding myself and who I hope
to be, but also through the sadness and fear I felt losing the people I thought were my friends. She
is an important part of my life, an honest and a true friend who has taught me that no matter what
happens, the bond we have built will never be broken.

Chloe is a grade 10 student who dances 5 days a week, and loves music, photography and visual art. Her
favourite subjects are English and Dance. She lived in Belgium for three years and attended the Antwerp
International School. She hopes to become a forensic scientist or a police officer.

GRADE 11/12

Gillian Hebert
First Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

The Heaviness of a Shadow

M

y shadow comes and goes as it pleases, and looms around the corner waiting to jump out and
frighten me. In my youth, he was the puppet master, the story teller and the guardian angel.
Never had I imagined he would grow. He is now over-powering and hurtful.

I remember being this creative ball of light; I bounced off the walls with energy. The light was
always on in my mind. I remember when he first appeared. It was late last January, in the middle
of winter. It was the start of a brand new semester. I should have been relieved that exams had just
finished, but I was far from relaxed. I was on my way home from the hospital, drugged up from the
having all sorts of blood tests and uncomfortable conversations with my parents and the nurses. It was
like a blast of cold water from a hose had just sprayed me in the back of my neck and began to freeze
into my new reality. My best friend at the time was sitting in the waiting room. She and my parents
were the only ones who knew. That’s when the weight of my shadow started to crawl up the cuffs
of my pants. Like black sludge, it traveled up my spine. People would notice. My friends would know
something is different, without a doubt. How could I avoid telling them? My shadow put a toxic fog of
fear in my head. What will they say? What will they do? They haven’t even the slightest clue as to what
I had just been through. They’ll say “What’s wrong with you?” or “You’re acting very different, are you
okay?” They can’t know, it’s too embarrassing. I didn’t want to be noticed.
My house. It was full of the same black smog that my shadow left behind. This is where it
happened. In my home. I kept my hands close to my chest so my heart wouldn’t jump out and run
away. I had to face my room eventually.
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I hadn’t actually noticed my shadow was a problem right away. I knew something was not right,
but I ignored it for the most part. This new presence stayed quiet for a little while, but shortly grew
louder. I wasn’t alone anymore, but I wish I had been. Once I fully acknowledged him, he never went
away. My shadow was no longer a friend who made puppet shows on the wall before bed. He was a
thief. He stole my words. He took my stability and he had swiped up my trust in others. It was as if he
turned into glasses and I was seeing through his fog.
Simple things like going to work and school, and interacting with people became a challenge. My
life. I loved people, my friends and my family, but he took that all away from me. He held me prisoner
in my own mind. I couldn’t go out. I was too scared. I took fewer shifts at work, and I hid in the back
of the classroom at school in the very last seat -- the one with the sketchy carvings and gum under
the desk. That’s where I felt safest. No one could see me unless they turned around. Random noises I
made caused my hair to stand on end. “Who heard that?” “They’re going to know it was me and look
back.”
My shadow made me nervous even though I didn’t feel I was. My marks suffered because of lack of
group participation and skipping presentations. I would be ready, always more prepared than I needed
to be. I’d get up, ready to speak; calm and collected. Then sure enough, as the first word came out of
my mouth, I forgot everything. It’s like my memory chip was removed. Bits and pieces remained but not
enough to make it convincing. I could improvise; but my shadow grabbed my tongue and twisted my
words. I got frustrated and my temperature rose. I shook. Whether it was from fear or anger, I couldn’t
tell you. The pronunciation would get harder. He took that negative energy and used it to grow. Angry
tears ran down my cheeks as I rushed to hide in the bathroom. My shadow cackled. That’s when I
knew something had to be done.
A huge gash doesn’t heal in just one night. That’s what this felt like, and I needed stitches to close
the wound from which my shadow seeped out. I’m still a long way from the finish line, but I lit a candle
in my rayless prison and I can see out. The door is in sight. It’s possible my shadow is giving me a false
sense of hope, but I’m willing to work with what I’ve got. I’ve taken back my work shifts to relearn
how to deal with a variety of people. I add more oxygen to my little candle by going out into public
situations. I purposely go one notch out of my comfort zone each time so that perhaps I can make this
fog a little thinner. I’m now able to teach my kids in my swim classes more effectively and safely. I’m
proud to have wiggled my big heart out of that useless dark case it was “protected” in, and I’m slowly
letting people back into my life. I’m not ashamed of what happened. I don’t need people to rush to
my rescue every time my shadow trips me or fogs my head with anxiety. I’d prefer people know that I’d
been sexually assaulted and understand how I’ve been dealing with it rather than have them thinking
I’ve gone mad. I want to be treated by my peers as I was before this all happened, so that my shadow
will shrink into its dimmer self and return to being the playful puppeteer I used to know.

Gillian is a grade 12 student who is trained in wilderness first aid as well as CPRA, B, C with AED training. She
has achieved her Bronze Medallion, Bronze Cross and National Lifeguard certifications. She is very skilled in the
arts and soon her work called “Cozy on the Inside” will hang in place at the North Bay Hospital in the new Nurses
Wing. Gillian is very well-rounded and dedicated to her work.
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Jayce Stringer
Second Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

Transition

A

s blurry as the last two years were for me, I distinctly remember my 17th birthday. I was sitting
on the end of my bed after dinner waiting for my dad to come to talk to me, feeling like I could
choke on every insecurity I’d ever had and drown. I remember stuttering out my explanation like
the accused in court, studying his face like a quirk in his eyebrow would tell me whether or not his
response would be positive, or neutral at least. I was swallowing back years of anxiety and running my
sweating palms across my jeans the night I told my dad I’m transgender. To this day, it holds a high spot
in the list of the scariest things I’ve ever done, but if I hadn’t done it my life would never have changed.
In my experience, gender dysphoria doesn’t show up loud and announced like a drunk relative to
Christmas dinner; it sneaks in quietly and begins to affect your life. Sometimes you recognize it early,
sometimes not until you’re older. My earliest memory of questioning my gender was when I was maybe
six years old. I thought to myself that my mother was strange to be calling me a girl because I knew
I was a boy, but I wasn’t about to correct her because I had been told boys don’t play with girls and I
loved playing with my sisters, which is six year old logic at its finest. When I was in the seventh grade,
a girl I knew asked me what my name would be if I was a boy. She made one for me and called me by
that name for the rest of the school year and I loved it. I always theorized that I had hated the name
given to me by my parents because I thought it didn’t suit me. Of course, it didn’t suit me; it was a
name for a girl. When I started high school, I was beginning to squirm when referred to as miss, she,
young woman. It wasn’t until grade ten that I met someone who helped me understand what I was
feeling. Before then I had never heard that your gender identity could be different than your biological
sex.
The way I would explain it is that while my body naturally produces estrogen and has all the
necessary parts to carry a child, nothing about me is female. I wouldn’t say I’m a man trapped in a
woman’s body, because this body is mine and though it is looked at as female I know that no part of
it is. I’ve spent my whole life looking at gender in a way most other people never would. Growing up
transgender is as terrifying as it is isolating and it would be lying to say that most of it is easy.
This revelation changed a lot in my life, and though it isn’t an easy conversation to have with
most people, I slowly began to come out to my friends about who I had really been this whole time.
I changed my name and pronouns to match who I am and reintroduced myself to the people who
mattered to me. Not everyone is accepting of things that they don’t understand and I would be lying
if I said everyone was kind about it. I lost friends, but accepted that if they didn’t want me in their life,
it would be their loss. But losing a friend is one thing, while becoming disconnected from family is
another, and as much as family is supposed to love you through thick and thin that isn’t always true.
Coming out to my parents was probably the hardest part of the whole thing. It’s so hard to hide things
from someone you live with, and it’s even worse knowing if they know they could have a visceral
reaction and, at worst, I could be disowned. As well as my mother and father ended up taking the
news, I can’t say the same for everyone whom I’m related to. I haven’t spoken to my grandparents
since.
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It can be hard to open up to people and this was no different. It was life altering for me and those
around me, but I gained a lot from coming out. Mostly, I gained back my happiness. Hiding who I
was fed my already present depression and did nothing to help the growing want to end my own life.
Making the change from hiding who I was to coming out honestly is hugely part of why I’m still alive
today. I loathed my body and treated myself awfully, turning every negative part of my experience
inward because I wouldn’t allow myself to express how I was feeling. As much as I would like to say
I’m proactive about letting people know and not hiding anymore, it’s still hard to do most days, but it’s
something I’ll learn to live with. Quite often I’ve found myself still fighting thoughts of self-hatred and
disgust towards who I am, thinking things like, “Why can’t I just be normal?” or feeling ashamed of
who I am, though I suppose that feeling shame comes with being shamed.
Like any challenge in life, I’ve grown a lot while discovering who I am, and the people close to me
have begun to accept and acknowledge my transition. I’m proud of myself to have come to this point,
and I know things can only improve from here. I’ve gained a support system made of my wonderful
friends and family. I’m grateful for the acceptance I’ve received while I’ve made these changes in my
life. I feel very lucky that while I’ve sorted myself out most things have gone as well as they possibly
could in this situation. While I’m still in the middle of these changes in my life, I know I’ll come out of
this as a stronger person, and as the man I was meant to be.

Jayce is a Grade 12 student who enjoys comedy, music and theatre, and the company of his close friends. He has
no achievements in his life so far and hopes to accomplish something someday, but he hasn’t set the bar too high
for himself. Jayce plans to go to college and eventually become a theatre technician. He also plans to soon start
hormone replacement therapy and become more physically masculine.

Luke Cooper
Third Place – Grade 12
Near North District School Board

More Than Punching and Kicking

A

ccording to my sensei, my story is one that he has heard many times; the tale of how karate
changed my life. I was not much of a fighter when I was young, and so I would often come
home with bruises, while the other kids went home unscathed. The few times that I “stuck
up” for myself, I would get in trouble (the school system always seemed to favor the bullies, as their
stories were more convincing). I was very open with my family about how things worked at school,
and of course, they would side with my slightly biased version of what happened. My grandfather, in
particular, told me I should join martial arts so I could “beat the [poop] out of those little [meanies]”;
his opinion was always very important to me, since he acted as my father figure growing up. I was
intrigued by his suggestion, and wanted to fight like people in action movies, but the opportunity to
join karate did not present itself to me until about a year after his comment.

