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A Poem of Loss, Strength & Courage

We are strong, able, courageous

We see our future, hope, light

We touch the hearts of others

We hope for continued strength, peace within , joy

We hear the sounds of laughter, love

We feel deeply, alive

We say Yes! Be strong, continue on

We dream BIG, little , for happiness

We cry tears of joy, and for what we have lost 

We understand feelings, things will be okay

We wonder when we will see you again , about the future 

We try to support others, breathe deeply

We pretend that we are always okay

We worry about the people we care about

We want inspirations, to see a good future

We are and will be.

Mike, Timoni , Thiana, Tehani , Emie
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This year’s edition of The Forge is dedicated 

to, and honours the memory of, Ms. Ann Louise 

Stevenson; English, World Religions and History 

teacher for thirteen years at Central Tech, who 

died unexpectedly and tragically in January, 

2011. She is greatly missed by students and staff 

alike but, as the former editor of The Forge, I 

believe Ms. Stevenson would have been thrilled 

by the high caliber of this year’s submissions. 

In the foreground of this edition's front cover, 

there is a stylistic rendition of a 'forge'; a fiery 

furnace where iron is produced. In the back-

ground there is our school, Central Tech, where 

anything and everything is possible. Another 

meaning of the word ‘forge’ is “to give form or 

shape to something, especially by means of 

careful effort.”  It is by no means a stretch to 

apply this word to this year’s submissions; there 

are some wonderful short stories, poems, opin-

ion pieces, monologues, scripts, photographs 

and artwork.

This year’s short stories encompass a va-

riety of genres. Many of the stories are writ-

ten by grade nine students; one is a superbly 

constructed mythological fantasy; another is 

a whimsical account of a young person chas-

ing after her own song; another is a beautifully 

constructed story inspired by an endearing 

character in the movie, District 9; and there is 

also a compelling account of a young person’s 

encounter with death. Among the many other 

wonderful stories, there is one that recounts a 

day in the life of a supermarket checkout per-

son, which, although the experience itself might 

be mundane and boring, the story is anything 

but, and there is even a fictionalized account 

of the lockdown that took place at Central Tech 

in the fall, from the vantage point of a student. 

There are several stories this year about abu-

sive situations, but the writers have been able 

to transform an ugly experience into something 

else entirely. There are three opinion pieces this 

year, that cover a wide range of subjects: a dis-

sertation on black masculinity and hop-hop, a 

treatise on love and friendship and a fascinating 

vision of a futuristic world in which You Tube, 

Twitter and Facebook merge. This year I have 

the pleasure of including several monologues 

in which students provide their audience and 

readers with down-to-earth glimpses into their 

own truths. Also, there are three interesting and 

compelling short-film scripts. In addition, I am 

delighted by the fact that there is so much won-

derful poetry this year.

I have many people to thank for making this 

year’s edition of The Forge a reality; first the 

students, without whom, there would be no 

publication at all! Thank you to all those teach-

ers who recognized the value in their students' 

work and submitted it to The Forge on their 

students’ behalf, especially my friends and 

colleagues in the English department, without 

whom, this year’s Forge would be a very slim 

edition indeed! I would like to thank the Art de-

partment too for the very fine submissions from 

their students. I also am exceedingly grateful 

to Ms. Freeman and Mr. Shafransky for their 

continued encouragement and support. Last 

but by no means least, I thank Mr. Furfaro and 

Ms. Irina Geanta for their dedication and hard 

work they put in to provide us with a truly pro-

fessional magazine layout that showcases the 

work of our students so beautifully.

Take a copy of The Forge with you into the 

summer, relax and get swept up in the drama, 

tales of love and loss, abuse and redemption, 

pain and forgiveness – all to be found between 

the pages of the 2011 edition of The Forge. 

See you next year! 

 editor: Ms. M. Silver Production Coordinator: Mr. J. Furfaro

 Graphic Designer: Irina Geanta Front Cover Design: Mr. J. Furfaro and Ms. M. Silver   
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J
axiS was sitting waiting for Toby 

in a dark, musty tavern on a 

rainy night in June. He was lean-

ing on a broken, one-legged 

stool reading a newspaper. He 

had to slouch over the bar be-

cause of his towering height. His 

coppery skin reflected the dim fluorescent light 

by the counter. He clicked his mandibles with 

amusement as he read the breaking news of 

June 15th 2159. The trench coat sagged at 

his shoulder and Jaxis absentmindedly picked 

it back into place. Cling, cling, cling, came a 

tap on his shoulder. A human was trying to get 

his attention. 

“Hey, Spider-Mouth, you’re sitting in ma seat.”

“Didn’t see your name on it,” Jaxis breathed 

without looking around. 

“I don’t think you heard me,” said the aggres-

sive voice as he tried to pull Jaxis off the stool. 

Jaxis swung his elbow back and the human 

clutched his stomach and doubled over in pain 

before falling over. Jaxis slowly stood up to his 

full height of three meters. The aggressor got to 

his feet and called out to his friends, “Boys, we 

got us a metal worm that needs to learn its place.”

The four humans rushed Jaxis at once, one 

toting a heavy crowbar. The first human threw a 

wild punch at Jaxis who easily side-stepped it and 

pushed his opponent out of the way. A second 

and third human charged at him at the same time 

but he reached out with an amazingly long grasp 

and threw them over the bar together. The final 

human, well-built and heavily muscled came at 

Jaxis with the sharp end of a crowbar and hit his 

chest. The crowbar bounced off his skin, not leav-

ing a scratch. The man with the crowbar stared in 

amazement into Jaxis’ dead black eyes, with fear. 

Jaxis leaned over his opponent, looked him in the 

eyes, spread his mandibles into what looked like 

a grim smile, and said, “If I was you, I would run.”

Jaxis felt another grip on his shoulder and 

spun around ready to fend off another attacker, 

but it was only his partner, Toby. 

“I leave you alone for five minutes and you 

destroy the place. Great police work Jax,” said 

Toby with a grin.

Jaxis spread his mandibles again and Toby 

whispered under his breath, “Man, please 

don’t go all smiling on me.” 

“Sorry, for that - just trying to do the human 

thing,” Jaxis replied.

“Well, it isn’t working. C’mon, I just received a 

call from HQ; we’re to investigate some gang 

violence on Redford Street.”

“Is that why you took so long?” Jaxis 

asked mockingly.

“Let’s just get out of here,” Toby said.

As they left the tavern, Jaxis tried to shake 

the rain drops off his exposed skin. “Damn, 

rain. I don’t want to have to remove this rust 

in the morning.” 

Jaxis folded himself into the squad car after 

Toby, and they blasted down the pot-holed 

road in a burst of chemical-infused diesel. 

“Any details?”  Jaxis asked.

“No, they are being pretty closed-mouth 

about this one. I guess it’s just another scuffle 

in the alien zone,” Toby answered.

“I hate how they still refer to us as aliens. We’ve 

been living with your kind for 150 years. The 

conflict between the first and second wave of 

our people is pointless. It doesn’t matter if you 

were born here or came here after, we are all 

citizens now.” 

Toby sighed loudly. “You got a problem with 

us?” Jaxis queried.

“That’s not it at all, man. You and I have been 

working together for a few years now and you 

are making the same speeches. Why does this 

violence still exist between the waves?”

Jaxis turned away and looked into ragged 

streets of the city of Alpha. The rain and fog 

swirled around the squad car. He could barely 

make out the light from guard towers around 

Section 9. The barbed wire encircled the district 

like an iron fist. This was his birth home. As a 

“second waver” he felt more at home because 

he was born on Earth. He was birthed in a hos-

pital of sheet metal and cardboard in the ghetto 

they now called Section 9. When he was a teen-

ager he was arrested by the guards and given 

a choice, become a cop or get thrown into a 

prison where he wouldn’t last more than a week. 

This grand experiment  was supposed to ease 

tensions between the aliens and the humans 

in Alpha. But nothi ng ever goes according to 

plan, and there was a public outcry when the 

police revealed their plans for an “integrated” 

Special Forces team comprised of one alien to 

one human per unit. 

Jaxis leaned over his opponent, looked him 
in the eyes, spread his mandibles into what 
looked like a grim smile, and said, “If I was 
you, I would run.”

Suggested by the movie, “District 9”
by Nick Chaplin-Hurd (Grade 9)
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“Hey, hey, wake up. We’re here” said Toby. 

Jaxis raised himself up in his car seat and shook 

himself out of his thoughts.

Toby stepped out of the driver’s seat and Jaxis 

unfolded his length out the other side. They stood 

in front of a faded brown building with boarded 

up windows and a door hanging off its hinges. 

“Is this the place? Jaxis asked. 

Toby checked the scanner, “Yes, this is it. 

Here we go.” 

Jaxis stepped up to the doorway, held out 

his long, bony fingers and said, “Humans first.” 

The factory floor was densely dark, making it 

impossible to see. 

“Toby, can we find a switch box? My super 

special alien vision is failing me.” 

“No more jokes out of you about this alien thing.”

“Don’t you know that we spiders have a very 

‘webby’ sense of humour?”

Toby was about to reply when suddenly all 

the lights came on. Jaxis and Toby went for the 

weapons at their sides when Toby felt a gun at 

his head. Jaxis was able to pull his weapon out 

and was aiming it into the darkness when an 

alien voice said, “Human, put your hands down 

where we can see them. And you...” pointing 

at Jaxis, “What are you doing with this human?” 

Four aliens, with pistols drawn, came toward 

the two policemen. Jaxis quickly turned his weap-

on on them and was about to issue a warning, 

when the leader spoke. 

“Brother, why would you threaten one of your 

own? Filthy humans have taken everything away 

from us and we need to start the uprising. To 

do this, we have to destroy this joke of an “in-

tegrated” society. Humans will never learn to 

accept us and will never learn to treat us with 

respect. You can either join us in working toward 

a new golden age, or you will be swept aside in 

the glorious wake of the uprising.”

Jaxis glanced at Toby. He saw the pleading in 

his partner’s eyes and knew what he must do. 

He nodded at Toby and shot the alien that held 

the gun to his partner’s head.  Toby quickly spun 

around, threaded his arm around the alien’s limp 

neck and grabbed the pistol hanging at his side. 

Using the alien as a shield, Toby opened fire on 

the remaining aliens. He fired with precise, lethal 

speed taking out two in the blink of an eye. While 

Toby had them pinned down, he yelled over the 

He was birthed in a hospital of sheet 
metal and cardboard in the ghetto they 
now called Section 9.

gunfire, “Get the leader. He is getting away.” Jaxis’ 

long legs had already taken him halfway across the 

factory floor. The alien leader quickly crouched and 

tackled Jaxis in mid- stride. The alien pulled out a 

sharpened steel rod and pressed it toward Jaxis’ 

chest. Jaxis trembled with the effort of holding the 

rod away from his body. The alien leader roared, 

“All non-believers must be eradicated.”

As the rod was about to pierce through the 

carapace of Jaxis’ chest, the leader went limp 

in his arms. Toby stood behind the alien with 

a smoking gun. 

“What say we get out of here? We can leave 

the suits to clean this up”, said Toby.

Jaxis nodded and lifted himself up. He stumbled 

slightly as they walked toward the door. Toby 

turned and said to Jaxis, “You know I could really 

do with one of your stupid jokes right now.” 

Jaxis replied, with his mandibles spread,

“Be careful what you wish for.”
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D
ROppING my pack on the rocking 

chair, I go back down the icy steps. 

As I round the corner of the house, 

my feet falter, then stop altogether. 

Memories are everywhere. The yard, 

the barn, the vegetable garden, the bushes, brown 

and dead now, but forever green in my mind. This 

is where the fireflies flitted. And I know that really 

is my grandfather lying in the hospital bed. I’ve 

come too late. I catch my breath at the sudden 

pain in my chest. Heart-wrenching. That’s a word 

I read once in a book. I didn’t know what it meant 

at the time, but I do now.

A faint impression of tire tracks lead to a shed. 

I follow them and look through a window to see 

a rusted Ford inside. My father must still be here. 

passing through the back porch, I knock on the 

door, and then turn the knob. It’s open.

“Hello,” I call, as I walk into the kitchen.

“Who’s there?” a leery voice asks from the 

other room. My father walks around the corner 

from the living room and into the kitchen.  He 

looks tired but is steady on his feet and clear-

eyed. He’s wearing a worn, blue work shirt and 

faded blue jeans. My father’s hair is thick like 

Granddad’s, but black like mine.

“Who are you?” he repeats. 

“I’m Dylan.”

His eyes widen. 

“Dylan Wallace,” I say.

My father takes one step toward me. I auto-

matically retreat a step backward anticipating a 

blow. I don’t know what to expect. 

“Dylan,” he stammers “Is it really you?” 

“Do you know that Granddad’s dying?” 

He stops as if I had struck him. He begins to turn 

around and then he says, “C’mon. We need to talk.”

I follow him hesitantly into the living room. 

He pulls two beaten-up wooden chairs into the 

centre of the room and motions for me to sit 

down. I ease myself into the seat and stare down 

at the floor waiting for him to speak. 

“Your grandfather and I,” he begins in a quiet voice, 

“We haven’t always seen eye to eye. But I always 

trusted him to look after you. After I left your mother, 

everything went downhill. I began drinking heavily 

and hating myself for not being a big enough man 

to stay with your mother and watch you grow up. 

Your Granddad replaced me as a father-figure and 

from what I heard he did a pretty good job. When 

I heard the bad news about your Granddad, it was 

a wake up call to get my shit together. I came back 

to Murdock to get a fresh start.

I put down the bottle and tried to crawl out 

of the gutter. I wanted to rebuild the farm; to 

give myself a second chance so that one day 

maybe you could come here and we could 

start again.” 

I sat there listening to his story and I felt that I 

could finally trust someone, depend on someone. 

My father says, “Do you want to help me 

work on the farm?”

I couldn’t speak for a moment. Could I really 

leave Jenna? Could I leave Micha and Jordan 

with my mom? But then I realize Micha and 

Jordan have a new father now and from what I 

have seen he’s really making a difference in their 

lives. And for Jenna, I have an idea.

“phil, I do want to live with you but I need to 

do something first. I have this friend back in the 

city that needs help. Can I tell you the whole 

story tomorrow? I am just too tired now.”

“Ok, you can have the back bedroom. We can 

catch up tomorrow over breakfast.”

Tomorrow is the first step; I have a theory, that 

no matter how dark things get, no matter how far 

you fall down, you have to keep going because 

something better might be just around the corner.

He’s wearing a worn, blue work shirt and 
faded blue jeans. My father’s hair is thick 
like Granddad’s, but black like mine.
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by Ronald Li (Grade 9)

A 
beautiful lady came up to me and 
looked straight through my eyes. She 
pursed her lips in nervousness. “Hello,” 
she said.

She seemed really shy, and she 
looked like someone from another continent; 
a pretty nice one at that.

“Hey, you’re one of those travelers, eh?” I said, 
trying to start a conversation. “Welcome to the 
slums. Nothing too exciting here, but feel free 
to explore.”

She looked me up and down. Yeah, I’m a mess. 
My clothes are ragged, covered by the dark dirt 
the people of the Slums live on. There are tons of 
holes in them too. Just make fun of me already.
“You live here? Dear God, you’re a mess! I’m 

staying at Lumen’s hotel. You can come with me 
and you can wash up there!” she said.

She’s obviously new here. She should’ve 
known I can’t lay a foot on Lumen soil; or rather, 
Lumen marble. The lady’s dress was pink and 
white and had fancy jewellery.

I smiled at the fact that she didn’t fit in with 
our poor village. “I don’t know if you know, but 
actually, people who live here aren’t allowed to 
explore the whole city. Lumen, the other three 
quarters of the city, made a rule that we can’t 
visit the Rich. It’s kind of a taboo to talk about it. 
But what do I care, right?”

The lady put her hand on my chest, and I 
looked away. “You seem pained,” she said. 

“please don’t hide your burdens.”
Why is she saying these things to me? I’m a 

complete stranger to her. Why would she come 
here instead of staying at Lumen? But more than 
that, how did she get here in the first place?
“So tell me more about this city,” she 

asked expectantly.

“Uh, yeah, basically, the Rich people 
here are too scared of the poor comin’ 
to see them. The security is pretty 
tight. Those upper-class guys are trash. 
We wouldn’t have to live here if they 
supported us.”

She edged nervously closer, as if she 
was trying to peer into my mind, but afraid 
what she would find.
“I didn’t used to think like this. I actually 

used to have a pretty rich friend till I found 
out he’s not all I thought he was. Why’s he 
like that?!” I said.

She flinched, taking a step back. I must have 
scared her.
“Eh, forget about it. Why am I talking about my 

personal life to someone I just met?” I said.
She blushed and pointed her index fingers 

together. “I- I’m sorry I bothered you…”
I turned to get an apple from the crate beside 

my worn-down house. “Well, when you get bored 
with the Slums, check out the rich side of town. I 
hate it, but I’ll admit it’s nicer than here.”

The sun was cool and turned some of the 
apples golden. I picked the brightest one.

“The name’s Jay, yours?” I said as I turned 
back to her.
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I don’t know if she heard me or not, or if she 
got bored with this place real quick, but as soon 
as I turned, she was gone.~I opened my wardrobe and the automatic 
lights flashed before me. What should I wear… 
hmm? I guess I’ll wear the usual: Beige blazer, 
white shirt, red tie, blue jeans, and a pair of 
sunglasses to accessorize. It’s not like I can have 
my entire wardrobe with me. This hotel offers 
little in terms of amusement. 

I started to change, and just then, I heard a 
knock on the hotel door. 

“Just a second!” I called.
I quickly slid on my blazer and lazily let my tie 

hang and opened the door. Standing in front of 
me was an elegant lady. Her dress was pink and 
white, colours I rarely see in these parts. Her gaze 
was steady, but her body was shaking.
“Good evening,” she greeted.
I assumed she was a traveler staying in this 

hotel. “I don’t think you’ll find this place interest-
ing. This hotel may be first class, but every day 
is the same.”

She tilted her head inside the room, signalling 
that she wanted to come in. I nodded. She kept 
her head held high. “Do you know someone 
named Jay?”

My head started to fill with nostalgia. Boy, I 
haven’t heard that name in ages. Does she 
know Jay? No one should even be talking about 
someone like him.

There was a long pause before I started to 
speak. “Yeah, he’s my childhood friend. Or was, 
anyway. Now he’s just a jerk. In any case, we 
can’t hang out, even if we wanted to, for several 
reasons.” She’s wasting her time with me. I’m no 
one special. I better not waste even more time. 
I hate wasting things. “I’d love to stay and chat, 
but I have to run an errand. I’m Maku. pleased 
to make your acquaintance,” I said.

I bowed down with my arm to my chest like 
a gentleman. ~Who was she? She just disappeared into thin 
air. I probably freaked her out.

“Jay!” someone called.
It was the lady in pink, running slowly towards me.
I waved and called to her. “Hey, what are you 

doing back over here? I thought I recommended 
staying at Lumen! This place is pretty ugly and 
run-down.”

She did that pointy thing with her index fingers 
again. “Well actually, I met Maku and—“

“You what?! You saw my old pal, Maku?! Oh, I 

mean, Sir Schwartz Alexander Maku, who used 
to be my buddy, but obviously not anymore.” 
My memory was flooding back to me. “Sure, we 
were real close at one time, but that was a long 
time ago. We don’t hang out as much as we did 
before, and he probably hates my penniless guts.”

The lady stared at me awkwardly, tilting 
her head.

I chuckled to myself. “Crud, just listen to me 
talk. I sound like a wuss. I don’t even miss him. 
In fact, I hate the guy, one-hundred percent! 
The next time I see him, I’ll beat him to a pulp!”

I stared at the sky, taking it all in. Why do we 

always fight? I don’t really hate him; I just kind 
of… dislike him.

I jumped back to reality when I realized she 
had disappeared again.~I dropped my groceries on the oak side table. 
I never actually got to catch that lady’s name. 
Oh well. I’m starving. Some roasted duck with 
raspberry glaze should fill me up. I put the duck 
in the oven to reheat it. And then, I heard a knock. 
Would it be her again?

I opened the door to the same elegance in 
pink I saw yesterday.
“Hello,” she said. She stepped in without ask-

ing this time, but I didn’t take it too offensively.
“I know the opulence of Lumen seems attrac-

tive, but trust me. Lumen is colourless. Have you 
visited the Slums?” I said.
“Yes, I have. And I met Jay there.”
“Jay? Oh, he must have mentioned something 

about me. I don’t care what he says about me, 
unless it’s an apology for being a fully-blown 
jackass. Anyway, he was never a true friend. 

Did you know he’d always cheat when we arm 
wrestled?! And all those times he never thanked 
me for buying lunch! Ugh.”

She put her hands on her hips. “Did he do 
anything that was nice for you?”

“Yeah… He helped me a little in meeting my first 
girlfriend, but he’d always give me the worst blind 
dates a man can possibly experience.”

The lady sighed loudly. “You two should 
straighten things out.”
“But Jay doesn’t give a damn about friendship. 

If Jay is fine, that’s good enough for me. I don’t 
need to go all the way over there to check up on 
him,” I said crossly. “But I only have one regret. 
I wish I could see Jay one more time; so I could 
kick his ass myself!”

The lady’s eyes were wide with surprise.
I crossed my arms and looked up at the ceil-

ing. “Yeah, that’s right! But even then, I can’t. 
The guards never allow the Rich and the poor 
to meet. They say it’ll disturb the peace of the 
city. It’s a dumb rule made by dumb people, but 
it’s kind of scary.”

She tilted her head curiously. “Why?”
“Depending on the severity of the situation, the 

guards can give the death penalty for violating 
this stupid taboo,” I said.
“Oh.”
I went to my side table and got a notepad. I 

wrote in my neatest writing possible and handed 
it to her. “Anyway, please give Jay this note.”

The oven rang, and I dashed to the kitchen. I 
shouted my good-bye, expecting no reply.~“What the hell are you doing back here? You 
must have better things to do than to talk to a 
ruffian like me or to a snob like Maku.” I said

The lady took a step back, but held her com-
posure. “Actually, Maku told me to give you 
this note.”

My blood boiled. “Oh, a note from the almighty 
Maku, I’m sooo honoured. Read it to me line by 
line! I wouldn’t want to ruin his fancy paper!”

She dug her pockets for the note. She opened 
her mouth, and started to speak.
“Hopeless bastard,” she said reading from 

the note.
“Hopeless bastard?!” At least he had the stom-

ach to say that, through someone else, anyway.” 
I said. “What else did he write?!”
“You’re still a stubborn jerk,” she said.
“Ha! Takes one to know one! Why I ought a—

what’d he write next?”
“You owe me at least three lunches.”
“What?! I treated that guy to lunch like ten 

times! I’m telling you, that guy does not know 
the meaning of friendship. Next?!”
“Not to mention an apology.”

“Me? Apologize? He should be on his hands 
and knees begging for my frickin’ forgiveness!” 
I clenched my hands. “What else did that selfish 
bastard write?!”
“But who cares what you think?”
“Who cares what I think?! Who cares what 

he thinks!”
My head filled with rage. I’m gonna murder him! 

He can’t possibly make me angrier than I am now!
“I’m so goddamn happy without you!” she said, 

continuing to read.

I quickly slid on my blazer and lazily let my 
tie hang and opened the door. Standing in 
front of me was an elegant lady. Her dress 
was pink and white, colours I rarely see in 
these parts. Her gaze was steady, but her 
body was shaking.

My head filled with rage. I’m gonna 
murder him! He can’t possibly make  
me angrier than I am now!

(continued on page 7) 
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I punched the wall and screamed aloud with 
rage. I stiffened my body, squeezed my teeth 
together and held my fist up.
“That’s it. It’s decided. The next time I see Maku, 

I’ll plaster his face across the floor!” I stomped 

into my house and shut the door.
“GRAAHHH! At times like this, I wish I could 

see Frank!”
That’s right, Frank. He would always make sure 

that I’d stay out of fights. I continued punching the 
wall, barely managing to calm myself.~“Oh, it’s been a while. Did you give Jay the 
note?” I asked. “When I think about it, I was 
being kind of—“
“I delivered it. And he threatened to beat you 

up pretty badly.”
That no-good, rotten scoundrel! If it weren’t for 

the guards, I’d beat him up right there!
“I actually came here to ask about Frank,” 

she said.
“Frank? He’d always have an answer for this 

kind of stuff, but he’s studying somewhere far 
away. He’d always mediate if Jay and I fought.”

I don’t know why I’m stressing so much. I 
flopped onto my bed and buried myself in 
my pillow.

ONE WEEK LATER

It’s been a long time since I heard from that 
lady. She probably went to find Frank. I heard 
the familiar knock again.

The lady stood there once again and showed 
me a book. It looked like some kind of journal. 

“Hello, Maku. I went to see Frank, and he wants 
you to see this,” she said.

I went to the first page and it read:
Today, me, Maku, and Jay, played this crazy 

flying game. Basically, we’d make these wings 
out of wood and paper, jump off these hills, and 
try to fly. Dumb, I know.

It was my turn to jump and flap my arms with 
these fake, badly made wings. It’s not really a 

fun game when I think about it. Boy, I hope we 
won’t do that again.

Oh yeah! Jay wore the wings most of the time, 
but I still hold the record for staying in the air 
the longest! I flipped the page.

Maku has been sick for a week now. It’s just 
a normal cold, and Jay keeps saying it’s Maku’s 
fault. But he’s always asking me to go visit him 
and see if he’s okay.

Oh, Jay was worried? I must have had some 
life threatening disease… that might’ve been it.

Mom and Dad keep telling me not to hang 
out with Jay. Their reason is dumb, and I don’t 

care if he’s poor. He’s one of the best guys that 
I’ll ever know. Maku’s family is really rich and 
they don’t want him to see Jay either. But Maku 
doesn’t care. I know he likes Jay a lot.

I felt embarrassed. We were a lot closer back 
then, so… why did he even write that?!

The lady came over, so I turned to the next page.
Today, the three of us made an oath, just 

like we read in the comic book. We swore 
we’d always be friends no matter what. Forever 
and for always.
“I-I was forced to make that oath!” I said. 

“people change, that oath doesn’t mean any-
thing now, does it?”

That does it. I’m gonna go see that Jay. I don’t 
miss him or anything, but I’m gonna get Maku 
to cancel the oath, and maybe beat him up a bit.~“Hey, Jay. It’s been a while. Frank told me to 
give you this book,” said the lady appearing 
at my door.

“Oh, Frank? Okay, I guess I do owe him for 
what he’s done over the years.”

I read the journal; page after page.
What’s he talking about?! That game was real 

fun. I wore the wings, and Maku wanted to wear 
them too!

And what?! I wasn’t worried about Maku. That 
must have been the time he got a horrible dis-
ease. No one should have that.

Oh… Frank and Maku still wanted to hang 
out? I couldn’t help but grin.

And then, I read about the oath.
Well that part is true. But people change. 

Besides, we got that idea from a comic book.

I stared at the ceiling. All I could see was  
the shimmering light twisting and turning  
like stars. Everything else was blurry.

“If Maku apologizes first, I guess I better forgive 

him.” I finally said.

“Great! He’s coming over in a few days.”

I felt a jolt of joy and smiled. “He’s really com-

ing here? What for? It’s too late to patch things 

up. Still, I’d be a real prick if I didn’t see him. But 

fine! I’ll teach that guy a lesson once he’s here!” 

I said. “And, um, gimme that journal! I’m gonna 

read more of it so I can make fun of him more. 

So, yeah, thanks, not that I’m grateful or anything.”

I rushed into my house and started reading; 

and laughing out loud.

~
I stared at the ceiling. All I could see was the 

shimmering light twisting and turning like stars. 

Everything else was blurry. The knife had been 

stuck in my body for minutes now. The excru-

ciating pain was so intense. I remember it so 

clearly. I was getting dressed, going through my 

wardrobe when suddenly a black-clothed man 

stabbed me. He’d probably stolen all my things 

in my wardrobe. The door was left open as well, 

and a blur entered my hotel room.

 “Oh my God! What happened?!” said the lady.

“H-hey, it’s the traveler. Man, that Jay always 

did bring me bad luck. It’s too late for me now, 

and I don’t have much time.”

I struggled to keep my voice going. “Those 

guards I told you about… the ones who don’t 

want the poor and Rich to mingle? I guess they 

found out I was gonna meet my old pal. I just 

wanted to see him…. God, it’s been so long 

since I’ve talked to him. We were gonna hang 

out and have fun, just like the good old days. I 

missed my buddies, but now… I can hear them 

calling me. Now we can all be together just like 

we all promised. I-I was wrong. Life’s too short 

to be angry with your frie—“

And then, everything turned pitch black.

~
Man, what’s taking that guy so long? Eh, he 

might have a reason for being late, but if he 

doesn’t, I’ll open a box of kick-ass I saved just for 

him! I sat down, anxiously waiting for my buddy.

~

Mom and Dad keep telling me not to 
hang out with Jay. Their reason is dumb, 
and I don’t care if he’s Poor. He’s one of 
the best guys that I’ll ever know.

The lady stood 
 there once again  
and showed me  
a book. It looked 
 like some kind  
of journal. 
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T 
he beePinG sound of the scanning 

machine rings constantly in my ears. Is 

this how tinnitus feels? If this is loss of 

hearing due to tinnitus, that would make 

me feel better. However, I highly doubt 

that it is the case. 

I greet the customer who comes to my register 

with a smile, as I am obliged to welcome all of 

them. The man stands there with his basket full of 

frozen lasagna, Campbell’s soup, KD and Spam. 

Without looking up, he proceeds to unload his 

basket without either acknowledging or returning 

my greeting. I stare at his prominent forehead, 

then his underbite to see if his mouth moved, 

but there was no response. 

I repeat my greeting, “Hello.” Not even a twitch. 

My head feels hot, perhaps because of the 

anger building inside of me, or the tinnitus, if 

internal body heat is a symptom. The first item, 

which was the Campbell’s soup, rolls toward me. 

I step on the pedal of the conveyer belt to move 

the can closer, but it gets stuck, preventing the 

can from going anywhere. It simply continues to 

rotate. I blankly stare at the rotating can, until I 

realize that the other items have caught up and 

are getting squished. As I ring through them 

through, I notice the customer staring at his 

groceries sliding along the counter, his canvas 

bags moving closer to him. I wondered when 

he was going to start packing his groceries, but 

my attention was distracted by a lady behind 

me complaining about the expired date on the 

cake her boyfriend had already eaten. Having 

rung up the last item, I told my silent customer 

the price. Without saying a word, or parceling 

his groceries, he hands me two crumpled green 

bills. I thank him, but, once again, no response. I 

hand him the change and stare at his untouched 

groceries. I tell him that I could help him to pack 

his groceries but of course, I end up packing all 

his non-perishable dinners, myself. Avoiding eye 

contact, the customer walks away lugging his 

groceries that I may have packed too heavily for 

a man who seems frail, and judging by what he 

had purchased, a diet lacking in healthy nutrients.

As Friday nights are not nearly as busy as other 

times, I walk by the magazine racks returning 

the misplaced magazines to where they belong. 

While walking back and forth with magazines in 

my arms, I see an elderly Italian lady searching for 

an open lane. As I was just passing time between 

customers, I decide to serve her. However, when 

I launch into my usual greeting routine, I realize 

the woman does not speak a word of English and 

Having rung up the last item, I told my silent 
customer the price. Without saying a word, 
or parceling his groceries, he hands me two 
crumpled green bills. I thank him, but, once  
again, no response.

by Ai Yamamoto

(continued on page 9)
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responds to my words, in Italian. I try catching 

words that sound similar to French but only man-

age to understand fragments. Once her order is 

complete and she makes her payment, I quickly 

help her pack her groceries, pretending to have 

a conversation with her by simply nodding my 

head and saying “Si” every now and then. After 

realizing that “Si” could only take me so far, I 

was eager to say, “Grazie, ciao!” but she keeps 

right on talking.  I stop attempting to understand 

what she was saying. Words are going in one ear 

and out the other. I am transfixed by the hand 

gestures she uses to accompany her words. Then, 

I realize that she has asked me a question and is 

waiting expectantly for an answer. I am clueless, 

but figure that she is asking me how much Italian 

I knew, so I replied tentatively, “poco.” I start to 

sweat and can feel my cheeks beginning to burn. 

