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Dear Readers,
We – Annie and Whitney – as student editors of this year’s Forge, have spent much time throughout the school year 

reading the stories assigned to us by Ms. Silver. First of all, we would like to thank her for giving us this incredible 
opportunity to participate in the making of this year’s edition of the Forge – as well as writing this year’s ‘Message from 
the Editor’. While there are deadlines we have to meet, and certain strict guidelines we have to follow – we simply cannot 
call it work.  The stories and poems we edited was not work – they are slices of life we have been privileged to witness; 
they are powerful journeys that bring us to a world beyond our imagination; they brought us to tears, made us laugh, and 
some made us question our own values in life. We hope that they will be as wonderful to you as they have been to us. 

‘A reader lives a thousand lives,’ says George R. R. Martin. We came to understand that quote when we read the stories 
in this edition. Defective helps us understand the pain of a mother; we became the foolish teenager as we read What 
Could Go Wrong, we mourn the dreams in Wealth as if they were our own, and we worry for the fate of Quincy in Off the 
Streets as if he was our own brother. These are just a few of the stories in this year’s edition – and each of them carries a 
fascinating picture that the authors have gracefully painted for us all to admire.

We would like to thank our principal, Dr. Sheryl Freeman, for her unwavering support of The Forge as our school’s art 
and literary magazine. 

Also, we would like to thank Mr. Klich’s Writer’s Craft and Ms. Silver’s, Ms. Tsouluhas’, Ms. Meagher’s and Mr. Margolese’ 
English classes for giving us their incredible stories and poetry and providing us with the opportunity to live the powerful 
lives of those characters in such splendid narratives.

We would also like to thank Mr. Furfaro for his incredibly hard work and under his direction and encouragement – 
the Grade Twelve Photojournalism and Graphic Design students have done an impressive job in illustrating this year’s 
edition of the Forge – producing an amazingly professional magazine.

Lastly, we would like to note that without Ms. Silver, none of this would have been possible. She has given the 
students at Central Tech the amazing opportunity to express themselves through art and literature, as well as access to 
the creativity of their peers. 

 We thank everyone who has been involved in the making of the Forge for their patience, their kindness, and their hard work. 
Together, we have carried on the artistic tradition of the Forge - and may it live on. We wish you a wonderful summer. 
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T HE FOUR OF US sat around the kitchen table unable to 
take our eyes off the cheque and the note attached to it 
with a paperclip.

***
“Timothy! Get out of bed! It’s time for you to lead the oxen!”
I rolled over and looked at my solar powered watch. It read 6:30 

exactly. How my mother always knew the time without the aid of a 
device, was a complete mystery to me. I pulled the blanket over my 
head and tried to pretend that I hadn’t heard her. 

My blankets were pulled off me in a flash and I flinched at the 
cold nip in the air.

“I didn’t hear you. Honest,” I said looking up at my mother as she 
stood above me.

“Hilarious. Now get moving,” she said with a smile on her face.
I sighed and dragged myself out of bed. It was going to be another 

long day of walking the old oxen as they dragged the harvester up 
and down the rows. At least I could go back to digging in the old well 
shaft when I was done. That was far more satisfying than making 
sure the oxen walked in a straight line. The gasoline we needed to 
power the farm machines had been used up ages ago. 

I headed downstairs and cooked myself some eggs. I longed 
for cereal but I hadn’t had any since I had found a box lying long-
forgotten at the back of the pantry. I can barely remember what 
cereal tasted like. 

It’d been three years since the unprecedented worldwide ban 
on the use of fossil fuels. Stocks were depleted and reserves 
strictly guarded. Coal mines, natural gas reserves and oil wells 
had been seized by the Government of the State of California ‘for 
emergency measures’. 

These days only the very rich and powerful could afford 
electricity. The rest of us had been left in the dark. The Governor 
had promised to build plants powered by renewable energy before 
cutting off power to the public, but this hadn’t happened. 

Thank goodness we had the farm; otherwise we might have 
been forced to live in one of the shelters or camps that had been 
hastily set up for those without access to any power supply. 