112 | Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

North Bay, Ontario

Mark, my best friend at the time, approached me and asked if I wanted to join karate with him. His
mom had found a dojo in town, with well-structured classes and low-priced membership fees. Our first
class was free, and we both fell in love with the program. We signed up, paid our fees, signed waivers,
and bought our gees. However, after about one month of learning the ropes, Mark dropped out. He
claimed he no longer enjoyed it, and wanted to practice “his own” fighting style. Despite having no
other friends in the class, I continued attending.
It was not long after Mark left that it was suggested I join the adult class; I was about eight inches
taller than all the other kids, and my sensei thought it would be beneficial for me since I was unusually
mature for my age. Once I attended a couple of adult classes, my mom was finally convinced; she
joined too. Ever since then, my mom and I have been going to every class together. We got our new
belts together, trained together, and bettered ourselves, together. Still keeping with it, my mom and I
now teach youth classes one-to-two times a week. After more than four years of practicing Shotokan
Karate, I am still caught off guard when a child calls me “sensei”.
What I have learned, and am learning, has changed my life forever. My view of the world is so
different now that I look at it through opened eyes. My opinion of people is much higher than before,
and I jump at the chance to help whenever I can. I am no longer the chubby little kid who got bullied in
primary school; I am an outgoing person who stopped seeing the point of playing the victim card.
Something that has, and will always stick with me, is my dojo’s creed: “I will keep my thoughts
positive, because my thoughts become my words. I will keep my words positive, because my words
become my actions. I will keep my actions positive, because my actions become my values. I will keep
my values positive, because my values become my destiny. I will think before I speak, and plan before I
act. Life is what I make of it.” This has been repeated in every class I have attended, and so it has truly
been etched in my soul; it is my philosophy.
Additionally, the literal translation of sensei is “the one who went before”. The word sensei,
however, has many other meanings behind it. A sensei can be a teacher, leader, or more specifically, a
master of control. Controlling one’s own emotions is not an easy feat; being a sensei does not mean
you are emotionless, but rather you control how you display them. I like to humbly believe that I have
this aspect under control. I rarely get overly angry about anything anymore, and when I do, I dare
not show it; it simply is not worth the effort. Also, with complete control over one’s own emotions, it
becomes much easier to analyze situations and decide on the best possible course of action; a useful
skill for life in general.
In conclusion, my story has been forever changed by my experiences in karate. My sensei will
always be a significant role model of mine, along with my family and friends. While I may now be
capable of causing another person serious pain, I do not believe I will ever need to, as I have acquired
the ability of de-escalation; the ability to win the fight before there is one. I am no longer a bullied
child, but instead a humble sensei, who strives to aid others in their own endeavours. I do not know
where I will go, or who I will become in the future, but I know I will always be a sensei at heart, with
karate as my home.

Luke is a grade 12 student who is actively involved with his school’s band programs and has been described as
a role model for his peers. He lives with his single mother and together, they attend Shotokan Karate classes at
Three Fires Martial Arts Academy. Luke currently holds a full Shodan (black belt) and strives to continue improving
through both mental, and physical training. Additionally, Luke is scheduled to attend Nipissing University to,
eventually, become a math teacher.
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GRADE 7/8

Avalon Gilbert
First Place – Grade 7
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

The Last “I Love You”

“O

ne, two three,” went through my head. Those three numbers on repeat. Taunting me. I had
three seconds. Three seconds to say something, but all I could do was stand there, blankfaced. I watched him walk out the door and into the waiting ambulance. That was the last
time my dad was home. For the next week, I watched the clock like a hawk, feeling helpless. I didn’t go
visit him in the hospital, I just couldn’t. Instead I waited. Waited and watched.
When they paged me to the office, I knew that it happened. I entered that office strong, thinking I
could shoulder the news, but instead came out crying and broken. Like a single raindrop beginnning an
unrelenting storm, this news had caused my life to break apart into a million tiny pieces.
My head was spinning when I walked into my house. Everything was silent, except for the sound of
crying. A sound that, two years later, still fills my ears in quiet times. I felt like I was the only one under
the roof who was managing to keep it all together. Little did I know that in a matter of days, I would
be exploding like a ticking time bomb.
Anger took over my body the same way the invading white blood cells had taken over my dad’s.
He was actually gone and was not coming back. He wouldn’t see me grow up, graduate, live my life. I
felt betrayed. How could my dad not have known he had cancer? How could he not feel himself dying,
slipping away from me?
The funeral was all a blur. I remember lots of people, hugs and more of the ever- present crying. To
this day, the sound of any tears shed for my dad sounds to me like nails on a chalkboard. During the
months to follow, I was able to sometimes press ‘pause’ on my life to take a moment to breathe. But
when the pause button lifted, everything just hit me harder. I wanted to have the answers to questions
that swirled around in my head. Was he in pain? Did he count down the minutes before he slipped
away? What thoughts filled the last seconds of his life and was I a part of them?
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Then one day I was ready. Ready to move on. Ready to live my life again. I was done with letting
my sadness define me. That day I started to grow stronger. I developed a new perspective on life.
This unbearable sadness I was forced to face at such a young age, now allows me to see the good in
everything. I choose to be happy every day for myself and for my dad. My dad’s passing away made me
who I am today. My only regret is that, at the time, I didn’t have the words to say the last “I love you”.

Avalon is a grade 7 student who loves the outdoors and spending time hunting, fishing and camping. She also
enjoys playing sports in her free time. Her dad, Richard Lawrence Gilbert, first fell ill on November 26th , 2013
and passed away a very short time later on December 4, of the same year, from leukemia.

Cody Duhaime
Second Place – Grade 8
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Dividing Household

I

was young. My dad and I were very close at this time. He taught me things and made my days
exciting. We spent many afternoons in the garage. He would show me car parts and tools and
would teach me how to clean or repair parts on his classic car. My dad couldn’t drive at this point
due to drinking and driving. I thought my life and family was perfect. Little did I know, my dad’s
drinking problem was getting worse.
Months went by. Fights were common, almost every night, between my mom and dad. He would
start drinking around noon, then my mom would get fed up because he could barely walk. After
the fights, my dad would go into the garage and do whatever grown men do when they’re mad. I
would watch him from my window. I could see him talking to himself and walking around the garage
aimlessly. Some nights I could see wrenches and other tools being tossed around, him letting out his
anger. Then after that, he would climb into his car where he slept until morning. Then the cycle would
start over again. Very few nights were peaceful. I didn’t know then, but my family was falling apart.
Then one sunny August day, things changed. My dad had started drinking in the morning. My
mom was at work so my dad didn’t have anyone to fight with him. Day turned into night and as I was
tucked into bed, I heard screaming and cursing. I cracked my door open only to catch a glimpse of
my dad and mom fighting in the living room. But this fight was different. It was more violent. My dad
started to push my mom so she pushed him back, even harder. My heart sank. I finally gained enough
courage to walk into the hall and make my way toward the fight. As I approached, my dad pushed
my mom into the empty fireplace. My mom eventually got up and pushed him back, knocking over
pictures and leaving a hole in the wall. I didn’t walk any further. I turned around and ran back to my
room where I stayed until morning.
In the morning my mom opened the door to my bedroom, where I sat, awake. I could see the cuts
and scratches on her arms. With tears in her eyes she told me to pack everything and put it in the car. I
had no idea that life wouldn’t be the same any more.
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A small problem soon developed into something worse than I expected and it changed my life
forever. A simple addiction changed my father. After finally figuring out that his drinking problem
was really affecting others, he quit. Even though our houses are now divided, I have learned that the
choices someone makes affects others. I know that my choices will not involve addictions. An empty
bottle becomes an empty house and a divided family. Choices are everything.

Cody is a grade 8 student who is an outdoor enthusiast and loves living in his First Nation community. His
favourite subjects are Math and Literacy and he always works to his fullest potential. Some day, Cody hopes to
work in the mining industry.

Phoenix Cooper
Third Place – Grade 7
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Not a Game of Golf

I

can remember it like it was yesterday. I remember clutching my little sister’s head to my chest as
she cried out in pain. I remember the warmth on my chest and the absolute panic I felt as I realized
my yellow shirt had been stained a dark red. This was the day I made the biggest mistake of my
entire life.
I was 6 years old and my sister was 4 when we decided it would be a good day to play a game of
golf. We unlocked our shed, and we each picked a club from our father’s bag. Since we couldn’t find
the golf balls, we decided that the next best thing would be a soccer ball. I cannot recall how long we
played, but I can remember the last time I swung on of those cursed clubs that day.
I had told my sister to stand off to the side so that I didn’t hit her. I fixed the soccer ball so that it
was in front of me, and I swung. Only, my club never hit the ball, because as I was fixing the ball, my
sister had crept up behind me, and the club struck her on the top of the head. At first, I didn’t realize
the extent of the injury I had caused. I grabbed her in for a hug and tried to comfort her and get
her to stop crying, but I soon became aware of a warm liquid soaking into my shirt. When I looked
down, I became panic stricken as I realized my shirt was soaked with blood. Immediately, I started
crying, terrified about how much harm I may have caused her. I ran to my mother to tell her what had
happened.
What happened next I can’t remember, but I do remember sitting next to my sister in the car,
terrified that she would either lose all the blood in her, and her brain would dry out, or that her brain
would fall out of the hole in her head. In reality, we were lucky; there was no hole in her head. She had
a bad cut and an infection, but that was it. Thankfully, no fractured skull or concussion.
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Sitting beside my bleeding sister in the car and at the hospital is when I had my turning point.
Everything that had happened made me realize how one little mistake could have such traumatic
consequences. It taught me to be careful, because I may not always get lucky, and I shouldn’t push my
luck.

Phoenix is a grade 7 student who is the oldest of three siblings and an aspiring architect and writer. She loves
math, and in her free time she enjoys writing, photography, drawing, baking and spending time with her family.

GRADE 9/10

Makaylah Kruk
Frist Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Surreal

W

e’ve all witnessed the Hollywood movie productions, the heart touching awareness
commercials, the best-selling books. We hear countless stories about the deadly and tragic
disease known to all as cancer. However, in spite of all the notable recognition of this illness, I
had never envisioned myself in the position where I would be immensely and personally affected by it.
I can distinctly recall that night. I can allow my mind to trigger vivid memories of the events that took
place. I can regenerate the emotions I felt during the everlasting moments of uncertainty. I possess a
strong capability of remembering it all exceedingly well, yet still cannot seem to embrace the truth of
reality. It was surreal.
I was awakened by the penetrating sound of weeping and the negative energy of sorrow,
immediately recalling my sister who had spent the endless night at the emergency room with my
parents. Curiosity and fear rushed over my body, like an ocean wave sweeping over the shore. After
slowly approaching the cries, I discovered some of my family members gathered together, sharing in
each other's pain. My eager ten year old self attempted to grasp the situation. The astonished look
plastered on my face begged for an answer. Within a matter of seconds the dreadful news flew into
the atmosphere, “Karissa has leukemia.” My sight blurred from the instant flood of tears which began
to leak down my cheeks.
Karissa was in severely critical condition with an unfortunate chance of survival. She was urgently
airlifted to the largest paediatric health sciences centre in Canada, SickKids Hospital Toronto. Driven
by a mission to provide the ultimate best in family care and clinical advancements, Karissa had the
opportunity to commence her life-dependant treatment in a world renowned health facility. However,
not even this overwhelming reassurance could have prepared me for the enormous obstacle our family
was about to experience.
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Peering into Karissa's hospital room for the first time, I endured the worst heartbreak. Exhaustion
was written across her face, her hands were pierced with intravenous tubes connecting her to multiple
bags of medicine hanging by her bedside. Seeing my little sister, who was always smiling, always
laughing, now in this near-death state tortured my stomach. I swiftly turned my head away before she
saw the pool of tears that formed once again. I attempted to console myself as I sipped the ice-cold
water that a compassionate nurse retrieved for me. Staying strong for Karissa’s well-being was the most
challenging circumstance I had to cope with throughout this entire journey.
My family spent the duration of nine months adapting to our new medical environment. The
hospital and the faces who occupied it had become familiarized. Karissa’s new hairless look was
accepted and adored. Everyday hurdles, such as blood work, were no longer met by the perpetual
screaming of a terrified seven year old girl. This cancerous disease had its way of tremendously
impacting my life and those surrounding me. No, I wasn’t the one chosen to fight and endure the
physical hardships, for that I will forever admire my heroic sister. However, I believe on July 12th,
2012, my entire family was diagnosed with this illness. Together we fought this battle, together we
persevered the on-going struggle and together we won!
I’m filled with extreme gratitude to finally announce that Karissa took her last dosage of chemo
the spring of 2015. After undertaking three years of intense therapy, she has returned to her happy
and healthy self, continuing to live through her childhood with a newly found sense of courage and
maturity. Presently focusing on the positive outcomes of such a traumatic experience has strengthened
my faith. Being exposed to the medical world has opened new doors of opportunity towards a broad
selection of career paths. The outpouring of support from astounding charities and facilities has ignited
the burning desire in my heart to give back. This turning point revealed to me the important purpose of
family and helped me develop an inspiring perspective towards our precious gift of life. I’ve learned we
must savour every moment, never take things for granted and cherish our loved ones, because the fate
that lies within tomorrow is unknown.