My palms are clammy and my cheeks are start-

ing to ache from smiling. The elderly lady finally 

finishes speaking and leaves the store, rolling 

away with her groceries in her cart.

At the end of the shift, cashiers are expected 

to monitor the exit doors because some people 

try to squeeze in through the closing doors for 

some last minute shopping. Although we inform 

the customers over the pA system that the store 

is closed, most patrons ignore us and continue 

pushing their way into the store. Today, a man 

with silver hair, possibly in his late sixties, barges 

into the store disregarding all attempts to stop 

him from entering. Unfortunately, the man comes 

to my cash line. It was twenty-three minutes past 

closing time. He is the last customer in the store. 

When I look up at him, I realize he is a customer 

whom I had served earlier in the week. He had 

tried to return a beef tenderloin that he had pur-

chased thirty-seven days before. He had insisted 

that he had frozen the meat and had tried cooking 

it on the day it expired, but it had a disturbing 

smell, which limited his ability to enjoy it. I had 

been shocked at his lame excuse and denied 

his request for a refund. However, the man had 

not left, but had asked to speak to the manager. 

Since we value each every customer at this family-

owned store, the manager accepted his foolish 

excuse as he pocketed the cash for the meat that 

he had “forgotten” to eat. Now I stand watching 

him unload his groceries, and give him an intense 

look. I think about whether to serve him or not. 

The thought of confronting him goes through my 

head. But, the thought of venting my anger at 

this man makes the rage slowly lift off my chest. 

It would have been pointless. After scanning his 

groceries, he gives me his Centurion credit card. 

The titanium card feels cold and heavy. Being a 

holder of such a prestigious card, I would have 

expected more from him. The lack of respect I 

have for him may have been too obvious. Our 

eyes do not meet, not even once during the 

whole process. After his departure, the tension 

evaporates. It surprises me that I had got over 

the anger in such a short time. 

The head cashier pages me to count the cash in 

the office. Finally, I can leave and go home! I am 

in a hurry and I leave the store without checking 

my work schedule for the following week. 

The titanium card feels cold and heavy. 
Being a holder of such a prestigious card,  
I would have expected more from him. 



10  |  THEFORGE

short stories  | TheForge

by Kelly Nguyen

D
aiSy’S eyes fluttered open at the 

sound of her alarm clock. Slightly 

dazed from being suddenly awoken 

from her slumber, she turned her 

alarm off and rolled over to her side 

still exhausted. The fan, left on overnight, was 

still whirring in an attempt to combat the hot, 

heavy summer heat. 

As the sun rose higher, the bright rays peeked 

through the openings of the sheer curtains, gen-

tly stroking her face. Daisy slowly opened her 

eyes, and looked at the clock, waiting for it to 

come into focus. Staring at the bright green 

numbers gleaming back at her, she clenched 

her fists and felt her heart beginning to race 

as she remembered her plans for the day. She 

closed her eyes and recalled a memory from a 

few days ago. It was a phone call from her friend, 

Vance. He had just finished his final exams at 

university and was coming back to town after 

months of being absent.

“Let’s go have sushi! We have to celebrate 

together!” he had said excitedly, with a hint of 

demand in his voice. 

Happy to hear from him, Daisy agreed. 

They were always comfortable around each 

other. Sometimes too comfortable, she thought. 

After deciding on a date to meet, he nonchalantly 

added, “There’s so much we have to catch up on! 

Man, there were so many cute girls in my classes.”

A short while after the small talk and good-

byes, she clicked the phone off and felt a warm 

sensation rush to her cheeks, and felt her chest 

growing tight and everything around her was 

beginning to spin; her legs felt as if they were 

about to cave in at any moment.

After getting ready, Daisy peered into the 

mirror before heading out. A girl, unsure of 

what she was getting into, looked back at her. 

Her long glossy black hair shined like silk. It 

was slightly curled at the ends, framing her face. 

Lifting her right hand from the soft cotton of her 

cream coloured knee-length skirt, she placed 

it against her smooth, rosy cheeks. She could 

feel her warm breath touching her palm as she 

breathed nervously, thinking about what to say 

when she finally saw him.

Finally arriving at Ajisai, she placed her hand 

on the metal handle and slowly opened the door, 

her hand shaking as though it was a fragile leaf 

blowing in the wind. The familiar bell-like sound 

of the door chimes welcomed her, reminding 

her of the many happy memories created in 

this place. Looking to the back of the restaurant, 

Daisy noticed someone familiar waving at her. 

It was a male figure, black half-rimmed glasses 

resting on the bridge of his nose and black hair 

styled in a relaxed faux-hawk. He sat in a com-

fortable manner; his back slightly curved and 

arms resting coolly on the table. It was Vance.

“Daisy! Over here!” he called, not too loudly so 

as not to disturb the other patrons. He looked 

at her and grinned.

Daisy looked back at him, as a smile began 

to form on her face. The same warm feeling 

she felt whenever she saw him, or heard his 

voice, was reflected by the colouring of her 

cheeks as butterflies fluttered relentlessly in her 

stomach. She slowly lifted her hand, giving him 

a small, delicate wave. Standing at the entrance 

for a moment, Daisy took a deep breath before 

walking to his table.
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I 
tore through the cornfield of my grandpar-

ents' farm with the power of a chainsaw. 

My legs were moving so fast that I was 

certain I would slip and fall. It had rained 

the day before and I knew the mud would 

be smooth. This didn't stop me.

Today was the first day I was allowed out after 

my surgery. I had been driving home with my 

mother when a bus collided with the passenger 

side of our car. My mother was lucky, having been 

sitting in the driver’s seat. All I can remember is 

a sudden surge of pain that engulfed my entire 

body, before I completely passed out. 

Afterwards, when I was lying in my hospital 

bed, there were days in which I was convinced 

I had already died. The doctors came and went, 

with nothing more to offer than a nod. Not even 

an approving nod that inspired confidence. Just 

slow nods that took the place of sighs. My mother, 

far too busy with my other two siblings, visited 

me only every other day. She was only able to 

get out a few words before bursting into tears. I 

didn't understand what made her so sad. Wasn't 

I getting better? Then she would kiss me on the 

forehead and turn to leave. I could hear her high 

heels clicking on the tiles as they got further and 

further away.

Most of the days passed by while I slept 

on. I can't remember any of the dreams; only 

the nightmares. 

The trail on which I was running ended abruptly. 

I stopped clumsily and I caught sight of something 

through the tall crops; a flashing light, about the 

size of a baseball. I had a sense of déjà vu. A 

thought came to me that there could be someone 

stuck there, unable to find their way out of the 

field. I had to find a way to get to them.

The path to my left seemed to stretch on 

forever. The path to my right was shorter and 

wider, so I decided to try that one, hoping that 

I would reach the light sooner. How peculiar, I 

thought, while stepping over vines and stumps. 

by Billy Parrell
(Grade 9)

She was only able to get out a few words 
before bursting into tears. I didn't understand 
what made her so sad. Wasn't I getting better?
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The plants' leaves looked strange to me, almost 

too bright. And I couldn't remember any of these 

turns from the other times that I'd been through 

the field. Like when my grandfather took me 

around on his tractor and we harvested corn. 

We kept the sweetest, softest corn for ourselves, 

and packed the rest for shipping.

Suddenly, a blaring siren rang out across the 

air. My instincts made me curl up and cuff my 

hands over my ears. I looked up into the sky, 

expecting to see birds flying away. But I was 

surprised to see none - not even a single spar-

row. Maybe the noise was louder to me than it 

was to them.

After walking a bit further, the path came to 

a dead end. Before turning back I saw a small, 

square piece of paper sticking out from a pile of 

corn seeds. It had printed on it two words: WAKE 

Up. I ran my finger across the six letters. They 

were written in my hand writing. I had learned 

cursive in grade three, which felt like a very long 

time ago. I had only just started my second year 

of high school. My mother had been driving me 

back from a swim meet the night of the crash. 

After retracing my steps I found myself back 

where I had started, but I realized that everything 

was much taller than I had first thought. Once 

again, I was faced with the decision of which of 

the two paths to take. This time, I decided to 

try my luck with the other path. The crops in 

the field loomed higher overhead forcing me to 

duck lower to the ground if I wanted to progress 

any further. I did.

Even though it was a chilly autumn afternoon, I 

found myself breaking into a sweat. I took off my 

blue sweater and wrapped it around my waist. 

This proved to be a bad decision as the corn 

plants gradually turned into rose bushes and the 

thorns scraped against my skin. The path came 

to an end at a tall, thick, impenetrable wall of 

intertwined rose bushes.

At the base of the bushes was a rusted shovel. 

I picked it up and started to dig beneath the 

stems, trying to hack them down so I could 

continue my journey. Then I tried to push with 

the shovel. This only resulted in my knuckles 

getting pricked by thorns. Just as I was about 

to give up and walk away, the shovel pierced 

a stem and the plant began to break away. I 

grasped the shovel and kept striking at the stalks 

of the roses. Eventually the path was clear. Right 

in front of me, was a shining, very bright light. I 

started running towards it and then stopped. It 

was as if the light in the centre of the sphere was 

emitting its light in all directions. Before I could 

examine it more closely, a sense of warmth came 

over me. Everything started getting brighter and 

brighter until all I could see was white.

“Wake up,” I heard someone whispering, “Wake up.”

I opened my eyes to find myself lying on 

the street. My mother was crouched beside 

me, tears rolling down her cheeks, her hands 

clasping my own.

"Oh, thank goodness!" she croaked, squeez-

ing my fingers. "Baby can you hear me?  

Say something!"

Ambulance sirens whined around me and I 

could hear police telling people to stay back.

"W-where's the light? What happened to the 

cornfield?" I asked.

"Baby, you're delirious. You were in an accident. 

Before turning back I saw a small, 
square piece of paper sticking out 
from a pile of corn seeds. It had 
printed on it two words: WAKE UP.

You're bleeding. Oh my goodness you're bleed-

ing. She's bleeding!" My mother was shouting 

out for help but all I could focus on now was 

the street light above me. Was this the light I 

had been chasing? It was glowing so brightly, 

so warmly. I wanted to know what it was like to 

be the way it was - full of energy.

"No! Honey, keep your eyes open. You know, 

you never finished telling me about your meet 

today. Did you beat your record? I know you've 

been training so hard for this, sweetie. Your 

coach must be noticing your potential now."

Hearing her voice made me smile. I stared up 

at the streetlight, which was becoming hazier 

and hazier. 

"How about I take you to the mall on the week-

end? You can pick out a brand new bathing suit."

The light flickered once and I started to feel 

drowsy. The only things keeping me from falling 

asleep were the sirens and mother's relentless 

questions. Still, I didn't want her to stop talking.

"Darling, I know this is all very scary for you. 

But I need you to stay with me a little while 

longer. The paramedics are going to take us to 

the hospital. Your brothers are waiting for you 

to come home. You're their big sister. Be strong, 

please. Be strong for us."

This was the third time I saw the light flicker. 

I closed my eyes and imagined myself floating 

up towards the street lamp. 

"I'll come back, Mother. I'm just going away 

for a while." I couldn't even hear my own voice 

above the craze around me. "I'm sorry."

The fuse in the lamp buzzed, snapped, and 

burnt out. I heard my mother give out another 

wail of grief. Then my hands reached up 

toward the light. Everything went blank. There 

was no pain, no pressure; just an understand-

ing that I had found what I had been searching 

for - a way out.

Right in front of me, was a shining,  
very bright light. I started running 
towards it and then stopped. 

"I'll come back, Mother. I'm just going away 
for a while." I couldn't even hear my own voice 
above the craze around me. "I'm sorry."

I opened my eyes to find myself lying on the 
street. My mother was crouched beside me, 
tears rolling down her cheeks, her hands 
clasping my own.
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by Karen Ly 
(Grade 9)
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H
iGh SChool started about four 
weeks ago, and I'm still trying to 
adapt to the new environment. 
My two best friends attend a dif-
ferent school, so I haven't been 
able to be 100% myself yet. I 
have other friends who go here, 

but I was never that close to them, even in 
middle school. Everything's so different in high 
school. I have the same four period classes 
every day until next semester and I still haven't 
made many friends yet. I'm hoping things will 
get better in time.

I march into class and slide into my usual 

cramped little desk off to the far right. Taking off 

my book bag, I sit it down by the foot of my desk 

and attempt to look around the room. I sneak a 

peek over my shoulder and notice that all the 

other kids are talking to each other, except for a 

few, including myself. I can't help but think that 

the reason why I'm not as social as everyone else 

is because I choose to be. I mean no one forced 

me to sit where I do, but maybe it's also because 

I'm Asian. I begin to count. One, two, three, four 

Asian kids, including myself, and the guy sitting 

in front of me. They don't talk much either so my 

theory must be correct. 

I continue to let my eyes wander while I'm 

still looking at somewhere else besides my 

desk and at the teacher for a change.  When 

I'm sure the teacher isn't watching me, I turn 

myself completely around in my seat. The first 

thing I notice is the people sitting around me. 

They're loud, obnoxious, and probably don't 

care much for their grades, which leads me to 

wonder why they're in academic English. How 

did I come to this opinion of them? Just by 

looking at them of course; Marc Jacobs jackets, 

Gucci belts, Chanel watches. They're spoiled, 

meaning they get what they want without even 

having to lift a finger, unlike myself. I wouldn't 

be allowed home if I had those kids' grades. I 

let out a sigh and think about how lucky they 

are. I decide to take one more glance before 

redirecting my attention back to the front of 

the class as the teacher was starting to explain 

the lesson. About two rows away, sat a boy 

with captivating good looks. His hair was cut 

short and neat to the nape of his neck with a 

wavy fringe swept to the right of his face. The 

warm and deep espresso colour of his hair 

complimented his light glowing cinnamon skin 

tone. He had an amazing smile and with a great 

fashion sense to match. 

Turning my head back to the front of the class, 

"Wow," I thought.

It's a new day. Another week has passed and 

I've actually made a new friend in class!  Mikey is 

the reason why I have not died from boredom in 

English. We share the same opinion about almost 

everyone else around us; they're all outsiders, 

and/or idiots who want us for our brains. We're 

even partners for a project. 

We turned our desks to face each other and 

began to discuss the project. 

"Do you want to do most of the writing portion? 

Or should I do it?"  All or a sudden, I felt a tap on 

my shoulder. "June, Terry's talking to you." Mikey 

nudged me. I turned around and saw him. 

 "Hey, can I borrow your eraser?" 

 I was nervous. I can't believe he was sitting 

so close to me today... "Uhm, sure." I turn back 

towards Mikey, grabbed my eraser and gave 

it to Terry.

 I watched him carefully erase the few lines on 

his paper. He looked up with playful eyes and 

held the eraser out to me. "Thanks," he smiled. 

His eyes were brown.

I nodded calmly and took the eraser, but 

inside, I was bursting. I turned back towards 

Mikey. "Sorry about that...so that's his name, 

Terry?" I spoke slowly. 

"Yeah, didn't you pay attention when the 

teacher was taking attendance?" 

 "Well, let's get back to work then!" Mikey said. 

I'm in science class, and it's fourth period. 

Mr. E. puts on a slide show and explains the 

characteristics of dwarf planets. Losing interest, 

I grab a pen out of my pencil case and begin 

to click it really fast continuously.  "Click, click, 

click, click, click..." I looked down at my hands 

and realized the pen was leaking. Oh crap.

I raised my hand. "Mr. E.? May I be excused 

to go the restroom please?"

Mr. E. looked over at me and nodded, 

"Go ahead."

I stood up, pushed in my chair and made my 

way out of the classroom. Walking through the 

maze-like hallways, I peeked into each classroom 

I passed. I finally made it to the washroom. I 

pushed open the large door and entered awk-

wardly. For a second, there was dead silence. 

The girls eyed me briefly and continued to talk 

amongst themselves. I was aware that I wasn't 

wanted, so I worked quickly at the sink, lather-

ing my hands with the cheap pink soap. I didn't 

like the soap because it would make my skin 

dry, but I liked the ink stains even less. I rubbed 

harder. In the corner of my eye, I could see that 

someone had joined me at the sink. I looked up. 

It was Terry! In the girl’s washrooms!  Careful 

not to make eye contact, I rinsed off my hands 

and left in a hurry. 

I can't sleep. I'm thinking about Terry, and I'm 

so confused. I wasn't sure if what I saw was real, 

but I start to consider the possibility...  "What if 

Terry really was a girl? How is that possible? Why 

does she look like she does?" A million questions 

come to mind and I don't want to think, but I do. 

I toss and turn in my bed and finally look up at 

the ceiling... "Does this mean Terry isn't straight? 

And if I'm attracted to her, does this mean I'm 

not straight either?" My head started to hurt, and 

I realized how much I didn't want to know the 

answers to those questions. I closed my eyes.

It's four in the morning. I’m still awake. I need 

an answer. I turn on my laptop, and go straight 

to the Google search engine.  "I like a girl who 

looks like a boy, am I lesbian?" I type in. Just 

those words made me shudder. I pressed Enter. 

A thousand results must’ve come up. I clicked 

on one link which led me to an online forum in 

which confused teens ask questions related to 

health, relationships, and sexuality. I scrolled 

down the page and read the answer. "Do you find 

you're attracted to her physically or do you have 

actual feelings for her? You are only a lesbian if 

you are sexually attracted to another woman." I 

was relieved. I'm sure that I'm attracted to males. 

I turned off my laptop, and finally fell asleep.

The next morning, I quickly started working 

on our project with Mikey. I didn't want to talk 

or think, so I just got into the writing.

(continued on page 15) 

"I like a girl who looks like a 
boy, am I lesbian?" I type in. Just 
those words made me shudder.

Marc Jacobs jackets, Gucci belts, Chanel 
watches. They're spoiled, meaning they 
get what they want without even having  
to lift a finger, unlike myself.
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"Is something wrong? You're very quiet," Mikey 

said, looking up from his work.

"Naw, I just want to get a good mark on this 

project," I said quickly.

"You don’t have to work so hard,” Mike smirked. 

"We're already ahead of everyone else in the class. 

Let's take a break and just chat."

I glanced over at Terry for one second and 

looked forward again "Mikey, I need help."

"Huh? With what?" He looked confused 

and concerned.

"I don't know what to do. I hate myself 'cause I 

swear, I don't like her, but I keep thinking about 

her," I said softly.

"What are you talking about?"

"Terry. She's a girl. And I think I might have 

feelings for her," I confessed.

Mikey gave me a sceptical expression. "What? 

You're kidding me. Terry is definitely..."

"No, I'm not. I’m serious. I mean, I'm sure I'm 

straight, but with Terry, she's different." 

He looked me in the eyes and said, "Well, I 

don't know. What does your head say?" 

I looked down. "That this is wrong...That I'm 

just going through a complicated time in my life." 

"What does your heart say?" 

"Terry gives me butterflies. She's absolutely 

adorable," I gushed.

Mikey smiled, "Well, pick either your heart or 

your head to listen to."

I wanted to say, "But I don't know. I could never 

accept myself if I wasn't straight. That would mean 

I don't know myself. And if I don't, then who does? 

"I hate that I feel this way, but I'm going to have 

to accept that maybe I do like Terry.

After class, I see her again. I try to resist staring, 

but I can't. I hop off the window sill, pick my book 

bag up off the floor and begin to walk nonchalantly, 

being careful not to go too fast or too slow, and 

casually. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see 

her talking with a couple of her friends. I pretend 

to check my phone and look up at the very second 

I passed her, just to catch a glimpse of her face. 

I look back down at my phone and continue to 

shuffle my way through the crowded hallway. All 

of a sudden, my cheeks turn red-hot and I feel 

nervous, but satisfied. I feel stupid. I get all excited 

and nervous every time I see her, whereas she 

probably doesn't even know I exist.

 I feel stupid. I get all excited and 
nervous every time I see her, where as 
she probably doesn't even know I exist.

Another week passes. I'm now in math class, 

period 2. Twirling my pencil, I drift off into my 

own thoughts. Bored, I decide to take a bath-

room break. Raising my hand, I asked to be 

excused. I walk around the fourth floor. I take my 

time and think happy self thoughts. I've made a 

lot of progress with myself. Terry and I actually 

had real conversations in which both of us did 

equal amounts of talking. It felt like she was this 

awesome guy friend.

 As I get closer and closer back to my class-

room I hear a voice. "JUNE!" Terry calls out. "Hey. 

What're you doing? Skipping class?"

"Me? Never," I laughed. We continued walking 

until we were close enough to communicate 

without shouting. 

Terry walked beside me. "Hey I've been mean-

ing to tell you something."

"What?" 

"You've gotta lean in close though, it's a secret."

"Alright," I leaned in closer.

She looked me in the eyes, took my arms 

and locked them around her neck. My heart 

raced. She kissed me. 

 Terry and I actually had real 
conversations in which both of us  
did equal amounts of talking. 
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It 
was 3:00 on what I had assumed 

would be a normal Tuesday. I was 

at home on my couch, watching 

reruns and eating stale chips. 

Routine, repetitive, redundant, 

that’s what my life was. Ever since the last job 

Austin and I did, I’ve been stranded in this tiny 

apartment. The job went south, the guys dis-

covered we took fifty grand from them and we 

had to split up so they wouldn’t find us.   It had 

been working pretty well, except for how antsy 

I was getting sitting in the tiny apartment all day, 

where checking the mail was about as good as it 

got most days. The only real thing I had to look 

forward to was the job interview coming up in a 

few days. Austin and I decided we should try and 

get out of the business of robberies, because it 

could be dangerous.  Thoughts of Austin wanting 

to keep me safe drifted happily through my head 

as I shuffled through the mail, which contained 

the usual overdue bills and pizza flyers, but what 

I was really looking for was something from 

Austin, which almost never came. I knew today 

would be special when I saw the postcard from 

Vancouver.  Our plan was to both get jobs, and 

once we earned enough cash we would meet 

somewhere between Vancouver and Toronto, 

and start our own business, maybe a bakery or 

something like that. Wholesome was what we 

needed. Imagine my surprise when I read what 

was on that little postcard from Vancouver.

I felt betrayal pulsing through my veins as I 

read the words scrawled carelessly over the 

back of a stupid picture of the ocean skyline. 

“We can’t be together anymore, Talia, it’s not 

working. Don’t bother going to the job interview, 

you wouldn’t have got it anyway. Remember, I’ll 

always love you, Austin.” How could he be so 

callous after what we had gone through? And 

to say he’ll always love me? It was one of the 

most senseless things I had ever heard, you don’t 

dump somebody like that and still love them, 

certainly not if you’re both wanted by cops and 

mobsters alike for a countless list of felonies. I 

wanted to clean up, but I wouldn’t be safe without 

Austin around. people were scared of him, not 

me. But I had to choose, try and stop running 

and hide, or run until somebody finally caught 

up. I made up my mind about five minutes after 

I tossed the postcard. I was going to get that 

job without leaning on Austin.

Three days after our less-than-mutual breakup, 

it was time for the interview that was going to help 

me start fresh. I showered, dyed my hair back to 

its original auburn, and put on my best clothes. 

My only clothes actually, that weren’t concert 

T-shirts or made of denim. I grabbed my “knockoff” 

purse and keys and rushed out the door, already 

running late. I took the elevator for the first time 

since I had moved in, down to the lobby. Walking 

onto the Toronto pavement is something I haven’t 

done nearly enough of. It’s really a beautiful city, 

I noticed that now, but I wouldn’t have if I had 

stayed cooped up in that apartment. perhaps it 

will prove to be a blessing that Austin broke it off; 

I mean I lack the muscle part of the equation, but 

between the two of us, I was always the brains. 

I was gaining my confidence back step by step 

on my way to the interview. I got so lost in my 

thoughts, telling myself I didn’t need Austin, that 

I didn’t notice the man following me. Although 

I certainly noticed him as he grabbed me and 

pulled me into an alley.

I woke up in an unfamiliar room. I was tied, or 

taped to a chair, and I had tape over my mouth, 

that was all I could tell. I could hear voices from 

the next room, rough gravelly voices, talking 

in hushed tones, but not quiet enough to be 

unheard in the silence. 

“How did you manage to get her in broad 

daylight?” asked one of the men, I think there 

were two of them. 

“It was dead easy , she didn’t even try to 

scream until I was about to knock her out.  I 

knew exactly why this had happened, and who 

these men were; Tony’s guys, it was obvious 

actually, cops didn’t snatch people off the street, 

not discreetly anyway. I felt sick to my stomach, 

a knot of dread growing there, but I was glad it 

wasn’t the cops, at least. I knew with these guys 

it would be quick; kill me and get it done with. 

Anything was better than jail. 

I listened to the men some more, “pretty funny 

though, I gotta say, I mean sad for them, but 

really, all that trouble he went through to warn 

her and we still got her!” I didn’t understand. 

“Yeah, poor schmuck gets himself killed even 

after what he did for her. The girl is pretty stupid.” 

I still didn’t understand... he was obviously talking 

about me and Austin, but what they were saying 

made no sense; warn me? Of what? probably 

about what happened, but when did he- oh. 

Oh oh oh. What did I do? What did he do? The 

postcard? Oh my God, he knew all along! It 

suddenly became perfectly clear to me, he knew 

what would happen. And I had ruined his one 

chance, our one chance, to get away from all of 

this, to let at least one of us walk away from this, 

to tell somebody about what we had together. 

And why? Because I was arrogant and stupid, 

certainly not the one with a brain. I realized 

what I’d taken from him, as the tears slid down 

my cheeks silently. Austin’s gone, and I might 

as well be too.

 “I love you too, always have always will...” I’m 

startled out of my self-pity as I hear chairs scrap-

ing against the cement floors, angry footsteps 

and a door slamming open. Apparently I didn’t 

say the words out loud. 

“Well, look who’s awake!” shouts the first man, 

I think he’s the one who grabbed me, the jeans 

look familiar. “Your stay here’s up, missy, now we 

know you won’t talk so we’ll save ourselves the 

trouble.” He pulled out a gun, dark grey, sleek. 

I thought I would be scared, looking death in 

the face, but I just feel the loss of Austin, much 

sharper now that he’s dead, than the dull ache I 

used to experience when he would just go away 

for a while after a job. I didn’t care, I guessed 

that made the guy holding the gun angry, maybe 

he wanted me to beg, but I just bowed my head 

in solemn acceptance. 

“Nothing to say to that, eh? No famous last 

words, not that anybody would care to here! 

Hah, thought not.” He raised the gun, and my 

heart didn’t even skip a beat. I took a breath.

I woke up in an unfamiliar room. I was tied, 
or taped to a chair, and I had tape over my 
mouth, that was all I could tell.

by Jessica McKenna (Grade 9)
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Unwelcomed
by Arielle Styrsky

It 
starts as soon as you walk in the 

door. No one seems to care for 

who you really are; that initial 

glance of interest too quickly turns 

into judgment. If they look away 

then you know that they don’t give a rat’s ass 

about you. It’s as if you don’t exist. It all starts 

when you walk through the door. Still, sometimes 

we have no choice but, to walk through that door.

So, here I am, walking to my first class, on my 

first day, in my new school. With my short black 

hair and my ripped up baggy black pants, every-

one, and I do mean everyone, feels they have the 

right to turn and stare. I must have overdone my 

black eye liner this morning; for they are staring 

at me with their dumb ass mouths open like a 

bunch of retards.  I do not judge them.  What 

gives them the right to judge me?

 ‘Just find a chair in the back and quickly sit 

down,’ I think. Do not make eye contact with 

anyone. I quickly lunge for the seat closest to 

me. Then the devil from hell has to ruin it for 

me as I hear my name called.

“Attention class, this is a new student. Her 

name is Leila and I want you all to make sure 

you give her a warm welcome.” Great… the 

stupid teacher knows just how to embarrass a 

new student.  Why don’t you just load your gun 

and shoot me with a pistol while you’re at it?  

Leila, the newest student with a gothic trend 

thing going. I sit down and look to the front of 

the classroom when my attention is caught by 

a handsome back that probably would never 

ever take a chance with this ‘emo’ chick. He 

turns around and then his face lights up into a 

smile. Then he turns back to his seat and starts 

giggling like a girl. Of course the hottest guy in 

the class, whom I am sitting behind, has to be 

a Kid with a problem. All hot guys are like that, 

and if they aren’t, they are total assholes or gay.

He pats the guy beside him who has blonde 

hair. Then he points behind. At me. The blonde 

guy looks at me and his face looks shocked. He 

then turns his head to “hot stuff” and “hot stuff 

“says something. I think what he says is, “Isn’t she 

ugly?” for I hear the word ‘ugly’ for sure, and I 

feel a hurt deep within my heart. However, I get 

over it quickly; these things happen to me a lot. 

The bell rings, it is already time for the next 

class. I am not excited.  Will anyone in class be 

wearing a nose piercing besides me?  Trust me, 

it sucks to feel like the only one, and I already 

feel lonesome. I can’t wait till art class which is 

fourth period. At least I can take my feelings and 

let rip on a doodle or something. That would be 

better then taking it out on someone’s face. Like 

my mother says, violence is never the answer. 

Thank God I have loving parents, for if I did not, 

I would have nothing.

I walk along the hallway and everybody, and 

I mean everybody, looks like they just came 

from the beach. They are wearing shorts and 

colorful tee shirts as if this is the school’s official 

uniform. The guys have perfect looks and the 

girls have long, beautiful, shiny hair. What is this, 

suburbia? I swear I am living the Barbie world 

here. What happened to the cool kids? You know 

like Marilyn Manson, 50 cent and Smashing 

pumpkins. What happened to Inspiration and 

Changing the World? You know how horror 

shows are meant to scare you? School for me 

is one freaking horror show. 

I walk into my next class with my head held 

high; I will not give in. I don’t care what issues 

these people have, they do not have to act so 

superior; it is just not nice. When I get to my next 

class, which is science, I have never felt so out 

of place. This time I run to my seat before the 

teacher notices me. I sit right behind some girl 

with long, elegant, blonde hair. I cough because 

this person was wearing a load of perfume that 

makes me want to die from an asthma attack. 

She turns around and says, “Oh my God, who 

let zombie bride in?” Great! Suddenly and typi-

cally, people turn their heads to see who she is 

talking about. I want to shoot Little Miss perfect 

in the head for even glancing at me.  Everyone 

laughs at me and I do not like it. I open up my 

binder and start to doodle. This is the worst day 

of my whole entire life. I want it to end.

Thank God the teacher does not mention my 

name this time, because if she had, I bet one of 

these yahoos would find some sort of bad rhyme 

to make fun of the name Leila. I sit in class try-

ing to listen to the teacher as well as I can. It is 

the end of October and I need to step up, but 

when you are trying your best to study, with a 

bunch of girls laughing their heads off, peeping 

at you like they have to give you the message 

that you’re such a loser, it’s not easy.  I sit there 

writing notes ignoring everybody. 

Still, when you pretend nothing is happening, 

something is going to happen. It is almost the 

end of class and all I can think of is that this has 

been the longest, most annoying science class 

in the entire history of science classes. Then I 

hear my name being called.  “Leila?”  I look up 

to see what she wants and raise my hand, but 

I do not say anything. She says, “Get the notes 

you have missed off someone.” I nod and then 

some random girl whom I have never met gives 

me a folded paper.  She smiles sweetly and 

says, “Here are my notes.” Then she hops away 

like a demented bunny. Well, that was easy. I 

unfold the paper and then my eyes open wide 

in surprise. I see a picture and a quote. I read 

the quote and my hands begin to tremble. All I 

could think was that I wanted to go home now, 

for this was purely horrible for me. My eyes 

sting but I hold in the tears. I crumple the paper, 

the bell rings. I get up automatically and begin 

I think about what I can do to make it stop. 
Maybe I should dress like everyone else. 
Maybe I should talk like everyone else. 
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to stomp out when suddenly something blocks 

my foot. I realize it is someone else’s foot and 

my eyes pop open as I fall. I feel shock as I fall 

down on the dirty floor, accompanied by the 

sound of laughter. My whole body aches as I 

turn around to see who it is that could be so 

mean. A boy is pointing at me saying, “Look 

the Goth chick is crying! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Go cut 

yourself!” Everyone laughs.  I have never 

felt so humiliated in my entire life. I get 

up as quickly as I can and run out 

the door.  I run and run; I do not 

want to see their faces. I would 

not look. I barge through the 

doors to the washroom, and 

head for the closest stall. I sit 

down and wipe my face which 

is wet from my tears. I keep 

telling myself it is nothing. This 

always happens. This can’t 

hurt me, can it? The truth is 

I have never felt in so much 

pain in my life, I am getting 

so tired of feeling this way.