With my stomach full, I left the house and trudged across 
the yard to the barn. The sky was cloudy and the air cool and 
crisp. Far colder than usual for late August in Mono Country, 
California, but with climate change still in full swing, it was far 
from the worst we’d seen.

I finished hitching the oxen to the harvester, and began the 
monotonous task of leading them up and down the rows. At least 
we would have plenty of fresh vegetables when I was done. I 
plodded alongside the oxen for what seemed like days before my 
stomach informed me it was time for lunch. 

Lunch was freshly-baked bread. Father had converted our 
stove to wind power three years ago when the power supply had 

been cut; he had built the windmill that overlooked the farmhouse. 
Mother had learned to use the new stove to bake and cook. To go 
with the bread, we ate honey from the hives and butter churned 
by my mother from the sweet milk from our small herd of cows. 
Dessert consisted of fresh apples picked that morning from our 
orchard. My father came in just as I started on my fourth slice of 
bread; I looked up and smiled.

“Good haul today, son?” he asked, as he pulled off his boots.
“Yes,” I replied, “where’s Max?”
“I think he’s in the woods checking his traps for rabbits.”
I sighed. My older brother Max persisted in trying to catch wild 

animals with makeshift traps in the woods surrounding our farm, 
but all he had managed to do so far was waste our precious food 
supply by using it as bait. Max seemed to be having a harder time 
adapting to life without power; he was always coming up with ways 
to make our lives easier, like the way it was before. He had managed 
to break his solar powered watch trying to make a generator and 
now the only piece of technology we had left was my watch, which 
I was very careful to keep away from him. Max could be quite 
stubborn and he had resisted our attempts to help him adjust to 
the way our lives were now. 

Just then the door slammed and he walked into the kitchen, sat 
down at the table without a word, and started shoveling his food into 
his mouth. My parents and I remained silent, knowing that anything 
we said would start him off on a rant against the government and 
its energy policies. Sometimes things were best left undisturbed. 

I finished my lunch and grabbed my tools. It was time to start 
digging. Of all my chores, digging would have to be my favourite. 

A short distance from the house was an abandoned well. I had 
asked Father’s permission to dig through the rock at the bottom 
of the dry well-shaft in an attempt to find a new source of water. 
Water, sun and wind were what we relied on to sustain us. I loved 
the musty smell of the earth deep inside the well shaft; it felt good 
to be alone, away from everyone, especially Max and his moods.

I left the house by the side door, walked over to the well and 
climbed down the rope ladder. I made myself comfortable at the 
bottom amidst the rocks and dust, and began to chip away at the 
loose stone with my pickaxe. Digging is slow work. It takes a lot of 
time and patience. It is also hard work; I had to make several trips to 
the surface with a bucket full of debris strapped to my back.

 I worked steadily for a few hours until I felt ready to take a 
break. I put down my tools and was wiping my forehead free of 
dust when I heard something that made my skin prickle; it was 
the sound of plopping; like the rain made when it fell on our roof. 
It was coming from behind the rock! I pressed my ear to the wall 
in the direction the sound was coming from. I hadn’t expected 
to find it so soon but it was possible. There were hundreds of 

“ It’d been three years since the 
unprecedented worldwide ban on the use 
of fossil fuels. Stocks were depleted and 

reserves strictly guarded.”

“ I put down my tools and was wiping 
my forehead free of dust when I heard 

something that made my skin prickle; it was 
the sound of plopping; like the rain made 

when it fell on our roof.”
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underground streams as well as a host of disused mineshafts 
buried below the surface.

I began to dig with renewed vigour, all thoughts of taking a 
break vanishing as I concentrated on my task. I felt I was getting 
close, so I stood as tall as I could in the confined space and 
hoisted the pickaxe over my shoulder. I struck the rock with all 
my might. 

I shouted with joy as I watched liquid oozing from the fissure 
I had made in the rock. Then I stopped in confusion. This wasn’t 
water. I stood there staring at it in astonishment. 

I scrambled up the rope and ran as fast as I could to find my 
father. I found him on his haunches inspecting the pigs. 

“Find any yet?” my father asked grinning; he had always been a 
little sceptical about me finding water in the 
disused well. 