Makaylah is a grade 9 student who enjoys and excels in the academic, artistic and athletic aspects of her school.
Makaylah is in the process of selecting a future career path and is beginning to aspire to employment in the
medical field. She hopes to help others who share her similar experiences.

Megan Ierino
Second Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Live to Learn

A

s a child, I thought everyone was like me. I thought everyone spoke the language I was most
familiar with and that everyone celebrated the same traditions as I did. It was not until I started
school and began to make friends did I realize that my cultural household was not the norm.
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This realization often made me ponder what my life would have been like if my parents had stayed
in Italy and had never longed for a better life. The thought of a different reality is virtually impossible to
imagine. Would I gather the cattle and lead them half a kilometer into a field every morning? Or would
I have spent my days in the blazing hot sun on a field of plowed rows gathering crops? My parents
were raised on farms, and doing these tasks were necessary to financially support their families.
All things considered, the quality of my education would be impacted the most. The opportunities
that I have here in Canada — to attend one of the top high schools in my city and to be able to pursue
any career that I desire — may not have been as easy to come by in Italy. When my parents resided in
Italy, public education was not mandatory after the age of fourteen. Pursuing education beyond this
age came at a cost that many Italians found unaffordable. Both of them had dreams of moving forward
with their studies, but financial and personal conflicts that arose due to living on a farm prevented
them from moving forward with their long term career goals. As a result, they left everything they
knew in their home country, in hopes that my brothers and I would succeed in Canada.
In my earlier years, my interest in learning was nearly non-existent. It never struck my mind that
having a deep appreciation for knowledge would lead to anything of value. It was not until Grade
Seven that I finally began to value and appreciate the education that I am provided with in Canada.
When I began at my new school, a number of new subjects and discussions were introduced to me.
Global education rights was a topic that frequently came up in classes such as English and religion. This
controversial topic interested me, and I was encouraged to seek more information. Since the internet
is so easily accessible, it wasn’t difficult for my twelve-year-old self to find many informative articles
and websites on education around the world. At that point, I almost immediately linked the struggles
surrounding education in other parts of the world to the struggle my parents had with education.
Education is an essential part of intellectual freedom. One of its values is improving how students
view, exist in and participate in the world. This new perspective on education was a light at the end
of the tunnel. It had directed my life towards a different path, one I had never considered before. This
perspective has helped me become more appreciative and more intellectually engaged with the world
around me.
My parents are proud to be Canadian citizens and I am forever grateful that they had the foresight
to move here — to want a better life for both themselves and their children. While those who are
coming here today may face different barriers than they did, I understand only too well their wants and
fears and their search for a better life. I have come to understand that even though my roots are not
directly below me, beneath this ground that I stand on, they are still able to reach to a different part
of this world. This provides me with the opportunity to grow with a dual-identity and I am fortunate
and proud to boast the fusion of two cultures. Ultimately, going to a new school and being able to
understand the importance of education through the lives of my parents has had everlasting effects
on me. The most valuable lesson it has taught me is that education is not limited to lessons from
textbooks. Real education is obtained from the lessons taught by life.

Megan is a grade 9 student who plays an active role in her school community by participating in the school band,
playing various sports and being on the school's Charities Council. Megan enjoys expressing her thoughts through
writing and hopes to build this skill throughout her lifetime.
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Meagan Lawrie
Third Place – Grade 9
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Bad Moment with a Great Outcome

“I

am not what has happened to me, I am what I choose to become.”

I want to be a lawyer—to be more specific, a child advocate. A child advocate refers to
a range of individuals, professionals and advocacy organizations who speak out on the best
interests of children.
Why don't I tell you how this came to be… I never had a perfect childhood, but I thought it wasn't
the worst. The only thing a little girl wants is a superhero father, but I never got that. I now know that
my dad was abusing not only me, but also my mom. Even before I was born my dad never loved me,
and as I grew up the situation kept getting worse.
I was too young at the time to understand completely what was going on, but when I got older, I
wished I did. I was three and a half when I knew my grandma’s phone number and was told to hide in
my closet and call her when my parents were fighting. He used to hit us, and yell and scream when he
didn't get his way, which was most of the time.
It was hard for me, especially having to listen to him calling us names like stupid, fat, lazy, useless,
and many more hurtful things that I can't mention, all of which made me change how I feel about
myself today. It was like sending me to a living nightmare, and I couldn't wake up from it.
My parents officially divorced on June 27th, 2012, the day of their 14th wedding anniversary, and
after that, my life was even more upside-down. We started going to see counsellors, which forced me
to grow up fast. I learned a lot about who my dad was and what he was doing to us. I now know that
he had abused me physically, emotionally, and sexually.
I then had to talk to the police about what had happened, and it took four tries for the full
disclosure to come out. I wanted to talk about it but I was too scared and embarrassed about it. I felt
like I was a bad kid because I wondered why would he do that if there was nothing wrong with me. I
started becoming more dependent on my mom. I needed her to sleep with me because I couldn't sleep
on my own. I always had to be with her because I’d get nervous and feel unsafe if she wasn’t there. I’ll
be honest, I still get nervous when I go to bed, and I still think about my mom being with me, but now
I don't need her as much. He tries to play the loving, supportive father and says that he’ll do anything
for me, yet he refuses to pay for my education and anything extra-curricular like sports and physical
activities. He thinks he has the power and can control my life, but he can’t anymore.
Even though things were tough, I’m still getting through it. I’m getting the help I need and I’m
growing stronger everyday. Even though what happened wasn't right, I’m glad it happened because
it made me grow up with a different perspective on life. I know to others I don't have a perfect family,
but I believe I do. I’m happy it’s just my mom and me because I know that this made us closer than
ever before. I have chosen a career that will let me help children who have experienced similar trauma.
I will be a child advocate, a voice for those who can't speak. I know what it’s like. I was that child who
wanted to speak but couldn't because not only was I afraid to hurt my mom but because my dad
threatened me that if I said anything he would hurt all of us. His threat backfired in the end because
instead of keeping me quiet it gave me my voice.
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I used to be a shy little girl who was scared of her own shadow, but now I’ve embraced who I am,
and I’m glad I did.

Meagan is a grade 9 student who was born and raised in Sudbury, Ontario. Meagan enjoys reading, writing, art,
music, bowling and baseball, which helped her gain great confidence. Meagan is aiming to be a lawyer (child
advocate) to help children know that “their fearlessness shall be their secret weapon.”

GRADE 11/12

Alyssa Bisschops
First Place – Grade 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Untitled

“A

nd the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful than the risk it
took to blossom.” — Anais Nin

There is beauty in the way that someone can fall so deeply in love with another, as
though that person has given them an undeniable will to survive. You begin to absorb your partner
by swallowing their every flaw and fill in every space between one another. However, where there is
love, there is beautiful tragedy, a natural disaster of its own. Some say love is evil; those people have
experienced it in ways where it is considered the most addictive and dangerous drug. We let our guard
down and invest all of our love and care into a person without the realization that all love must come
to an end, whether it is at the cold embrace of death or the even harsher realization that your lover’s
once endearing qualities have become unbearable.
The thing is, when you fall in love for the first time, you let your heart fall into the hands of
someone and pray that they are caring enough not to break it. For me, falling in love for the first time
was an endless emotional roller coaster filled with insecurities, trust issues and the occasional screaming
match. Despite all of it, I was fifteen and drunk in love with someone with whom I thought I could
spend forever.
Throughout our relationship, I was told by many that I deserved better and that I was worth so
much more than this boy. Of course, I disregarded all the negative comments seeing as I was blinded
by love. I loved this boy for months on end and when our relationship came crashing down, I could not
function. I spent every waking moment thinking about him; my heart ached for his touch almost as if
there was a deep hole that only he could fill. Suddenly, every sad song was dedicated to him and every
romantic scene in a movie made me long for him. Although I had not realized it at the time, I became
dependent on him to provide me with happiness and forgot how to implement my own.
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I wanted to check up on him; it was killing me that I didn't know whether he was taking things as
hard as I was but I was smart enough to know that one can’t just talk to someone who once held your
heart in their hands and pretend like nothing happened. As selfish as it sounds, there was a part of me
that wished he was in more pain than I was as I began to feel anger and hatred toward him. I hated
this boy for making me feel ugly when long before his existence, I knew that I was beautiful; but that
didn't make it hurt any less because the more I hated him the more I hated myself. The worst of it all
was thinking that I could not feel love again like I had imagined as a little girl, with happiness, purity
and passion.
At this point, we could not find a tolerant bone in our bodies for each other. My first love became
my worst enemy but heartbreak is funny in the sense that despite all the disgusting things we said to
each other, I still loved him. The constant lashing out and bickering when we came in contact with each
other went on for a full year. I had become emotionally and mentally drained from it because, believe it
or not, it took all of my energy to harbour so much hatred for a single person. I guess that's why it was
so easy to disregard my loved ones as I had; because after each long day, all I wanted was to be left
alone.
One day, I had come to the realization that I was letting this boy control me and weaken me, which
hurt me because I know how strong-willed I was beforehand. It was at that point in my life when I
decided that I would no longer let a petty breakup consume me and I would not let this boy define
who I am. I would accept the fact that I was meant to grow apart from people and I would grow into
my own womanhood. I made it my personal motive to be the greatest human I could be.
I am now the happiest person I know and have successfully reached the point in my life that all girls
wish they could attain. I'm happy to say that it has become my hobby to preach self-confidence and
self- respect among my peers because I believe once one reaches the highest point of self-confidence,
they are unstoppable. However, after opening my eyes to the world instead of choosing to live in my
own, I have come to know that not everyone is capable of radiating self-love onto themselves as I
think everyone deserves to feel. The problem is that too many of us invest our all into a single person,
making homes out of people who leave us homesick for arms that can no longer hold us. But if there
is anything one should take away from this, it is that instead of shutting yourself out and drowning
in your own tears, look in the mirror and remind yourself of the person you are rather than the one
you are not, meaning you are not your mistakes. You are not the sadness that engulfs you; you are a
product of the lessons you have learned from the pain you have experienced. Instead of regretting the
choice I made by loving him, I thank this boy for letting me go for it is the reason I am happy today.