I think about what I can do to make it stop. 

Maybe I should dress like everyone else. Maybe 

I should talk like everyone else. Walk like 

everyone else and even dye my hair a differ-

ent colour. I should do anything to fit in. I am 

thinking these thoughts, when I realize I am 

being ridiculous. Am I going to change who I 

am for a bunch of morons?  

Why would I do that?  If 

I were to change my-

self, it would be for 

me; because I 

want to change 

someth ing 

about me 

that I don’t 

like.  I stop 

crying but 

my face 

is still damp with tears. I decide that I would tell 

my parents I would like to go to a different school. 

That is no big thing for me; I have done it many 

times before. I sit in the bathroom stall eating 

my lunch. This is one of the loneliest lunches I 

can ever remember having.

When the bell rings, I slowly get up and prepare 

for my next class. I breathe in and out and tell 

myself to be strong and that I can get through 

this. I can do it. So what if I had spent the last half 

an hour crying? I open the door and, of course, 

people stand there gawking, but I do not care. 

Let them hold their opinions of me. Go ahead 

and judge me before you get to know me. Be a 

total jerk. I don’t care because I do not know you.

 I walk out of the bathroom and head downstairs 

to the first floor. I hear nothing, for my ears are 

deaf. I am invincible. I see no one; no snobby girls 

or jerky guys. I walk to the first floor and head 

straight to my next class. I was ready.  This is it.  

I take a hold of the knob, and turn it.  I feel my 

heart beat and nothing more.

I open the door and walk in. I adjust my eyes 

to see who was in there. The light disappears 

into an image. The teacher has wild blue hair. 

He looks at me. I hold my breath; waiting. He 

smiles brightly at me and says, “Sit down please. 

Welcome. My eyebrows rise as I feel a burst of 

joy. I walk slowly, staring at this man who is so 

welcoming. He is still smiling and I feel myself 

responding, and soon enough I felt myself bump 

into someone. I take a step back all flustered as 

I notice a black-haired boy with a lot of tattoos 

on his arms, his hair extra spiky and wearing a 

white baggy t-shirt. I say, feeling rather disori-

ented, “Sorry…” He responds with a grin, “No 

worries, you didn’t hurt me!” I am so surprised 

that someone is actually showing me some kind-

ness that I just nod and sit down.  I sit beside him 

for that is the only empty seat left and a girl, 

with glasses and braces, smiles and waves 

at me.  I find myself waving back.  The guy 

with the spiky hair says, “I am Derek. What’s 

your name?” I feel sort of embarrassed 

as I say “Leila…” He says, “Cool name, 

welcome to art class!”

Right there I knew I would be-

long here. I do belong here. Even 

though my first impressions 

were bad, there’s so much I 

don’t know. But, one thing I 

do know, from this moment, 

I would enjoy being in this 

school. I knew I was part of 

the unwelcomed.

I fall. I feel shock as I fall down on the dirty 
floor, accompanied by the sound of laughter. 
My whole body aches as I turn around to see 
who it is that could be so mean.
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zul was an animal slayer in the Land 

of Serzella. This was a very great 

honour. Today was the day that 

Azul was to be promoted to the 

highest rank for an animal slayer; Chief Animal 

Slayer. He was sitting in his chamber, when he 

heard some very destructive news. Melbosa, the 

King’s son, burst into the room. Melbosa was a 

short and stout boy who had a black streak go-

ing directly down the middle of his face and no 

one referred to him as a prince because of it.

“Azul! Come quickly!” gasped Melbosa.

Azul was sitting in the largest chair in the room. 

He pressed his fingers together and stared at 

Melbosa with his bright red eyes. He didn’t get 

up. Melbosa frantically pointed towards the door. 

“Azul! You have to see this!” Melbosa 

stomped impatiently.

Azul tucked a stray piece of aqua-blue hair 

behind his ear. He seemed unfazed by Melbosa’s 

urgent cries. Melbosa began to jump up and 

down like a child who hadn’t been allowed to 

have sweets.

“Azul! You must come at once! The King will 

be furious with me!” he whined.

Suddenly, Azul stood. He was a tall and lean 

man with strong, broad shoulders. He walked 

confidently past Melbosa and swiftly out the 

door. Melbosa was left with his mouth gaping. 

He quickly ran after Azul into the hallway. Azul 

was waiting for him.

“Well?” Azul raised his eyebrows.

“Follow me!” Melbosa quickly took off down 

the hall.

They arrived at the crystal window, which was the 

largest stained glass window in the entire castle.

“Look!” cried Melbosa.

Azul peered out the window. There seemed 

to be a riot going on. The townspeople were 

holding pitchforks and torches, glaring angrily 

at the castle. Azul’s mouth twitched. Azul had 

never once smiled in his whole life.

“Oh my goodness,” he said! “The townspeople 

are up awfully early on this Sunday morning,”

“It’s a riot! Is that all you can say?!”  

cried Melbosa.

“Well, I do say, this might interrupt the cer-

emony,” Azul shrugged.

“The townspeople are furious!” shouted  

Melbosa.

“Yes…It seems so,” Azul didn’t seem bothered.

Melbosa sighed. “They don’t think you deserve 

to be promoted. Utter rubbish!”

He threw his hands up in exasperation. 

Azul nodded.

“The King wishes to see you. He’s in the 

West Wing,” 

Without further notice, Azul took off at 

a stride down the hallway.

“Azul!” roared King Kalkanta. He clapped a 

hand on Azul’s back. Azul flinched.

“You wish to see me?” asked Azul.

“Yes, did Melbosa inform you of the situation?”

“If you’re implying that so-called riot that has 

started outside, then yes,” replied Azul.

King Kalkanta rubbed his temples and sighed. 

“They’re furious. Absolutely furious. Something 

needs to be done, Azul! I have decided that 

you will participate in a tournament to prove 

to the townspeople that you are deserving of 

your promotion.” Azul nodded. “Who shall be 

my opponent?”

King Kalkanta stared at him nervously. “You 

must defeat the Swablow…”

Azul stared at King Kalkanta with disbelief. 

“That is impossible! No one has defeated the 

Swablow. It is the King of the Snakes! An impos-

sible task!” he cried. 

“This is out of my hands, Azul! There is no 

choice! If you wish to be promoted, you must 

fight the Swablow!”

Azul clenched his fists. There was silence. 

“Fine,”he said. Then he quickly walked out 

the door.

“THE SWABLOW?!” shouted Melbosa.

“Hush, Melbosa! Are you not capable of speak-

ing in hushed tones?” Azul scolded. The normal 

parts of Melbosa’s face blushed.

“Sorry. Sorry. But this is ridiculous! The 

Swablow?! You’ll surely be killed!”

“Thank you for your support Melbosa,” said 

Azul sarcastically.

“When is the tournament?” he asked, ignoring 

Azul’s previous comment.

“Three hours,” Azul muttered.

“THREE HOURS?!” Azul hushed Melbosa again. 

Melbosa began biting the inside of his cheek, 

deep in thought.

“What’re you going to do?”

by Liana Ramos (Grade 9)

Azul’s sword now lay on the ground.  
Soon he began to suffocate. His once pale 
face had become a bright shade of red.

Something needs to be done, Azul!  
I have decided that you will participate in 
a tournament to prove to the townspeople 
that you are deserving of your promotion.”
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“I’m going to go prepare,” Azul stated. He left 

Melbosa standing there with his mouth wide 

open yet again.

The riot had ended and the whole town had 

gathered in the arena for the tournament. The 

crowds’ thoughts were mixed. Some were abso-

lutely positive that Azul was going to die, but others 

were convinced that Azul was going to leave the 

arena without a scratch. Suddenly, King Kalkanta 

stepped onto the podium.

“Welcome all! I am King Kalkanta! Today, by 

popular demand, Azul will fight the…SWABLOW!” 

The crowd burst into a mix of boos and cheers. 

The King held up his hands and the crowd im-

mediately fell silent.

“Let the tournament begin!” announced 

King Kalkanta.

Azul appeared out of nowhere. He waited. He 

began clenching his sword. Silence. Without warn-

ing, the Swablow tore through the dirt and aimed 

straight for Azul. It snarled viciously and snapped at 

Azul, who held his sword up and tried to pierce the 

Swablow’s tongue, but the Swablow was too quick 

for him. It whipped its tail around and wrapped its 

body around Azul who tried to loosen its hold but 

the Swablow gripped more tightly. Azul’s sword now 

lay on the ground. Soon he began to suffocate. His 

once pale face had become a bright shade of red. 

King Kalkanta shifted uncomfortably in his chair. 

Melbosa had fearful eyes. “Father, do something!”

“ I  cannot .  This must be done alone,” 

he muttered.

“He’s going to die!” Melbosa pleaded.

The King shook his head stiffly. Melbosa 

hesitated, took one last look at his father and 

jumped into the pit with Azul and the Swablow.

“Son!” cried the King. The Swablow was staring 

at Azul with pleasure, as it watched him dying. It 

was so distracted that it didn’t notice Melbosa pick 

up the sword and come running at him. With one 

sleek swish, Melbosa beheaded the Swablow. The 

snake’s body untangled itself from Azul who was left 

gasping for breath. Melbosa held Azul’s shoulders.

“Are you a-alright?” Melbosa stammered.

“Y-y-yes. Thank you,” gasped Azul. The crowd 

burst into loud cheers.

“The King’s son!”

 “He actually did it!” cried the townspeople.

King Kalkanta roared, “Melbosa! My son has 

defeated the Swablow! For that, he shall become 

the new Chief Animal Slayer!” The crowd cheered 

even louder.

“WAIT!” Melbosa shouted.

“It is Azul who should become the new Chief 

Animal Slayer! I have never met a braver man. He 

has worked countless hours to benefit this land! 

He is the most deserving of this rank. I cannot think 

of a better person,”

At this, Azul smiled, for the first time in his life.

“Son!” cried the King. The Swablow was staring 
at Azul with pleasure, as he watched him dying. 
It was so distracted that he didn’t notice Melbosa 
pick up the sword and come running at him.
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K
atharine didn’t understand why 

nobody liked her at her new school. 

She had tried really hard to fit in, 

but soon she gave up, she was an 

outsider. After the first joke about 

her, after not saying anything back - that’s when 

it all began. It seemed as if the other kids had 

got permission to bully her. Katharine would 

love to make friends, but the sad part was that 

nobody wanted to be friends with her. The kids 

would only call her names; sometimes Katharine 

didn’t pay attention, but sometimes the jokes 

would really hurt. The teachers never noticed; 

or at least they pretended not to.

Today was a Monday. If someone only knew 

how Katharine hated Mondays. It was the first day 

of the school week, which meant that Katharine 

would have to face five whole days of embar-

rassment and teasing. 

Katharine shifted her weight from one foot 

to another; it was mid-October and cold. It 

seemed that it was about to rain and Katharine 

hoped it wouldn’t.

In order to keep herself from thinking about the 

freezing weather Katharine got out her favorite 

novel, ‘Gone with the Wind’ by Margaret Mitchell. 

This was the fifth time reading it.

Katharine loved to read; when she opened a 

book, it was as if she were in a different world 

where she was introduced to new characters, 

who quickly became her friends. Sometimes 

Katharine got so attached to the characters that 

she would feel sad after she finished the book 

and had to say goodbye to her “friends.” 

Katharine loved “Gone with the Wind” because 

of the main character, Scarlett O’Hara. Katharine 

wished that she could be just as brave, courageous, 

and beautiful as Scarlett. But maybe the true reason 

why Katharine cherished this book so much was 

because “Gone with the Wind” wasn’t just any novel; 

it was a birthday present from her grandma, who 

had passed away shortly after.

Katharine was so into the book that she didn’t 

pay attention to the freezing weather and when 

she felt an unpleasant splash all over her, she 

didn’t understand what had happened. Katharine 

raised her eyes and saw the other kids sitting in 

the bus; they were pointing fingers at her and 

laughing. Katharine didn’t know what they were 

laughing until she looked down and saw that she 

was covered in mud from head to toe: she had 

mud on her face, in her hair, on her clothes.

Katharine could feel the blood rushing to her face.  

One of the boys from her class nearly jumped 

up from his seat when Katharine climbed on to 

the bus and yelled, “Ahhh! The monster from 

planet pimple Juice is ready to attack planet 

Earth! She’s going to kill and squeeze us with 

all her fat mixed with mud!” 

Katharine though that if Scarlett were in her 

place, she would defiantly say something that 

would teach that “rude fellow” a lesson. But the 

problem was that Katharine wasn’t Scarlett, she 

was just plain Katharine, the ugly, overweight girl 

with acne, thin hair and orthodontic braces, who 

could never think of anything witty to say back until 

after, so she just tried to stay invisible. 

Katharine wasn’t pretty, and she knew that. 

She didn’t need a reminder from the other kids 

every single day of her life. 

All the teasing and name-calling really hurt 

Katharine; it came to a point where she began 

to feel guilty for being as ugly as she was; it felt 

as if she didn’t belong.

by maria Birioukova

If someone only knew how Katharine hated 
Mondays. It was the first day of the school week, 
which meant that Katharine would have to face 
five whole days of embarrassment and teasing. 
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When Katharine got on the bus, she knew 

she couldn’t stand to see another kid pointing a 

finger in her direction so she looked down and 

tried not to draw any more attention to herself. 

She sat down in the nearest seat by the doors 

but the girl that was already sitting there gave 

her a head-to-toe glance and said in a disgusted 

voice: “This seat is taken.” 

Without saying a word, Katharine got up and 

moved two rows down. She remarked to herself 

that if it was Scarlett and not Katharine, she 

would be the one delivering the withering head-

to-toe look.

Katharine was sitting by the window and noticed 

that it had started to rain. She didn’t like the rain 

because it meant that she would have to stay inside 

the lunchroom with all the other kids.

The first half of the day was alright. All Katharine 

had to face was a piece of chewed gum in her hair, 

which was a bit hard to remove from her head, but 

it was not bad compared to other days.

Katharine was sitting in a corner of the lunch 

room reading “Gone with the Wind”. She had 

a lot of time before the next class. She needed 

to use the bathroom. On the way to the girls' 

washroom Katharine saw the rain pounding 

against the window. Katharine was washing her 

hands when three girls entered. They weren’t 

just any girls. They were the most popular girls 

in the school and they were the girls Katharine 

feared the most because they were the only ones 

in the school who bullied Katharine physically.

“Oh, well look who it is! Hey Fatty!” said Jenna, 

the “leader” of the girls.

Katharine didn’t say anything and kept 

looking down.

“Hey, I’m talking to you. pay some respect 

pimple Face.” 

“It’s called manners and I don’t think that a 

dirty pig like her knows what that means,” one 

of Jenna’s friends chimed in.

“She does look like a pig,” said Jenna studying 

Katharine’s dirty pants, “I don’t understand, why 

people like this are even allowed out in public…”

Jenna laughed and the other two girls joined in. 

Katharine made her way to the door leading 

to the hallway. She hoped that she could quietly 

exit without drawing attention to herself. However, 

Jenna did notice.

“Hey, where are you going? Didn’t I just give 

you an introduction to the word “manners”? 

You don’t turn your back on a person talking 

to you,” Jenna sounded upset.

But all of a sudden Jenna’s lips stretched in 

to a sweet smile and Katharine felt really scared.

“I’ve got an idea,” she said, “We’re going to 

have to teach you a lesson.” 

Jenna came up to Katharine and slapped her 

on the face. It was so unexpected that tears 

burst from Katharine’s eyes. 

Katharine backed up to the wall. She wished 

that she was Scarlett…

“I’ll teach you a lesson,” Jenna was smiling and 

her eyes were shinning with pleasure, which was 

rather horrifying. 

Jenna came very close and grabbed Katharine 

by the hair and started to pull her in the oppo-

site direction from the exit. A few seconds later, 

Katharine realized that Jenna was taking her 

into a toilet stall. She was trying to break free 

from Jenna’s grip, but she couldn’t; Jenna was 

pulling her hair so hard that Katharine’s scalp 

started to hurt. 

“We’ll teach you the old-school way, we’ll 

wash all that dirt and germs off your face and 

into the toilet.”

Katharine’s head was pounding; she had never 

wished so hard that she could be Scarlett.

All of a sudden Jenna loosened her grip.

“What do we have here?” Jenna pointed to 

Katharine’s hand.

Katharine didn’t realize that this whole time she 

was clutching “Gone with the Wind” to her chest. 

Jenna grabbed the book and let out a  laugh. 

Katharine couldn’t see the other girls, but she knew 

that they were somewhere nearby because she 

could hear them laughing too.

“Let’s see! “Gone with the Wind”… How about 

we call it “Gone with the pages”?” Jenna opened 

the book and tore out a couple of pages.

Katharine cried out loud like an animal caught 

in a trap:

“please! Don’t!”

“Aww, how cute! A nerd caring so much about 

her book!” 

Jenna ripped out more pages and this is when 

the unexpected happened: Katharine jumped to 

feet and grabbed the book out of Jenna’s hands, 

shoving her hard against the wall.

This was the day, the day Katharine finally, for the 

first time, stood up for herself. She stared at Jenna 

straight in her eyes. All the amusement in Jenna’s 

eyes vanished. There was something unfamiliar 

in them; it was what Katharine had experienced 

since she came to this school, it was fear.

Katharine drew her fist back, ready to hit Jenna. 

Deep inside, this is what Katharine had been 

waiting all her life for: payback. She could see 

Jenna covering her face protectively. All of a 

sudden Katharine dropped her hand to her side. 

She looked Jenna straight in the eye.

“You’re not worth it. I should beat the crap 

out of you; and I can. But you’re not worth it. 

You’re pathetic.”

Katharine turned her back to Jenna and walked 

out the door. Out of the corner of her eye, she 

saw the other two girls rush to Jenna, but she 

didn’t care.

Katharine went outside through the front 

entrance. The sun was shining high in the sky, 

the clouds were nowhere in sight. One would 

never have known that only half-an-hour ago 

it had been raining.

Katharine breathed in the cool air, closed 

her eyes and turned her face to the sun. She 

smiled. For the first time Katharine understood 

that while she would never be Scarlett O’Hara, 

she could be Katharine; the Katharine that would, 

from now on face all her challenges head on. 

She understood that she no longer needed to 

feel that she belonged, because now she felt at 

peace within herself. 

The wind was blowing gently against Katharine’s 

face, as if it was comforting her.

In her hand Katharine was holding her favorite 

book ‘Gone with the Wind’. 

by maria Birioukova

Katharine was sitting by the window and 
noticed that it had started to rain. She didn’t 
like the rain because it meant that she 
would have to stay inside the lunchroom 
with all the other kids.

Katharine breathed in the cool air, 
closed her eyes and turned her face 
to the sun. She smiled.
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I 
was in my math class when it happened. “Staff 

and students, we are now in full lockdown,” a 

woman’s voice crackled over the pA system. 

It was school principal, Ms. Freeman. My 

math teacher, looking slightly miffed about 

the class being interrupted said, “Okay, everyone 

please move away from the windows.”

Drills happen frequently in schools these days 

and are usually simply tolerated as a minor an-

noyance. I walked over to the other side of the 

classroom and sat slumped on the floor, one of 

my classmates looked worried; this was her first 

semester at Central Technical School and she 

had never experienced a lockdown before. I told 

her, “Everything is going to be okay. It’s probably 

just a drill.”

My friend sat down next to me and piped 

up, “We had at least two drills last year. It’s 

definitely a drill.” 

I opened my math notebook and started draw-

ing; it was a silly picture of some mythical crea-

ture. I was laughing and showing my friend how 

ridiculous it looked when the girl sitting next to 

me said again in a slightly more nervous way, 

“How long do these drills usually last?”

I looked up at the clock, it had been about an 

hour, I told her, “Not usually this long, but I don’t 

think anything bad has happened, don’t worry.”

Me, my friend and the girl sitting beside me, 

to pass the time, started talking about how to 

get all your homework done and still have a 

social life when my friend received a text. She 

looked down at her cell phone, “My friend just 

told me that there is a shooter in the school.”

I didn’t exactly know how to feel so I kept 

on talking. 

All of a sudden there was a loud bang on the 

door and a deep voice conveying a sense of 

urgency, called out, “TORONTO RIOT pOLICE, 
OpEN THE DOOR!”

My teacher scurried to the door and told the 

man behind it that he couldn’t let anyone in, they 

replied, “We are the Toronto Riot police, we need 

to check your room, open the door slowly and I 

will show you my badge.” 

My teacher unlocked the door and slowly 

opened it a crack about ten centimeters wide 

and put his full body against it, I believe it was 

in case the door was thrust open. I could see a 

flash of metal and my teacher said, “Okay” and 

stood back from the door. 

Two black cylindrical objects came in the 

door first; they were obviously gun barrels. 

The rest of the assault rifle followed along 

with two men dressed in full riot gear. Black 

helmets, black bullet proof vests, cargo pants, 

army boots and a handgun strapped to the side 

of their legs. The class was completely silent 

when they stepped in and swept the room 

with their guns pointing down but ready to be 

aimed at any moment. 

One of the men turned to the teacher and 

asked for the class list, “Is everyone in this room 

on the list?”

people started whispering to the people next 

to them. At one point someone took out their 

phone, maybe to take a picture or to text a friend 

about what was happening, but one of the men 

who was still looking around the classroom saw 

the phone and yelled, 

“GET OFF THAT pHONE NOW!”
The student quickly stuffed his phone back 

into his pocket. 

Both the men started walking around the 

perimeter of the classroom checking the closets 

or any place someone could be hiding. Every 

door they opened, they went in barrel first. 

After they were done, they took one last look 

around the classroom at all the students who 

were staring at them with shocked expres-

sions on their faces, and said more kindly, “I 

know it’s not the easiest thing to do, but we 

would appreciate it if you guys could keep 

your voices down.”

On every door of my school was now a 
large checkmark in black permanent marker 
accompanied by the word “CLEAR”.  
Some students were coming out of staff 
washrooms with a teacher behind them.

by Isaac Tomlinson
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He went on to explain to the teacher that 

the office would call the classroom when they 

were allowed to leave but, until then, the door 

needed to be closed and locked. As soon as 

they left, people started talking to whoever was 

beside them about what had just happened. 

I believe the first thing I said was, “Well, that 

was cool.” It seems like a juvenile response 

but at that point I was just getting over the fact 

that two heavily armed riot police officers had 

been in my math classroom. I passed the time 

by talking to the people around me for an hour 

or two and doing some homework. 

When we were finally let out of the classroom, 

my class and the other classes on my floor were 

herded downstairs and out of the main building 

by about five riot police officers. 

As I passed the classrooms on the ground 

level of the school, I noticed something 

different about the doors. On every door of 

my school was now a large checkmark in black 

permanent marker accompanied by the word 

“CLEAR”. Some students were coming out of 

staff washrooms with a teacher behind them. 

Out of almost every room came a student and 

a teacher who must have pulled them in at the 

last second and locked the door. 

When I finally got out of the school, people 

were standing around joking with their friends, 

laughing about how they survived the shooting. 

The media were swarming around like vultures 

trying to get any student or weeping parent to 

agree to an interview. 

I was guided, with a large group of my peers, 

to the street through which I was allowed to exit 

the area. I immediately called my parents and 

told them what had happened. Apparently it had 

been on the news so my dad knew all about it. 

My mom kept asking me if I was alright and all I 

could think of was that I had sat in a classroom 

for three and a half hours doodling and talking to 

my friends so, of course I was alright.

The next day going to school was much like 

any other day. A few people myself included, 

were joking about how our Halloween army 

costumes were going to have to be downgraded 

due to lack of firepower!

The Director of Education for the Toronto 

District School Board came to my first period class. 

We were reading poetry. He said how pleased he 

was to see such a full class after such a “horrible 

incident” and he was proud of us all. 

The only thing that changed for me is that 

now there is a small bullet hole in the wall of 

the stairwell.

I was guided, with a large group of my peers, 
to the street through which I was allowed to 
exit the area. I immediately called my parents 
and told them what had happened.
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T
here they were, on a chilly winter day, 

with spring just around the corner; you 

could feel the warm breeze brushing 

delicately through the trees. There they 

were; a man and a woman standing in 

front of each other looking deeply into each 

others’ souls. There they were standing together 

waiting for the man to board a large ship in 

the harbor.

“I love you Roy,” said the woman.

But the man just turned, grabbed his things 

and walked up the gangplank to the waiting ship. 

There is no room for softness before war, every 

man knows that. His eyes were that of a man 

with no fear, no regrets, and no hope. 

He knew what his duties were; he would die 

for his country if necessary. His sisters were 

working in the weapons factory; it was time for 

him to do his part for his country. 

There he was, it was 1917, in Halifax harbour, 

about to leave for Europe to fight in the Great 

War; a war he knew had already taken so many 

lives. He had always wanted to go to Europe, 

maybe this wasn’t the best time, but in his mind 

there was a feeling of excitement. How could 

Roy not fight for such a noble cause, to fight 

for his country?

 Many men were marching blindly towards 

the big ship with smiles on their faces; they did 

not know what was awaiting them; they did not 

know they wouldn’t live long enough to fight 

in the war. Many would not even survive that 

day. They were boarding the IMO, a Norwegian 

cargo ship. The soldiers were expecting to join 

their respective battalions in Europe. They did 

not know that they would not make it out of the 

harbor let alone to Europe. 

Once inside the ship, the soldiers made their 

way to a room full of cots for them to sleep on. 

The men settled in and started unpacking ciga-

rettes, food, and playing cards; some starting 

chatting, others tried to calm themselves and still 

others seemed as though they had completely 

forgotten that they were going to war; showing 

each others pictures of their girlfriends or their 

wives. Time passed, and before they knew it 

they felt the throb of the ship’s engines; they 

were pulling away from the dock.

A man sitting beside Roy looked at him for a 

little while and then said 

“Hey there mate.” There was an awkward silence  

 “My name is Albert Frederickson.” There 

was more silence

“Not a very chatty fellow are we? I am from 

Saskatchewan.” Again silence.

“Did you leave someone back home?” 

Roy looked out the window and stared up 

at his beautiful wife Marsha, standing on the 

dock waiting for a glimpse of her husband, the 

woman he loved but was not able to tell her so. 

He regretted it. There was so much he wanted 

to say. Roy kept looking at the window, staring at 

her as the ship slowly but steadily left the dock.

Albert understood the silence and left Roy 

alone with his thoughts. 

All of a sudden they heard shouts and screams, 

which seemed to be coming from somewhere 

high above them. Roy and Albert rushed out of 

their cabin to join a number of men who were 

scrambling to get to the stern of the ship to see 

what was happening. What they saw stopped 

them in their tracks. 

A large ship loomed over them, heading di-

rectly toward them; a headlong crash seemed 

inevitable. Everybody was running, shouting 

and giving orders. 

Story and illustrations 
by Joseph Bertrand
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“IT’S THE MONT BLANC!” screamed a sailor at 

the top of his lungs. They were going to crash. 

The ship heading toward them was travelling 

too fast. There wasn’t enough time for it to turn 

around. It was inevitable. 

Roy kept staring at the other ship, all of his wor-

ries vanished from his mind, he started breathing 

heavily, and he felt like his heart was going to 

burst through his throat. The adrenaline rushed 

through his body like a speeding bullet, but then 

he heard an enormous ear-splitting sound as the 

Mont Blanc crashed right into the IMO! 

The Mont Blanc was twice the size of the 

IMO, all the men at the stern were crushed 

and killed immediately. 

Unfortunately for Roy, he was too close to the 

crushed metal of collision, and he felt a deep, 

searing pain in his stomach. He looked down 

at his body and saw that shattered steel bar 

was piercing his stomach! Roy collapsed onto 

the deck. The steel bar was piercing his flesh 

like it was nothing. Roy could not believe it. He 

was shocked. He could not feel anything. Blood 

filled his mouth and tears were pouring from 

his eyes. It was horrible, he could see people 

dismembered and in flames, people screaming 

for help, trapped under the debris. 

Smoke was rising 30 meters in the air and 

everything in Roy’s field of vision was in flames, he 

couldn’t see much. He tried to calm himself down 

and drag himself to the railing of the ship, in order 

to jump into the water and try to swim ashore. 

He dragged himself to the edge of the ship 

where he could see rescue boats heading toward 

them. He could not hear his thoughts; the air was 

filled with the deafening noise of people scream-

ing out in their agony of dying. Roy was making 

a tremendous effort as he dragged himself inch 

by inch toward the ship’s railing; but the blood 

just kept coming out of his mouth and to make 

matters worse he was inhaling a lot of smoke 

from the fires. Finally, he got to the rail at the 

edge of the ship; he leaned his back and rested 

his arm on the outside part of the rail for just 

a moment to prepare himself to jump from the 

ship, but when he tried to turn around to make 

the jump he realized that the sharp steel bar was 

stuck to the rail, and there was no way he could 

free it. So, helpless, he leaned his head on the 

rail and stared at the sky. All around him men 

were helping each other to get into the lifeboats. 

Nobody seemed to notice Roy. He was not able 

to cry for help, every time he tried to speak an 

excruciating pain shot through his body. 

 So he just lay there scared, he knew he was 

looking directly into the face of death, Roy didn’t 

want to die; he still had lots of things he wanted 

to do. He looked up at the other ship and remem-

bered the Mont Blanc was a supply ship bringing 

explosives to the Canadian army through Halifax. 

It was the “Mont Blanc”; he realized and then 

started laughing like a madman. Roy was not 

a religious person; he did not pray to God for 

forgiveness, he just lay there at the edge of the 

ship with his arm hanging lifelessly by his side, 

looking at the bright blue sky. Roy wasn’t thinking 

anything, despite his situation, he couldn’t think 

of a time in his life when he felt more at peace. 

He wasn’t afraid to die anymore. The realization 

that he was going to die brought him tranquility. 

After all, the human mind is an intricate and an 

unsolved puzzle. 

Time passed and the rescuers managed to 

save almost everybody on board. 

He felt a tap on his arm. He made the effort 

to turn around and see who or what had tapped 

his arm. It was a man! On a life boat! A man was 

reaching his hand out to Roy. Suddenly Roy felt 

hope well up inside, he felt like he could make 

it, and then he remembered, he remembered 

the most important thing in his life, “Marsha”, 

his beautiful wife. He thought about how his 

death would affect her and how selfish he was 

for not caring enough about his own life. At that 

moment he felt like he had to survive, he had to 

make it back alive.

 Roy started struggling to get into the lifeboat, 

struggling for his life. He felt almost certain he 

would make it and he could not wait to see 

Marsha, to kiss her, hold her and say all those 

things he couldn’t say before. 

At that moment, the explosives on the Mont 

Blanc ignited; 1600 people died and 9000 people 

were injured, all the windows in a 100 km range 

were broken, fires devastated homes and busi-

nesses. This was an explosion in which man had 

nobody to blame but himself. Weapons made to 

kill their enemies caused the deaths of hundreds 

of their own people. This was the biggest man 

made explosion before Hiroshima and will always 

be remembered as the Halifax Explosion, but no 

one will remember Roy’s unspoken words. There 

they were on a chilly winter day, two burned 

corpses lying on the ground, spring just around 

the corner; Roy and Marsha united in death as 

they never were in life.       

So he just lay there scared, he knew he was 
looking directly into the face of death, Roy 
didn’t want to die; he still had lots of things 
he wanted to do. 

Roy wasn’t thinking anything, despite his 
situation, he couldn’t think of a time in his  
life when he felt more at peace.

 Roy started struggling to get into the lifeboat, 
struggling for his life. He felt almost certain he 
would make it and he could not wait to see 
Marsha, to kiss her, hold her and say all those 
things he couldn’t say before. 
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It 
was cold. Yet the sun shone. Every 

ten minutes or so, a car would pass 

by. This is what our neighbourhood 

was like. Quiet. Complaining about 

wanting to move to our parents 

never made any difference. They were happy here. 