“Not water,” I gasped, trying to 
catch my breath. “Oil.”

Father stood up and stared 
at me; a mixture of disbelief 
and anxiety spreading over 
his features. “Are you sure?” 
he gasped.

I nodded. 
“Come and 
see for 
yourself.” 

He followed me 
to the well, and I 
pointed towards the 
small puddle of thick 
black liquid forming on 
the ground. We climbed 
down the rope and into 
the well-shaft. Father 
hunkered 
down. “It’s 
oil alright,” he 
whispered.

“Are we going 
to be rich now?” I 
asked, thinking about 
all those long-lost luxuries 
that we had almost, but not quite, 
forgotten. Chocolate!

Father sighed and turned to face me. “If the 
government finds out that we have oil on our land, 
they’ll seize our property and force us to move. We 
could never afford to start over.”

 “What should we do?” I asked after a few moments of silence.
“I ’ll  get some lengths of wood and board up the well. I 

think we should keep this between ourselves, the fewer 
people know, the safer we’ll be. I will tell your mother the 
truth, but I ’l l  tell Max that the foundations of the well were 
loosened by your digging and it is unsafe. I will warn him 
to stay away from it. 

I nodded and climbed back up the rope. Tomorrow I 
would f ind somewhere else to star t digging for water.

The weeks passed and the last of the crops were harvested. 
Max kept up with his traps until the day his attention turned to the 
boarded-up well.

“Come on Dad, I’ll be careful,” Max said as he tried to convince 
Father to let him use the well shaft as a trap. “It’s not like I’ll be 
digging or anything. I just want to set up a simple pit trap. I’m sure 
it’ll work.”

“If you want a pit-trap so badly then dig a new one. Stay away 
from the well Max, it’s not safe,” my father said sternly.

Max glared at him and stormed out of the room. I just hoped he 
wasn’t angry enough to disobey.

I was woken by the sound of splintering wood. I 
scrambled out of bed and threw on some clothes. It 

had to be Max breaking into 
the hoarding over the well. I 
glanced out of the window, it 

was still dark outside. 
I ran into my parents’ 
bedroom. “Wake up! Max 
is trying to break open 
the well, I ’m sure of it ! ”

“What?” cried my 
father, wide awake 
now, as he stumbled 
out of bed and into 

his clothes.
All three of us 

hurried outside to 
find Max peering into 
the well shaft holding 
a torch; the flames 
were illuminating its 
roughly-hewn interior. 
The lengths of wood 
that my father had 

used to board up the 
well, were lying scattered 

on the ground. Max 
glared at us as we 

approached.
“I can see oil 

down there!” he 
said angrily. 
Father stepped 

forward, “Come indoors Max, we’ll boil some 
water for tea and talk about it.“

“You knew about this and didn't tell me," he said accusingly. 
He turned to where my mother and I were standing helplessly. 
“You too?” he whispered disbelievingly. “No Dad, I don’t want 
to talk!” he said tonelessly. “I am going to sell our land to the 
government. We won’t have to live from hand to mouth anymore. 
We can buy a piece of land, better land, build a house, buy stuff 
like we used to, we will be happy.” And with that, he turned on 
his heel and walked off in the direction of the town. 

My parents and I stared after him, aware of having hurt Max by 
keeping the discovery of the oil from him, but knowing also, that 
once Max made up his mind, nothing we could say would change it. 
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We returned to the farmhouse, and Mother cooked the three of 
us an early breakfast in an attempt to raise our spirits. We picked 
at our food in silence, knowing that it was only a matter of time. 

As the sun rose the following day, I heard something I hadn’t 
heard in a very long time; the sound of motorized vehicles rumbling 
up the unpaved road leading to the farmhouse. I jumped out of 
bed, ran to the window and sure enough, there was a convoy of 
electrically-powered jeeps heading up the road towards our farm. I 
ran downstairs and found my parents already standing at the open 
door with anxiety etched on their faces.

The door on the driver’s side of the lead vehicle swung open and 
a stern-looking man stepped out carrying a briefcase in one hand, 
and clutching a bunch of official-looking documents in the other. 
Max got out from the passenger side. 