Alyssa is a grade 12 student who has been taking jazz guitar lessons for eleven years and enjoys spending time
with her friends. She will be attending Laurentian University for concurrent education and English literature, with
aspirations of becoming an English teacher.
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Haley Moskal
Second Place – Grade 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

A Not So Straight Forward Journey

A

turning point is described as a time at which a decisive change in a situation occurs, especially
one with beneficial results. This is a rather plain definition of a moment that could seriously
change the direction of one’s life. A turning point could be something large and immense,
hurling you from the path you had been traveling into new, unexpected territory. Or it could be smaller
conscious decisions that slowly shape you into the person you are today. You could travel, meet people
and have experiences that change your perspective and outlook on life. You can look deep within
yourself, understand and analyze your character and try to become the best possible person you can
be. My turning point marks the middle of a long personal journey of self-discovery and awareness. It is
a decision that slowly helped me leave a dark place of shame, self-pity and utter unhappiness to step
into a different light. It was a conscious decision that changed my life in so many positive ways. It was
a choice that seemed like it would be simple, yet it was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do. It was the
decision to accept myself.
On a cold winter night in November 2012, I laid wrapped up in my bed sheets with tears streaming
down my face. I had been thinking rather intently and had come to a startling but unsurprising
conclusion. I was gay. It was an unyielding truth that hit me like a ton of bricks and shook me to my
core. As a laid in bed crying for hours I recalled every sign and hint from over the years that I had
overlooked. All the little clues flooded through my mind and pieced the story together like puzzle
pieces finally clicking into place. I realized quickly that this was real and not going away. My plan of
action to deal with the situation was simple -- denial and repression.
The year that followed was one of the most painful years of my life. I went through the same
routines as before, but I now carried a sickness that plagued my mind and heart. I was consumed by
unhappiness, and quickly developed very hateful feelings towards myself. I actively began making
decisions that would physically or mentally hurt me. I wanted to suffer from pain that was not being
created by my own mind. I was ashamed and afraid of what this would mean for my life going
forward. I’m not an extremely religious person but there was a string of months when I went to bed
and prayed to god to please make me straight. This was the lowest point in my life, and this is when I
hit a crossroad.
Accepting and loving yourself does not happen overnight. After about a year of living with
a negative mindset my thoughts slowly began to shift. I was still in a lot of pain but I began to
understand that being gay wasn’t a bad or inherently evil thing. I realized it was a part of me, and it
was my choice whether to hate it or love it. The more I acknowledged being gay, the more I began to
understand it. I began to see beauty in the love I held within myself, that there was truly nothing bad
about being this way. I could accept this part of myself and begin to heal, or I could continue to reject it
and live in unhappiness.
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On a day in October 2013, I walked home from school. The leaves were bright shades of red and
orange, the wind was surprisingly warm and I was thinking about love. I thought about the love I could
share with another girl, and how beautiful it could be. I had been fighting so hard to suppress and hate
these feelings but they were a part of me. I was tired of fighting and decided to just let it go of the
denial, resentment and shame that had consumed me. My body swayed with relief as if a physical load
had been removed from my shoulders. I felt my heart lighten and my mind relax, I was finally coming
home from a very long unpleasant trip. I thought to myself, I am gay and I accept it.
All of my pain didn’t suddenly go away that day in October but it was the first big step in the right
direction. Thoughts that had once filled me with dread slowly began to fill me with hope. I embraced
being gay and I could breath for the first time in months. The happiness and hope I was filled with was
unlike anything I had ever felt before. I started to feel whole again.
Over the years I have come out to friends and family and have stopped hiding who I am. I am
proud of the struggles and obstacles I have overcome. I am proud of the courage it took to accept
myself and the courage it takes to come out. The decision to be true to myself was the hardest but
most important and rewarding decision I’ve ever made. It has helped me to become the person I am
today. Not only am I happier and freer now, but am a more compassionate human being. My eyes have
been opened to problems around the world and the struggles that people face. I still struggle with
being gay very often. As easy as I can feel pride in my identity I can feel shame. They go together like
two sides of a coin. I feel very isolated and alone being the only openly gay girl I know. Though there
are still challenges, I am no longer in the dark, hostile environment of my mind that I was in before.
This is only the beginning of the story, as life takes me in different directions I will continue to grow and
become the person I am meant to be.

Haley is a grade 12 student who is currently the student council president and has been involved in numerous
clubs and sports teams over her four years in high school. Haley has been an avid reader since an early age and
also enjoys writing. She hopes to attend the University of Ottawa next year to study anthropology and sociology.

David Ranger
Third Place – Grade 12
Sudbury Catholic District School Board

Eight Months

A

ugust 22nd 2014 will always be the day that changed my view on life.

I awoke that morning to the news that a teenager had been tragically killed overnight in an
automobile accident. I turned on my cell phone and found out it was DJ Hancock, my hockey
teammate who was killed and it was by a drunk driver. I was in shock. My body felt numb and I kept
telling myself this was a bad dream. The first thing that came to mind was disbelief. My Dad confirmed
the horrible news that I so desperately hoped was a mistake. My heart dropped as I felt empty inside
and then this intense nausea took over in the pit of my stomach. It took all of my strength not to vomit.
Anger, confusion, disgust, and sadness, all raced through my mind. How could someone so young and
strong be taken away ‘in the blink of an eye’?
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He represented the future, my generation, someone ready to make a difference in this world. DJ
wasn’t just someone I read about in the newspaper; we were line-mates who sat beside each other on
the bench during every game. We went to war on the ice and battled in the trenches together. Five
days a week through thick and thin we had each other’s back. I was the youngest player on the team
and DJ was one of the oldest players, two years older than I. He was also my brother’s age and this
made it even more difficult to fathom. No, he wasn’t just a name; he was part of my hockey family, a
tightly knit fraternity that only hockey players can relate to.
At the funeral home I was floored by how many people were there. Shocked might be a better
word for it because I only saw him as a hockey player, a brother at arms. That’s when I started to realize
just how many lives DJ touched. He was so much more than just a line-mate and teammate, he was
somebody’s son, brother, grandson, nephew and friend. Celebrating a goal on the ice that year when
we won the Northern Ontario Championships didn’t seem important anymore. While I was standing in
the receiving line at the funeral home, I started to feel a little unsettled. My mind started to wander as
I watched several hundred people mourn for my friend. What if that was me who was killed in the car
accident? How would my family and friends react? Would this many people show up? I could hear my
parents tell me to move up the line but my body just wouldn’t budge. I was frozen in my steps as the
people in front of me made their way up to see DJ’s family. I was extremely uncomfortable and scared
-- scared of this happening to me.
I’ve heard the word ‘fear’ used many times before. “Spark fear in your opponent” is something
I would hear in dressing rooms. “Never fear your enemy” in movies and television shows. What a
powerful word. Now for the first time in my life I felt the true power of fear and helplessness. I told
myself that I was there to say goodbye to a friend and nothing else should be on my mind. I made my
way up to see the family and his father told me the plans that DJ had made. He was going to university
to become an architect - he had ideas of what he wanted to design. As demanding as this would
be, somehow, he was going to find a way to fit in hockey. This made me even more uncomfortable
because now I knew of the future that was stolen from him. I eventually pushed my way through this
uncomfortable feeling and was able to clear these thoughts from the back of my mind and made it
through the funeral. Whew, what a relief, or so I thought.
As time went by I found myself making decisions based on this fear. I wouldn’t go to a party
because there would be alcohol at the party and alcohol was the reason my friend was killed. I didn’t
want to jump off the rocks at the lake because I might hurt myself or maybe something worse. I had
passed my driver’s test three months before the accident but after DJ’s death I didn’t want to drive
anymore. I never gave it a second thought. My parents would ask me if I wanted to drive and I always
said no. The reason I gave, I didn’t feel like it, but the real reason was fear. All those uncomfortable
thoughts and feelings that I thought I was able to clear my mind of while I stood in line at the funeral
home were never truly gone. They were just stored somewhere deep and dormant waiting to resurface
to try and rule my life.
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That day did change my life; it made me stronger, it just took me eight months to figure that out.
What DJ’s father said to me at the funeral home began to sink in. I came to the realization that I can’t
plan what the future holds in store for me but sitting at home trying to avoid life’s tragedies is the
biggest tragedy of all. I finally understood and was able to accept the harshest reality of life. It was
now time to start living again. I got back behind the wheel. I had no second thoughts or any worries,
I was confident in myself and felt good again. Jumping off those rocks would now be a piece of cake.
Everyone deals with tragedy in his or her own way. Is one way better than another? Who knows?
All I know is that I tried to brush my true emotions to the side and all it did was rule my life for eight
months.

David is a grade 12 student who strives to make a difference in people’s lives. From his school’s breakfast club to
a local food drive, he’s involved. David plays AAA hockey and often tutors his teammates while on road trips. He
has won six academic principal awards and has been recognized in a national USA hockey magazine. In his spare
time he plays basketball and tennis, enjoys cooking and learning new languages. Travel is his favorite thing to do.
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Nicole Kistanov
First Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

Breathless

W

aking up with pain, not being able to breathe. I was confused, asking myself why is this
happening to me? Not being able to run or skate anymore without having an attack inside.
It felt like I had no breath in my lungs, no power to move. Scared to tell my mom, scared
something is wrong.
One morning, I went training with my mom. I kept running, but with every step I took, it became
harder. It felt like I was going to collapse. I kept going and kept pushing myself. When I finished, I got
in the car and almost fainted. Right then my mom took me to the hospital. Everything slowed down in
my mind and a million thoughts were running through my head. I was terrified. When we got there,
we talked to the doctor… he diagnosed me with sports induced asthma.
This news didn’t discourage me but questioned me. Would I be able to skate and run again? From
that day I went from doctor to doctor, medicine to medicine not knowing what I was doing. I finally
got a plan with my inhalers, taking six puffs a day.
In the summer, I was training very hard. That’s when everything fell apart. I had an asthma attack
on the ice. This changed everything. I was scared of doing the thing I love most. This was driving me
nuts, this fear took over me. I stopped pushing myself. I stayed in the safe zone and couldn’t come out.
I barely skated at practice, always took breaks. I couldn't handle it anymore, I need to be busy, I
need to be active. I enjoy running, I enjoy having that rush to keep going, but that fear was still inside
me. That’s when my comfort zone became way too easy. I felt lazy, I felt like I wasn’t trying.
I had to prove to myself, I had to overcome this fear. I couldn’t live like this anymore, I realized it
wasn’t me. This is when everything changed. Each day I pushed myself a little harder. Each day I tried
my best. It felt like I couldn’t do it, like my lungs couldn’t support me. Then I did my research about my
asthma; I learned how to breathe and take breaks. This changed everything. Everyday my fear went
away little by little. I knew that I was overcoming it. This satisfaction motivated me to push harder.
Eventually all my fear had disappeared. I was finally able to live my life not worrying about being able
to breathe.
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I learned how strong I am and that I can overcome my pain or fears. I learned that tough times will
go away. One needs to go through pain to have happiness in the end. I also learned to always stay
positive and never think negatively, no matter what. I have no fear of not breathing anymore. I am glad
this happened to me and I wouldn’t change anything. This fear will never stop me from my dreams
again.