A light wind blew as I walked towards the coffee 

shop, the only coffee shop within two kilometres 

of the neighbourhood. French Vanilla with a hint 

of hazelnut was my usual. It never changed. A lot 

of things never changed. Would my aspirations 

ever be fulfilled? That path did not seem to be 

possible in my neighbourhood, in my community.

As usual, there were few customers in the 

coffee shop and there was always enough room 

to spin around without bumping into anybody. 

I allowed myself a few moments of release and 

to act brainless before people started arriving 

for their morning cup of Java. After I purchased 

my usual, I turned to the bulletin board where 

job postings were pinned. 

“Looking for a job?” Scarlet asked. 

“Yes, although it is pointless. I have sent 

off a lot of applications over the past three 

months, and have never heard back. From 

any of them,” I said. Scarlet had worked at 

Real Beans for a very long time. I visited the 

store often, sometimes to look for job post-

ings on the bulletin board or sometimes just 

to chat with Scarlet. It felt nice to speak to 

others. We had some things in common; for 

example, not following the direction in life 

that others expected of us. 

“Don't worry,” she said. “One day you will make 

it out of here.” I prayed each night that what she 

said would come true. The community did not 

make me happy. Nothing was wrong with it. It 

was just that not everybody wanted to live, what 

the community considered, the perfect life. There 

wasn't much on the board so I turned to leave. 

“See you later Scarlet.” 

“Alright, and don't become one of the smiling 

dolls, ya hear?” she replied. I laughed at her 

description of the women of my community, as 

I walked down the path toward my house.

The clutter in my bedroom was getting to  the 

point at which I could not see my floor. Drawings 

of skirts and blouses and sketches of various 

items of clothing were scattered all over the 

room. My passion was designing and creating 

new fashion ideas, and while the community 

tolerated this as a hobby, actually working in that 

field would never have been permitted. Never 

would it dawn on them that I had potential to 

do something other than what they wanted me 

to do. Be a wife and mother. My anger and my 

suffering would have to remain hidden. I did try 

explaining myself to my parents once, about a 

year ago, but it didn’t work and I don’t want to risk 

it again. It was tough for anyone here to accept 

females as independent people. The problem 

was that too many of the women agreed with 

this, and no one stood up to show that there was 

another way. It was required that the husband 

should be the one working and making money. 

The community feared that women, once they 

stepped outside to work and earn their own 

income, would be out of their control and leave 

their families. Females were allowed to hold 

minimum wage jobs, but first they had to finish 

school, just so they could teach their children. 

Having children was also a requirement. It was 

required of women to have, and be part of, a 

perfect family. Most people would not call me 

a rebel, but to people in this community, that’s 

exactly what I was. None of my actions would 

have been questioned by the outside world. Just 

because I did not fit in to this perfect family por-

trait didn't mean I should be treated differently. 

The artwork and designs I created should have 

said something to my parents but they refused 

to listen. For now, hunting for job opportunities 

and applying in secret, was the only way. I’m 

by Fatomata Touray

Never would it dawn on them that I had 
potential to do something other than 
what they wanted me to do. Be a wife 
and mother. My anger and my suffering 
would have to remain hidden.

“Don't worry,” she said. “One day you will 
make it out of here.” I prayed each night that 
what she said would come true.
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sure that it was just a matter of time until my 

frustration would compel me to run away.

Checking the mail was part of my daily routine 

but, so far, I had not received a reply to any of 

the job applications. Some days the feeling of 

worthlessness would overcome me. Life did not 

have a positive side to it here. 

Nothing of any significance was in today’s 

mail. As my gaze fell on the rows of houses, 

all identical to mine, I noticed that every house 

had a hot-pink flyer wrapped around the door 

knob. We all received the same mail here, the 

junk mail anyway. Why would our house be the 

only one to not get one of the flyers? Trying 

to be discreet, I crept over to the house next 

door to see what the flyer was about. Reading 

the words printed on the paper, a rush of heat 

went through my body. It read, “Looking for a 

job in the fashion industry? This opportunity 

may lead to big things in the future.” It listed a 

contact telephone number in the city. It came 

as a shock rather than a surprise. I put the 

flyer back and went looking for my brother. 

Even if someone else had the checked the 

mail first, why was the flyer missing? I found 

my brother in his room. 

“Was there a pink flyer with the mail today?” I 

asked, trying to keep anger out of my voice? He 

seemed to hesitate before releasing a deep sigh. 

“You’re going to figure it out anyway,” he said. 

“Mom throws out all the papers having anything 

to do with jobs in the fashion industry. She has 

been doing it for about three months now. I'm 

sorry, but she said I was not to tell you.” My 

brother watched for a reaction, as tears began 

to roll down my face. I couldn't say anything. I 

turned and headed for my room. Slow sobs 

escaped me. Depression made its way through 

me. I felt I was staring at a great, gaping black 

hole, which was my life.  

The house was empty except for my brother. 

I had had enough of others making decisions 

for me. It was time for me to make a move. If 

my parents insisted on keeping things from me, 

then I would just have to make decisions for 

myself. I would not live in this place, with all its 

restrictions, any longer. I packed my suitcase, 

determined to leave first thing tomorrow. I 

would go to the city and apply for the tailor-

ing job I had seen advertised on the flyer. But, 

for now, I would make dinner. I didn’t hate my 

parents. I just wanted to follow my own dreams 

rather than live my life according to what they 

I'm sorry, but she said I was not to tell you.” 
My brother watched for a reaction, as tears 
began to roll down my face. I couldn't say 
anything. I turned and headed for my room. 
Slow sobs escaped me. 

(continued on page29)
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expected of me. My parents arrived home a 

few minutes later. 

“Good afternoon sweetie,” my mother greeted 

me. She’s always happy. 

“Hi Mom, good afternoon Dad,” I replied. 

“What’s to eat?” my dad asked. I did not feel 

like talking, but this would be my last dinner 

together as a family. 

“Ravioli with salad,” I told him. My brother came 

down and our gazes met and held for a couple 

of seconds. I was the first to look away. It wasn’t 

his fault. None of this was. He had told me what 

my mother had done. It was the reason why there 

was tension between us. I sat down quietly and 

ate my dinner, while my dad began speaking 

about the issues he had encountered today at 

court. He was a lawyer. Sometimes I thought my 

mother pretended to enjoy hearing about my 

dad’s job. I never heard her speak about her own 

part-time job. I was the first to finish my meal. The 

weather was warm, and I thought about taking 

a walk, around my community for the last time.

I tried not to make any noise tiptoeing down the 

stairs the following morning. I was feeling sadness 

inside me but also excitement. Assuring myself that 

my actions were just and that my parents were 

to blame, I kept going. I had spent the rest of the 

day yesterday thinking about what my mom had 

done, hiding the flyers and other opportunities 

from me, for the past three months. All that time I 

had thought no one had wanted to offer me a job. 

How could my mother take away my happiness 

and be okay with that? I left through the back door 

and realized it was raining. There was no time to 

go back up and get an umbrella, and take the 

chance of being caught, so I walked to the bus 

stop twenty minutes away.

The bus ride gave me a chance to think about 

what I had done. I hadn’t even planned where 

I was going to stay or how I'd look after myself. 

Acting on impulse was not a smart decision and I 

knew I would suffer the consequences. Once off 

the bus, I went to the nearest phone booth to call 

the phone number on the flyer. I wanted the job 

so badly. I felt that I had much to offer the fashion 

industry. Nothing would get in my way, not the fact 

that I was only seventeen, not thinking about where 

I was going to sleep tonight, and not wondering 

how I was going to survive. Thinking about work-

ing in the fashion industry made me feel excited. 

A man picked up the phone. 

“perfect Tailors, can I help you?” He had a deep 

voice, deeper than my father's. 

“Hello, I am calling about a job opening at your 

company I saw advertised on a flyer yesterday. 

I would like to set up an interview.” 

“May I ask to whom I’m speaking?” he said. 

“My name is Maryana.” There was a slight pause. 

“Okay Maryana, do you have a number where 

I can reach you?” In my mind I thought, ‘Oh crap, 

this is a problem.’ 

“Not at the moment, but can I call you back 

this afternoon?” 

“Sure, that’s not a problem. I’ll speak to you 

later and thanks for the call.” He hung up the 

phone like he was in a rush. Relief washed over 

me. It was no longer raining. I started flipping 

through the pages of the phone book, trying to 

find the nearest motel.

After about ten minutes of searching, I found 

a motel that had rates I could afford. My father’s 

check book was in my pocket. It was almost 5pm.

when I checked into the motel. I went straight 

for the phone and called. 

“Hello, perfection Tailors.” 

“Hello, I called earlier, it’s Maryana.” 

“Hello.” It was the same man. “I’m glad you called 

back, I’d like to schedule an interview. please bring 

your portfolio with you and a short letter, explain-

ing why this opportunity would suit you. Can you 

come to our premises tomorrow afternoon at 

2pm?” Happiness surged through me. 

“That won’t be a problem, thank you so much,” 

I told him. 

“I have to tell you though, that this is a 

male dominated workplace. There are about 

seventeen employees and of those, only two are 

female.” I balked a little when I heard that but I 

remained undaunted. 

“Okay, thanks,” I said. “See you tomorrow.” I 

hung up the phone and spun around the room 

with joy and a sense of freedom.

The next day, it was time for me to get ready for 

the job interview. I felt myself come alive with hope. 

Thinking about home, I realized that my family might 

be worried about me, but for that one moment it 

didn’t spoil my mood. If it had to be this way, then 

so be it. I took a shower and turned my on radio 

and began to move with the music. 

All that time I had thought no one had 
wanted to offer me a job. How could my 
mother take away my happiness and be 
okay with that?

The bus ride gave me a chance to think 
about what I had done. I hadn’t even 
planned where I was going to stay or 
how I'd look after myself.



30  |  THEFORGE

short stories  | TheForge

J
olee’s voice dropped to a whisper. 

The mysterious body had reduced the 

distance between the two friends and 

him by half. He trudged across the 

park past the benches and the first of 

two plastic slides in the playground.

 “Don’t worry about it. He’s going for a walk, 

just like you and me...”

 Allison’s voice began to shake. She watched 

the shady man steadily coming towards them. His 

face was hidden by shadows and a large, olive 

green hoodie, worn over his head. Baggy pants 

and layered sweaters made the man seem bigger 

in stature. The stranger crept towards Allison and 

Jolee as if they were helpless sheep grazing on 

briars and he was a wolf sneaking up on them.

“I- I can’t be here. We need to go, now.”

“You’re just being paranoid, Jolee. Don’t overreact.”

Allison took a drag of her cancer-stick in an 

attempt to show Jolee that worrying was need-

less. As she blew out the smoke, Allison’s eyes 

shifted back to the body whose slow, silent 

footsteps hypnotised her. The dark shape con-

tinued to loom larger in front of Allison’s eyes 

until it stopped suddenly, about ten to fifteen feet 

away. The stranger stood at the swing set. He 

had seen us watching him. A pale, white hand 

reached out from the long sleeve of the pullover, 

slightly stained in dark, almost black, splotches. 

He grasped the swing chain. He gave it a slight 

push as we gazed at the swing, which swayed 

as the rusted chains creaked eerily. This was 

the only sound we could hear.

 The man was close enough for us to see a scar 

running across his left cheek. Jolee and Allison 

were frozen in place. A mixture of the wintery air 

and this frightening creature had chilled them to the 

bone. The man reached into his pocket, fumbling 

around for something. The girls were rooted to the 

ground, completely stupefied. 

Out slipped an object, five inches in length. 

Moonlight reflected off the blade, causing 

it to gleam and shimmer. His lips formed a 

maniacal grin.

“RUN!” 

Jolee grabbed Allison’s arm, pulling her along. 

Feet slapped against the pavement as the girls 

ran in the direction of the house party they had 

left. The grunting sound grew closer. Allison felt 

as if another person’s spittle was trickling down 

the nape of her neck. Allison glanced behind 

and realized that the hooded figure had gotten 

far too close, knife pointed straight at her. There 

was no way that the girls could lure him to the 

party. Too many lives would be in danger. They 

decided to try and lose him.

 “Follow me, I have a plan.” 

 Allison pulled Jolee across the street and 

spun her around, dragging her towards Bloor St. 

in the opposite direction to the house. A glance 

behind let the girls know that he had slowed 

down. They were getting further away.

 Bloor Street was growing nearer. They spotted 

bright lights radiating from store windows and 

the headlights of cars beaming. Suddenly Allison 

dropped into an alleyway, dragging Jolee with 

her. An Irish pub, known as The James Joyce, 

had dumpsters and a few cars parked at the back 

of the establishment. A niche between the two 

dumpsters gave enough space for Jolee and 

Allison to take cover and hide.

“Shh!”

“He’s com...“

 Allison clapped her hand over Jolee’s mouth, 

cutting her off. Clasping each other in fear, they 

hid in complete silence. Jolee spotted the man’s 

shadow as it grew larger along the brick wall. As 

he walked down the dimly-lit lane. The man’s foot 

made contact with a slushy puddle.

Slop. 

“F***!” the hooded man exclaimed, attempt-

ing to shake the slush off his feet. The voice 

sounded close. 

“Aahh...” 

Allison’s hand trembled as she muffled Jolee’s 

attempt at a scream. The footsteps stopped a 

few feet past the dumpsters. He seemed to be 

listening for something, something signifying 

life. Allison’s hand tightened over Jolee’s mouth. 

 Minutes of silence passed. The sinister man 

continued walking down the alleyway, in the 

opposite direction from the house party. Allison 

waited a while. Her head poked cautiously out 

of the crawlspace between the trash cans. The 

hooded shadow turned left, away from Bloor St. 

and disappeared into the night.

“phew, that was close! Are you alright, Jolee?” 

“No! What the hell just happened?” Jolee 

gasped for air. Her face was a sickly shade of 

white, she looked petrified.

“A close encounter with death. We could have 

been killed. He could’ve tossed us into the back 

of a van, and be heading toward picton by now. 

We would be alone, completely isolated from 

other humans, except that lunatic.”

“So that was real? Looking back now, I feel as if 

it didn’t just happen. Like the entire situation was 

a nightmare. All I need to do is wake up, rub the 

sleep from my eyes and realize it was only a dream.”

“Believe me, this is reality.”

by Samantha Medeiros

He grasped the swing chain. He gave it a 
slight push as we gazed at the swing, which 
swayed as the rusted chains creaked eerily. 
This was the only sound we could hear.

AN ExCERPT FROM  
A LONGER WORK  
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“Show some skin!”

“It’s a business dinner Gabby, not a beach party.” 

“I’m just sayin’… I mean, a business dinner 

shouldn’t stop you from lookin’ good.”

 I rolled my eyes but despite my protest I 

pulled a corset out of my closet. As I was but-

toning it up, I remembered how much I hated 

corsets and how much I hated the person who 

came up with the idea of women wearing them.

Gabby gazed at me from head to toe 

and whistled. 

“Now that’s better!” Gabby chuckled. She was 

sitting on my bed with her legs crossed. Her dark 

skin was shimmering under the dim light and her 

green eyes were nearly glowing. She reminded 

me of a persian princess, even though she was 

nothing close to persian; her father being of 

African-American descent and her mother Greek.

“So, is he really hot? On a scale of one to ten, 

what would you give him?”

“Gabby, he’s my boss. I don’t look at him 

in that way.”

Gabby raised her eyebrows. “So from one 

to ten he’s?..”

I smirked, “He’s alright Gabby, maybe a six...”

“You’re way too picky Katie… Seriously, I 

don’t understand who you’re trying to fool. 

Your boss, Daniel, is obviously into you. I don’t 

understand, what’s the big deal? I mean, sooner 

or later you guys are going to do it. It’s just 

how it works,” Gabby laughed, “You do need 

the promotion, don’t you?”

I looked Gabby directly in the eye. Her 

words stung. In the mirror opposite, I could 

see my face turning red. I had worked so 

hard to get where I was on my own, yet 

no one, not even my best friend could 

understand that.

“You don’t understand. Seriously, Gabby, you 

don’t get it and… And you never will. Working at 

a law firm is not as easy as cutting peoples’ hair 

at a salon and popping out a baby every second 

year. It’s damned hard work and not everyone 

can handle it,” I snapped, I really wasn’t supposed 

to say those words because I knew that the only 

reason Gabby works at a cheap hair salon is 

because in the senior year of high school she 

got pregnant and after having the child, Gabby 

needed a job in order to survive, but shortly after 

the child was born, she got pregnant again and… 

then again, a third final time.

I looked at Gabby’s face. She was no 

longer smiling. 

“Don’t be such a stuck up bitch, Katie. You think 

life’s tough? Well, guess what, you know nothing 

about life, you’re just a spoiled little brat whose 

daddy gets her anything she wants; an expensive 

apartment, a car, even your job you got through 

your father’s connections. You know nothing 

about life.” For a second I thought I saw a tear 

running down Gabby’s cheek, 

“You know what? Live your perfect little life, 

I ain’t going to stand in your way.” With these 

words Gabby jumped off my bed and ran out of 

my room. I ran after her but the front door had 

already slammed shut. 

“F*** Katie, why don’t you think before saying 

something?” I asked aloud.

The clock on the wall caught my attention. I 

was going to be late for dinner with Daniel. 

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath as I slid my 

feet into a pair of heels. I ran into a room to 

throw on a jacket to cover my body.

~
 As I thought, Daniel was already waiting for 

me by the bar. He smiled when he spotted me.

“Katharine, I was starting to think that you 

wouldn’t be able to make it,” his breath smelled 

like whiskey, which sent an unpleasant shiver 

down my back.

“I’m sorry Daniel, I was stuck in traffic. I promise 

it won’t happen again,” I smiled at him sheepishly. 

I sat down beside him. As I was ordering a drink, 

I could feel his gaze traveling down my body. I 

wished that I hadn’t listened to Gabby and had 

worn something more modest. 

“Daniel, so I was thinking that we could discuss 

the upcoming project-…”

“Katie, let’s not talk about work this evening,” 

Daniel shifted closer, the stool creaking un-

derneath him. He moved in so close I could 

almost feel his disgusting drunken breath 

against my neck. 

He smiled, “Let’s just have a good time enjoy-

ing each other’s company.” He looked me in the 

eyes, “Did I ever tell you how beautiful you are?”

I could feel myself blushing. “Thank you, 

Daniel, but-…”

“No ‘buts’ today, okay?” he got up and brushed 

his hand down my back, stopping at my waist. 

“You know, I noticed you the first day you 

came to the office.” Daniel was now pressing 

by Maria Birioukova

I looked Gabby directly in the eye. Her words 
stung. In the mirror opposite, I could see my 
face turning red. I had worked so hard to 
get where I was on my own, yet no one, not 
even my best friend could understand that.

“Katharine, I was starting to think that 
you wouldn’t be able to make it,” his 
breath smelled like whiskey, which sent 
an unpleasant shiver down my back.
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himself against me. I started to feel like I was 

going to throw up. 

He leaned in and whispered, “I say we go to 

my place and discuss the promotion, for which, 

in my opinion, you’d be the perfect candidate. 

What do you say?”

I lightly pushed him away and jumped to my 

feet, “Just give me a minute.” I ran in the direc-

tion of the women’s bathroom. There was no 

one in there so I collapsed directly on to the 

floor. I put my forehead against the cool tiles of 

the bathroom wall. 

 “Who was I kidding?” I thought. It was only 

now that I understood that I would never be able 

to get the position I dreamed of just by being 

a smart, hardworking employee. Somewhere, 

deep inside, I had known this all along. For a 

split second, I felt so much hate for all those 

men out there. They could work half as hard 

as women and do twice as well. But leaving 

today with Daniel, I could make my life easier; 

I wouldn’t have to work my ass off, all I would 

have to do would be to spend a few disgusting 

hours with him feeling his sweaty body against 

me and tolerating his touch. 

“That is what is expected from me, isn’t?” It 

is my role. The question is, will I accept it or 

stand against it? 

I pulled my iphone out of my bag, “Men r 

assholes. This world sucks. But what can we do? 

Just accept it as it is. I luv u Gabby.” I pressed 

SEND. I got up off the floor. I went to the mirror 

to fix my hair. I had made a decision; I knew 

what had to be done.

As I walked out of the washroom I could feel 

Daniel’s gaze sizing up my body. 

As I came closer, a huge grin stretched across 

his face, it was so gross that I had to dig my 

nails in to my palm in order to stop myself from 

throwing up. I leaned in to his ear. This is it; it 

has to be done. 

“I think we should make our way to your place 

as soon as possible.”

I am just a small particle that does not have 

the ability to fight against this powerful world; 

all I can do is accept life as it is.  

For a split second, I felt so much hate for 
all those men out there. They could work 
half as hard as women and do twice as 
well. But leaving today with Daniel, I could 
make my life easier...

he looked me in 
the eyes, “Did I 
ever tell you how 
beautiful you are?”
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“Can you at least try to look happy while we’re 

here?” Maria said behind me as I scanned through 

the clearance clothes rack slowly. I shot a look at 

her over my shoulder and rolled my eyes. 

 “It’s not my fault you dragged me here when 

I clearly said I couldn’t come,” I answered back 

and moved to another rack. I picked up a pair 

of denim jeans and held it in my hand. Maria 

followed and gave me a curious look. 

“You never told me why you couldn’t come,” 

Maria said, as she picked up a red tank-top. The 

denim jeans I was holding slipped out of my grasp 

and landed on the floor. I bent down as I answered 

her, hoping to hide my expression. 

“Um I had to…. clean my house.” Maria let out 

a snort. “Yeah right,” she scoffed and draped 

three shirts across her arm, then let out a gasp. 

She snatched a black tube top before another 

lady could, and showed it to me. “This is perfect 

for you! Try it on right now!” 

“I really don’t think--,” I started to refuse, but Maria 

pushed me towards the changing rooms before I 

could finish my sentence. After asking the lady at 

the counter for a changing room, Maria dragged 

me to an empty room and pushed me into it. 

“You better try it on!” she exclaimed from the 

other side and I rolled my eyes with a smile 

before replacing my long sleeved shirt with the 

tube top. I turned to the mirror and examined 

myself. The shirt looked amazing on me, ac-

centuating my blue eyes and it fit like a glove. 

A large grin spread across my face, before I 

caught sight of my arms. I gasped and stumbled 

back into the wall.

“Neaveh?” Maria called, concern seeping into 

her voice. “Are you okay?” 

“Uh yeah! One second,” I called back and 

looked at my arms, at the bruises covering al-

most every inch of skin. I had forgotten about 

them but I knew I couldn’t go out there looking 

like this. I couldn’t risk the questions Maria would 

ask. Quickly, I took off the shirt and replaced it 

with my own shirt then exited the changing room. 

Maria was on the other side, looking at me with 

a smile that faltered when she realized I wasn’t 

wearing the shirt.

 “What happened?” she asked, eying the tube 

top that I was crumpling in a fist. 

 “I-it didn’t fit,” I stammered and she raised 

her eyebrows.

 “Oh, okay then I’ll go get a bigger size,” she 

said and turned to leave but I grabbed her arm.

 “No! It’s okay, I don’t like it,” I admitted. She 

looked upset.

“If you didn’t like it you could have just told 

me,” she said in a hurt voice. She stormed off 

to the cashier and I followed not far behind, 

feeling guilty. 

“Look Maria, the top was cute and all, but it 

wasn’t… me,” I stared at the ground, not wanting 

to meet her eyes, as silence grew between us. 

 “Fine, if you’re not going to get it I will,” she 

said with a smirk. I looked at her as a grin spread 

across my face. She took out her red wallet, as 

the girl working at the cashier scanned the items. 

As she paid for the shirt, I glanced over to a 

good-looking man shopping with his girlfriend. He 

painfully reminded me of Damien. I stood there 

as I watched them happy together. Damien and 

I were once like that, in love. I felt a hand rest 

upon my shoulder. I turned around, Maria was 

smiling at me. 

“I’m starving, let’s go get some fries,” Maria 

said with anticipation in her voice. I half smiled 

and followed her. Maria stopped in her tracks 

and turned around. 

“pick up the pace you slow poke,” she said as 

she chuckled. She grabbed my arm and pulled 

me towards the New York Fries line. 

“What are you going to get?” Maria said as she 

looked up to the menu cheerfully.

“I’m not hungry,” I said hoping that she wouldn’t 

notice the change in my voice. I hated when I 

had to lie, but Damien didn’t give me any money 

and I didn’t want her to pay for me. I just don’t 

want her to ask questions about why I didn’t bring 

any money. plus, I was too nervous to eat. We 

walked up to the New York Fries counter and 

she ordered. The smell of greasy fries made my 

stomach growl unwillingly. 

“Someone sounds hungry,” she whispered 

teasingly. I looked at her and rolled my eyes.

 “Well, this someone isn’t,” I whispered back. 

She took her fries and drink from the counter 

and we scanned the food court looking for seats. 

I spotted two near an obviously lovesick couple 

feeding each other fries. We walked quickly to 

the seats before someone else could take them. 

I sat across from Maria as she placed her fries in 

front of us. She picked up a couple of fries and 

stuffed them in her mouth hungrily. I watched 

as she ate them slowly. 

“These fries are like …heaven,” she said with 

her mouth half full. I half smiled at her as I 

stared at the fries, my stomach screaming at 

me to take some. 

“Are you sure you don’t want any?” 

“I said I’m fine,” I answered back a little too 

quickly, but I was hoping she wouldn’t notice. I 

looked away at the couple beside us. I observed 

as they held each other hands and looked into 

each other’s eyes dreamily as if no one else 

existed except each other.

“I wish Damien and I were like that again,” I 

whispered out loud by mistake. 

of  
the

 by Najowa Sarpong

As she paid for the shirt, I glanced over to a 
good-looking man shopping with his girlfriend. 
He painfully reminded me of Damien. I stood 
there as I watched them happy together. 
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“What did you say?” Maria said her voice brim-

ming with curiosity. I shot my head back to her 

as she picked up another fry, looking suspicious 

“Hmm, oh nothing,” I said, trying not to meet 

her gaze as I pretended to be interested in a 

little boy playing with his McDonald’s toy, at a 

seat across from us. 

 “Okay, then... How are you and Damien?” She 

drank from her Coke as she waited patiently 

for my answer. 

“Oh we’re doing... great,” I gave her a fake 

smile, one that I had mastered years ago, as 

she ate another fry. 

“How long have you two been together now?” 

 “Next month it’ll be two years,” I replied 

quietly. I shifted in my seat uncomfortably 

as she sipped her Coke again. I hoped she 

wouldn’t ask any more questions about our 

relationship. He doesn’t like it when I talk 

about him or us to anyone. 

“Do you think you would ever marry him?” 

“I don’t want to talk about it!” I snapped at her, 

even though I knew she was joking. She looked 

at me in surprise; a few other customers glanced 

over at me, and stared. The look in her eyes 

told me that she knew something was wrong. 

The thing about Maria is that she always knows 

when something is wrong with you, but she will 

wait for you to tell her first. 

“Look I’m --,” I started to apologize but Maria 

put her hand up to cut me off before I could 

finish my sentence. 

 “No, no I understand. I would get mad too 

if someone was in my business as well,” she 

half smiled, but I could still see the hurt in her 

eyes. I stared at her as she watched people 

go by us. I could feel the tension between us 

which was killing me. 

 “I’ll be right back,” I got up from my seat 

and headed to the women’s washroom un-

able to stand the awkward silence anymore. I 

weaved through the crowd and made my way 

to the washroom quickly. I stepped in front of 

the mirror and stared at myself before grab-

bing my cell phone out of my pocket. There 

were three unread text messages. Slowly, I 

opened my phone and read them. My heart 

clenched and my stomach dropped. They 

were all from Damien. The worst part about 

it was that each of them said basically the 

same thing, that if I didn't come home soon, 

things would happen. I bit my lip and shut 

the phone before racing out of the washroom.  

I returned to Maria and grabbed my coat as 

she finished the last of her fries. 

(continued on page 35) 
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 "What's up?" she asked as she watched me 

get ready to leave. "Are we already leaving? 

We barely--" 

 "I have to go!" I interrupted her sharply and 

started to jog towards the parking lot, Maria 

following closely behind. 

 "Wait up! I haven't digested those fries yet!" 

she yelled from behind me as I unlocked my 

car. She got in the passenger seat and I revved 

the engine. 

 "Nevaeh, what's wrong?" she demanded in a 

firm tone, but I ignored her, speeding down the 

street towards Maria's home. I could scarcely 

hear Maria repeating my name over and over 

and demanding to know what was going on as I 

continued racing down the street until I reached 

her apartment. I put the car in park as she sat 

in the car and stared at me. 

 “I’m not leaving till you tell me what’s up with 

you,” she said calmly. I looked into her eyes 

desperately wanting to pour my heart out to 

her. I wanted to cry, I wanted someone to hold 

me and tell me he wouldn’t hurt me anymore.

 “Nothing is wrong,” I slightly smiled. “I just 

forgot Damien and I have a date today and I have 

to get ready for it. That’s all.” I turned my head to 

the window trying to hold back my tears.

 “Look at me,” Maria said softly. I turned my 

head back to Maria as I looked into her big 

brown eyes. 

 “If you ever need someone to talk to, you can 

always call me,” She gave me a slight smile and 

a nod of encouragement, knowing I needed it. 

She opened the passenger side door and got 

out. She closed the door and walked off to her 

apartment. I put the car in drive as I headed 

home. A few minutes later I reached my apart-

ment, turned off the engine and pulled out the 

key. I laid my head on the steering wheel as tears 

rolled down my face. I didn’t understand why he 

did this to me. I could leave now and never look 

back but, what if he came looking for me? That 

monster might hurt me really badly or worse; he 

might kill me. I heard a knock on the car window 

that made me jump. I looked out the window to 

see the monster himself, Damien. I grabbed my 

purse and opened the car door. I stepped out 

and stood in front of him. He grabbed my waist 

which made our bodies touch. He gave me a 

peck on the lips and smiled. 

 “Let’s go inside, I made dinner,” he released his 

arm from my waist and headed to the apartment 

doors. He turned around and looked at me. 

 “Are you coming?” he called. I hesitated be-

fore closing the car door. If I didn’t go with him, 

he was going to drag me indoors and make it 

worse when I got inside. If I go it’s still going to 

be bad. I caught up to Damien, as he opened 

the apartment door for me. We headed to the 

elevator which was empty. I pushed the fifth floor 

button and the elevator door closed. If he wanted 

to, he could kill me now, but he didn’t. Instead 

he put his arm around my waist. I stared at the 

black and white buttons, trying to avoid his eyes. 

I could sense his eyes watching me.

 “You know, I missed you today. When I was 

at work I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” He 

leaned in to kiss me but the elevator door 

opened to our floor. I exited the elevator as he 

followed. I walked up to our door and put the 

key in the lock. My hands trembled as I thought 

about what would come next.

 “Here let me get it,” he put his rough hand over 

mine. I moved my hand quickly as he twisted the 

key in the lock. He swung the door open and 

gestured for me to go in first. I walked in slowly 

as if this was my first time in the house. 

 “You cleaned the apartment?” I asked slowly. 

He threw the keys onto a table by the door, and 

walked up behind me. He put his head on my 

shoulder. I felt his rough hands wrap around my 

waist as he breathed softly on my neck. 

 “Yeah, thought it would be nice to do the 

house work for a change,” he whispered. I felt 

myself getting goose bumps and tensing every 

time he exhaled.  

“Relax babe, it’s only me and you,” he whis-

pered. That’s the reason why I had felt the 

tension in my body. Something about Damien 

wasn’t quite right. He was being all nice to me. 

Where was the Damien who hit me, kicked me, 

and told me nobody loved me except him and 

that I wasn’t worth anything?

 “Are you hungry?” he asked. I was scared to 

say no, so I nodded my head. He grabbed my 

arm and guided me towards the kitchen. I walked 

in to find a candle lit dinner with my favourite; 

spaghetti with Alfredo sauce. He pulled the chair 

out for me and gestured that I should take a seat. 

I sat down slowly waiting for him to get it over and 

done with. He settled down in the chair across 

from me. I noticed there was only one plate. It 

was like he read my mind.