“Hello there!” the government official called as he walked 
towards us holding out his identification badge. “We are here to 
safeguard the oil on your property,” he said, emphasizing the word 
safeguard. “Now, would you be kind enough to take me to it?”

Any act of defiance my father might have been considering 
would have completely deserted him at the sight of two gun-
wielding men climbing down from the back of each jeep. 
Eight jeeps. Sixteen guards. 
All armed. 

As my father led them 
towards the well, I walked over, 
grabbed my brother’s elbow. 
“How could you?” I hissed at 
him. “You’re a fool Max! You 
charged off without thinking of 
the consequences. Don’t you see, they’ll destroy the farm to get 
the oil and then where will we be?”

"Rich. They are going to pay us ten thousand dollars,” he said. 
“We can buy another farm with that."

I let go of him feeling disappointed, in spite of recognizing 
how hurt he had been by keeping the discovery of oil a secret 
from him, at how little value my brother placed on the land 
where we grew up. 

“The contract is not worth the paper it is written on,” I told him 
angrily. “We’ll never see any money. As you keep telling us Max, our 
country is being run by a corrupt government that cares nothing for 
its citizens’ welfare.”

Max nodded at me, turned his back and walked up to the government 
representative, the official with the bunch of papers in his hand. “When 
can we have our money?” he asked, smiling at the man.

The official looked at him. “My dear young man, you’ve simply 
obeyed the law. Be happy that no one is arresting your father for 
concealing the oil.”

Max’s smile faded and was replaced with a look of shock 
and dismay.

The official smiled. “As for compensation, we will allow you to 
remain in your house. However, the land and all that is contained 
therein, belongs to the government.”

Max’s shock gave way to anger. “But pumping oil will destroy 
our crops, our animals will die and then how will we survive?” 
He took a step towards the official with his fists clenched only 
to be stopped by one of the guards barring his way with his 
weapon outstretched.

“I’m sorry but that is not our problem,” said the official, not 
unkindly. “We all have to make sacrifices for the greater good in these 
harsh times. However, I’m inclined to mention your co-operation to 
the Governor, he might be persuaded to give you a modest sum of 
one hundred dollars to help you and your family start over. In the 
meantime …” 

Max took a step closer. “Do not do anything that you’ll regret,” 
one of the guards said in a threatening tone.

Max ignored the guard and addressed the official. Between 
clenched teeth he said, “You have no ri-“ 

The guard struck him across the head with the butt of his gun, 
and Max fell to his knees. 

“Tell the engineers to prepare the pumps and begin drilling,” 
shouted the government official to the guards as he turned his back 
on us and walked off. 

I helped Max to his feet. “Are you alright?” I asked.
 He grunted, “I’ll be fine.” We looked at each other. “I’m sorry,” he 

said quietly. “I knew deep down you were only trying to protect me 
from doing something foolish. I guess it didn’t work.” We grinned at 
each other. 

“We can’t let them take our land,” we said simultaneously. 
I looked around and saw 

Max’s torch lying on the ground 
where he had dropped it the 
night before when he had 
hacked the hoarding from the 
well. I picked it up, pulled the 
small flint and tinder out of my 
pocket and lit the torch.

Max looked at me. “I’ve got your back,” he said.
I ran to the well.
The official turned around just in time to see me holding the 

flaming torch over the gaping hole of the well.
For a split second, we stood perfectly still and then a look 

flickered briefly across the official’s face. 
He took a step toward me as I let go of the torch.
“NO!” he cried, but it was too late. As soon as the flaming torch 

hit the oil, the well caught fire. There was an explosion and flames 
leapt high into the air. We ran for cover. 

The oil burned for a week and a day and once it was done, we 
feasted on potatoes and pork to celebrate.

***
After the power had been finally restored and life was 

gradually returning to normal, an event occurred which took 
us by surprise. It had been well over ten years since the 
government had taken control of the nation’s energy and seven 
years since I had discovered the oil.