Nicole is a grade 8 student who enjoys playing sports. She's on the Saskatchewan High Performance Team for
figure skating, on Team Sask for Track and Field, and plays on the Estevan Club Volleyball team. Her dream is to
later compete in the Nationals for either skating or track. She likes going to school and her favourite subject is
Math.

Andrew Aguada
Second Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

A Second Chance

I

t was the day before summer, when my mother and I planned to eat outside to start our three
month luxurious vacation. This was the day when I started noticing my mom’s relentless bowel
behavior. It was a shocking moment for me because everytime we ate there she always finished
before me.
As she left the table, a thought came to me that asked, “Is there something wrong with Mom?
Should I check on her, or not?” I continued thinking about the things that might have caused her
bowel behavior.Two hours had passed and a lot of people started to go in and out of the restaurant.
I gazed upon the stars to pass the time. Moments later, I started getting worried and scared, because
I didn’t know what was happening to my mother. It was then that I found out that something was
wrong with her as I saw her body leaning against the wall, unconcious and pale. I didn’t know what to
do! I was on the verge of crying and there wasn’t anything popping into my head in order to help her.
Soon everything was quiet.The waiter started calling 911, but a weak voice came out saying, “Don’t
call the hospital.” Surprisingly my mom still had the strength to stand and walk a little bit. As she stood
up slowly, I held her hand and helped her go to the nearest chair for her to settle down.
After seeing my mom so weak and pale, I started getting dizzy.The next thing I knew, I was lying on
the floor. I found myself asleep in my room trying to remember what happened the previous day. I had
so many questions running through my mind, clueless about what had happened.
When I remembered everything, I quickly ran to my mother’s room, and there she was reading
a book. She told me that we had to go to her doctor’s appointment. As fast as I could, I washed my
face and got dressed. When we got to the hospital, the doctors took her into a room and test results
showed that it was possibly cancer. With everything the doctor said, my plans for the summer were
ruined. It was okay though because all I cared about was my mom’s life. Finally surgery was performed
and during that time, my family and I were praying for my mom to have a successful operation. After
the operation, my family and I came back to the hospital, and once again, my mom was reading in her
bed.
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Since that day, I learned how to value someone really special to me and I learned how fortunate we
are to have mom’s in our lives. Not only this experience changed me, but it also changed how I treat
others especially the people around me. I’m glad God gave my mom a second chance, and now it’s my
turn to bring back the favor.

Andrew is a grade 8 student who likes to sing in the choir at church every Sunday and gets along with everybody
very well. He hopes to become a doctor one day and help other people rise from poverty. He has a lot of friends
at school and is very close to his mom.

Trixie Elguira
Third Place – Grade 8
Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School Division No. 140

Ride or Die

L

ast summer was probably the most hectic and heart-stirring summer of my life. Toronto is
where the adventures wound up. It didn’t take long for Toronto to lure me with its beauty. I
took a glimpse at every corner of the Queen City. One thing that really caught my eye was a tall
silhouette of a roller coaster. I admired the beautiful view from my cousin’s house.
That very afternoon, we got ready to go to Canada’s Wonderland. I was pumped! I was very eager
to go on the ride, however, also anxious. My exhaustion vanished. I was all worked up and determined.
When we reached our destination, the first things I saw were roller coasters. They weren’t just
silhouettes anymore, they were real and near.
When I was finally in front of the “Behemoth”, I couldn’t help but admire it.The fact that it was the
2nd tallest roller coaster swept me off my feet. I was determined to back out, but eagerness decided
to kick in. My cousin pulled me to the line. Cold drops of sweat came running down my forehead.
Questions ran through my head, “Was I ready to do this?” We were getting closer and closer to the
front of the line.
It was now our turn. I wanted to run back down the stairs and give up but I felt my cousin squeeze
my hand. “You’ll be fine.” I somehow felt less nervous and safer. I nodded and we made our way to
the seats. We positioned ourselves in the middle “Please put your seatbelt on,” the guy told me. I did
what I was told. He then checked if it was secured. I started shaking and tried to get out of my seat.
But I was stuck. I tried to find the buckle on the seatbelt but I couldn’t. “Enjoy the ride!” The guy said
on the intercom. From that moment, I knew there was no going back. I knew I had to get through this
5 minutes of terror for the ride to end. Now, I had a choice -- to enjoy the ride, or die.
I felt myself jump when the ride started. I took deep breaths and cleared the negative thoughts
from my head. As we were going up, I felt free. Once we reached the top, we hit the drop. I’ve never
screamed so loud in my life. Butterflies in my stomach formed and abruptly faded away. I screamed at
the top of my lungs and threw my hands up in the air. We went so fast through the tracks, that I didn’t
even realize the ride was over.
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Going on that ride was one of my best decisions. If I hadn’t, I would never have known how
enjoyable life really is. How you’re supposed to live every moment, and set aside all the fears. I’m
going to live life, like a roller coaster, I’ll enjoy the ride through ups and downs.I have a choice between
enjoying the ride or screaming.

Trixie is a grade 8 student who likes to play volleyball and basketball. She enjoys reading in her spare time. She
loves food, especially pizza. Her favourite show is Grey's Anatomy, as she wants to be a doctor in the future.
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Aditya Thanki
First Place – Grade 6
Pembina Trails School Division

Euphoria

A

ditya’s life was not filled with much excitement and the upcoming story is nothing out of the
ordinary, but it was an unforgettable experience that taught him not to judge a book by its cover
and to keep an open mind.

It started off with a long boring ride in a silver SUV filled with bright pop music. This was the
opposite of how Aditya felt. He felt as grey as a cumulonimbus cloud before a thunderstorm. Why
would he look forward to going to some garden, even if it was the international one?
Throughout the long, unsocial ride, Aditya’s father constantly attempted to convince him that he
would enjoy the trip, and that it would be fun and a learning experience. To Aditya, it was all a waste
of time. But as the destination approached, he heard the loud sounds of excitement from the crowds
of visitors who had gathered together like swarms of bees. Hearing this, he started having a nagging
suspicion at the bottom of his throat, beckoning him to, even just for a moment, believe that it was
going to be fun.
As he exited the car, a perfume-like fragrance wafted past him and Aditya started feeling a
strange emotion. It was unlike anything he had felt on his way to the garden. His mind raced, trying to
decipher how he felt. No matter how hard he thought, how hard he tried to recall any memory of this
emotion, his brain felt blank.
When he finally entered the international tourist attraction, he was taken by surprise by the wildfire
of flowers that stood before him. It was as if he was witnessing the explosion of a bomb, but instead of
dangerous gases and shrapnel, there were flowers that were anywhere from ghostly white to tropical
green. At that moment, what Aditya had been feeling became as clear as ice to him. He knew exactly
what that emotion had been and for once he recognized, and strangely, cherished it.
It was Euphoria.

Aditya is a grade 6 student who is an avid reader and especially enjoys Rick Riordan novels. He detests the texture
and taste of tomatoes. At home with the family, he speaks Gujarti. Aditya is actively involved with the Social
Action Team at school.
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Ayesha Qadir
Second Place – Grade 6
Pembina Trails School Division

Practice Makes Perfect

P

eople say that practice makes perfect. They say if you practice enough, you can achieve your
goals. I experienced this when I learned how to ride a bike without training wheels.

I lived in Ireland until I finished grade two but I never learned to ride a bike without training
wheels. After I moved to Canada, I got a new bike. It was a lot bigger than my old one and it didn’t
have training wheels. I was really excited to learn how to ride my new bike but I didn’t know how scary
it would be.
Before I tried on my own, my dad used to help me ride my bike but even that was scary. When he
was holding the bike from behind, I felt like I was unbalanced. Since there were no training wheels, I
could have easily fallen if my dad wasn’t holding me. It’s not that I didn’t trust my dad or anything, I
just felt unbalanced. I’m still not sure if I was actually unbalanced, or if it was just my imagination but
when I practiced with my dad, I was scared I would fall.
When I finally learned how to ride my bike, I was really happy and I was very proud of myself. But
then one day, I almost hit a pole in the basement. Thankfully, I didn’t crash but I did scratch my hand
pretty badly. Even though I scratched my hand, I kept riding my bike.
This was a turning point in my life because it showed me that I could achieve my goals with
enough practice and that I could learn something new. When I scratched my hand, it showed me that
to learn something new, I would sometimes need perseverance, commitment and I would have to take
risks sometimes. I would also have to be cautious.
Gradually, I got really good at riding my bike. Maybe with some practice, I can learn how to ride
it with one hand longer or maybe even learn how to ride with no hands! After all, practice makes
perfect!

Ayesha is a grade 6 student who was born in Ireland and speaks English and Urdu. She participates on volleyball,
basketball and badminton sports teams. She also enjoys the MYRCA book club and video club. She is a very
motivated student.

132 | Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

Winnipeg, Manitoba

Anikka Lalo
Third Place – Grade 6
Pembina Trails School Division

Learning Alone

G

rowing up I always asked for help to do everything. My family would always help me. I never
wanted to do things on my own, afraid I would do it wrong and mess up, and so I always asked
for help. At school the older kids would laugh at me for always getting help. After I turned 6, I
started thinking the same things the other kids did. “Getting help, is for babies.”
After a few weeks, I started to decline help from others. I didn’t take help because I thought I
would be treated like a baby. I would do work on my own and never ask for help; I even learned how
to tie my own shoes. I thought it was better being independent.
As I went on with school and first grade, the questions became more difficult for me to understand.
But I still thought I would learn better on my own. My teachers and parents always offered to help,
they could see I was struggling, I was barely passing tests, but I declined. I didn’t need people telling
me I was doing everything wrong. Asking for help would only show a sign of weakness. I didn’t want
to give up. That’s what urged me to work harder.
My grades were dropping and I was passing first grade with 2’s. Even though I knew it was
weighing me down I decided that it really wasn’t a choice any more to not ask for help. By now
everyone knew I didn’t want it, so most decided to not offer it.
I finally admitted to my parents that I needed help again. School became harder to understand and
it wasn’t easy; I couldn’t read the words in my books or understand the multiplication tables. I finally
understood that it was not worth getting bad grades and not really learning. My parents put me in
after school learning programs for math. I worked hard at raising my grades. I learned that having help
is a learning tool, part of learning is getting help, knowing your mistakes, and improving.