 "Don't worry babe, I already ate. Eat up, it looks 

like you haven't eaten in days," he instructed. I 

picked up the silver fork hesitating as to whether 

I should eat or not. He placed his hand over mine. 

I looked up into his blue eyes as he looked into 

mine. In the first time in a long time, I felt like I was 

loved. I felt like I was worth something, not a piece 

of trash that no one wants to pick up. I picked up 

the fork and twirled the spaghetti around. I put it 

in my mouth and chewed it slowly. I felt like I was 

eating a piece of …heaven. I dug into my food 

as Damien watched. He grabbed my other hand 

and stroked it with his thumb. A few minutes later I 

had finished the spaghetti, and I pushed the plate 

away. I looked at Damien as he started to laugh.

 "What's so funny?" I asked.

 "Oh nothing," he gave me a smirk as he 

stared at me. I felt my body trembling. What 

was going on?

 ”Are you okay? Do you need a glass of water?" 

 "I’m f-fine, I can get it m-myself,” I stammered. 

I got up as I tried to walk but it felt like my feet 

weren't working with my brain. I tripped and fell. 

 “Ouch,” I heard the chair screech and a chuckle.

 “Don’t hurt yourself. Let me get it for you. Do 

you want bottle water or tap?” he asked.

 “Bottled please,” I mumbled. I watched as 

he got up to go the fridge. He bent over as he 

looked in the crowded fridge. I crawled to the 

door. I knew he was up to no good. He had tried 

to poison me! I had to get out of here.

 “I don’t see any in here,” he called. I stopped 

and turned my head. 

 “Relax babe, it’s only me and you,” he 
whispered. That’s the reason why I had felt 
the tension in my body. Something about 
Damien wasn’t quite right.

 “Where do you think you’re going?” he 
questioned. He pushed the door trying to  
close it, but I fought back. Even though he  
was stronger than me, I still tried to fight back.
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 “There is some in the back of the fridge,” I 

lied. I continued to make my way at a snail’s 

pace and I had almost reached the door. Every 

time I moved, it felt like the door was moving 

as well. Finally, I reached it. I grabbed my keys 

from the table and stuffed them in the back of 

my jeans pocket. I needed a way to unlock the 

door without making a sound. I shut my eyes 

tightly, waiting for Damien to come and drag 

me back in, but he didn’t. I tried to grab onto 

the door handle but I missed every time. At last 

I got a grip on the door. I used all the strength 

I had to try to lift myself up. Despite trying to 

unlock the door quietly, it made a ‘click’ noise. 

 “Damn,” I whispered to myself. I opened the 

door halfway but his voice stopped me. 

 “Where do you think you’re going?” he ques-

tioned. He pushed the door trying to close it, 

but I fought back. Even though he was stronger 

than me, I still tried to fight back. I freed one of 

my arms from the door; I dug my nails in to his 

exposed flesh as hard as I could until I saw blood. 

He let go of the door to grasp his arm. He yelled 

out in pain. I swung the door and managed to 

stumble down the hallway. I heard something 

hit the ground. I glanced back to see if he was 

behind me but, he wasn’t. I put my hand on 

the wall, knowing it would help me get to the 

elevator quicker. Every step I took felt like I was 

running on quicksand. I got to the elevator and 

pressed the down button frantically several times. 

I pressed it again a couple of more times as it 

took its slow time. The elevator door opened 

and I rushed in. I saw Damien run towards the 

elevator doors. I pressed the close button more 

than twenty times. It felt like time had slowed. I 

shut my eyes expecting to hear Damien’s voice 

yelling at me. I heard the elevator doors shut but 

no Damien. I opened my eyes to see a petite 

elderly woman staring at me. 

 “Are you okay,” she asked with curiosity. 

 “I’m fine,” I answered back.

 “Kids these days, when I was young no one 

did drugs,” she whispered. She rolled her eyes 

and stared at her loafers. My hands shook as I 

waited for the elevator to get to main lobby. The 

elevator doors finally opened revealing the lobby. 

I rushed as I tried to get out of there and into 

my car. I knocked over a stack of newspapers 

but I still kept going. I reached the parking lot, 

spotting my black Camry by a tree. I grabbed 

my keys from my back pocket and pressed the 

unlock button. I reached my car and got inside. 

I closed the door and locked it. I put the key in 

and tried to start the engine. All that came out 

was a coughing noise. My hands shook as I tried 

to get it to start. I glanced up and saw Damien 

walking slowly over toward me.

 “Come on, start already,” I whispered. I could 

feel him getting closer, but I didn’t dare look up. 

I tried one more time. I heard a humming noise 

and I knew the car had started. Damien was a 

few feet away from my car. I put the car in drive 

and stepped on the gas. The car lunged forward 

almost knocking over a garbage can. He started 

to run after the car but I stepped on the gas 

and sped off onto the street, heading towards 

Maria’s house. I checked the rear view mirror to 

see if he was behind me. I took my eyes off the 

mirror and onto the road. I hadn’t noticed that I 

had gone through a red light, heading straight 

towards a tractor trailer. I heard a long honking 

sound and I squeezed my eyes tightly shut like 

I did when Damien hit me. 

 I opened my eyes slowly to a voice that 

sounded familiar.

 “Nevaeh, Nevaeh,” it called. Where am I? 

Am I in heaven? 

 “How are you feeling?”

 “W-who are y-you?” I murmured. 

 “It’s me, Maria,” she said calmly. I rubbed my 

eyes to see Maria standing over me with her 

hair in a ponytail. She wore a red sweater and 

sweatpants. She grabbed my hand and stroked 

it with her thumb.

 “W-where am I-I,” I murmured again. 

 “You’re in the hospital. You crashed into a truck 

when you were trying to get away from him.”

“Where’s Damien,” I whispered.

“He’s in jail Nevaeh, he can’t hurt you anymore.” 

She smiled at me, which made me smile a bit. 

I felt the tears roll down my cheeks.

I’m free now; I’m not a prisoner anymore. A 

woman wearing a white doctor’s coat walked 

into the room with a brown folder. She smiled 

at me warmly and walked over to my bedside.

 “Hi Nevaeh, I’m Doctor Williams. How are you 

feeling?” she asked softly. She had her brunette 

hair tightly tied in a bun. She had hazel eyes 

with a young face. 

 “Never better,” I replied. She nodded her head 

and looked in her brown folder. 

 “So…the good news is that you can leave 

here in a few days. We just need to run a few 

more tests.” 

I smiled knowing I was going to be a free 

person after I get out of here. She continued 

to talk as she moved her pen on the paper. 

“Even better news, you’re two months pregnant! 

Congratulations. Luckily when you crashed, 

the baby wasn’t harmed in any way,” she said. 

The shock penetrated my brain as I stared at 

the doctor. My eyesight blurred and I felt my 

heart drop as the realization hit me. I was 

pregnant. I stared at my surroundings without 

really seeing anything as Maria tried to talk to 

me. Finally, somewhere deep inside me, I felt 

a sudden burst of joy. I had a baby inside me. 

A smile crossed my face before another bomb 

dropped on me. This baby wasn't only mine. 

It was Damien’s. The realization truly hit me.  

I was going to give birth to a little monster…

I put the key in and tried to start the 
engine. All that came out was a coughing 
noise. My hands shook as I tried to get 
it to start. I glanced up and saw Damien 
walking slowly over toward me.

I hadn’t noticed that I had gone through a 
red light, heading straight towards a tractor 
trailer. I heard a long honking sound and 
I squeezed my eyes tightly shut like I did 
when Damien hit me. 
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N
ATE hated all the sympathetic looks 

he got after Tyler died or rather, the 

day after Tyler blew his brains out. 

Approaching the school, he kept 

his head up and his gaze straight, 

ignoring the “friends” who tried to hug and 

console him. He didn’t want any of it. He tried 

to make himself look as distant and as cold as 

he could, though the tears running down his 

face didn’t help.

When he finally reached the side doors of Sir 

Richard Smith high school, he barged straight 

through them and bumped into Emily. He and 

Emily had been best friends since they were 

four years old, since they had moved across 

the street from one another. She was the first 

one he had ran to after he had told his parents 

he was gay; and the one he had turned to after 

Tyler had died. She looked him up and down 

and grabbed his hand, dragging him outside 

through the doors. 

“What the hell, Emily? Let me go!” She ignored 

him and pulling him with her. A group of girls 

pooling by the door immediately started whisper-

ing as they went by. Nate stuck out his middle 

finger at them. 

They finally came to a stop at their favourite 

coffee shop, and Emily shoved Nate into a seat. 

He raised an eyebrow at her.

“Okay, you’ve got me. What do you want?”

She just sat there staring at him. Just like those 

idiots at the school had stared at him. But, it was 

different with Emily. They had been watching 

him, waiting to see him break down and cry so 

they could comfort him. Help them feel better 

about themselves. Emily was searching his face, 

just as Tyler had done. The thought that Tyler 

was dead made his eyes sting and he squeezed 

them shut to try and regain control of his tears. 

It didn’t work and he placed his head on his 

knees, curling up.

“Nate, stop trying to act tough. You’re way too 

peppy for that, it’s freaky.” Emily stood up and 

walked over to him, kneeling in front of him and 

brought his head up to meet her eyes.

“He left me alone Em, he didn’t even say good-

bye! I loved him! He told me he loved me. I 

told him everything, I trusted him completely. I 

trusted him to always be here and look where 

that has got me.” 

Emily shook her head and kissed his cheek. 

“Nate, there’s no doubt in anyone’s mind but your 

own, that Tyler loved you. But at the same time 

everyone knew he was sick. Even you had to 

have seen that. There’s nothing you could have 

done, nor anyone else.”

Nate buried his face in his lap and sobbed 

quietly. A barista with long brown hair and pouty 

lips came over with some napkins and wearing 

a worried expression. Emily smiled and took 

the napkins, pulling Nate’s head up and dab-

bing his face. 

I just hate how everyone else is acting. As if I’m 

a f****** statue to gawp at.” She sighed and pulled 

him down onto the floor with her, taking her scarf 

and wrapping it around the two of them.

“You have to understand that this is a small 

town Nate. Nothing like this has happened in 

years. And the circumstances…”

“The circumstances were that he was beaten 

every single day of his life by his goddammned 

jack ass of a father for being gay. Every day of 

his life! We live in Breckburgh Grove, for God’s 

sake! Don’t for a second act like domestic abuse 

is something new!”

Emily’s eyes widened. “No-o, what I meant 

was that we don’t really have many gay people 

in this community. You, Tyler and I are a rarity 

here.” Nate paused and nodded, “Sorry Em. I 

don’t know what to do. His funeral is tonight.”

She took his hand and leaned against his 

shoulder. “It’ll be alright, Nate. You just need to 

believe it will be. Take consolation from the fact 

that Tyler isn’t in pain any more. I’m not saying 

not to be sad, you have every right in the world 

to be sad, more than his friends and family even. 

But you can’t keep holding this against yourself 

and him. He loved you more than his own life.”

“But not enough to stay…” Nate sniffed and 

leaned back against her. The sky outside was 

plain grey and rain gradually began to fall.

~
“Tyler Simmons was loved by his family, friends 

and his community. His passing brings us all 

such deep sorrow, but we must all remember 

he is in God’s hands now. May he watch over 

us in heaven and rest in peace,” droned the 

by Lili Bergstein-Salsberg (Grade 9)
In memory of Tyler

The circumstances were that he was 
beaten every single day of his life by his 
goddammned jack ass of a father for 
being gay. Every day of his life!

“You have to understand that this is a small 
town Nate. Nothing like this has happened  
in years. And the circumstances…”
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pastor. The entire congregation murmured a 

quiet amen and sat in total silence, except for 

Nate who uttered a scoffing sound and looked 

cynically at the pastor. Everyone turned to look 

at him with sour expressions on their faces. 

“This is bullshit! If his family had loved him, 

he’d still be here,” Nate shouted, glaring fero-

ciously at Tyler’s parents. Tyler’s father sat with 

his back rigid staring straight ahead with not so 

much as a speck of remorse, while his mother 

glared at Nate.

“Nate!” Emily whispered incredulously, elbow-

ing him in the ribs. Nate shook his head and kept 

glaring at them.

Tyler’s mother stood up, cleared her throat 

and said, “Tyler wronged the Lord, therefore he 

will pay for his sins. ‘Tis the will of God, and we 

must all accept that.” The congregation nodded 

in agreement. 

Emily picked up her bible and hurled it at 

Tyler’s mother, who squeaked and ducked. “What 

a load of bullshit! You should be ashamed to 

talk in such a way at your own son’s funeral!” 

Everyone gasped and the pastor shut his book 

firmly and cleared his throat.

“Silence, please!” he boomed, dabbing his 

forehead with a cloth handkerchief. But no one 

was listening. The entire church was in an up-

roar with people yelling and screaming at each 

other. Nate and Emily slipped unnoticed out of 

the front door.

“I need to get Tyler out of there,” Nate said. 

“Have you lost your mind Nate?” Nate looked 

around nervously and pulling out a cigarette 

packet, lit one and took a deep, long drag. 

“He doesn’t want to be here! He wants to be in 

the meadow behind my house. He always loved 

it there; we used to have picnics when it was 

warm enough.” Tears started to pour down his 

cheeks. “We used to…” Nate fell to his knees, 

letting the cigarette drop from his mouth and 

land on the wet grass. The rain started to come 

down harder and Emily put her hood up and 

stood helplessly beside him. 

“Nate…,” she said quietly. Nate ignored her 

and sobbed into his hands, “I could’ve stopped 

him, if I had…if only I had…” Emily pulled him 

up and walked with him to her car, her arm 

wrapped tightly around his shoulders. “It’ll be 

okay,” she said, although she was far from 

certain whether it would be. 

~
Emily hadn’t seen Nate in the two weeks 

since the funeral. She knew of course where 

he’d been. She walked across the street like 

she’d done a million times before and pushed 

open the rickety wooden gate leading to the 

backyard. She walked past the overgrown flower 

garden she and Nate had planted when they 

were ten. They had planned to open a flower 

shop together, full of roses and lilac, because 

they were their favourites. She walked past 

the koi pond she had fallen into when she 

was twelve, and from which Nate had pulled 

her, just before she had gone underwater. She 

walked past the swinging bench, where she and 

Nate had shared their first kiss when they were 

thirteen. When they had both finally realized 

that they were gay, they had laughed about 

the kiss for days. 

When Emily got to the edge of the dense for-

est that cut into his yard, Nate was lying on the 

“Silence, please!” he boomed, dabbing  
his forehead with a cloth handkerchief.  
But no one was listening. The entire church 
was in an uproar with people yelling and 
screaming at each other.

ground in front of a fat tree stump with “T + N” 

carved into it and a photograph of a smiling Tyler 

atop of the stump. He opened his eyes when he 

heard her coming.

“How long have you been here?” Emily asked, 

lowering herself onto the ground beside him 

and gently pulling his head onto her lap. He shut 

his eyes and shook his head slightly, dried tears 

gleaming on his face. “I brought you some food 

and a can of cream soda.” He paused before 

nodding his head and opening his eyes. 

“I haven’t slept in days. He comes to me when I 

am sleeping,” Nate said, shivering slightly. Emily 

pulled out a soft blanket from her bag and threw 

it over him. 

“Everything he’s ever said is replaying in my 

head, every little detail. I knew him better than 

anyone.” Emily just nodded. 

“We were in Grade 12 Em.; we were planning 

on kidnapping you and moving to Toronto. We 

would live in a cute apartment and adopt a little 

girl and name her Beatrice after both of our great 

grandmothers. You would find an awesomely 

cool tattooed chick, and we’d all be so happy.” 

Emily’s eyes stung and she shut them tightly to 

keep her composure. 

“He really wanted to get away from here. He 

had the opportunity, you know. I stopped him 

because I was scared to be alone. If I had let him 

go then maybe…” He started to cry again, balling 

the blanket up in his hands. Emily just rubbed his 

back, humming quietly and biting her lip.

“I must seem so pathetic.” Emily shook her head 

and said, “You have every right in the world to be 

upset right now. Anyone who doesn’t understand 

should take a long walk off a short pier.” Nate let 

out a laugh which sounded more like a cough. 

“You’ll be alright Nate, I know you will.” What 

happened to Tyler was awful. But you’re strong. 

And he’d want you to go on and find some 

really cute indie guy who’d want to adopt Asian 

babies with you and live in Toronto.” Nate 

looked up at her and sobbed even harder into 

the blanket curling up next to her. They sat like 

that for a while, underneath the bright moon, 

and Emily smiled, knowing for sure everything 

would be okay in time.  

 

Nate fell to his knees, letting the cigarette 
drop from his mouth and land on the wet 
grass. The rain started to come down harder 
and Emily put her hood up and stood 
helplessly beside him.

“I haven’t slept in days. He comes to me 
when I am sleeping,” Nate said, shivering 
slightly. Emily pulled out a soft blanket 
from her bag and threw it over him. 
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I began to walk towards it. The 

dreamy world I was seeing 

was not familiar to my eyes. 

The soft song I was hearing 

echoed in my head, calling 

me towards it. I walked until 

I came across a small wooden door that was 

floating in a field of nothingness. 

The door was old and uninviting, filled with 

cobwebs and rust. I decided without hesitation 

that I would go though. I gently brushed away 

the cobwebs and turned the rusted handle. I 

gently pushed on the door, pressing my body 

against it, and peaking through the crack. I 

squeezed my eyes shut and opened the door 

fully. I reached my arm into the darkness and 

imagining horrible things. I imagined someone 

or something pulling me into the darkness. I 

was scared of what might be awaiting me in 

this world, a clear image of glowing yellow eyes 

and blood-dripping teeth flashed into my mind. 

I trembled at the thought. 

Opening one eye at a time, I saw that behind 

the rusted door there was nothing. Nothing to 

be afraid of; just a field of dead silence, and 

pitch black emptiness. The song echoed much 

louder now. I leaned through the door, letting 

my head hang there, looking for something that 

would produce some light. A soft breeze blew 

from inside the door, and I was afraid for my 

song that had already led me this far. 

I leaned backwards looking through the 

door, studying its blankness, with the dim light 

that came from my dream world.  I could see 

a wooden ladder at the base of the door. I 

peered over the ladder trying to find out what-

ever lay below, but I couldn’t see anything 

except for the ladder. 

I crawled through the door. I fit perfectly, as if 

the door was made for my body. My hands were 

sweaty as I gripped the ladder tightly and I, slowly 

and carefully, started making my way down. I felt 

my guts in my throat every time I took a step. I 

moved carefully down the ladder. I watched my 

feet move by themselves as if they were no lon-

ger attached to my body. I rested briefly, wiping 

my hands one by one on my clothes. I looked up 

from where I had come from, and said my last 

goodbyes to the comfortable dreamy world; a 

world I already missed. 

As my arms became weak and my legs 

begged me to stop, the ground found me. Cool 

sand slipped between my bare toes. It was 

a relief to be on solid ground again. I turned 

around looking for something to grab onto in 

the dark. As I turned around a dim light flashed 

in the distance, I walked towards it, and as I got 

closer, I realized it was a flashlight. I moved to-

wards it in the darkness, and the light revealed 

its beauty. There before me, was a huge and 

magnificent cave. 

My song was louder now, and I walked for-

ward, letting the flashlight lead the way. My 

beautiful song was still singing. The huge cave 

was comforting in a way, as I searched desper-

ately seeking my wonderful melody. Suddenly 

the music stopped. My song, the one thing 

keeping me going, was gone. I spun in circles 

with the flashlight, shining it in every direc-

tion. But it gradually went dim, leaving me in 

the dark. Speechless, I dropped silently to my 

knees; the only sound in the cave was the 

thundering of my heart racing in my chest. I 

gripped the sand in my fingers and screwed 

my eyes tightly as tears began to flow. 

I felt as if I had been trapped. Tricked by my 

song, I was filled with hatred and I threw the 

sand in frustration at the wall of the cave. I 

wanted to scream and cry, but mostly I wanted 

to be home again, warm in my bed. I wanted to 

wake up from this nightmare. 

I began to sob harder, and I collapsed onto 

the ground, my eyes closed.  I thought I would 

wake up from this weird dream but instead I 

was outside, my dream world was much differ-

ent now, instead of it being bright and inviting, it 

was scary. I did not want to move, I felt stuck, like 

my feet had been glued to a spot, I wanted to go 

back to the cave, where I had the comfort of my 

song, and the cool breeze of the peaceful cave. 

Suddenly my body became weak and the dream 

world I was in started to fade away. 

I was surprised to wake up on the cold floor 

of the cave, the calming sound of my song was 

there again and it was close by. I was filled 

with relief, I began to crawl forward searching 

through the sand for my song, when suddenly 

my hand brushed past something pleasant and 

warm. It was my song, it was soft and fluffy and 

it sang like I had never heard before. 

I gently touched the little song, feeling it 

breathe beneath my finger tips. I gently scooped 

it up in my hands and brought it close to my face, 

as my eyes adjusted to the darkness I could see 

my song. It was beautiful, with big brown eyes 

and soft fluffy feathers. It was a baby bird, and he 

was not afraid of the dark cave like I had been, 

I understood now that just because the cave 

was silent doesn’t mean that my song was not 

there, just because it was dark, does not mean 

there was there was no light. I understood now 

that maybe things aren't always what they seem. 

My Song
by Morgan Bailey (Grade 9)

The song echoed much louder now. I leaned 
through the door, letting my head hang there, 
looking for something that would produce 
some light. A soft breeze blew from inside the 
door, and I was afraid for my song that had 
already led me this far. 
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“I love you Susan. I’m sorry that our friendship 

was never allowed to grow, no one knew, and 

nor will they ever. Everyone lost today." 

 The city's east end is filled with an array of 

European families which abide by a strict set 

of customs. Being different was unacceptable. 

Every group has the ability to make an outsider 

know that they are from the outside. It wasn't 

right to be treated like that, especially at such a 

young age. We were just kids; children shouldn't 

have to deal with such an ordeal. 

 On the bright side, I left the neighbourhood 

and decided to attend school elsewhere, to help 

give me a fresh perspective, to fulfil that inner 

me, to become the person that wanted out of the 

hell in which we grew up. As time moved on, so 

did we. It was time for high school and our talks 

about relationships were what really brought the 

two of us together. I owe you everything.

 Reminiscing, the joy of hearing you saying, 

"Funny, we used to hate each other, growing 

up has really turned the two of us into best 

friends." The warmth of that smile made up for 

that cold, snowy, winter day. The bus was stuck 

in traffic because of the harsh conditions of 

the Toronto winter weather. Despite the chaos, 

at that moment, you taught me how to forgive, 

especially after all of the tormenting and hurt 

afflicted upon you. 

"Suze, you're the best," I replied, "Let’s defi-

nitely hang out this winter break!"

 However that never happened, nor will it ever. 

Francesco, a long time friend, called me on New 

Year's day, I was driving at the time of the call. I 

waited until I got home to respond to the missed 

call. As the dial tone rang, a sudden frantic voice 

yelped, "Jonah! Can you believe there was a 

fatal shooting at the end of my block?!" The 

irony of the occasion, considering it was New 

Years, and a person could literally start off with 

blood on their slate was mind-boggling. And to 

be quite honest, a sense of vulnerability and fear 

had taken over me, it was unusual for events 

of that nature to go on in this neighbourhood. 

"Hold on Frankie, I'm gonna check the news 

and call ya’ right back." More calmly, Francesco 

replied, "Alright man."

A fourteen year old girl had been found dead 

in the snow in the quiet St. Clair and O'Connor 

area, the victim was as yet unidentified. During 

the live news broadcast, they showed the victim 

being put into the ambulance. As the camera 

panned the crime scene, the camera lens caught 

a purple glove, wedged in the blood-stained 

snow, the fingers of the glove blowing in the 

winter wind. The purple glove was Susan's fa-

vourite glove.

 In disbelief, I just sat there, sinking into the 

couch as my world began to disintegrate. I sunk 

deeper into the couch. Tears ran down my face, 

I felt numb. Sitting there, the images on the 

television began to morph into blurs. 

‘Holy shit, there's no way this can be true,’ I 

thought, ‘It can't be f****** true!’

 Susan's family and friends organized a vigil in 

her honour, many familiar faces of people who 

had grown up in the neighbourhood, made an 

appearance. However there was one couple, 

Tommy and Hailey, I remember Susan once telling 

me that they hated her. Their hatred had been 

expressed through hate mail, prank calls, and 

even some aggression when they came face to 

face with one another; all of these things taking 

place just weeks prior to Susan's tragic murder. 

The pair just stood there in the cold. The people 

who hated Susan were crying. How can you 

respect somebody after they're dead, but treat 

them like s*** when they’re alive? I found it a 

difficult concept to grasp. 

 An overwhelming feeling of anger possessed 

me. I was in disbelief as to just how fake some 

people are. I needed to be alone to take it all in, 

and to make sense of it all. Walking in the snow, 

with my feet freezing, and the violent wind of 

January raging, I needed some time. At that very 

moment, a reporter approached me.

 “Hi my name is Cindy, reporting for Cp24. 

Do you have a moment or two to answer a few 

questions for the viewers at home?” 

Looking at her, fascinated, how could a person 

be so insensitive to even ask a question like 

that at such a time? Standing there, Cindy stood 

with her blonde hair blowing in the wind from 

beneath the Cp24 toque, her pearly white teeth 

gleaming, waiting for my response. 

“No,” I replied, “I’m not interested.” 

Maintaining that smile, her hand found contact 

with my shoulder. 

“I know kiddo, this is a really hard time, but 

look at this as an opportunity; talking to the 

Sorry
by Jonathan Orlando

In disbelief, I just sat there, sinking into the 
couch as my world began to disintegrate. 
I sunk deeper into the couch. Tears ran 
down my face, I felt numb.

The people who hated Susan were 
crying. How can you respect somebody 
after they're dead, but treat them like 
s*** when they’re alive? 
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viewers could be a way for you to get things 

off your chest.”

 Cindy pointed at Tommy and Hailey standing 

on the street corner together texting, removed 

from the crowd of about four hundred. 

“What about them?” I asked in a snarky voice. 

“Oh, well, they were just more than happy to 

comply with my request for an interview, they 

were really great, the two of them. They just let 

their emotions out and expressed their feelings 

about the situation.” 

The vacant look on my face turned into a 

frown, “They did?” 

The reporter nodded with her blue eyes 

wide open. 

 In my head, all I could think was, “What the 

f***?” In my confused state, Tommy and Hailey 

had hated Susan and, if anything, wished only 

bad things for her, and now they’re mourning? 

Barely able to suppress my anger, I replied, “Ok, 

I suppose venting my feelings might be helpful.”

 “Great!” she replied while reaching into a bag, 

she bent down to get a microphone. I just glared 

at Tommy and Hailey. ‘Those mother f******,’ kept 

running through my mind. 

“Ready whenever!”

 I hadn’t realized that the reporter had been 

waiting for me. My concentration on the duo 

was broken by having the microphone thrust 

in my face.

 “Yeah, sorry, ready.” She smiled, “So, how do 

you think this traumatic event will change you 

as a person? How exactly does it make you 

feel?” she asked as if she were some sort of 

f****** therapist. 

“I have learned a tough lesson, well actually 

a few tough lessons. First, it’s made me realise 

that the media doesn’t always portray the facts 

accurately, and secondly, how easily the media 

is fooled by people’s bullshit and vice versa.”

 puzzled, yet intrigued, the reporter couldn’t 

help but to ask, “Care to elaborate?”

 “Gladly, look at your previous interview 

with those kids, Tommy and Hailey, they may 

come across as ‘nice’, and on top of that, they 

dished out bull**** which you took at face 

value. Here’s a fact for you; they don’t give a 

flying f***, they tormented Susan all the time. 

Consequently, chances are that, when the 

interview is aired, viewers will believe that 

they are nice people, or that they cared for 

Susan. Don’t get me wrong, she had a lot of 

friends, but believe you me, those who care 

wouldn’t talk to people like you, especially at a 

time like this. To make matters worse, anything 

you hear gets morphed into some sort of fact. 

You guys know s***, which translates into the 

public knowing s***. F*** you.”

 During the rant, the cameraman was giving 

the cut sign to the reporter to put an end to 

the interview. The lady was shaking her head 

in disagreement. 

I continued where I left off, “How can people 

who caused somebody else so much pain, miss 

them when they die? Does that make sense? 

people in this world are as cold as winter. How 

many people here cared enough about Susan to 

really get to know her? I guarantee more people 

are getting to know about her since her death 

than they ever did while she was alive. They lost 

the chance to know what a sweet girl she was, I 

love you Susan, sorry, sorry our friendship never 

got to grow, no one knew, and nor will they ever, 

everyone lost today." 

 The reporter seemed to be in a state of shock, 

she was speechless. An awkward silence en-

sued. The cameraman and Cindy, the reporter, 

just stood there. 

“Are we done?” I asked sharply? 

“Ye-yes?” replied the reporter. 

“Good because there’s something that needs to be 

taken care of,” I said curtly as I turned to walk away. 

 I had noticed Tommy and Hailey leaving. 

I followed after Tommy’s and Hailey, walking 

in their footprints in the snow. As they turned 

the corner, I caught up with them and tapped 

Tommy’s shoulder. Unaware of who it was, in a 

snarky tone, he said, “What’d you want?” 

I glared at him, and in a sarcastic tone I replied, 

“Nothing. Nothing at all, I just wanted to thank 

you for coming out tonight, and I would like to 

give you a little something.” 

Confused Tommy couldn’t help but ask, “What?”

 I punched him right in the face. His nose 

began to bleed, frantically his hands flailed 

to his face, covering it. The blood began to 

seep onto his jacket sleeves. Hailey seemed 

to be in shock. As I turned away from them 

and started to walk home in the opposite 

direction, I chuckled aloud, "Eat s*** Tommy," 

I yelled back at them, my voice disappearing 

into the wind.

 At that moment I walked off into the dark night.

“I love you Susan. I’m so sorry that our friend-

ship never got to grow, no one knew, and nor 

will they ever. Everyone lost today."

 I punched him right in the face. His nose 
began to bleed, frantically his hands flailed 
to his face, covering it. The blood began to 
seep onto his jacket sleeves. 
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I 
sit on my bed ashamed and guilty; motion-

less. It’s ironic how still I am compared 

to the falling sheets of rain outside. I’m 

thinking of everything and nothing at the 

same time. I snap out of my daze, and 

immediately feel a sense of shame. From the 

bedroom doorway, I can see my boyfriend; 

Michael; my man of mystery. He's sleeping on 

the couch because of my insistence that he 

sleep on the couch. Here I am, in my bed alone 

and immersed in my thoughts. I reflect on what 

happened and how we got to this point; him in 

the living room sleeping on the couch, and me, 

here sleeping in my bedroom, alone.

 Ken had been in my life ever since I could 

remember. His voice was always booming and 

deep. He’d made quite a place for himself among 

my family and everybody seemed to like him. 

He often helps out. He even plays Dr. phil 

occasionally when our family home becomes a 

war zone. But he's my own personal war zone 

now, someone I have to fight every single day. 

Even on the sunniest days, he takes away the 

light. He's always played the role of the provider. 

He has often helped my mom retain her sanity. 

He's currently the source of my insanity. I get 

cold thinking about him.

 I walk quietly into the kitchen to put the kettle 

on. I lean against the counter and glance over 

at the couch, thinking of my own relationship, or 

lack thereof. My mind is following its own path 

for a moment, and I go with it. 

 Ken and I had been walking down the stairs 

during one of the last weeks of school before 

the long summer vacation. My knee was still 

bothering me. He told me I should call the doctor 

and I had turned to him and sighed. 

 "I'll get around to it," I had said half-heartedly, 

because that's how I was feeling. 

 "You know I care about your well-being, Jen," 

he managed to sound caring and sarcastic at 

the same time. 

 "I'm sure you do." 

 Taken aback, he asked, "You don't believe me?" 

 "No... It's not that I don't believe you. I'm just... 

um, kind of sceptical." I'm thinking honesty isn't 

always the best policy. 

 "Where does your scepticism come from?" 

He sounded like I'd just said something com-

pletely irrational. 

 "I don't know... Aren't there things you're 

sceptical about?" 

 He laughed, "Yeah." 

 "So where does your scepticism come from?" 