We received our first piece of mail. 
It was a cheque for ten thousand dollars. Attached with a paper 

clip, was a note that read, ‘From a grateful Governor.’ It was dated 
seven years earlier. ■

Mr. Georgi is completing his Grade Nine year and describes 
himself as a ‘proud Canadian’ who lives with his parents, younger 
sister and Sally, his leopard gecko. The inspiration for this story 
came from Mr. McGreal, his Chemistry and Biology teacher at 
Central Tech. 

“ The oil burned for a week and a day and 
once it was done, we feasted on potatoes 

and pork to celebrate. ”
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by Stella Isaac
Illustrated by Christian Scriver 
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“BOY, PULL UP YOUR PANTS,” Ma 
said, shoving her signature BLT into 
my hands.

“All my friends do it,” I said, biting into 
the sandwich.

“Well, I’m raising you,” Ma said, as 
she snatched the car keys from the 
kitchen counter. “Finish 
your breakfast or we’re 
both going to be late.” She 
grabbed her purse and then 
stared at me, “Your mouth is 
too full.”

I licked the mayonnaise 
off my fingers and grabbed a 
glass of orange juice from the fridge.

“I’ll be waiting in the car,” Ma said, as 
she made for the door. Half way there, 
she halted to stare at the messy pile of 
textbooks and binders on the floor. 

“Do you have everything?” she sighed. 
Lately Ma has been insisting on 

driving me to school. She claimed (Oprah 
claimed) that it was necessary for a 

single mother to spend as much time as 
possible with her children. As the door 
slammed behind Ma and the elevator 

‘dinged’, I flung my Grade Twelve History 
and Exercise Science manuals under my 
bed and substituted them for my Nas, Pac 
and Run DMC albums.

“Hakim, I’m tired of listening to your 
teachers complain about your poor 
attendance,” she said, as we pulled up in 
front of St Andrew’s Catholic Secondary 
School. “You’re better than that.” 

“It ain’t like I’m gonna be a doctor or a 
lawyer,” I said, staring up into the gray 
snow-laden sky. “All of us niggas end up 
six feet under or in jail anyways.”

Ma turned my face toward her, forcing 
me to stare into her dark brown almond 
shaped eyes.

***
I have known Quincy for years. We have 

been inseparable ever since he moved into 
the apartment right above ours. Sometimes, 

I would call him Que. 
Being products of 
single mothers, that 
s tereot ypical -b lack-
people crap is often 
more accurate than 
not. We subconsciously 
tried to fill the void of a 

missing father figure with what we knew 
best - the streets.

“Two sodas, Lu. One for me and one 
for that fine honey,” I said, as I gazed at a 
young lady walking by wearing a skirt that 
could not be any shorter. 

“Man, why you playin’? You know she 
ain’t interested in your ugly ass.” Que 
grabbed the soda out of my hands.

“ It ain't like I'm gonna be a doctor or a lawyer," 
I said, staring up into the gray snow-laden sky. 

"All of us niggas end up six feet under 
or in jail anyways. ”

"A male role model is especially important for young men because they need someone to show them the way; 
how to respect women how to set themselves up for success, how to act like gentlemen and treat women as 

queens and how to not be the ‘play’ and ‘top dealer’." Zahra Sheway

DADDY ARE YOU PROUD OF ME? 
by Zahra Sheway

Daddy, are you proud of me?

Waking up tryna make Mama smile,  
Tryna fill that emptiness that no man,  

Not even you could fill. 
I mean it’s sad you are a stranger,  

Yet I love you still. 
I miss you.  

I miss you waking me up for school,  
Teaching me how to be no one but me,  

Fantasies of what could have been,  
Of what should have been.

Daddy, are you proud of me?

You had your reasons but that aint no excuse. 
I’m grown now; understand the meaning of life. 

Mama did it all, played both sides. 
Learnt it all from her, how to free my mind,  

From pondering the silence.  
But Daddy, I still love you. 

I apologize for it all,  
And Daddy, forgive me, 

For wanting to cherish memories,  
Of our time together.  

But it’s sad coz we aint got none. 
It’s okay tho’ coz I got someone in my life, 

Someone to love me,  
To be all that you could have been. 
To be all that you should have been.  