Anikka is a grade 6 student who plays the piano and the guitar. She enjoys baking treats for the class. In her
spare time, she makes posters decorated in calligraphy and she is developing her skills in photography.
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Ciarra Ledressay-Merasty
First Place – Grade 7
Pembina Trails School Division

He Made Me Strong

I

was born to a mother with a beautiful smile. Little did I know there were secrets, wounds under
that smile. At the beginning we seemed like a perfect family. The feelings my mom had started to
break through her beautiful smile. The drugs started, and mom left dad. Running. She would run
for hours, days and months. She would take me from my dad. She was never sober and never wore
that beautiful smile, I began to miss it. We had nowhere to live, and she never dared to let my dad see
me. She knew he wanted better for me, but she didn’t care; the drugs had started to take over her.
Her smile began to be more and more fake and sloppy every day. I begged and pleaded for her
to stop, that was when she started to hit me. She hit me for caring, for wanting to see that beautiful
smile I loved. That was only the beginning. She would start to see men, men I didn’t know, men I didn’t
want to know. I became her little shadow. The men she was with only knew me as “Shadow”, they
didn’t care to know more, and they knew they weren’t staying long anyways. Even though the men
left she didn’t stop the injections, the drugs. She never stopped hitting me when I cried, “Please, I’m
sorry. I will leave you alone.” As I got older nothing changed, being hit never stopped and neither did
the running. Dad started trying harder than ever to get me back in his safe arms. All he wanted was for
me to have a home, a bed, toys and friends -- to be away from the drugs and everything bad. Those
memories, the beatings, the drugs, the men, those are always with me, never letting me forget. I have
scars that will never let me forget.
Eventually the day came for my dad to save me. However, mom didn’t let that happen without a
fight. Soon enough I was safe with a home, a bed, toys, and friends I still have to this day. The only
person to thank is my dad. I smile through the pain and laugh through the tears. Finally I was happy
with my sisters and brother.
But that all changed in the blink of an eye. Last summer I found out that my dad, my sisters, and
my brother weren’t actually my real family. I had a father and sisters I didn’t know existed. I was in pain,
I was so sad. I felt like I was dying inside, but just kept smiling. I bottled it up until I really didn’t want to
be in this world. Finally I got the courage to talk about it. Everyone who knows is trying to help; I know
I should be so thankful for their help, but I really don’t care.
My dad, the man who raised me, is trying to help; he is worried because of me. He wants to be my
savior again, but I’m not letting him. I know he cares and he is worried, sad and if I don’t let him help
he will be much sadder and I can’t do that to him. I’m the only one who can save myself now. I know
he is MY savior. He changed my life and I love him for that. He made me happy. He changed the way I
would have been living. He made me look at the world in a different way, to find happiness. He made
me strong. This time I need to be my own savior. I can be strong, I will do this.
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Matthew Garrett
Second Place – Grade 7
Pembina Trails School Division

The Key

M

y parents were really freaking out. A blaring van alarm was not their idea of a good time. Me?
Let’s just say I was having a ball...

For you to understand my life-changing story, we have to take it back to the beginning,
roughly half an hour earlier. My parents were feeling good with themselves that day. It had been just six
weeks since Mom had been in the delivery room with Rachel, my baby sister. Unlike my own super long
birth, and much to my parents’ surprise and pleasure, Rachel had almost flown out. On top of that, my
parents had just bought our brand new van, so they were really enjoying themselves. We were in the
van, all four of us, on our way to the supermarket for a diaper refill.
While mom went in to get Pampers (or whatever they used back then), my dad let me out of my
car seat. I started climbing all around the front seats inside the van, pretending to drive and hitting all
of the buttons (the horn was particularly satisfying) while my sister dozed in the back. My mom, laden
with diapers, knocked on the rear door for my dad to open it. My dad, eager to help, got out of the
vehicle, leaving his keys in the ignition. On completing their task, my parents closed the trunk. The
split second they did, they heard the unmistakable clunk of all of the doors locking simultaneously. The
culprit? Yours truly.
Now this could not be a problem, could it? My dad looked over and laughed for a second while
my mom searched her handbag for her keys. That is when she started freaking out. Where were her
keys? There they were, sitting on the centre console inside the locked van. My parents had a little
problem. Their adorable, not quite two-year-old son, me, was trapped inside their brand new, locked
van along with their baby daughter in her smelly diaper. To their credit, my parents recovered really
well. They went over to the driver’s side window and, speaking in their most soothing voices, motioned
to me to hit the button that unlocks the doors. My response was to hit the alarm button instead. I was
only trying to help! By this time, a small crowd had begun to gather in response to my parents’ wildly
waving arms and the constant honking of the van’s horn. Now my parents really started to freak out.
They were contemplating breaking the glass. At the last moment, and with a little more coaxing, they
managed to get me to unlock the doors. My sister did not wake up throughout the entire incident. We
drove home in silence.
The life lesson in all of this? Well, my parents learned not to leave their keys, or their kids, in the car
and I learned how to get in and out of trouble.

Matthew is a grade 7 student who enjoys playing basketball and piano, and is training to be a lifeguard. He
hopes to be a computer engineer when he is older.
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Sarah Tardiff
Third Place – Grade 8
Pembina Trails School Division

Behind Her Smile

I

n the past five years, I’ve learned a lot about independence and self-control. As a young girl, I was
always shy and sensitive to the people around me. In the past few years I’ve experienced more
things than I ever expected, and that’s when my personality turned upside down.

When I was younger I turned to my parents whenever I had a little scratch, when someone pushed
me, or when I had to make a decision. As I grew up I started to be the initiator of the scratches and
cuts, I was now the one to push the blade across my skin.
It was fourth grade when I became a target of the bullies. At first I endured the bullying with my
head held high and I defended myself through all of the hateful words and actions said and done by
others. By sixth grade, I couldn’t tolerate the bullying. Defending myself had become pointless and the
self-harming began. I forced myself out of bed every day with a fake smile, trying to assure everyone
that I was a joyful, middle schooler.
At this time in my life I knew I needed help, but I never got it. I can still remember to this day when
I found out who it was, hiding behind the social media accounts, telling me I was “a bitch, a slut, ugly,
fat, or stupid” and many other disrespectful and hateful words. I had no idea how to deal with it. At
first I would just cry myself to sleep, until it no longer worked. So I turned to different types of selfharm, such as rewfusing to eat, making myself throw up, and eventually cutting and burning myself.
At first it was just a few cuts, but eventually the words started to really hit me hard. The bullying
not only got worse online, it started to happen at school. The cutting felt like light scratches, but after
I ran out of room on my wrists, I started cutting everywhere else. Soon I couldn’t dull the emotional
pain, so I started cutting deeper and deeper, until it got to the point where I should have received
stitches, but I was terrified to tell my parents because I didn’t know how they would react.
Seventh grade arrived and I became suicidal. It’s not that I wanted to die, I just wanted my pain to
end. I figured that was my only way out. I’m not afraid of death, as I’ve had five people really close to
me die in the past few years.
After my parents discovered my secret, I spent a while in a hospital and was diagnosed with severe
depression and anxiety, which became a life changing moment. I still don’t understand why I am such a
huge target and I still feel that things can often take a turn for the worse, right when things are going
well. I know my story isn’t over... so I’m still waiting for my happy ending.
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Mackenzie Ohrling
First Place – Grade 10
Pembina Trails School Division

What Would I Have Become?

I

was told that high school helps you find yourself. What they don't tell you is some people have
to lose themselves first. In the beginning, my freshman year was going amazingly well. My friends
and I were all loving our new teachers and classes. I was even making new friends! The problem
was I didn’t care if these new friends skipped school, drank, smoked or did drugs because I kept telling
myself it was normal and that they wouldn't affect me. I couldn't have been more wrong.
Soon after, I became the punch line of everyone's jokes, I was considered the stupid one in any
group I was in. I can't pick one situation that pushed me to be this person that I still fear I'm going to
change back into. It wasn't too long ago I realized that in those months I was changing everything
about myself to "fit in". My values, my goals, and my appearance all changed. I slowly began losing
the respect of the people who mattered most to me. I started ditching school constantly, I was on the
verge of failing most of my classes, and worst of all I was staying out all hours of the night without
telling anyone where I was. I decided that if I was going to be tormented into thinking I was this huge
moron, why not play the part.
After months of rebellion, my parents decided that I should switch schools. When I got to the new
school I was filled with resentment. I lost a lot of credits, I had to repeat classes I’d already taken, and I
was alone. I took all the pain I was feeling inside, out on anyone who dared to get close. But then, one
of my old friends called me. What she said truly made me notice how much I had changed. She said, “I
miss who you used to be. How kind and optimistic you always were. You are so much better than how
you’re acting. You don’t understand that you just need to open your eyes to realize that you are not
alone, but that you’re surrounded by people who love and care about you.” I was silent throughout the
phone call. I had no idea how to reply to what she was saying. After I hung up the phone, I became
aware of how right she was about everything. I couldn't hold back my tears, and all the pain I was
burying inside burst out. She was right. I wanted to be a better person.
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After that night I finally started winning the war I was fighting with myself. I started applying myself
at school and achieving grades I didn't think I could ever get. Months later I moved again. I started
another new school, not knowing anyone. At this school I met people who are now my some of my
best friends. I can be myself around them with the satisfaction of knowing they won't judge me or try
to change me. Even though I am completely different now, I still think about the person I was during
that year. Unanswered questions occasionally fill my head. Who would I be now if I hadn't been forced
to acknowledge my mistakes? Where would I be now, if I hadn't had someone looking out for me? But
I have to remind myself that yes, I did bad things but that doesn't mean that I'm a bad person. I have
to move on, because I can't forget or change the past, I can only accept it.

Mackenzie is a grade 10 student whose favorite classes are Physics, Spanish, and Computer Science. In her spare
time Mackenzie is usually reading or at dance class. Her future goals after high school are to go to medical school
and become a pediatrician.

Thomas Torchia
Second Place – Grade 10
Pembina Trails School Division

Damn, I Look Good

I

use to think to myself, “Why do I have to go?” every time my mom would tell me to get ready for
school. I was ridiculed for the way my hair looked and bullied because I had pimples on my face.
It made me feel disgusted with what I saw in the mirror. I couldn’t get through one day without
someone making fun of how I looked or what I said.
One day I asked them, “What would you do if I just killed myself?” They told me that was taking
it too far. It made me furious that they didn’t understand that what they said to me hurt and that they
were blind to the fact that they made me feel like my life was meaningless. I refused to cry. I feared
that if I cried in front of them I would be bullied even more. I thought if I bottled up my emotions
no one would be able to hurt me. My emotions would build up until I exploded at my parents and
teachers.
As days went past it became harder to recognize the grotesque monster I now saw in the mirror.
The only reason I never went through with suicide was because when I thought about it the faces
of my parents and best friend would pop into my head. I would imagine my own funeral and knew
I couldn’t do that to them. I wore a mask around them so they wouldn’t worry about me. Sadness
slowly consumed my entire body. I would spend all my days in the basement. Sitting with the lights off
I would watch videos and play games desperately trying to escape my depressing reality even if only for
a second. I had given up hope and had convinced myself life would always be like this. I felt like crying
but tears refused to come out. Then all of a sudden I heard a voice say, “Sometimes you just have to
look into the mirror and say, “Damn I look good”.” I was stunned, frozen in time. The words echoed
in my head. I turned to my computer monitor beside me and I was greeted with a smiling face staring
back at me. I knew it was just a video already pre-recorded, but I couldn’t help but feel like it was
talking to me directly.
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Every day after that I’d get out of bed, march straight to the bathroom, look into the eyes of my
reflection in the mirror and I would tell myself, “Damn, I look good.” The more I would tell myself
that, the more I started to believe it. I realized that no matter what, I can never be the person someone
else wants me to be. I need to be happy with who I am and like me for me. I was letting other people
dictate how I felt about myself, but now I can once again see the beauty in me and in the world.

Thomas is a grade 10 student likes to spend most of his time playing video games in his basement and sleeping.
Thomas' future goals in life are to have a job that involves computers and have a pet chicken named Omelette.
Thomas also aspires to be a father, but just not right now.