I was being serious, but I managed a smile. 

 My recollection is interrupted by the sound 

of the kettle whistling. I scramble to get to it 

before it wakes Michael, not that he looks very 

comfortable anyway. I take my tea back into 

my room and sit on my bed. I can’t help but 

over think everything. I feel as if I’ve been put 

in this place of darkness and disrespect. And 

in this space, I can see everything a person 

needs to see in life. 

 I’ve begun to see love in its truest form. I don’t 

know if I’m able to say that, since I don’t really 

know what love is, but in my gut, it’s Michael Jay.

 I shift in my bed and pull the blankets up higher. 

I feel too exposed. But you know what? I hadn’t 

been exposed that first night with Ken. I had been 

sleeping in a basketball t-shirt and boxers. Braless 

doesn’t mean exposed. It’s my room, so I sleep in 

whatever I'm comfortable with. 

I swallow hard, and have a serious case of 

instant sand-paper mouth. 

 Ken had crept in while I was asleep. I knew it 

was wrong; he’s the fifty-two year old brother of 

my mother’s boyfriend. Completely and morally 

wrong? Definitely. 

 I had been asleep but woke suddenly to feel 

someone moving their callused hand turning me 

over onto my back, their hand on my chest, and 

under my shirt at the same time. I felt his bare 

thighs against me. I cried out in pain. Between 

my thighs hurt and my eyes were stinging. I could 

feel everything so intently, a slow-motion playback 

feeling. I lay still out of fear – the way a small 

animal, hiding from its hunter would. My hunter 

lurked in the same room as me. How was it 

that I hadn’t heard the front door alarm go off? 

It wakes up everything in the house. It was too 

dark to see anything. I didn’t know who it was for 

a moment; a moment that felt too long to only 

hold sixty seconds. When my vision returned, I 

was able to make out the form of Ken.

 I remember lying there so cold and so 

exposed. I couldn’t yell or move. All I could 

manage was, “Hey.” It wasn’t even loud; it was 

more of a low growl. He finished what he had 

started and left. I wiped away my tears, sat up 

and reached for my clothes. Three of the worst 

hours of my whole my life passed before I was 

able to move an inch. I had to go and wake up 

my mom – no matter how scared I was that 

he’d come back down the hall – to tell her what 

had just happened.

 Michael isn’t up yet. I get out of bed and 

grasp my cup tighter than necessary. I stop at 

the doorway again, having a déjà-vu moment. 

I see myself standing in my bedroom doorway, 

reaching around trying to knock on my mom’s 

door, too scared to leave my room. I felt the 

anger again when she finally came to the door, 

an endlessly long five minutes later, after her 

boyfriend had thrown his two cents in that I “had 

better have a good reason for waking them up, 

like a broken arm or something,” completely 

oblivious to the seriousness of what I was telling 

her through whispered tears and all kinds of pain. 

“Go back to bed and put your computer chair in 

front of your door,” was all she had to say. I know 

by Jessica Hulme

Ken had crept in while I was asleep. I knew it 
was wrong; he’s the fifty-two year old brother 
of my mother’s boyfriend. Completely and 
morally wrong? Definitely. 
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nobody in their right mind would ever think their 

mother would say that. I remember the burning in 

my eyes as I backed up into my room and closed 

the door, gripping the dresser to keep my balance.

 The moment passes. I put my cup in the sink 

slowly so it doesn’t make too loud a noise and 

make my way to the bathroom in my room. It’s 

quieter in there. I brush my teeth for a good five 

minutes, just wasting time really. I want to stay 

alone for as long as I can this morning, but I know 

I have serious decisions to make. I stand there 

for an extra few minutes after rinsing my mouth, 

using my hands on the sink cabinet to hold me up.

 Here are the facts... There’s this boy sleep-

ing on my couch; this boy whom I would do 

anything for. I have never let him leave for work 

without a kiss. I give him space when he needs 

it, I let him be him. I want him to always keep in 

mind that I’ll always wait, no matter how late he 

is, and I won’t complain. I won’t swear around 

his family. I’ll make him laugh. I’ll keep my word. 

I won’t ever let him forget that he’s the person 

who gives my life meaning. There are so many 

beautiful things in life I don’t want to miss out 

on. I know that life can still be beautiful and I 

can find happiness still, despite encountering 

that one destructive beast. 

 I walk back into my room, feeling anticipation. 

Something was about to change. I walk over to 

my bed. I stand still for a minute hearing some-

thing shuffling. Michael. I turn around and look 

at him through the doorway lying on the couch 

trying to turn over without falling off. I know he 

is going to wake up soon. 

It is now or never.

 I walk softly over to the kettle, grab a mug and 

get out the coffee. Surprisingly I feel calm, but 

I can hear my heart thumping against my chest 

wall. I feel so humbled having him wake up in my 

home. I grab his coffee off the counter. He sits 

up slowly, holding onto the blanket to keep it on 

him for a minute. I’m not sure if he sees me or 

not but, I’m not much for talking in the mornings. 

I start towards him walking around the side of the 

couch. He turns his head and smiles, reaching 

out his hand over the back of the couch. I grab 

his hand and give him a good morning kiss. It is 

a good morning. He holds the coffee and I climb 

over the back of the couch and sit with him, he 

wraps the blanket around both of us. He brushes 

my hair away from my face and kisses me gently. I 

grab his hand and trace the lines for a few minutes 

before looking up at him. His eyes are the lightest 

shade of brown in the morning. This morning, the 

sun is just behind his head; his eyes reflect his 

hopes for us. I look at myself in the reflection of 

his eyes and it encourages me to feel that I am 

doing the right thing - there is certainly a light at 

the end of this tunnel. It was him. He is the light 

at the end of my tunnel. 

 “Morning babe,” I manage to say while holding 

his hand to my lips. 

 “Beautiful,” he leans in to kiss my cheek. I 

take a deep breath. 

 “I know that love is crazy. I don’t expect you 

to always know the right thing to do or say, and 

I don’t expect you to always know how to react 

to what I’m feeling. I know that I have lessons to 

learn about love, or how much of ourselves we 

have to put into it in order for it to work. I know 

that after a long fight that takes everything out of 

us, I won’t go to bed angry at you. I want you to 

tell me when you’re scared. I know that sometimes 

we’ll have to put ourselves in situations outside 

of our comfort zone because that’s what this is 

about. I’ve had days where I’ve been so happy, 

despite what I’ve gone through but I’ve never felt 

the difference between feeling happy and feel-

ing whole so I…” my voice quivers, “I’m ready to 

tell you the whole story and be with you as one.” 

 He looks at me with understanding and pa-

tience. Without any further talk, we get up com-

pletely in sync. Together, we walk through the 

doorway to the bedroom. For the first time since 

moving into my own apartment, this doorway is 

not a window where I am forced to look for my 

happiness. I look at Michael and with every glance, 

I'm reminded that I'm stepping into change and 

nothing bad can come of this. 

I walk back into my room, feeling anticipation. 
Something was about to change. I walk over 
to my bed. I stand still for a minute hearing 
something shuffling.
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I 
followed her down the dark hallway just 

as Merrick used to.

Growing up, I remember starting things 

but never finishing them. There I would 

be, doing something at a certain time and 

my eyes would blink shut but never re-open. I 

wondered if I had fainting spells. Dad supported 

this idea, although a doctor had never made a 

diagnosis.  One thing the doctor did diagnose me 

with though, was selective mutism. I remained 

silent by choice and chose to speak on occasion.

Even though garrulous would be an adjective 

only I would use to describe myself, it didn't 

matter. There was no need for comfort from the 

rest of the world, I preferred to hurt alone. I sat 

down on the cold wooden bench and she went 

into the bathroom.

When I had arrived, the bathroom was already 

set up. Two candles were lit and they gave off 

the scent of oranges; I hated oranges.

She forced me to watch as she undressed, and 

every time I tried to look away or close my eyes, 

she would bend my pinky finger backwards and 

say, "What, am I not pretty enough for you? Am I 

too fat? No, no you're just a faggot, aren't you boy?"

I swallowed the huge lump in my throat and 

let my hands find the wall behind me. Most 

people would assume that a twelve year old 

boy wouldn't understand such foul language, 

but I did. I was an adult the moment I realized 

I existed. This was my forty-eighth time here, in 

this bathroom, with her, but I knew today was 

going to be different.

I watched nervously as she got into the tub. Her 

skin, covered in wrinkles and sunspots, looked 

as if it could peel off at the slightest touch. Her 

black hair, containing a metallic tint of grey, sat a 

top her lifeless breasts. Unable to look away out 

of fear of punishment, I continued to note her 

repulsive body.

"Get those clothes off boy, now!" I couldn't 

help but feel bewildered, why was this hap-

pening? She stood naked inside the tub while 

the hot steam made its way towards my face. 

Maybe if I stared into her eyes long enough 

she would start laughing and say she was only 

kidding. Too bad that wasn't the case; we were 

stuck in one long moment which would only 

end if I took off my clothes.

Usually, I passed out before the tub was filled, 

but, like I predicted earlier, today was going to 

be different.

"Don't make me come over there and do it 

for you. Be a good boy and do what you're told, 

you don't want to make your father angry now 

do you?" What did Dad have to do with this? "I 

pay your dad good money; and I plan on making 

every cent count."

"You're lying! What are you talking about? Tell 

me!" I slouched down in the corner and wept, 

waiting for an answer. What did she mean by, ‘I 

pay your dad good money?

At this moment, I realized that the woman in 

front of me was not really my aunt. Feeling no 

need to wait around any longer for an answer 

that I knew I would never get, I quickly opened 

the bathroom door and ran as fast as I could. 

Just before I reached the door, I blacked out.

I awoke in the comfort of my own bed but I 

clung onto the fear of what had just occurred. 

Dad walked in moments after with a cup of 

hot chocolate.

"Hey buddy, did you black out when you were 

with your aunt again?" That was all he could say? 

I continued sipping on the hot chocolate.

Along with choosing not to speak most of the 

time, I chose also not to express any pain. While 

burning my tongue for the seventh time, remaining 

subtle didn't feel so bad. Was it real? Maybe I was 

just dreaming. My attention focused on the bruise 

around my wrist; that was no dream.

Merrick was my older brother; he used to go 

to the woman’s house with me a few years back. 

by Abby Yogarajah

I swallowed the huge lump in my throat 
and let my hands find the wall behind me. 
Most people would assume that a twelve 
year old boy wouldn't understand such foul 
language, but I did. 
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I was nine and he was sixteen, the same things 

would happen except Merrick was the one she 

would call into the bath with her. After he was 

inside, I would black out and we never spoke 

about what happened. He went on with life like 

it was normal, but I could tell it was eating at 

him from inside. I knew what was happening to 

us was wrong; I just couldn't talk about it. plus I 

don't think anyone would have believed me on 

my own, but they might have believed us.

Merrick was the only friend I had and was the 

only person I spoke to, other than myself. Merrick 

loved me as if I were the only thing in the world 

worth loving. He never knew that I knew about 

his deal with the “aunt”. Once, I overheard a 

conversation between them inside the bathroom 

in which he told her she could do whatever she 

wanted with him as long as she kept me out of it. 

I wondered for the longest time what he wanted 

me to be kept out of. There were pieces miss-

ing from the puzzle and I needed to find them. 

Merrick should have just let things be because 

it hurt me more to know that whatever he went 

through, he had to go through it all alone.

Merrick overdosed a week prior to his seven-

teenth birthday. "I'll always be your shield Davey 

my man, don't you worry about a thing." I guess 

I no longer had a shield, what sucked even more 

was not having a brother.

I didn't cry at his funeral, I was angry that he 

had left me. They said it was an accident, but 

it seemed to me as though he had taken his 

own life. He never said goodbye. I knew he was 

depressed, but so was I, and I thought we could 

comfort each other, but instead he left me to 

face things alone.

Anger grew inside of me until I was forced to 

say something to Dad.

"Why do you send us there?  What do you 

pay her for?  What is she talking about Dad?"

"Buddy calm down. You're too young to un-

derstand, just keep doing what you're doing and 

everything will be fine."

Too young, I was too young to understand. He 

didn't even talk to me about Merrick's death, in 

fact he sent me back to her house three days 

after the funeral.

I looked at Dad for a long while, I was digging 

to find the truth but found nothing.

"Go on. Go back to your room." He became 

very bitter after realizing I knew something was 

up. I lost my dad that day, but it was his fault and 

deep down he knew it too.

I couldn't sleep that night. Thoughts and empti-

ness filled the room; it was loud. Something told 

me to go to Dad's room. 

I crept down the hall and quietly pushed the door 

open, trying my best to avoid any sound. My eyes 

moistened as I watched him tie a rubber around his 

arm and tap on the syringe he held up. Dad was a 

heroin addict; he was selling his kids for drug money.

"No f****** way," I whispered to myself. He didn't 

hear me probably because of the drug-induced 

euphoria I'm sure he was experiencing.

Thinking about my brother dying because 

of this monster, awakened a sharp pain in my 

chest. I disregarded every question, emotion, 

and instinct washing over me. I just needed to 

close my eyes for a bit.

The next morning I went into Merrick's room, 

it was left untouched. While I sat on his bed, I 

thought about how he was able to fall asleep 

even after everything that was done to him. I 

thought about how he was able to put on a 

smile and keep it on as if it were a real one. I 

missed him so much, I was being selfish. I had 

been angry at the wrong person.

"I'm sorry," I whispered.

There, beside Merrick's life size cut-out of 

Cameron Diaz, I noticed a large green box. Inside 

were all his collectables, things that, if he were 

alive today, he would have socked me for touch-

ing. I came across an envelope that had the word 

Davey scrawled on the envelope. I laughed out 

loud for the first time in a long while. He knew 

I'd go through his box.

Inside the envelope was a long letter, but what 

stood out the most for me was the last part. "Speak 

Davey; tell someone, they'll believe you. Don't be 

scared. Love from your shield, Merrick."

He explained everything in the letter and 

answered all the questions that had been run-

ning through my head for so long. Merrick told 

me to tell someone, so I did.

Thinking about my brother dying because of 
this monster, awakened a sharp pain in my 
chest. I disregarded every question, emotion, 
and instinct washing over me.



THEFORGE  |  47

TheForge  |  Film scripts

A short film script by samantha medeiros



48  |  THEFORGE

Film scripts  |  TheForge

FaDe in EXTERIOR TRINITY BELLWOODS pARK 
WALKWAY. DAYTIME.
STACEY is walking through a park. STACEY 
passes FELIX asleep on a bench. FELIX is quite 
rugged looking.

Felix: Hey STACEY!
(STACEY turns around. FELIX sits up on bench) 
It’s me, Felix!
StaCey: Who?
Felix: Don’t you recognize me?
StaCey: No, I don’t. How do you know my name?
Felix: How could you not recognize your 
own father?
StaCey: Oh… wow.
(STACEY is silent. She is shocked and takes a 
few moments to collect herself. Haven’t seen 
you in a while.
Felix: You’ve grown up beautifully. I remember 
you from when you were ten.
StaCey: Yeah, I guess I’ve changed since then.
Felix: Not my little girl anymore?
StaCey: Never was your little girl. That’s a privi-
lege to be earned.
Felix: I left your mother when times were hard 
and I’ve put you in danger but I can explain. 
StaCey: A half-hearted explanation won’t fix 
what’s been done.
Felix: I would like you to forgive me though. I 
don’t want my only daughter to hate me.
StaCey: You could have changed if you had 
wanted to badly enough. Was the alcohol more 
important than your wife and daughter?
Felix (stuttering): I can explain myself if you 
would listen.
StaCey: Do you know how many times I’ve tried 
to justify your actions? I don’t understand how you 
could choose the bottle over your family.
Felix: I think you’re old enough now to hear my 
story and I’m not sure I’ll ever have the chance 
to tell you again.
StaCey: Are you hungry? I have some time. 
We can talk over coffee.
FaDe in: INTERIOR COFFEE SHOp. DAYTIME.
(STACEY and FELIX are seated in a secluded area 
near the back of the coffee shop. Customers are 
sneaking glances.)
Felix: Am I embarrassing you?

enter WaitreSS

WaitreSS: What would you two like this 
afternoon?
StaCey: (to Felix) Food’s on me.
(Felix turns to waitress)
Felix: A black coffee and a grilled chicken 
sandwich please?
WaitreSS: And for you, miss?
StaCey: Could I get a Chai Tea?
WaitreSS: Excellent choice! I will be back shortly.
StaCey: Thank you.

exit WaitreSS

StaCey: When was the last time you had a hot meal?
Felix: They have food at the shelter… but I 
wouldn’t say it’s hot.

StaCey: I thought you were dead.
Felix: When your grandmother died, I had noth-
ing. She left me the house. After 6 months I had 
drunk it all away. 

enter WaitreSS Hands chicken sandwich to 
FELIX and pours cup of coffee. Places cup of 
tea in front of STACEY. STACEY and FELIX oc-
casionally take a sip of their drink and FELIX, a 
take a bite of sandwich.

Felix: I worked for as long as I could. I found 
a woman named Diane - she was a recovering 
drug addict. We had a plan to get sober together.
StaCey (disappointed) It obviously didn’t work 
out. I can smell the liquor on your breath.
Felix: I got a job, I wasn’t drinking as much and 
I thought I had found love.
StaCey: Things didn’t go well, eh?
Felix: We had a fight, Diane and me. I went out 
and bought myself a bottle of whiskey… harsh 
stuff. I finished the bottle off and went home. 
She locked me out.
StaCey: I don’t blame her.
Felix: I ripped the door off its hinges and she 
called the cops. I was in jail for three months.
StaCey: What happened when you got out?
Felix: Diane was gone and the apartment 
was sold.
(Felix slams his fist down hard on the table.)
I had nothing!
(Customers stare.)
StaCey: (blushing) Calm down! people 
are watching. 
Felix: (forlorn) I destroyed another family…
StaCey: So you just gave up and stayed on 
the streets?
Felix: I moved from shelter to shelter. I wouldn’t 
say I spent all my time on the streets.
StaCey: You’re weak. Instead of trying to get help 
or even calling me, you stayed true to your liquor. 
Felix: I tried to reach you. I was afraid of hearing 
you say you hated me.
StaCey: I thought you were dead!
Felix: I got you a gift for your 16th birthday. A 
locket with a picture of us back when you were 
a baby. I never gave it to you because I didn’t 
want you to see me this way.
StaCey: I know you mean well. But saying and 
doing are two completely different things. Being 
sober ain’t such a bad thing.
Felix: You’re not in my shoes.
StaCey: I don’t want to be. 
(STACEY glances at her watch.) I have to go. (she 
waves her hand) Waitress!

enter WaitreSS

WaitreSS: Is everything alright?
StaCey: Can I get the bill?
WaitreSS: Right away.

exit WaitreSS

Felix: Thank you for the food. And for letting 
me talk.
enter WaitreSS:

(STACEY digs into her wallet and puts $20 on 
the table.)

StaCey: Keep the change.
 
(STACEY gets up and pushes in her chair. FELIX 
rises and begins to leave coffee shop.) 

StaCey: Oh… and Dad!
FELIX turns around.) Smarten up. Get clean. For me.

Felix exitS CoFFee ShoP:

FaDe in INTERIOR: TABITHA’S HOUSE. DAYTIME.

(TABITHA and STACEY are walking into living 
room. The girls sit down on the couch and start 
to talk.)
tabitha: Where have you been? I thought you’d 
got hit by a bus!
StaCey: You wouldn’t believe who I just saw.
tabitha: Was it that guy who’s been following 
you around?
StaCey: It was my dad. He was sleeping on 
a bench.
tabith (gasps) Your mother must have been 
pissed if he had to sleep on a bench.
StaCey: Not my step-father…
tabitha: Oh, I thought you hated your dad.
StaCey: I did… I mean, I do. He’s still a hope-
less drunk.
tabitha: What happened?
StaCey: (sighs) I took him to a coffee shop and 
we sort of caught up.
tabitha: That must have been interesting.
StaCey: He pulled that ‘feel bad for me. I’m so 
hopeless’ bullshit.
tabitha: He has a disease you know, Stacey.
StaCey: I know! His liver is wrecked. He’s been 
drinking for over 25 years.
tabitha: There’s more to it than that. Alcoholism 
is a mental as well as physical problem. He can’t 
just quit. It would kill him.
StaCey: (voice wavering) It’s killing him now! 
Booze has ruined him!
tabitha: He would have to check himself into 
a proper facility, where they know how to help 
people like him.
StaCey: Nobody cares about people on the 
streets. You look at them and feel sorry for them, 
but nobody ever does anything.
tabitha: They’re human, just like us.
StaCey: I treated him like he was dirt. How 
could I do that to someone who is sick?
tabitha: You have never really understood 
his situation.
StaCey: I can’t hate him for something that is 
out of his control can I?
tabitha: Try to think about all sides of the issue 
before you pass judgment on someone. By the 
way, did you bring the movie?
StaCey (brightens up) Yes!
(STACEY rummages through bag to pull out a 
DVD. TABITHA turns on T.V. STACEY begins to 
fiddle with the DVD player.)

FaDe oUt



THEFORGE  |  49

TheForge  |  Film scripts



50  |  THEFORGE

Film scripts  |  TheForge

interior ON THE SUBWAY AT NIGHT.

JOHN, ROB, and TOM are on a subway train 
in Toronto. It is 12am and Rob and John are 
intoxicated. John is holding a paper bag, which 
disguises a bottle of rum. Rob is wearing baggy 
jeans and an oversized t-shirt. John is wear-
ing oversized jeans and t-shirt and a hat pulled 
down so that it covers his face. John and Rob 
are sitting next to each other. Tom is standing 
a bit further away from them. They are the only 
ones in the train. From time to time Rob and 
John take sips from the bottle in the paper bag.

rob: Some boring night. Any good jam 
tonight, you think?
John: Not that I know of.
toM: Where’re we going?
rob: Don’t be a wimp. Relax. Downtown. 
Hopefully it’ll be live down there.
(A young woman enters the train. She has long 
brown hair and wears a dress and knee high 
boots. She sits on a seat opposite and reaches 
into her bag and gets out a book.)
rob: Damn! Mmm… What a glorious butt. Hi 
there cutie!
(John whistles. The woman rolls her eyes and 
moves to a seat further away.)
rob: Baby! Marry me!
John: (singing Akon’s “Sex Chick”) Hey, damn, 
who’s the sexy chick?
rob: Yo’, be my wife! I can promise you happi-
ness ever after. Like the beach? We’ll have long 
walks on the beach! (Rob and John laugh.)

John: (singing) Ma, come over here. Don’t 
be shy! I'll do anything to make you mine!
rob: All we need’s some love! Just a lil’ bit of 
love honey! 
John: Did ya’ see my mama’s bod? 
rob: Yo’, where your manners my friend? This 
may be my future wife you’re talking about! 
John: (laughing) Whatever you say man!
rob: From one to ten, my baby girl’s an 
eleven! Come here and we’ll do a seven!
John: What does that even mean?
rob: I don’t know! (John and Rob laugh.)
Hey, Tom. What’ d’ya think? Don’t you wanna’ 
tap that? (Tom ignores Rob’s question.) Yo’, 
Tommy boy, you with us?
toM: Yeah… I guess.
rob: Nothing new here! Tommy-Tom the 
virgin! Guess we’re all used to that.
toM: (smiling) Aw, shut up. (Rob turns in the 
woman’s direction.)
rob: Baby, what’s your name?
John: Come sit with us, we don’t bite, darling.
rob: C’mon honey, we’re just tryin’ to be nice, 
we really wanna to get to know ya’.
John: Where are you headin’? Wanna join 
us? Downtown?
rob: Join us! We’ll have a good time! 
promise! (Rob stands up and goes to sit down 
beside the woman.)
rob: pretty, you’re so pretty! Gimme a chance!
(The woman gets up and moves to a seat fur-
ther away, not looking in Rob’s direction.)

rob: Why you making everythin’ so difficult? 
You’re startin’ to get me upset!
(John goes and sits down on the seat next to 
the woman.)
John: pssst!
(John puts his hand up to his mouth, as if he is 
whispering. He is smiling.) 
John: (in loud whisper) How ‘bout we ditch 
these punks and go to ma place?
(The woman frowns, and with a look of disgust 
moves to another seat still further away.)
John: You’re hurtin’ my feelings! Don’t you 
wanna’ piece of this? 
(John gestures at himself with his hand and 
looks at the woman.)
rob: Don’t ya get it bro’? She’s just pretendin’ 
to be hard to get, but I know what she really 
wants, she wants some of this!
(Rob moves his hips, imitating sexual gestures.)
rob: Bet she likes it rough!
(John laughs.)
WoMan: So immature.
rob: She can talk! I actually thought for a sec 
over there, that you were deaf or somethin’. 
You know what?
toM: C’mon man. Cut it out. Leave her alone. 
rob: Whoa, look who’s talking! Relax man, 
we’re just joking. Nothing wrong with a bit of fun.
toM: Well, your jokes are a bit retarded. Bro, 
just leave the girl alone.
rob: How ‘bout you stay the f*** out of this? 
It’s none of your business. 
toM: I’m not saying it is my business, I just 
think you’re going way too far, man.
rob: Well, no one’s askin’ what you think. As I 
said, it’s none of your f****** business. 
toM: Dude, whatever. Will you just chill?
rob: How ‘bout you chill the f*** out and 
leave me alone?
toM: I just think you’re really crossing the line, 
that’s all man. 
rob: And what are you gonna’ do ‘bout it?! 
You’re just a f****** wimp! That’s why you don’t 
want the chick! 
toM: You’re a retard.
John: F*** man! Can ya’ll just cut it out? All this 
trouble ‘cause of a chick you don’t even know!
(Rob turns towards the woman.)
rob: You see what you have done? What 
stuck up chicks like you do? Me and ma bud 
Tom have been friends for five years, and now 
you’ve got him all upset at me.
(The woman puts her finger to her temple and 
twists it.)
WoMan: You’re screwed up in the head.
(Rob points his finger at the woman.)
rob: You see what she’s sayin’? (Rob looks 
at Tom.) She’s sayin’ that your best friend’s 
screwed up. You’re goin’ to stand for that? I 
can’t f****** believe this sh**…
John: Bro, c’mon… Don’t make a fuss ‘cause 
of this girl.
rob: Whatever bro’. Can I just ask you one 
question? One question and I’ll leave you 
alone. How lucky do you wanna’ get tonight?
(John laughs.)
(The woman rolls her eyes.)

WoMan: Very funny.
rob: I know it’s funny. You’re just playing hard 
to get, but deep inside ya want me, honey.
(Rob winks at the woman.)
WoMan: In your dreams. I wouldn’t come 
close to you if you were the last man on earth.
rob: Ouch, that hurt. Ya like spice? You got 
some curry there. 
(Rob and John laugh.)
toM (under his breath) Idiot.
rob: Dude, shut the f*** up. It’s funny and 
ya’ know it.
toM: Ma’am, I’m really sorry for my friends. 
They went over their drinking limit.
WoMan: It’s okay, don’t worry. I’m getting off 
in a couple of stops. But…
(The woman looks at Tom directly in the eyes.)…
Thank you.
(The woman smiles at Tom.)
rob: And so they lived happily after. Let’s all 
hold hands and cry! But sorry bro’, that chick’s 
already taken, go find your own. (Rob turns 
towards the woman)
Getting’ off in few stops? No honey, you’re 
coming home. With me. (Rob turns towards 
John.) Bro, any booze left?
John: Barely, bro.
rob: F***. Well, whatever. Give it to me, I’ll kill it. 
(Rob stretches out his hand out to John.)
toM: Don’t you think you’ve had enough?
rob: Dude, what’s up with ya? Like seriously, 
why ya on my case?
toM: I just think you’ve had enough for tonight.
rob: Why’re ya constantly on my case? Just 
leave me the f*** alone.
toM: Rob, you’re drunk. You should stop.
rob: Well, you ain’t my mother so stop tellin’ 
me what to do. 
(The train arrives at the station and comes to a stop. 
The woman gets up and heads towards the exit.) 
rob: Where do you think you going? Come 
here you! You’re not going anywhere!
(The woman starts to walk toward the train doors.)
(Rob gets up, and heads towards her. He 
stretches his had to grab her. He has a malevo-
lent grin on his face.)
WoMan: Don’t touch me! 
(Tom turns his gaze to Rob, then to the woman 
and then back to Rob. He gets to his feet and runs 
in their direction. Tom punches Rob in the face.) 
(Rob falls on his back, his nose is bleeding. 
There is a look of surprise and fear on his face.)
(John jumps to his feet. He looks confused.) 
John: What the f***?!
rob: (tears mixed with blood streaming 
down his face)
You broke my nose! You asshole! You broke my nose!
(Rob wipes his nose with the sleeve of his shirt. He’s 
covered in blood. Rob look in Tom’s direction.) 
rob: You’re gonna’ regret this!
toM: There’s only one thing I regret, and that 
is having such lousy friends.
(Tom gets off the train.) 
(The woman dashes off the train just as the 
doors are closing, and Rob and John stare with 
open mouths as she runs to catch up with Tom.) 
the enD
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interior: LIVING ROOM: TWO WEEKS 

BEFORE CHRISTMAS EVE.

CAROL and her younger brother RYAN are home 

alone decorating the Christmas tree. Carol is an-

noyed with the way Ryan is decorating the tree, 

while Ryan is annoyed with Carol’s criticism and 

rude remarks. Ryan drops an ornament, causing 

it to shatter.

Carol: Holy crap! How many more of those are 

you going to break? You’re so useless!

ryan: Shut up! At least I’m trying.

Carol: Yeah, and failing. God you can’t even 

decorate a Christmas tree right.

ryan: Shut up!

(Ryan starts picking up the broken ornament 

pieces. Carol hangs up more decorations on 

the Christmas tree.)

Carol: Don’t just throw the pieces in the gar-

bage, they could hurt somebody…

ryan: I know! I know!

(Ryan takes the broken pieces outside.)

Carol: Tch. Stupid little brat.

(Ryan comes back inside and starts hanging up 

more decorations. Carol goes into the kitchen 

to get a drink.)

ryan: See, at least I do something! You just…

Carol: Oh piss off! Just hang up the stupid 

decorations! And quit hanging them so low, 

you’re making the tree look retarded.

(Ryan reaches up to hang a decoration, but 

ends up losing his balance and falls over. He 

grabs the tree to try and stop himself but ends 

up pulling the tree down on top of him. Several 

ornaments break. He screams)

Carol: Oh, what the hell did you do now?

(Carol walks back into the living room.)

Carol: Holy crap!

(Carol rushes over to Ryan and the tree.)

Carol: Nice going! How the hell’d you do this? 

Seriously, I leave for one bloody second-

ryan: Just get it off me!

Carol: Yeah yeah, hold on. Freakin’ idiot.

(Carol, cautious with the fragments, tries to lift 

the tree up but the Christmas lights are entangled 

in the air vent.)

Carol: Oh crap.

ryan: What?

Carol: You got the lights stuck in the vent. 

Really, how…

ryan: What?! Get it off me! Get it off…

Carol: Dude, relax! Holy crap, don’t have a cow!

ryan: Shut up! Shut up!

Carol: Dude…

ryan: It’s all your fault!

Carol: What?!

ryan: You always make bad things happen! 

You said to hang them higher!

(Carol starts untangling the lights from the vent 

while ignoring Ryan’s shouting.) You always make 

things harder! Now you can’t even lift the tree!

Carol: Are you stupid?! It’s stuck!

ryan: It’s your fault! The decorations were 

fine! You never let me do things my way! You 

ruin everything…

Carol: God, would you just-

ryan: You’re always so mean! You ruin 

Christmas! You ruin everyday! I hope you get 

no presents! Dad should just throw you away!

Carol: You’re such a little kid! Grow up! 

ryan: No! No, no, no, no! You grow up! You! 

You always yell and say bad things! 

Carol: Dude…

ryan: I hate you! Dad hates you! Mom hates you…

Carol (exasperated) You don’t even know 

Mom…

ryan: You’re stupid and…

Carol: Quit cutting me off!

ryan: I hate you! I-I-

Carol: You little…

ryan: Y-You’re a bitch!

Carol: Excuse me?! Who…

ryan: Get the tree off me! You’re not even 

trying! I hate you!