Maya Sullivan
Third Place – Grade 9
Pembina Trails School Division

We Are Instruments

T

he rumors of my "mythomania" have been greatly exaggerated.
Let it be known, that I, being of sound body and mind, fib no more or no less than any other
living breathing person you can think of.

I'm in no large part to blame for the monotonous rumours. But I mean, what started out as
whispers around small gatherings of polite people, grew into something that was loosely discussed in
large gatherings of people and I guess it just escalated from there.
You see, my whole predicament started when I was labeled as someone people could confide in. I
was a filter for more rumours than I could handle. People came to me with their problems, asking my
advice, and sharing their acrimony with me through anger-fueled rants.
I had a lot of friends, or at least I knew a lot of people, a couple of surface friendships and a small
number of people I really cared about, which I probably could have counted on my left hand. There
was never a time someone wasn't talking to me, whether about themselves or expressing an opinion,
gossip, or whatever.
Yet I remember the day things abruptly changed without a word.
I remember the day no one talked to me, the weeks I struggled to find a partner for work, and the
months of questions.
"What did I do?"
"Are we okay?"
"How are you?"
Everyone stopped showing interest in me without a word, and when I would gather the courage
to nonchalantly ask how they were doing, and if we were okay, I was always given the same answer
insisting that we were all right and we would meet up soon, but we never did.
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No one initiated conversation with me and I realized that being ostracized was so much worse than
being bullied, and I definitely underestimated the impact. At one point, I stopped caring about being
liked, I just wanted to be noticed.
The serenity and the sense of stability I had had all been ripped away. I remember the good days
were bad and the bad days were worse. I was in class one particular day, and I glanced around me
at the large gatherings of impolite people. I look at how much effort I wasted, and the time that I'd
spent with them that I could never get back. Yet I learned so much from the endeavor it was strange.
Suddenly it didn't hurt anymore. It was a welcome realization, learning that people are not enemies,
they are instruments of learning.
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Shannon Butterworth, Kimberly Efford, Amanda Froude, Jillian Hammond, Melissa Keats, Shelby-Lynn
Kennedy, Billie-Jean Shea, Debbie Smith, Joshua Whelan, Courtney Bragg, Brian Downton, Kali Drodge,
Jessica Roberts, Julia Pelley, Ashley Power, Keisha Power, Nicole Ricks, Paula Rodgers, Kayla Templeman,
Morghan Tremblett, Victoria Wadden, Leah Wells, Hayley Willar, Crystal Butler, Natasha Canning, Travis
Canning, Jessica Hiscock, Amberlee Elford, Alyssa O’Neill, Candace Perry, Wanda Lee Reid.

Keyin College
Course Leader: Joan Lamswood
Candice O’Leary, Carol Anne Cronin, Chantal Lovell, Chelsea Reardigan, Gerry Mercer, Johnena Quirke,
Laura Manning, Linda Purchase, Margaret Craig, Marion Anthony, Melanie Duplain, Pamela Rixon, Paula
Parsons, Rachel Janes, Renee Devereaux, Robyn Chidley, Sherri Frampton, Tara Connors, Teresa Tobin,
Clara Gale-Muise, Danielle Ryan, Danielle Wyatt, Danika Collins, Devan Davis, Emily Tenbrock, Emily Tucker,
Hilary Burton, Jesse Winsor, Jessica Crane, Kyla Hopkins, Kaitlin McCarthy, Kristen Randell, Krista Wilson,
Laura Ward, Melissa Pelley, Nicholas Smith, Samantha Pearce, Tanya Cribb.
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TIER ONE – Halifax, Nova Scotia
Mount Saint Vincent University
Course Professor: Dr. Christine Doe
Sophia Allen-Rice, Moira Campbell, Jillian Cole, Nicole Conrad, Kelsey Johnston, Kimberly Lickers, Alexander
MacDonald, Calum MacNab, Jenny MacNeil, Mariah Daniel, Daniel Muise, Liam Murray, Derek Norris, Zoe
Scott, Holly Sullivan, Richard Sullivan, Deanna Whitney, Ashley Arnold, Hannah Aubrecht, James Caron,
Ashley Cleveland, Jill H. Ernest, Matthew D. Goldberg, Geena Kelly, Christina Kempster, John MacKenzie,
John MacLeod, Jacqueline Metcalfe, Hilary Morgan, Brandyn Ross, Melissa Smallridge, Kaleigh Smith,
Bailey Tackley, Derek Weaver.

TIER ONE – Winnipeg, Manitoba
University of Manitoba
Course Leader: Sheena Braun
Ashley Schmidt, Courtney Van De Kerckhove, Janelle Kornelsen, Stephanie Gall, Alexa Kolthof, Lindsey
Decock, Amy Downs, Angelique Friesen, Nicole Ramsoomair, Derek Barnett, Angela French, Vivian Bruce,
Candace Georgijevic, Sarah Flaten, Evangelin Francis, Michelle Boulet, Matthew Sesibi.

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Winnipeg, Manitoba.........................................................Members of the Professional Community
Professors, Faculty of Education........................................................................................... University of Manitoba

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Calgary, Alberta................................................................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 Kawalauskas, Information Technology Specialist........................................................................Fortis Alberta
Erika Kittelson, Consultant, Teaching and Learning................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Marilyn Maguire, Retired Teacher ........................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Mary Beth Mulligan, Consultant Teaching and Learning.......................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Rachel Ott, Faculty of Education Student................................................................................. University of Calgary
Margaret Potter, Retired Teacher............................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Dawnelle Salant, Teacher, Author ........................................................................... Calgary Catholic School District
Laura Schmaltz, Consultant, AC Literacy................................................................. Calgary Catholic School District
Jennifer Wallac, Consultant, Teaching and Learning................................................ Calgary Catholic School District

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Saint John & Fredericton, New Brunswick .....................Members of the Professional Community
Shawna Allen-VanderToorn, Subject Coordinator................................................. Anglophone School District-West
Gerard Beaulieu, Program Manager.................................................................................. The Learning Partnership
Bill Buggie, Faculty of Education..........................................St. Thomas University and University of New Brunswick
Dr. Paul- Emile Chiasson, Education Coordinator ........................................University of New Brunswick Saint John
Cynthia DeKlyver, Marketing Communications.......................................................................................... Irving Oil
Ann- Marie Dingee, Retired Principal.................................................................... Anglophone School District-West
Tammy Doherty, Vice-Principal............................................................................ Anglophone School District-South
Eric Estabrooks, Program Manager ................................................................................... The Learning Partnership
Dianne Kay, Director of Education........................................................................ Anglophone School District-West
Carolyn McCoy, Accreditation Director................................................... Canadian Society of Respiratory Therapists
Mark Noel, District Education Council Chair......................................................... Anglophone School District-West
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Michael Pacey, Poet..................................................................................................... Fredericton, New Brunswick
Greg Paterson, Subject Coordinator.................................................................... Anglophone School District-South
Sally Richard, Retired Principal ............................................................................. Anglophone School District-West
Dr. Elizabeth Sloat, Professor....................................................................................... University of New Brunswick
Jeannine St. Amand, Parent and DEC Chair.......................................................... Anglophone School District-West
Tanya Whitney, Director of Education................................................................... Anglophone School District-West

TIER TWO JUDGES (French):
Fredericton, New Brunswick............................................Members of the Professional Community
Elisabeth Daigle, retired French Immersion teacher.................................................................................Fredericton
Jacinthe Nadeau, retired French Immersion teacher................................................................................Fredericton
Nicole Bourgoin-Carr, retired French Immersion teacher.........................................................................Fredericton
Jocelyne Savoie, retired French Immersion teacher..................................................................................Fredericton

TIER ONE & TWO JUDGES (French):
Moncton, New Brunswick................................................Members of the Professional Community
Gisele Julien, retired teacher........................................................................................................................ Dieppe
Patricia LeBlanc, retired teacher.................................................................................................................... Dieppe
Shirley McGraw, retired teacher................................................................................................................... Dieppe
Rachel McGraw, retired teacher................................................................................................................... Dieppe

TIER TWO JUDGES:
St. John’s, Newfoundland ...............................................Members of the Professional Community
Nadia Churchill, Constable.................................................................................Royal Newfoundland Constabulary
Peter Deal, Mathematics Instructor............................................................................................Memorial University
Kelly Fleming, Consultant............................................................. Human Resources & Social Development Canada
Fred Hutton, News Director................................................................................................................. VOCM Radio
Tim Thorne, Director ............................................................................................................... The Murphy Centre
Tim Turner, Co-Director............................................................................................................. The Murphy Centre
Allison Turpin, Geologist...........................................................................................................................Husky Oil
Krista Vokey, Principal.............................................................. Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

TIER ONE & TWO JUDGES:
Western, Central and Labrador,
Newfoundland and Labrador...........................................Members of the Professional Community
Irma Moores, Program Specialist (retired)................................. Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Alison McHugh, Teacher/Graduate Student.............................. Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Ken Jacobsen, English Professor.................................................................... Grenfell Campus, Memorial University
Julia Cook, Reporter/Editor.........................................................................................................CBC Radio Canada
Cyril Abbott, Deputy Mayor.........................................................................................................................Gander
Sarah McBreairty, Town Councillor...............................................................................................................Gander
Martha MacDonald, Associate Director ................................................... Labrador Institute of Memorial University
Jamie Snook, Mayor ........................................................................................................ Happy Valley - Goose Bay
Jenna Buckle, Program Itinerant.............................................. Newfoundland and Labrador English School District

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Nova Scotia .......................................................................Members of the Professional Community
Peter Balcom, Retired Principal ................................................................................. Halifax Regional School Board
Heather Byrne, Executive Director ..................................................................................................... Alice Housing
Annika Janes, Youth and Teen Services ............................................................................. Woodlawn Public Library
Lynn Landry, Retired Teacher & Literacy Specialist...................................................... Halifax Regional School Board
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Beth Raymond, President .................................................................. Halifax County Retired Teachers Organization

TIER 2 JUDGES (English):
Greater Toronto Area............................................................................... Members of the Professional Community
Maureen Ahmad, Retired English Head.................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Louise Brown, Educational Journalist..............................................................................................The Toronto Star
Belinda Burston, Writer.......................................................................................................................... Bond Head
Vann-Ly Cheng, Children’s Services Librarian ................................................. Albion Branch, Toronto Public Library
Dana Clarence, Retired Director of Professional Affairs....................................... Chartered Accountants of Canada
Agnes Chlebek, Retired Superintendent......................................................................Toronto District School Board
Don Ekstrom, Retired Senior Manager Employee Relations.......................................................RBC Financial Group
Noeline Laccetti, Retired Literacy Consultant.........................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Vincent Le, Volunteer........................................................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Jane Matthews, Retired Teacher..................................................................................Toronto District School Board
Anne Paquin, Retired Teacher................................................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Alison Pearce, GTA & French Program Manager................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Steve Rensink, Retired Teacher Facilitator.............................................................York Region District School Board
Fannie Sunshine, Reporter......................................................................... The North York Mirror, Metroland Media
Christine Suski, Manager of Strategic Initiatives, Sales, Strategies & Support............................RBC Financial Group
Barry Wilson, Travel Journalist ...................................................................................................................Thornhill
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

TIER TWO JUDGES:
Brantford, Ontario............................................................Members of the Professional Community
Selby Harris, Youth Services Officer..................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Noeline Laccetti, Retired Literacy Coordinator.......................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Jessa Laight, Youth Services Officer..................................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board
Alison Pearce, Regional Program Manager........................................................................ The Learning Partnership
Manny Ramanathan, Finance Manager............................... Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board

TIER TWO JUDGES:
North Bay & Sudbury, Ontario.................................................................. Members of the Professional Community
Janet Humble, Retired......................................................................................... North Bay and District Health Unit
John Humble, Director .............................................................................. Habitat for Humanity, North Bay Region
Carol Jodouin, President......................................... North Bay Symphony Gary Jodouin, Retired Accountant KPMG
Anne McRuer, Retired Educator............................................................................. Near North District School Board
Louise Sargent, Trustee......................................................................................... Near North District School Board

TIER ONE & TWO JUDGES:
Estevan, Saskatchewan....................................................Members of the Professional Community
Marni Angus, National Manager....................................................................................... The Learning Partnership
Noeline Laccetti, Retired Literacy Coordinator.......................................Dufferin-Peel Catholic District School Board
Alison Pearce, Regional Program Manager........................................................................ 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 East School District,
Moncton, New Brunswick
Magnetic Hill School
Riverview East School

Anglophone South School District,
Saint John, New Brunswick
Barnhill Memorial School
Bayside Middle School
Belleisle Regional High School
Princess Elizabeth School
Harry Miller Middle School
Quispamsis Middle School
River Valley Middle School
Rothesay High School
Rothesay Park School
Sir James Dunn Academy
St. Malachy's Memorial High School
St. Stephen High School
St. Stephen Middle School
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
McAdam High School

Bimose Tribal Council, Kenora, Ontario
Mizhakiiwetung Memorial School

Brant Haldimand Norfolk Catholic District
School Board, Brantford, Ontario
Notre Dame Catholic Elementary School
St. John's College

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

Calgary Catholic School District,
Calgary, Alberta
Ascension of Our Lord School
Bishop Carroll High School
Bishop Kidd School
Bishop McNally High School
Good Shepherd School
Holy Cross School
Light of Christ School
Our Lady of the Evergreens School
Saint Rose of Lima Junior High School
St. Helena School
St. Albert the Great School
St. Alphonsus School
St. Augustine School
St. Gregory School
St. Jean Brébeuf Junior High School
St. Joseph School
St. Stephen School

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

Churchill Falls School Board, Newfoundland
and Labrador
Eric G. Lambert School

Dufferin Peel Catholic District School Board,
Mississauga / Brampton, Ontario
Ascension of Our Lord Secondary School
St. Augustine Catholic Secondary School
St. Charles Garnier School
St. Francis Xavier Secondary School
Saint Mark's School

First Nation School, North Bay, Ontario
Nbisiing Secondary School

Grand Erie District School Board,
Brantford / Hagersville, Ontario
Brantford CI
Hagersville Secondary School

Pauline Johnson Collegiate & Vocational School
Tollgate Technical Skills Centre

Halifax Regional School Board,
Halifax, Nova Scotia
A.J. Smeltzer Junior High School
Bedford South School
Charles P. Allen High School
Crichton Park School
Dartmouth High School
Fairview Junior High School
Georges P. Vanier
Sackville High School
Southdale-North Woodside Elementary /
Junior High

Halton District School Board, Milton, Ontario
Bruce Trail Public School

Hastings and Prince Edward District School
Board, Belleville, Ontario
Bayside Secondary School

Holy Family Roman Catholic Separate School
Division No. 140, Estevan, Saskatchewan
Saint Mary's School
Sacred Heart/Sacré Coeur School/Ecole

Innu School Board,
Newfoundland and Labrador
Mushuau Innu Natuashish School
Sheshatshiu Innu School

Near North District School Board,
Sundridge / Mattawa / North Bay, Ontario
Almaguin Highlands Secondary School
F.J. McElligott Secondary School
Widdifield Secondary School

Newfoundland and Labrador English School
District, Newfoundland and Labrador
Amalgamated Academy
Baccalieu Collegiate
Baltimore School
Beaconsfield Junior High
Bishop White School
Brother Rice Junior High
Carbonear Academy
Catalina Elementary School
Clarenville Middle School
Corner Brook Intermediate School
Cowan Heights Elementary School

Crescent Collegiate
Discovery Collegiate
Donald C. Jamieson Academy
Dunne Memorial Academy
Exploits Valley Intermediate School
Frank Roberts Junior High School
Heritage Collegiate
Holy Cross Junior High School
Holy Redeemer Elementary School
Holy Trinity High School
J.R. Smallwood Middle School
Lake Academy
Laval High School
Leary’s Brook Junior High School
Lewisporte Intermediate
Macdonald Drive Junior High School
Mobile Central High School
Mount Pearl Intermediate School
Persalvic Elementary School
Queen of Peace Middle School
Roncalli Central High School
Sacred Heart Academy
Southwest Arm Academy
St. Catherine's Academy
St. John Bosco School
St. Joseph's All Grade School
St. Kevins Junior High School
St. Matthew's Elementary School
St. Michaels Regional High School
St. Paul's Intermediate School
St. Paul's Junior High School
St. Peters Elementary School
St. Peters Junior High School
Stella Maris Academy
Stephenville Middle School
Tricentia Academy
Villanova Junior High School
White Hills Academy

Peel District School Board,
Brampton / Mississauga, Ontario
Dolphin Senior Public School
Glenforest Secondary School
Turner Fenton Secondary School

Pembina Trails School Division,
Winnipeg, Manitoba
Charleswood Junior High/ École Charleswood
General Byng School
Turning Points – 2016 Award Winning Essays

| 147

Henry G. Izatt Middle School
Linden Meadows School
Oak Park High School
River West Park School
Ryerson School
Vincent Massey Collegiate
École Viscount Alexander
Westgrove School

School Sports Newfoundland & Labrador,
Newfoundland & Labrador
St. Annes Setanewey Junior High School

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

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

Toronto Catholic District School Board,
Toronto, Ontario
Sheppard Centre Secondary School

Toronto District School Board,
Toronto / Etobicoke / Scarborough / North York,
Ontario
Agincourt Collegiate Institute
Albert Campbell Collegiate Institute
Avondale Secondary Alternative School
AY Jackson Secondary School
Birchmount Park Collegiate Institute
Brian Public School
Cedarbrae Collegiate Institute
C.W. Jeffreys Secondary School
Dr. Norman Bethune Collegiate Institute
Earl Haig Secondary School
Ecole John English Junior Middle School
Forest Hill Collegiate Institute
Glenview Senior Public School
Harbord Collegiate Institute
Humberside Collegiate Institute
John Polanyi Collegiate Institute
L'Amoreaux Collegiate Institute
Lanor Junior Middle School
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Lawrence Park Collegiate Institute
Leaside High School
Malvern Collegiate Institute
Martingrove Collegiate Institute
North Albion Collegiate Institute
North Toronto Collegiate Institute
Northern Secondary Collegiate Institute
Oakwood Collegiate Institute
Queen Victoria Public School
Richview Collegiate Institute
Riverdale Collegiate Institute
Rosedale Heights Collegiate Institute
Sir Oliver Mowat Collegiate Institute
Sir Wilfrid Laurier Collegiate Institute
Thistletown Collegiate Institute
Victoria Park Collegiate Institute
West Hill Collegiate Institute
Western Technical Collegiate Institute
Weston Collegiate Institute
Westview Centennial Secondary School
Winston Churchill Collegiate Institute
Woburn Collegiate Institute
York Mills Collegiate Institute
Zion Heights Junior High School

York Region District School Board,
York Region, Ontario
Bakersfield Public School
Beckett Farm Public School
Coledale Public School
Crosby Heights Public School
David Suzuki Public School
Nellie McClung Public School
Parkland Public School
Richmond Hill High School
Wilshire Elementary School

In Appreciation
The Learning Partnership would like to thank:
•

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

•

the students who share their compelling stories

•

the judges who choose the winners from so many exemplary stories

•

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

•

our funders of Turning Points – the Ontario Ministry of Education; NALCOR Energy; Niagara Peninsula
Aboriginal Area Management Board; VOCM Local News Now; 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

Faculty of Education, Nipissing University, North Bay, ON
Karen Devonish-Mazzotta, Course Leader, York University, Toronto, ON
Marni Angus, National Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Toronto, ON
Gerard Beaulieu, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, NB
Catherine Chiasson, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, NB
Ross Elliott, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, West, Central and Labrador, NL
Kathleen Kawalauskas, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, Calgary, AB
Derrick Moore Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, East, NL
Alison Pearce, Program Manager, GTA, The Learning Partnership. Toronto, ON
Olive Ridler, Program Manager, Northern Ontario, The Learning Partnership, North Bay/Sudbury, ON
Brenda Waterman, Program Manager, The Learning Partnership, NS
Dr. Paul-Emile Chiasson, Education Coordinator, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Dianne Kay, Director of Education, Anglophone West School District, NB
Marcea Ingersoll, Course Leader, St. Thomas University, NB
Léo-James Levesque, Professor, St. Thomas University, Fredericton, NB
Elizabeth Nolan, Director of Instruction and Curriculum, ASD-E, Moncton, NB
Phillip Sexsmith, Course Leader, University of New Brunswick, Fredericton, NB
Dr. Elizabeth Sloat, Professor, University of New Brunswick, Saint John, NB
Zoey Watson, Superintendent of Schools, Anglophone South School District, NB
Tanya Whitney, Director of Education, ASD-W, NB
Pamela Cole, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Bronson Collins, Assistant Director, Programs, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Christine Greene, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Sherry Jennings, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
George Keeping, Assistant Director, Programs, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Joan Lamswood, Course Leader, Keyin College, St. John’s, NL
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Tina Neary, Course Leader, Eastern College, Mount Pearl, NL
Darrin Pike, Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Kelly Reid, Executive Director, V.O.C.M. Cares Foundation, St. John’s, NL
Shari Sheppard, Program Specialist, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Jeff Thompson, Associate Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Janet Vivian-Walsh, Deputy Minister, Department of Education, St. John’s, NL
Lucy Warren, Assistant Director of Education, Newfoundland and Labrador English School District
Christina White, Assistant Director of Education, Labrador Region, Newfoundland and Labrador English
School District
Dr. Christine Doe, Course Leader, Mount Saint Vincent University, Halifax, NS
Mairi McDermott, Course Leader, University of Calgary, AB
Astrid Kendrick, 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
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
Mary Jamieson, Special Events Coordinator, Niagara Peninsula Aboriginal Area Management Board,
Brantford, ON
Tracey Adams, Religious Education and Faith Development Consultant, Sudbury Catholic District School
Board, Sudbury, ON
Sheena Braun, Course Leader, University of Manitoba, Winnipeg, MB
Ted Fransen, Superintendent of Education, Pembina Trails School Division, Winnipeg, MB
David Mandzuk, Ph.D., Dean, Faculty of Education, University of Manitoba
Susan Schmidt, Assistant Superintendent, Pembina Trails School Division, Winnipeg, MB
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