(Ryan starts trying to push the tree up.)

Carol: Stop it! You’re making it worst!

(Ryan pushes at the tree even more. Carol slams 

her hands on the ground.)

Carol: Dude, what the hell is your problem?!

ryan: You! Everything is always your fault!

Carol: Oh really?

ryan: Yeah! I bet you’re doing this on purpose!

Carol: Doing what?!

ryan: Leaving the tree on me!

Carol: Oh, for…

ryan: You wanted the tree to fall on me! You 

knew it would fall! That’s why you left…

Carol: Are you freaking serious?

ryan: You’re going to leave me here until I die! 

That way I’ll be gone and you won’t get in trouble 

‘cause you’ll tell dad it was stuck-

Carol: Now you’re just being…

ryan: And then I’ll be gone forever! You stupid 

person! You evil…

Carol: Shut up already…

ryan: It’s your fault! I hate you!

Carol: (shouting) I said shut up you stupid brat!

(Carol inhales loudly and starts working on 

untangling the lights again. There is a moment 

of silence.)

Carol: (mumbling) Damn lights, stupid little…

ryan: (quietly) It is your fault.

Carol: Oh, shut up already! It’s not my fault 

you’re such an idiot!

ryan: It’s your…

Carol: No, it’s yours! God! You’re the one who 

knocked the tree down!

ryan: It’s…

Carol: I leave you alone for just a second, and 

you get yourself stuck under the stupid tree, and 

you have the nerve to blame me…

ryan: I hate…

Carol: I don’t care! That’s your problem, and it’s 

your problem you’re stuck under this damn tree!

(There’s a brief moment of silence. Ryan tries to 

push the tree off again.)

Carol: Would you stop that?!

ryan: It’s not moving.

Carol: That’s because it’s stuck, genius.

ryan: Why haven’t you fixed it yet?

Carol: I’m trying…

ryan: No you’re not! You’re not doing any…

Carol: Don’t start that again…

ryan: I bet you’re holding it down! Dad will…

Carol: Okay, you know what? Just stop! You’re 

being so stupid! Quit being such a little brat!

ryan: Shut up!

Carol: Oh my God, shut up! You stupid, im-

mature selfish little…

ryan: I hate you!

Carol: …annoying thing! You’re so spoiled! 

Dad may let you get away with all this crap, but 

I’m not putting up with it!

ryan: You…

Carol: No, just shut up! God! Do you want me 

to get the tree off you or not?

ryan: You’re not even trying to get it off!

Carol: (exasperated) How would you know? 

You’re under a tree!

ryan: I know you aren’t…

Carol: You know what? Maybe I will just leave 

the tree on you! Okay?

ryan: Stop it!

Carol: Well that’s what you want, isn’t it? You 

keep on saying I’m going to leave you here…

ryan: Just stop…

Carol: …and if I’m such an evil person, then 

that’s what evil people do, right?

(Ryan starts thrashing around.)

ryan: I hate you! I hate you! Get the tree off me!

Carol: Quit throwing your tantrum and 

maybe I will!

ryan: It’s not! I-I! You! You’re…

Carol: Now you’re not even making sense!

ryan: (crying) Y-You’re stupid! Stupid, stupid…

(One of the Christmas lights spark because the 

(continued on page 53) 
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wires are being jerked around from Ryan’s thrash-

ing. Carol jumps back, causing her to slam her 

hand onto one of the broken ornaments. CAROL 

gasps, jerks her hand toward her body and stares 

at the bloody cut in shock. She loses her patience 

and temper.)

Carol: (shouts) That’s it!

(Carol stands up obviously angry.) I’m done! If 

you want to throw your tantrum, then you can 

get yourself out of there!

(Carol angrily walks out of the living room and into 

the kitchen holding her bloody hand to her chest.)

ryan: No! I hate you! I hate you! Get the tree 

off me! Get it off! I hate you! You are stupid!

(Ryan waits for a response, but Carol ignores him.)

ryan: (crying) I hate you!

(Carol continues to ignore him.)

(RYAN screams and then it’s silent for a 

few moments.)

ryan: Carol?

(Carol does not respond.)  

ryan: (crying) Carol? please come back.

(There is no response from the kitchen.)

ryan: Carol? I don’t like being stuck. please…

(The silence continues.)

ryan: I’m sorry…Carol I’m sorry. please 

don’t leave me here. Carol, please come 

back. I’m sorry…

(Carol walks back into the living room, her hand 

now wrapped up in a bandage the front of her 

shirt blood stained, and starts untangling the 

lights again. It is silent for a moment.)

Carol: (mumbling) You know I wouldn’t 

leave you here. 

ryan: (still crying) I-I know. I’m sorry.

(After a few more moments, Carol successfully 

untangles the wires. Carol grabs the tree.)

Carol: Alright, here we go.

(Carol lifts the tree up and leans it against the 

wall. A few more ornaments fall off and break.)

Carol: Careful, watch out for the pieces.

(Ryan cautiously crawls away from the tree.)

Carol: Hold on, don’t touch them.

(Carol leaves to get a broom, comes back, and 

sweeps the pieces out of the way. Ryan notices 

the blood on her shirt and the bandage around 

her hand.)

ryan: (quietly) You got hurt.

Carol: It’s nothing.

(Carol puts the tree back to its original position.)

Carol: Crap. Ryan, can you go get the dust pan?

(Ryan retrieves the dust pan and hands it to Carol. 

Carol bends down and sweeps up the pieces.)

ryan: Do you need help?

Carol: Nah, it’s fine.

(Carol takes the pieces outside then comes 

back in. They both stand facing the tree in an 

awkward silence.)

Carol:  Wel l  I  guess we need to add 

more decorat ions.

ryan: Yeah…I’m sorry.

Carol: I know.

ryan: I don’t hate you.

Carol: Heh, I know.

ryan: Dad doesn’t hate you either.

Carol: I know.

ryan: And you don’t ruin Christmas, o-or

everyday, and you’re not evil, and you should 

get presents, and…

Carol: (laughs) Alright, alright! It’s alright! 

Don’t worry.

ryan: I didn’t want you to g-get hurt.

Carol: It’s fine. I’m sorry as well. I lost my 

temper. It’s not your fault, it was an accident. 

(Carol punches Ryan playfully on his shoulder.), 

I’ll try to be nicer to you. Dork.

ryan: (still crying) I’m sorry.

Carol: Enough of the apologies! If you’re 

really sorry, then help me decorate this evil 

man-eating tree.

(Ryan laughs as they both begin to redecorate 

the tree in silence.)

Carol: By the way, you’re lucky I don’t tell dad 

you called me a bitch.

ryan: I said sorry! You’re lucky I don’t tell him 

that you left me under the tree!

Carol: Ah, but I didn’t. And I don’t have to 

worry ‘cause I’ll be telling him myself.

ryan: What? Why?

Carol: ‘Cause it’s freaking hilarious! He’ll 

get a good laugh.

ryan: It’s not funny!

Carol: Dude, it was pretty funny.

ryan: Nu-uh!

Carol : Ya-huh.

ryan : Nu-uh!

(The banter continues.)

FaDe oUt
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W
oUlDn’t it be much easier if 

Youtube, Twitter and Facebook 

combined into one website for ALL 

your needs? Well, one night while 

I was on Youtube, I saw a comedy show where 

the speaker was wondering what the name 

would be if Youtube, Twitter and Facebook 

merged into one company. He came up with 

the name You Twit Face. I thought it was an 

amazing idea and immediately posted the vid 

onto Facebook so all my friends could see. I 

started to think about the benefits if Youtube, 

Twitter and Facebook combined into one major 

monopoly of people’s time.

Just think of the possibilities! You could be 

watching a really cool video (like Justin Beiber —

Love Me) while posting it on your wall and tweeting 

to people across the planet about how you just 

got the Bieber fever. When you would create a 

profile on this program, all of your real information 

would be added. That goes for everyone. You 

wouldn’t have to deal with fake information from 

people. Who wants to make the effort to express 

themselves when you can make the viewer do the 

work for you? Make the viewer choose the parts 

of you they like about you. 

YouTwitFace still is lacking immediacy, so why 

not make your social network so immediate that 

second-guessing yourself wouldn’t be an option? 

Why not have a TwitCam permanently attached to 

your forehead? You would be connected twenty-

four hours a day! All you would have to do would 

be get a small alteration to your forehead and 

you would have a cam recording everything. This 

one small alteration could include a web cam ce-

mented to your forehead. Making documentaries 

would be so easy. Documentaries would become 

the norm. Instead of book biographies, you would 

have documentaries about people’s lives instead. 

You could watch Justin Bieber performing live 

and the TwitCam will record it for all the Justin 

Bieber fans across the world. Just think how 

popular you would be!

Why stop there? Why not just bypass the com-

puter entirely and connect YouTwitFace to your 

brain? You could have all your dreams instantly 

posted on YouTwitFace. You could remember 

what your dream was, as well as showing your 

friends what a cool dream you had. When you 

are done with reality, dream something better. 

All you need is a chip implanted into your brain 

stem. Some side effects may apply.

All in all, YouTwitFace has great potential. 

If people thought Facebook was a revelation, 

think of the reaction from YouTwitFace! I think 

if Youtube, Twitter and Facebook combine, they 

could make your virtual fantasies real. They 

could also make your boring reality virtual. 

YouTwitFace has better realities just waiting for 

you. All you have to do is sign up!

by Chris Kennedy
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Black 
identity has taken many forms throughout the 

years, from slavery where the black males were 

strictly used based on their physical prowess, to 

its transformation; the idea of a black man as a 

lackadaisical member of society. The black male 

identity has also been bombarded with false-

hoods that have stripped them of their natural 

ideals. White America has taken these ideals 

and twisted them into a form that can be used 

to keep the black male at bay. Black identity has 

also taken form through different stereotypes, 

whether it can be seen as a positive, like a large 

penis, or negative, like the black male as a forty-

something, alcohol-ridden murderer. These ste-

reotypes create a status for the black male to 

either embrace or fight, and strengthens the rac-

ist white American views of black males.

Hip-Hop in its earliest form was purely a 

musical release to express the pain and suffer-

ing of a poor, struggling culture that was being 

oppressed by a much more powerful social 

group. Through white America’s embrace of 

the “gangster” mentality and their ongoing 

fascination with the black culture, the black 

male feels the need to glorify his pain-filled 

lifestyle, destroying any credibility and again 

strengthens the view of the racist white media.

The identity of the black male comes in many 

forms, but the most noticeable is the physical 

form with which they are naturally born. In the 

earliest moments of black and white male inter-

action from when slave owners sought to find 

workers, they chose black men for their natural 

fitness. Since slavery, black people have been 
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Most black males seen in the media 
are toned and feel the need to show 
themselves off as the “ideal” man. 
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seen as the social group that has clearly stood 

above all when it comes to physical form and 

physical labour. Most black males seen in the 

media are toned and feel the need to show 

themselves off as the “ideal” man. With mus-

cle-rippled arms, sturdy jaw and legs of steel, 

they portray themselves as they feel they need 

to be seen; an animalist being that has been 

separated from human qualities so that only the 

body remains. In the media when a man tow-

ers over his competition, like Lebron James, he 

becomes a king. When 50cent takes his shirt 

off, revealing a muscular body, he solidifies 

his “gangster” image. The media portray black 

males in roles that project these masculine ste-

reotypes, for example, in movies he plays a sol-

dier or gladiator, and in the music industry he is 

seen as a thug or gangster. Both these illustrate 

a man who is out to harm people, usually with-

out showing emotion. These facts go unnoticed 

in white America’s unconscious view of race in 

the media. White culture sees black males as 

objects for their enjoyment. They have stripped 

the black male of their natural ideals; no longer 

is male masculinity based on his ability to work 

and be the bread winner of the household. It 

is now based on whether he is able to reach 

a certain physical level of ability and if he is 

able to compete at a certain level, whether it 

is in sports or music. In sports one competes 

for points and stats, but in music one competes 

for fans. The racist white media has made it so 

the only way for a black male to gain fans is 

by portraying himself as a “hard bodied nigga”, 

someone who has been through struggles and 

pain, and instead of speaking passionately, they 

have transformed it and express it though anger 

and physical power.

Black males are also seen as men who have 

reached the pinnacle of physical constitution 

and have mastered their domain. Once they 

have reached celebrity status, they are no 

longer seen as people, they have become 

spectacles to be emulated and embraced. 

Removing them from direct contact with ev-

eryday citizens and lessening their general 

threat by creating a barrier that cannot be 

broken. In the media it becomes a spectacle 

to watch the masculine black male fall from 

grace, but it is expected that the black male 

will endure the pain. The moment when a rap-

per goes to jail for possession of a firearm or 

any other criminal charge, it just adds to the 

appeal and reiterates what the white media 

has been waiting for, the downfall of the black 

male. For this everyday male, the point of 

reference to which he is compared when he 

doesn’t reach this almost God-like status of 

manliness, is the crack dealing, unemployed 

and unemployable “nigga” who is portrayed 

on television shows running down the street 

with their pants trailing around their ankles 

chased by cops. They are shown for the most 

part to be physically fit, but their fitness has 

the opposite effect, it strengthens the idea 

that they are dangerous.

The black male is forced from a young age 

into their predetermined masculinity by being 

The racist white media has made it so the only 
way for a black male to gain fans is by portraying 
himself as a “hard bodied nigga”, someone who 
has been through struggles and pain, and instead 
of speaking passionately, they have transformed it 
and express it though anger and physical power.

forced to embrace their toughness and hide 

their feelings. Hip-hop is the expression of pain, 

and the release of emotions which is why the 

black male is able to do it so well. Masculinity 

is passed down at a young age by a father, 

not through words, but by actions; a sense of 

admiration for their father, the power and re-

spect he commands. What is hard for the racist 

white media to grasp is that in a society that is 

so racially charged, it is harder to obtain that 

masculinity when the idea of masculinity seems 

to fall more easily into the laps of white males. 

Being at a disadvantage over a group of people, 

you automatically embrace that power. White 

society has blocked the black man’s access of 

the patriarchal ideal of male masculinity. The 

racist, white media’s portrayal of black men is 

constructed from negative ideals such as the 

black man is a dangerous, violent, sex-driven 

failure. Just like any person who has been hear-

ing stereotypes on a regular basis, it has really 

affected black males and has driven them to 

internalize and acknowledge that this might be 

their only way of life. The white racist media’ 

has gotten the black male to perpetuate these 

stereotypes and myths, so that the general pub-

lic has no choice but to concede to the pres-

sure and see black males in this negative light.

Hip-hop has transformed into rap music which 

now glorifies the stereotypes that have been set 

in place by the white, racist media, presenting 

black males as angry thugs who care for noth-

ing but money, power and women. They have 

taken the black male masculinity and shown 

it as a negative to society, a threat. Most black 

males in the music industry, feel as though they 

are just living their lives. They most likely grew 

up in low income housing with a single parent, 

and, in turn, were born at a disadvantage. They 

use music as an expression of their lives. What 

the white media has created is a lifestyle that is 

now viewed as the norm for young black men. 

The only way for them to be masculine is to em-

brace its lifestyle. Black males now search for 

masculinity not in their own culture, but in white 

America’s culture, as they search for what they 

feel defines masculinity.  

Once they have reached celebrity status, they are 
no longer seen as people, they have become 
spectacles to be emulated and embraced. 

The racist, white media’s portrayal of black 
men is constructed from negative ideals 
such as the black man is a dangerous, 
violent, sex-driven failure.
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What makes a good friend? 

I think that varies 

from person to per-

son. Many will choose friends based on their 

own likeness and some do not care as long 

as the friend is “cool”. However, a man once 

told me, “Show me your friends, and I will 

show you who you are,” and through experi-

ence I can say it is a fact that one bad apple 

spoils the bunch. Therefore, I would like to be 

around friends who think and act, like me. I 

think a good friend is one who is loving, hum-

ble, and someone with more knowledge than 

most, and not ignorant of the truth.

The first and most important characteristic I 

feel makes a good friend is love. The only love 

I see nowadays is through kissing, hugging, sex, 

and drugs, but I would call that type of love false 

love. Sometimes, I question if true love even 

exists anymore, but the love I’m looking for isn’t 

the romantic one, it’s the one that comes from 

your heart and not from your pants, and it can 

be shared with everyone, even if you don’t find 

them attractive. I call this Godly love. With this 

love comes much more. This is the kind of love 

when you have no hate in your system. This 

means you are not racist, you do not wish bad 

things upon anyone, and you are able to forgive. 

In addition, a truly loving man or woman will 

only hate the behavior, never the person.

To me, a good friend is kind, thoughtful, fair, 

meek, and humble. In these times, the humble 

get no respect because the world is exactly the 

opposite of humble, it is not hard to see that this 

is an every-man-for- himself-world, that we live 

in today. We have a world full of arrogant people 

on top of the social ladder, which defines them 

as real men, but I strongly disagree. A humble 

man has given up his pride and knows that he is 

no better than any man or woman, and he also 

knows he has things to learn. An arrogant man 

thinks his opinion is the only opinion, and that 

he does not need anybody’s advice, he thinks 

he is better than others and he will strive to get 

to the top, even if it means throwing his best 

friends in front of a bus. I am not saying that all 

arrogant people are like this, and I am not say-

ing that arrogant people make bad friends, but 

they cannot always be trusted, because they 

put their own needs and interests before the 

interests and needs of others. So, coming to a 

decision between the arrogant and the humble, 

I would choose the humble over the arrogant as 

a friend, every time. 

 Last, I would like a friend who has knowl-

edge. Not someone who majors in science or 

genealogy, or is the smartest in his school, or 

who has the highest grade point average, but 

someone with the knowledge and insight into 

others. A person with this knowledge would 

know right from wrong, what is important and 

what is not; they would understand the differ-

ence between luxury and necessity. When one 

owns something expensive and another does 

not; this causes problems like pride, envy, jeal-

ousy, low self-esteem, and other negative traits. 

Therefore, when you have friends who under-

stand the intricacies of our society and who 

have their priorities straight, then you have a 

friend who is trustworthy and honest.

 Love, humility and knowledge are the three 

things I would use to describe a good friend. 

Someone who has a heart filled with love, 

one who is quick to listen, slow to speak and 

even slower to anger; not someone ignorant, 

but a person who has knowledge and under-

stands the truth about our society. I do not 

choose friends like this because it makes me 

feel superior; I choose the loving, the humble 

and the knowing because they keep me from 

changing who I am.

The first and most important characteristic 
I feel makes a good friend is love. The only 
love I see nowadays is through kissing, 
hugging, sex, and drugs, but I would call 
that type of love false love.

by Jahnei Dufus
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That’s all it is to me, just numbers symbols and 

letters. The letters tell you where you are, the 

numbers tell you how far to go, and the symbols 

tell you in which direction. LIFE, can be a danger-

ous path if you make it one, or, a path you’ll never 

want to get off. Like your favorite rollercoaster. 

Note that these are all simply random thoughts. 

Have you ever felt like everyone one is looking 

directly at you? Or you’ll be on the train and that 

one old lady is staring right into your soul? I feel 

that everyone takes a moment out of their day 

to look at me, either they’re trying to get my 

attention, or maybe it’s my look, the colours of the 

clothes I wear, or maybe it’s the fact that I’m sitting 

here nodding my head to the beat, or rapping 

to myself. LOL, that’s what Lupe Fiasco does to 

me. Today nobody cares but tomorrow they will. 

Because nobody cares today, trust me, they 

don’t. Until tomorrow comes and they see what 

you’re worth or who you really are. Nobody 

would regard me as an interesting person, if 

they didn’t know that I was a musician, artist, 

poet or whatever I am. 

Next track, Conflict Diamonds, Lupe goes in 

on this Kanye beat, this guy exposes diamonds 

for what they really are and not only diamonds, 

he exposes everything because as we walk 

around carefree, there’s a little boy or girl some-

where making the exact diamond or shoe or 

shirt or whatever item, somewhere in the world. 

So that track goes in man. Go download that. 

You know that box that everyone talks about 

in life; I love that box because I don’t even think 

outside of that bad boy, I think beyond it. I’m tired 

of thinking like everyone else because if the world 

thinks alike then there’s only one opinion really. 

Now, I’m not saying that everyone does think the 

same, but everyone thinks inside box and why 

be trapped in a box? 

I’m too tired for this honestly, but yeah this is 

what I feel about life. Thanks for listening anyway. 

Hit me on Facebook…LOL

by Jeremy M. Chitan
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“Daddy, Daddy, I missed you.” Every night was the same thing. I would 

stay up way past my bedtime. Mommy always running me down “Likkle 

gyal gwan ah ya bed”, forcing me to go to my bed. I would sit at the top 

of the stairs, just waiting. Sort of like a little kid on Christmas Eve. Except 

I wasn’t waiting for a material gift, 

material things didn’t mean a thing 

to me. I would sit on those stairs and 

anticipate YOU, my dad; the father-

figure in my life. I would wait for you 

to come home safe and sound from 

a long day of work. I realize that now is when you cherish those moments. 

I no longer stay up past my bedtime (I don’t even have a bedtime). I 

no longer anticipate you reaching home either. (It’s more like, if you reach 

home then cool). I’ve grown up and left you in my past (there is a reason 

those from your past never made it to your future). I no longer care for the 

material things you provide for me. (That’s all you ever provided for me). 

Just the material things. Back then they were a part of the package, you 

know, back in the day when I thought of your love as a reflection of the 

material things you could offer me. Boy, was I foolish (laugh). But believe me 

it’s not the same. You thought buying things for me kicks, then leaving the 

day before my 10th birthday 

cool, huh?...Man, how many 

birthdays did you miss?..Not 

even I remember that. When 

Christmas, Thanksgiving and 

Easter came I would ask mom, 

“Where’s Daddy? Mom, will he home soon?” And all she would say is 

“Baby, Daddy’s working late, he’ll be home soon.” But guess what? I’m at 

the age where Christmas and Thanksgiving are just another day to me, 

and all those material things don’t mean a thing to me. I just want you to 

do me one favour; when you come home after five and six months at a 

time, please don’t expect me to run to the door for you!

Daddy
        by Katie-Ann Wallace

I’ve grown up and left you in my past 
(there is a reason those from your past 
never made it to your future). 
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 “How to come out to your parents?” Why 

do I need to ‘come out’ of something? It’s not 

as if I’m actually hiding in a closet somewhere. 

Who came up with that stupid phrase anyway? 

It might as well be, “How to tell your parents 

embarrassing things.” Then, they should have a 

sequel, “How to tell your friends embarrassing 

things.” I mean seriously, what sick minded creep 

came up with the idea that G-d actually cares 

who we sleep with? Like, are you kidding me? 

It’s a sin to sleep with someone of the same sex? 

I think G-d cares a tiny bit more about what you 

actually do versus who you do it with.

 Today, I was walking home from school and I 

got thrown into a garbage dumpster. You know 

one of those big industrial ones? Well, I will have 

the last laugh when these high school bozos 

grow up. They’ll be stuck in this town and I’ll be 

starring in some big Broadway production. Sigh…. 

As long as I’m daydreaming; I want a really big 

house and a pair of designer jeans. 

  Do you know what I still can’t get over? How 

oafish people can be. Last night, I was working 

at the only bar in this G-d forsaken town, when 

one of the guys at a table asks if he can talk to 

the chef, (which is me since the regular chef 

called in sick and I’m next in command). Anyway, 

when I walked over to him, I was expecting 

a compliment like, “Your food is so good,” or 

maybe even a complaint like, “The meat is 

undercooked.” But no, I got a lot worse than 

either of those two scenarios. 

He says to me, “What did I order”? I reply 

uncertainly, “A burger sir, with no tomatoes.” 

He says, “Ok, then, why did I get a burger 

with AIDS?”

 He says this loudly enough for everyone in 

the joint to hear, and the whole place burst out 

laughing. I turned red like the tomatoes he didn't 

order, 'cause not only was I pissed, but I was also 

embarrassed and then I felt that familiar stinging 

in my eyes. You know, that one you get right 

before you start to cry? So, I turned away and 

ran out of the bar. I mean how much of a jerk can 

one person be? I should have done something 

other than run out like that but... 

Where was I with this speech? I think I was 

here, yeah…Speaking to the mirror. “Now Dad, 

I know you might have some thoughts about 

homosexuals but, they are regular people like 

you or me…”

 

Venting  
to a Mirror 

by Hal Fox
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J
UST another kid: Right? Is that all 

you think when you look at me? 

Look at my face, tell me if I’m’ lying 

when I tell this story. If you doubt 

me, look at the bags under my eyes, 

the pain mirrored in my face, my 

unkempt hair, then tell me I’m lying.

It all started when I first started school. I real-

ized I was different from the other kids. For some 

reason, it took me just a bit longer to read to 

the end of a sentence. I had to unscramble the 

words in my mind. Apparently, I was the ‘dumb 

kid.’ Maybe I was, or even still am, but I can 

guarantee that I am a better person than you. 

Why? Because, I have never committed any 

crime, and I have never hurt anyone. Even after 

all the things I’ve been through, I still try to help 

others, even though I’m the one who needs help. 

So, if you find someone better than me, please 

tell me, but first listen to my story. 

My parents; you know, the ones who are 

supposed to nurture and care for you no matter 

what? Well, they kicked me out of their house 

when I was nine; I was a disgrace to the family 

simply because it took me longer to read a 

sentence. I was in and out of shelters, foster 

homes, and group homes until I was 16. Which 

is when I chose the streets, because my parents 

leaving me, had made me a bit crazy I admit, 

but, that doesn’t give anyone the right to take 

advantage of me, abuse me in any way, mental 

or physically. So, after dealing with all that I 

couldn’t take it anymore. I knew I should not 

have been treated like this. No matter what they 

did, though the end result is the same. I’m alone, 

and have nothing, but the clothes on my back. 

I even got kicked out of school because 

I couldn’t find anywhere to live that would 

ensure my safety. I had an 82% average 

and possibly a future, even after all the 

stuff I’d been through. They don’t see that 

though, all they see is a dirty, slightly cra-

zy, homeless girl. So much for don’t judge 

a book by its cover right? Well, if you see 

me on the street, could you stop for a bit? 

Save your change, I just want someone 

to talk to. So, just stop, sit down for a bit, 

and help me by just talking to me like a 

human being. Don’t just nod your head 

and walk by… please

A future? 
Not me

by Hal Fox

Even after all the things I’ve been through, I still 
try to help others, even though I’m the one who 
needs help. So, if you find someone better than 
me, please tell me, but first listen to my story. 
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A future? 
Not me

“You’re better than them, you come from a 

well-off family, don’t disappoint us boy.” That is 

what I hear in my head, every second of every 

day. How am I supposed to be normal if I’m ex-

pected to look down on everyone else? I can’t 

show weakness, head held high, no worries; 

‘you are the best.’ Now, don’t go making eye 

contact with any of these ‘low lifes,’ they might 

think they are at your level or something. 

I feel it breaking though today. I helped a kid 

in my class pick up his books after they’d fallen 

on the floor. If my father hears about this, he’s 

going to use that big belt of his on me. Maybe 

it’s to beat some sense into me. So, to protect 

myself; ‘I am the best,’ I am better than them. 

No, I don’t feel it. My father’s voice comes 

back into my head, “Boy you don’t need to feel 

nuthin,’ you hear? Just look the part and don’t 

talk any of your damned nonsense. Your goal is 

to run the company after me. There is nothing 

else.” Well, that is not true. My teacher said that, 

with my grades, I can do just about anything I 

wanted to do. It’s ok to talk to a teacher, right? 

Well, I hope so. Anyway, he asked me what I 

wanted to do with my life. I was really caught 

off guard. No one has ever asked me what I 

want. I just have to do everything all proper like, 

you know? Well, I want to help people. Maybe 

it’ll make up for all the wrong things I’ve done. 

I’ll be a doctor, yeah! That’s it! I’ll show my 

father that by doing what I want to do; I can 

still be successful and not hurt the family name. 

I just have three more years of school, then 

I can go to doctor school, oh wait, they call it 

med school. I’m so excited; I can’t wait to tell 

Father, he will be so happy. I mean, I might have 

to work on him a little him, but maybe he won’t 

be too mad. Yeah right… I can’t even choose my 

friends; he chooses them for me. I mean they 

are such a bore. I saw kids my age playing sports 

the other day; getting their clothes dirty, and yell-

ing and screaming. They were so… Boss! Yeah, 

that’s the word they used, ‘Boss,’ like something 

really good. I never get to play sports. I have to 

excel at school and be better than everyone else. 

Ha! Who cares about better if I can’t have fun? 

Sigh… I guess I’ll go ask Father if I can be-

come a doctor… Head held up high and step… 

step… confidence is the key.

expectations
by Hal Fox

Anyway, he asked me what I wanted to do 
with my life. I was really caught off guard. 
No one has ever asked me what I want.
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by Hal Fox

Shhh don't talk 
don't say a word
just go with it for the 100th time
doesn't it make you electric  
when I touch you like this?
stop thinking
no I'm not going to leave
or break your heart 
I love you 
so why wait 
to feel this electric shock
enjoy what I have to give
live in the moment
just shhhh

 

by Hal Fox

Life is like a snowflake
perfect, beautiful and yet so easy to take
As you grow up you begin to wonder
Will I ever get over that fear of thunder? 
Will my heart ever be the same?
Is this animal possible to tame?
Each and every person has many feelings
Some will make you want to kneel
Others will make you stand up tall
Maybe you won’t know how you feel at all
Sometimes you feel sad
About things you could've had
people you've lost
The cost
That is why life is beautiful
The good and the bad together is 
Simply wonderful

 

by Hal Fox

What I wouldn't give
to fly up high
Soaring among the clouds
Race all my friends
Knowing nothing about the 
stress and complications of life
When I get bored with flying wouldn't it be great
to find the end of the rainbow
and talk to that little green fellow 
with all that gold?
Wouldn't it be nice to live in such  
a carefree world?
Such a simple life?
Smiles all around
While I'm dreaming 
I want a pony...

by Hal Fox

As I lie awake waiting for sleep to descend on me
I wonder first about the past
And what I enjoyed 
And what I would change
Thoughts of the future slowly drift into my mind
What I want to happen
Love
Happiness
More thoughts suddenly appear
What if life
Just doesn’t work
What then?
I shake my head of these thoughts
And think of flying off into the sky
Just to get away from everything

by Hal Fox

How surprised was I
when I walked into class with a big sigh
That’s when I saw you for the first time
I had butterflies in my tummy

Now in the dark our lips connect
Shh. Don’t make a sound
I love you, let’s get married

When you agreed
Even in my wildest dreams I could never
have believed this to be true
You’re too good for me

by Hal Fox

Spring
the time when love buds anew
exciting and ripe with possibilities
then comes summer
filled with lust and false hope
and then fall arrives 
old loves reunite 
bonds become stronger and more meaningful
just in time as winter comes
bringing with it the bitter winds of
reality.

by Hal Fox

As I sit here
and watch the sun set across the lake
I hear my friends’ laughter in the background
So why don't I join in?
Why would I rather sit here
and watch the sun set?
Then I remember, it’s the first night of summer

I turn and look over at my friends
How did I ever find such wonderful people
My eyes mist over for a second 
Then that glint is back
With one last look at the setting sun
I sigh.
I wish I could stay here forever
I step back and run forward and jump yelling
cannonball!
As I join in my friends’ laughter

by Hal Fox

As I stand up and look into the eyes of the crowd
At them cheering me on
I'm here at the top
Where so many people only dream they can be
Why then, can I only ever think of you?
No matter where I am
Or who I'm with
Or what I'm doing
You’re always there in my head
I try to forget here on stage
As I look into the crowd
I see you
That can't be, you’re back home
So I rub my eyes
And remember how we spent that whole night 
Saying
Goodbye

by Hal Fox

It's night
Time for some fun
No thinking
Just act on your impulse
Time to go.
No 
One more second 
One more hour
You can't take this away from me
I'll do anything to make that spark appear
I won't go down without a fight
This is the time to do what you want
Let’s chase the away the night
Create memories and bonds 
That will last forever
We are only kids for so long
Let’s have fun while we can
Stop thinking about wrong or right
Just live 
Be happy 
Have fun 
It doesn't last forever
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by Hal Fox

Would you believe me if I told you
I need you?
Remember that night
not long ago
You told me it was a one time thing
but what if I want more?
Yeah, I know it's wrong
but you enjoyed it
So come on friends with a twist
Add a bit of spice
into our budding relationship
Maybe that makes it better that we
barely know each other
So keep me here
Let’s fake love 
Maybe it'll turn into real love
It's been a long time since
I've felt so carefree
Come join me
Live with me in the moment
So what do you say love?
Want to go out with me?

by Hal Fox

Just sitting around biting my nails
why is it never enough?
For some reason just the taste of your kiss
isn't enough anymore
How could I think this would be so simple
so easy?
And of course I was wrong
But I will do everything I can to make this work

I keep wanting more and more 
I can’t help it
Whatever happened to relaxing and just having fun?
Everything has to have something attached to it
Why can’t I just let go?
Smile without having 
something else lurking at the back of mind

by Hal Fox

Hey you
Yeah; you over there in that cute dress
Hi
How are you?
It's been a while
How could you just drop me like that
What if she hadn’t have been there to catch me?
Would you have stopped me from falling down
deeper

Deeper into nothingness
Harsh and terrifying
Suddenly you’re there beside me
Then you disappear
Just as fast as you appeared
Wait.
Come back
I'm sorry
I didn't mean to
Oh never mind
Stay with me
Or leave forever
I just hope someone is there to catch me

by Hal Fox

Here,
take my heart
just promise you will be careful
Don't drop it or
it will shatter into a million pieces
and I know I'm not going to find all of them

by Hal Fox

A blank page
that is what is in front of me
the emptiness of my life
or is it the possibilities
which are endless?
As long as you have a pencil

by Hal Fox

Running through the street
in the dead of night
Blood pumping through my veins 
What a rush
Maybe it's because I'm so used to
running
from everything
I see head lights
Time to stop
And run the other way

 

By Hal Fox

You say you loved me not once but twice 
You said you would always love me no matter 
what
But as soon as I chose her over you
You got over me in the span of a week
Obviously you didn’t really love me
I chose right.
Too bad you didn’t understand 

I had already explained when we met 
You were the first to say I love you.
That your love for me was a façade something 
you needed
But not real 
It was lust 
You say the way I made you feel was like  
everything just was not
And we just were 
That’s what she says too 
It was hard to choose but after that day I knew  
we wouldn’t last
But her 
You call her my perfect girlfriend but
She’s not 
That’s what I’m trying to show you
We understand each other and can deal with 
each other
There’s a connection there that we could 
never have

by Katy Boynton

You are so miserable, you are so sad,
Your life is a canvas with nothing to show.
Friends you have none, parents treat you bad,
Everything now has hit an all time low.

You say you can’t take it; it’s all too much,
No one understands you; they just don’t get it,
You say no one else’s life is such,
Your tears are like rain, falling bit by bit.

The world is dancing trying to throw you off,
Your smile that is fading is now so meek.
This becomes tiresome as you scoff,
You can’t handle your life, you’re so weak.

Life is full of problems you damned little sh**
Suck it up wimp and just get over it.

by Tabitha Olsen

My heart is aching,
And my body is shaking.
No matter what I say or do,
I never get through to you.

The games you played,
I never understood,
But, now I know,
That that is how life goes,
You have got to do what you have got to do.
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by Claudine Tran

Vile existence of the utmost 
The creation, growth, destruction
Humanity as a whole - and pieces we fall
As though association never led us to the path 
of destruction
Autopilot, manually on autopilot
To think on behalf of your neighbour 
Crashing back into what existed, before our 
own existence.
Oh, the simplicities of our difficulties

by Claudine Tran

Dependency
When I say I know who I am
Therefore, I say I am
And claim nothing, but the titles
Of my own wrongdoing  
Exceptions, accept them
Allow me on the window ledge
So that for a time being
I can see

 

by Claudine Tran

The unspoken words of misconduct
An exchange of sensory completion
Circuits are in full effect
But the loss of flesh is lethal

Love is a means of understanding
But fails in its very practice
Simultaneous narratives
To the meaning of life itself
In its most heart wrenching of shapes

And such a sad demise
When searching for meaning in dilated eyes
Words unspoken by an indifferent pride
Chemical sweat
To love the man who wears the face of death
And destroys the serenity of a double bed

I told him once, not to fall
‘Cause you always hurt the one you love
But the damaged are the beautiful
Because they hurt with a value

Simplicity is for the simple minded
And love is for the deranged

by Claudine Tran

The nights of sleep, don't exist
When you lurk within my mind
And every moment spent apart
Has embarked all of the time
Emotions that fly, and runaway tongues
When every word lingers deep
How sharp the dullest blade to man
Can cut when lovers speak

by Claudine Tran

To fight with the obsession of your presence
To dwell in the cluttered work space of your mind
I fear being laughed at, but here you smirk,
And all I can think of is how beautiful it is.
To keep these feet on common ground
When every wrong feels like a high note
I have become the very thing the mirror reflects,
Staring into the eyes of a two dimension.
I have become sickly introverted
Voices and minds cannot comprehend that 
of mine
Reasoning that has no logic but makes the 
most sense,
Because my heart speaks on its own behalf.
I fall into an endless, lucid dream
But still cannot control your outcome
Funny how the world can lay perfectly in your palms
But crumble under its own pressure.
The green that feeds the drones of society
Cannot settle my stomach of this inferno grumbling
And this heart cannot manoeuvre its own direction,
But every single time, I find it pointing at you

 

by Tabitha Olsen

Every step I take,
It’s as though I were falling into a trap.
Everything that felt right,
Suddenly felt wrong.
My mind was telling me that
Everything was okay,
But my body was out of control.

Every breath I take,
Grows shorter
I can no longer feel the pain.
As I looked into the darkness,
Everything grew silent.
Nothing could get to me now,
As I fall asleep.
Forever. 

by Tabitha Olsen

All I can remember,
Was you walking away.
I could not keep pace with you,
I lay there on the floor,
With only a single memory,
And tears galore.

My make-up was running,
I was losing blood from my veins.
As much as I wanted to,
I could not stop crying.
I tried to run,
Run back into the darkness,
But my legs were too stiff.

All that was left to do,
Was lie there,
On the dark, dead road.
In my puddle of blood.
And die. 

 

by Dorian Flores
 
What is it about love that I like the most?
perhaps, it’s the adrenaline feeling like before a race?
A feeling worthy of a celebratory toast
But, I still end up with tears on my face.
The dread of losing it all at once
Restrains my heart from bursting again
Just like a shattered mirror breaking once
So, I pray and do say, ‘amen.’
I desire a love that endures beyond time
That like a fair lark learns to love and not sleuth
For a muse who abides me, and I can call mine
Whom utters nothing but the truth.
And thus the universe cogitates about thee
Thou are the sunrise my eyes ever desire to see.

 

Ada Songahid

How do I breathe with this scene of chaos 
and disorder?
From a bird’s-eye view, a thousand feet over, 
I witness a vast land mass of cemented solid 
wilderness.

A stampede of wild beasts with wheels here 
and there,
Varying pack of busy people swarming;
Running north, south, east or west.
Or like herds of sheep, lying in their pasture,
In search of contentment.
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But very cleverly, all go around, simultaneously.
When a flash of dark, red light flickers, 
All together, a lane of beasts comes to a halt;
Then, when a bright green light flashes, 
All together they get going.
They’re notably organized; don’t you think?

Bright, shiny rays of light put them in a spotlight.
I see everything busy, rushing about, over, and 
throughout.
But behold, when darkness comes, a splendid 
sight awaits…

Bedazzled, glowing and beaming before you
Are stretches of glittering; man made stars from 
below.
Sharply, these stars seem polished and aligned,
These are the ones that make the vastness 
shine and alive.

It’s very wondrous, marvelous, I say,
To catch a glimpse of the city from up here this way.
You may have seen it, you may have not,
Yet I encourage you to see it for yourself, too.
Tell me then, if you’re mesmerized, the way I am, 
by the view. 

By Brian Mendia-Hernandez

Dirty looks, mean stares, don’t you know that I 
don’t care?
Go ahead and start your rumors, I still have my 
sense of humor.
You can laugh and whisper what you have to say
I don’t care because I’ll walk away,
Because you’re not messing up my day,
Just to let you know, I’m here to stay.
Call me names, don’t worry
I ain’t falling into your stupid little games.
Write your hatred stuff on the walls and stalls,
I’m still here standing tall. 
I ain’t gonna let all this stuff mess with my head,
I don’t care what you said,
You ain’t gonna make me a fool
In this damn school,
It’s my time to shine, haters read between the lines.

All you can do is talk the talk
But, can you walk the walk?
put your rumors in a sock
Lock it with a combo lock
All this isn’t a shock
Rumors disappear like chalk.

Give me a dirty look and I’ll smile,
Haters line up single file,
people spread rumors without any proof,
So you can tell what is the truth.
You can talk smack behind my back
Or cut to the chase and say it to my face.
I’m sick and tired of your lies,
Don’t believe it until you see it with your eyes.
Your bark is bigger than your bite, 
Beware of snakes in this site.

Just shut your mouth, if you don’t know what all 
this is about. 

All you can do is talk the talk
But, can you walk the walk?
put your rumors in a sock
Lock it with a combo lock
All this isn’t a shock
Rumors disappear like chalk.

by Samantha

The moment in life when your life 
flashes before your eye,
The most important thing is
Will you want to sit there 
and watch it pass?
I would.

I’d talk about the day my sister 
was born, and the arguments 
we used to get into.
I’d scream into the heavens and ask,
Why me?! Why now?!

All the stupid things I’ve done
and the stupid things I was too
afraid to do.
Was this God’s way of letting me know 
That this was the end? 
Game over?
Or a way to say turn the page
To the next chapter.

I remember the smell of’
Freshly - cut grass.
Chlorine in your hair after
a day at the pool.
The feeling of damp, cool grass
beneath me, 
His sweaty hand holding mine
on a cool summer night.

The view of the CN tower from 
my bedroom window.
A buildup of heat starts to boil 
deep inside. 
As the tears begin to flow
That’s when I finally realize that this is it.
My time has come and it was well worth
watching my life over again.

by Brandon Sparks

For all the things I didn’t say,
About how I felt along the way,
For the love you gave me, and the work you’ve done, 
Here’s my appreciation from your admiring son.

You cared for me as a little baby growing up,
When all I did was cry a lot,

And as I grew, your work did too,
I ran and fell and got black and blue. 

You would worry about the mistakes I’d make,
You kept me on line for my own sake.

I got older, and the story repeated,
Mom, you were always there whenever I needed,
You guided me and wished me the best, 
I became wiser and I knew I was blessed.

So, for all the times I didn’t say, 
The love I felt for you each day,
Mom, read this so you can always see
Just how much you mean to me.

Mom, thanks for everything and I love you so much!

by Tabitha Olsen

Some people just don’t understand,
That this is just the way I am.
I may be hyper and super loud,
And embarrass myself in front of a crowd,

So, take me as I am,
Or watch me as I go.
‘Cause deep inside,
I am a normal girl. 

by Tabitha Olsen

I am so close to the edge,
I just want to scream.
The pain in my throat is killing me,
So many things I should not have said,
And maybe nothing would’ve gone wrong.

So, I stand here in the rain,
With only a minute to spare, 
I have to make a decision,
I have to make one fast,
But before I knew it,
The time had already passed. 

by Miguel Meeson

Dark streets and quiet nights
Living in the hood was not a good sight.

Learned a lot from all these struggles
And became a better person.
 
I’ll never regret listening and taking advise 
I guess I was also privileged
Because I lived two different lives.

I look up to my mom
She did it all alone
She’ll always have my love, and everything I own.
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by Tabitha Olsen

I am trying to fix this problem,
But it just will not budge.
Let people think what they like,
Who cares if they want to judge?

Like you said,
It’s just you and me,
So f*** the naysayers,
Screw every body!

Fight with or against me,
I do not really care,
Just remember,
It will be harder to live my life,
Without you there.

All I ever wanted,
Was a perfect lullaby.  

By Amanda Estelle Réhel

She flips the pages reading the words,
She doesn’t notice her mind falling away,
Her thoughts changing into the ones of the 
character, 
How will she come back when she can’t think 
for herself?
She won’t, she can’t.  
She is lost to the written words of the woman 
on the pages.
She’s fallen away, happy to live out of her world 
and with the mind of the woman, 
Never will she go back to her empty house, 
her empty life.
She wakes up.

by Amanda Estelle Réhel

The paint is smeared over the canvas paper,
Little creatures litter the material,
My mind is running with the image of calm and chaos,
Each a part of every person.
It is the image of life with both evil and good 
creatures, coinciding with one another,
Even the slightest increase of one side can 
have a huge impact,
Whether it be good or bad,
I try to paint the truth of the world and put it 
into my crazy creatures,
My crazy thoughts,
Which side do you think will win?

by Samantha Smith

You’re a pastime, a void filler.
You don’t mean a thing,
But I wait for you to lift your curious head.
Your eyes wander around the room
Focussed, unfocussed.
My, I know how blinding the lethargy can be,
And I’m sorry you’re so fond of being lonely.
Do you fathom the pair we could possibly be?
No, you’re back to your work and soon consumed.
I’m sorry you can’t see me.

 

by Samantha Smith

My thoughts spin cycle,
And collect, much like a tea or maybe a coffee,
When the stick stirs the ingredients, creating 
lives into spirals,
Joining up beside each other, 
Continuing to let the stir stick move their liquidy state.
Soon, all the lines, of all the shades, of all the colours,
Are so consumed by the movement of the on-
going swirl, 
They combine into a new solid colour.  
A thought emerges.  
Maybe a solution. 
May be the settling realization of the inevitably 
of the situation,
Or possibly just well-mixed ingredients that 
make a damn good cup of tea.     

Anonymous

As my life flashes before my eyes,
I remember how it feels to be forgotten,
Secure, loved, and comforted.
I remember feeling the butterflies,
Having a dance party in my tummy.

I remember the strong smell of daddy’s cologne
Every Sunday afternoon, the soft smell of laundry,
And the faint addictive smell of gas stoves.
I remember catching a glimpse of about a mil-
lion different faces 

Each day, watching my parents fight,
And seeing old couples in love.
I remember wanting to shout at the top of my lungs,
about being replaced, restricted, and treated 
unfairly.

I remember the burning sand beneath my feet,
And the long warm hugs I wish could last forever.
I remember the sound of baby cries, and laughter,
Travelling throughout the house,

My parents telling me to be careful, and

The drops of rain hitting my skylight.
I remember the strong taste of wine,
And the refreshing taste of toothpaste
Relieving me from my morning breath.

I remember dancing in the rain,
Laughing so hard my stomach hurt,
And wishing upon stars in the night sky.
I remember falling and having to pick myself 
up again.

And even though I had a few bumps in the road,
I’m glad,
‘Cause without them, I’d just be living a dream. 
So I leave silently with no regrets.

by Elijah Shark

I am CTS  
All three buildings are 
Nothing but the best!
 
I am the Bathurst Building, 
And I contain a pool 
And a variety of courses. 
I could be a separate school.
 
1962 was the Art Building’s opening date. 
I am built to inspire young artists to create.
 
I am the field of asphalt and darkly green 
Where over the decades events have been seen.
 
I am the gargoyle looking down, 
90 years later he still wears that frown.
 
I am the stone steps which rush the front door 
As we hear the bells ring and begin the day’s chore.
 
I am the uniforms we wear with pride 
Like the great warriors who lived and died.
 
I am the chairs you look for in the caf 
And I’m also the halls where people sit and 
laugh.
 
I am the trucks, cars and bikes in the bays
Where the future mechanics are learning 
their trades.
 
I am the computers placed everywhere for 
knowledge,
But using Facebook won’t get you to college.
 
I am the class with all the charges and sparks 
Where you have to work safely to get Electrical 
marks.

I am the musical sounds the hall speaks. 
The closer you get the guitar gently weeps.
 
I am the class full of students around. 
In future, it seems, we’ll have plumbers abound.
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I am a chair, hair, dryer and makeup 
Where Cosmetology is there to take up.
 
I am the courtroom built from an antique.
There, future young lawyers can argue and speak.
 
I am the Culinary Arts program.
Here our Chefs can also say “BAM”!
 
I am the airplane hangar so rare
That no other school can even compare.
 
I am the caretakers, the teachers, the support 
workers too.
Who make the days easier for you to go through.
 
I am the castle, the fortress of learning.
Behind my great doors the young minds are 
yearning.
 
I am knowledge and answers to help them go 
forward
In life, to achieve their goals and their reward.
 
I am CTS 
All three buildings are 
Nothing but the best!

by Selim Elmasry

The soul which defines him
The soul which is burdened
By the weight which it carries
A man who was once a man, became nothing 
more than just dust
Blown away by the morning breeze
The man who was once a man
Destroyed by his problems, which he had not 
solved
Drowning his sorrows in alcohol
Just a temporary fix
To fake happiness, to enjoy life
Soul is burdened, carrying such weight
Eventually the soul slips away, if you don’t 
watch it 
Take care of it
Honestly, I think the soul doesn’t like the mind 
so much
The mind needs to drink to satisfy his need to 
blend in
Showing the people his cover, a man who is happy
No worries
Why is the soul anti-mind?
And why is the alcohol his anti-body?
Why does the mind tell the body to drink?
Alcohol gives the mind an illusion of something 
not there
Something that fades away, as quickly as life
When it suddenly ends
Nobody really wants life to end
Everybody thinks they have something 
unaccomplished 
That needs to be done
The soul never took to the mind, because it 

falls easily to its urges
The entity of a man … the soul which defines him
The soul is burdened by the problems that 
never end
The clothes, which he wears, are nothing but a 
disguise that people can see through
The people who look beyond what they want to see
Drunk by day and drunk by night…
His mind stopped thinking … not functioning 
any more …
True, we are defined by the people we are
And also by the problems that follow us
True, the mind controls the body…  
The soul only suffers while it's trying to escape…
First chance it gets 
OVERDOSE…
Or just messes up the mind by the help of his 
enemy that now became the friend; ''alcohol''…
At the end of the day…
''The enemy of your enemy is your friend''… 
‘till they both kill their 
enemy and take out each other…
In this case alcohol is the enemy of the soul
Soul is the enemy of the mind
Alcohol slowly kills the mind while the soul 
starts slipping away…
Eventually the soul escapes and the alcohol is 
just left there, to rot with the mind…
The man who was once a man… ran away from 
the slightest change and problem
Slowly growing like a brain tumour

 

by Zohra Samit

It’s funny how life turns and twists,
Like a confusing maze or an endless list

Forcing us to change directions
To go against our very own ambitions

The dreams and goals that we once claimed,
Become nothing more than extinguished flames

Sadness, anger, isolation, or tears
Nothing can change the passage of years

All that’s left is broken dreams
The essence of life and what it means

It’s hard to watch our dreams burn alive
Leaving us the deepest silence in life

The clock of life doesn’t tick any more,
As if our life is on hold

Kids, teenagers, adults, or those in old age
No one is free of this confusing stage

Some say it’s THE END of life
I say, it’s THE BEGINNING of a new life

Let the turns and twists begin a new life,

A life away from shadows of the past, and
Blossom flowers of delight

Simply because the train of life moves on
And every station has its own beauty.

by Zohra Samit

A thought crossed my mind,
When I first acknowledged presence of thee
Life is a H-O-T BARREN land
And,
You’re the only GREEN TREE
Casting your wide spread shadows,
Around me!

by Shona Taylor

I remember this picture. 

It was when we first moved to Regent park. 

I was so shy, jeez. 

I used to think Regent was a pretty sick community. 

There was a pool, a community centre, places 
where you can just chill you know.

A couple of months after we moved in, a fire 
broke out in our building on the first floor. 

FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!  was all you could hear; the 
screams of neighbours and pedestrians and 
bystanders. 

Calls for help.  

It was just me and my mom not knowing what 
to do. 

We just stayed inside our apartment. 

At that moment all I could think about was pro-
tecting mom, 

Making sure she was safe, safe, safe.

We found out later that five kids died in that fire. 

A few months later my mom got really sick. 

She was diagnosed with a disease called Lupus 
at a tender age. 

I had to grow up really fast. 

I saw my mom get arrested. 

We had to call the cops ‘cause I couldn’t con-
trol her, she was losing her mind. 

No one can control her.
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by Kyetra Hachey-Desmond

They said there were only three shots fired.
I wasn’t there when it happened, but he was 
leaving the club 
When three dudes approached him…
He was going home, three guys, one gun? 
That sh** didn’t make sense to me. 

I was in Buffalo at a pow wow when I got the call.
It took me three hours to get back to my family 
and friends 
Minus one; my big brother.
My big brother is gone. 
The only one I could trust with my life. 
His smile, his laugh, and his lectures, I miss it all. 
I remember him telling me this and that about guys
He used to say, “Stay away from them boys, 
they’re no good for you”
And I always laughed. 

At his funeral, family and friends gather around, 
All you heard in the background with the 
preacher talking, 
Was crying and the sounds of my mom saying, 
“Why my son? Why my son? Why is this hap-
pening to me?” 
There was no answer given and no explanation. 
Why did this happen to my brother; my blood, 
my life? 

Cops never did catch the person who killed my 
brother. 
There is no justice. 
This system is messed up for real.
Sure he was known to the cops but, 
They could have tried harder and there’s nothing 
I could do to make things better 
Not a damn thing I can do now. 
He’s gone; my brother, my blood, my life is gone…
Gone forever… and there’s nothing I can do. 
BANG!

by Myles David Headley

When I was 14 years old my mom wanted to 
mould me
Into something that takes time and a lot of ex-
periences. 

At the time it was a long process of: 
“Do this,” 
“Do that,” 
“You need to do this,” 
“That,” 
“No; like this, not like that.”

When I look back, it feels like I’m sitting there
With a long list, 
And in big bold letters it says:

“Things you need to know.” 

I read it and there’s stuff like: 
“This is how to dress properly,”
“This is how to walk properly,” 
“This is how to address people properly.” 

She made me practice vocabulary 
To pronounce words like; inevitable. 
She showed me proper table manners
But she didn’t take it as far as which fork is for 
which dish, 
Like the shrimp fork or the egg fork. 

She shared past experiences. 
She taught me how to earn, how to share, how 
to say no. 
Now that I’m a grown man, 
I’ve learned that dreams don’t come to me; 
I have to go out and fetch them. 
To be a good teacher, I must become a good 
student, 
And appreciate that things are not always what 
they seem. 

And I carry that advice with me 
Like baggage that can never be emptied. 
 

 

by Amber Martin

AAAAH! The scream. 
The roar of the trains as I lie in bed.  
The smells of the undumped dumpsters waft 
through the air. 
The life of Gway begins as I sleep
The screams, AAAAH! 
When I wake, and as others begin their day
The hundreds of cars that pass through Gway 
Have no adherence to the perspective 
And nature of what they pass through.
The unrealistic, idealistic truths they believe 
Is a place of just hurt and sorrow. 
AAAAH! 
Which I hear is not just a crisis, but also a basis 
Of a community which brings us together. 
A community based upon love from hurt 
Brings the emotions of true love throughout, 
Which the individuals who drive through our 
violence-struck neighbourhood could, should, 
but never would, 
Understand this idealistic, realistic  
neighbourhood.

by Sydney Hill

Life is like a plant
There are many different types
It is always growing and then
Eventually it dies.

Life is like a plant 
It sometimes has thorns

That stick it to your side for ever more.
Life is like a plant 
It can blow in the wind 
And if we are not careful 
Can’t get up again.

Life is like a plant 
It can be so beautiful
That it takes your breath away.

 

 by Sherise Nurse

No joke in this world ‘cause it is real here
Struggles and violence are still here
You probably think it’s easy being your own alert
All the youth look for is just a little bit of comfort
See, I think, if you look deep in our eyes 
You will see the blackness that overcomes the white 
And the deep emotion that breaks down our 
growth of height
So, as young adults, we tend to fight for our rights
But, since there are no ears open to listen
We follow what tends to feel right
They say education is the high priority to get us 
some where in life
But what’s taught is flowing to the past like yesterday
So, then it stays as something we fought 
See we are learning, but it doesn’t stay with us
We aren’t in focus, and it becomes a fuss 
So we turn away and wait for the next pointless day
There’s nothing but wrong fingers, pointing us 
into the wrong direction
We are hanging out with the negative rather 
than the positive
Bringing violence into lives, giving people the 
right to say something negative
24/7 people are sent to heaven because of the 
violence that will never 
become silence
The world’s no joke, as we sit here and gaze, 
with complaints about being broke
I think that we need motivation, and let it have 
its rotation around the minds of the negative
All we need is change, but with the actions that 
are put out
Nobody should count on it, so I sit back and chill 
and I think on it

 
by Djevon Sterling

You would not believe your eyes;
If 10 million and 50 French fries
Fell on me and stained me with their grease
With salt and pepper blowing in the air
And ketchup everywhere
My tummy’s growling 
But all I did was stand and stare

I’d like to make myself believe 
That French fries aren’t oily
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I wouldn’t want pimples growing when I am asleep
But everything is never as it seems
But my mouth gets kind of watery 
And I’m feeling kind of hungry
And these fries smell nice
So I run and grab a fork and a bib
And start snarling like a pig
And I have a large grin like a little kid!

I’d like to make myself believe 
That French fries aren’t oily
I wouldn’t want pimples growing when I am asleep
But everything is never as it seems

As I start to chomp down, the pile is getting lower
And the sounds I make are like lawn mowers
An idea comes into my head
I want some mayo instead
I wake up and see that I’m eating a... pillow

I’d like to make myself believe
That French fries aren’t oily 
I wouldn’t want pimples to grow while I sleep
But everything is never as it seems
(But I will believe)
I’d like to make myself believe 
That French fries aren’t oily 
I wouldn’t want pimples to grow while I am asleep
But everything is never as it seems (Because I 
was asleep)

Author’s note: I wrote this song, because I 
actually did dream of French fries randomly ap-
pearing in my room, and that I was just eating 
like a pig. This is a parody of the song Fireflies, 
by Owl City. I am actually interested in eating 
food; all types of food, this was just a dream but 
one which I will never forget.

by Jeremy Chitan

My mother’s eyes are eyes I’d rather not lie to
Because the heart behind her pupil dies
And that’s where the tears drive through
AND THEN!! I decide to feel bad
For my ACT-TIONS
The IMpACT FROM her emotions
Makes my attitude brand new
Can you believe that?
Can you see that my bro’ messed up, my sister left us
And my lil’ bro’ is still growing, so I’m her present
So what has this come to?
I was the 99 problems she has always had
YES! On and on and through
And every teacher, doctor, police officer that 
scientifically 
Breaks me down in theory about how bad I am
They CANT faze my mother, she’s NO FOOL 
She always sees me train wreck my life
And then steps in to conduct it back onto. . . 
The tracks from Kirk Franklin & Yolanda Adams
Because if anyone can give her a blessing, it’s 
them two
And when I messed up, she let me know 

That it isn’t conclusions I should jump to
Because God made a gift, and He was the one who 
Brought him through You!!
That’s my son, the reason why, I finally realized
That the tears of pain, sorrow, happiness and joy
Are some I should hold on to
Because the unconditional love for a son is 
one you can’t lose
When mothers everywhere lose theirs by 
some dude
Nuff times she said, DON’T BE STUpID
And it hurts me less then it hurts you
Because she crafted every talent I have ever had 
So I can’t feel good about the stupid ASS I 
have come to-
BE so silently I always drop my head 
Heading straight to my bed
And think about how I can make it up to her 
instead
See, I have a mother who can’t leave me the 
hell alone
WHY? Because when she sees the ASS 
I’ve grown to be, with all the good talent she 
has instilled in me
I CAN RISE ABOVE
She’s just hooked on that drug called love
“2010 Graduating Class of Seneca College: 
Early Childhood!” 
YES! patsy Ann Chitan; that is what she heard
So when she tells me I can rise above them all
I’ll just take off sky high RIDING ON HER WORDS

by Zaza Medley

As you sit gazing at the blue sky,
Remember how much you love the colour blue --
How it brings back memories of your favourite 
blue sweater,
Your first pair of denim Guess jeans,
And your beautiful translucent blue phone case.

Or you can fantasize about the future,
When you get your first car --
Which will be dark blue,
With sky blue tinted windows
And blue interior.

Or you can ponder the presents you will buy, 
Wrapped in blue wrapping paper
placed in a blue gift bag,
between sheets of blue tissue paper.

Or you can just gaze at the blue sky,
And think about all your blue moments in life.

by Mark Arana

Having you by my side 
Was like a warm summer in the cold winter,. 
Now, I’m trapped in emptiness
That I can’t get out off.
It feels like I’m stuck in a suffering maze,

Standing and thinking about you
In the cold rain. 
Remembering the words 
“I Love You”,

They caused me so much pain.
I feel as if I am going insane, 
Like I am about to die.
I fall on to my knees and cry.

I am a black hole;
My body feels empty as if I have no soul
My body feels weak, 
My mind is a blank piece of paper.

Without you I am all alone.
I have no heart

by Julia Vu

Well, Mom, I would love for you to know
that my life is no perfect ironed-out blouse.
There have been folds, 
and creases
and uneven stitch lines, 
maybe even a missing button;
but I do my best to fix them.

Whenever there is a rip, 
or tear, 
or a big red stain,
I know that you’ll be there for me 
whenever I need your help. 

I want you to know, though, that 
when my blouse gets caught somewhere
and stained really badly, 
or when it loses a thread,
I am able to learn from my mistakes. 

While you are there to iron out my creases,
I think it’s time to let me learn 
how to press my blouse, 
myself. 

by Emma Mauro

I remember being a little girl with my doll
and still thinking that boys had cooties
because my first skinned knee was 
easier to heal 
than my broken heart.

I was holding on, but then you let me go.
You were too busy, looking for other flowers in 
your garden;
and I was left thrown away and stepped on.
The petals blew in a gust and now there will 
never be an us.
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by Cindy Li

I crawl into bed after a long day of fake smiles and ongoing laughs.
It’s so overwhelming that sometimes a tidal wave of emotions hits,

And I guess today is one of the many nights.
I run downstairs and head into the washroom.

I splash my face with cold water saying, “Don’t cry. It’ll get better. Of course it will.”
But sometimes, that doesn’t always hold it back.
I begin to tear up and the next thing you know,

That tidal wave of emotions becomes a howling tsunami.

I don’t know what I’m feeling, but I let it all out.
Anger.

Depression.
Loneliness.

Low- self esteem.
Defeat.

Maybe I’m not the only one in this world feeling this way.
I go sit in the kitchen trying to calm myself down and I see it.

It’s as in the knife.
I look at it, it looks back.

I know I shouldn’t cut myself whatsoever,
but at this point, if I could, I would.

These thoughts sometimes get even deeper and more intense.
I start thinking of suicide.

It’s not like anyone’s going to care, right?
Or at least that’s what I tell myself.

It doesn’t feel right anymore.
I used to be one of the happiest people at my school,

And now, I’m starting to get suicidal thoughts.

Crazy, huh?
My cries begin to lessen but I’m still sobbing silently.

I go back to the beginning,
crawling into my squeaky, croaky bed.

I curl up into a ball, and silently
I cry myself to sleep, without no one knowing anything.
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(A shape poem) by Cindy Li

As you walk down the beach and gaze into the perfect red-orange sunset,

                                     remember the prom night
                 where you got all dolled up for
               your awaiting date; the shiny red
              nails with the glossy red lips and a
            red rose as a corsage for the finishing
            touch. Or reminisce about the moment
                                          you got your first kiss after a romantic
                date that consisted of glistening
                      red tulips given to you from
         your first love and reflect
upon the lady you saw earlier today with the bright, long, luxurious red hair. Or ponder the small 
picnic lunch you had with your friends -- the sweet taste of the big red strawberries, the burst of 
dark red cherries, and the big crunchy sound of your first bite of a red apple. Or dream of the red 
jelly oozing out of your mom’s freshly made jam sandwich, and recollect the memories from your 
childhood when you wore your nice new red hat and played with the bouncy red ball while 

running through the newly fallen maple leaves. 

Or you can walk down the beach, and gaze into the perfect red-orange sunset, 
and smile at the memories that you’ve recreated. 
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