Daddy, I just got one question; 

Are you proud of me?
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“It ain’t like you gotta chance with her 
either, homie,” I replied, reaching for the 
two dollar coin deep in my jacket pocket.

“Nah, I got this,” Quincy handed the 
cashier a twenty dollar bill peeled from a 
wad he'd fished out of his pocket, “Keep 
the change,” he said.

We snaked through the arcade, 
elbowing and pushing through the 
other sweaty teenagers. I winked at a 
girl named Destiny and 
we grabbed two spinning 
stools in The Fuzzy Peach.

As I opened my Fanta, I 
asked Quincy, “So, when did 
you become a baller?”

“You talkin’ about this?” 
he said, flashing his stack of twenty-dollar 
bills.

Sometimes, we would spend 
whole days at school wondering the 
halls, gambling on the field behind the 
bleachers, and bobbing to the sickest 
tunes in the cafeteria. 

After school, we'd kick at our usual spot 
- The Fuzzy Peach - or as Ma would say - 
'the nesting ground for teenagers having 
nothing better to do.' 

But it was not our fault. Two years ago, 
the government had refused to supply 
funds for the after-school programs at St. 
Andrew's, because 'the institution no longer 
had economic worth.' This 
had left most of us inner-
city kids with zero interest 
in academics, the highest 
dropout rates, and lowest 
graduation rates. 

“Que, word on the street 
is that you started slangin’ 
again,’’ I said.

“Yeah,” Quincy bit his bottom lip, “I 
needed to start taking care of my own shit. 
Like a man.”

I took a sip of my drink, “Does your 
mom know?”

“Does she care?” he shot back.
Quincy was thirteen years old when 

his father was murdered. His mom had 
not been the same since. She drank her 
sorrows away and drowned in toxic guilt. 
Every night he would enter the house 
wondering what he would find. No food. 
No heat. No lights. No love. Most nights 
he would sleep on our couch. Once, Ma 
offered to have him come live with us, 
but his pride got the best of him and he 

politely, but firmly, declined. Some days he 
came over, listened to some tracks and ate 
with us, but he never slept over again. 

He started hanging with the big boys 
and the thugs whom he claimed 'showed 
him some love'. Ma would send me to 
school with two lunches. “You take care 
of that boy, you hear?” she’d say. “You 
brothers need to take care of each other, 
instead of killing one another.”

Before dropping me at school, 
Ma would take Miss Jones a bowl 
of porridge and pray with her. 

“Everything’s gonna be alright. I know 
Alfred is watching over y’all,” Ma 
would say reassuringly. “It ’s all in 
God’s hands sweetie,” then she would 
lean over and kiss her forehead. Miss 
Jones would crack a faint smile. Ma 
was a good woman.

“Shit!” I glanced at my phone. Five 
missed calls.

"Is Mommy calling again, Mamma’s boy?” 
Quincy said in a mocking tone.

“Shut up!” I tried to push him off his stool. 

I hated when he called me that.
He grinned, “Well at least I ain’t no 

sucka MC--”
“You know you ain’t got nothing on me!” 

I said, completing his sentence. 
We laughed in unison.
I looked through the frosty black 

window of The Fuzzy Peach. It was pitch-
black outside and the streetlights were on. 
My phone rang.

“Well, I guess Mommy is waiting for your 
ass,” Quincy said accompanied by his 
familiar low chuckle.

I kissed my teeth, “I promised I’d watch 
Malcolm X with her.”

“Man, that’s just another movie ‘bout 

some nigga getting shot by another 
nigga. That crap jus’ goes to show we all 
end up six feet under or in jail someday.”

I looked down at my feet.
I finally asked, “Well, you are coming for 

dinner, right?”
“Nah, I gotta meet a customer.”
“You’re not goin’ alone?”
“You know I don’t want nobody taking 

part of my paper.” 
I stared at him.

“Why do you have that 
stupid look on your face?” 
he scowled. He didn’t 
sound too excited either.

Quincy and I used to 
listen to Nas’ God’s Son 

album over and over. Our favourite 
track was 'I Can'. Whenever it played 
on the radio, we would crank up the 
volume and rap along to the chorus of 
the unofficial ghetto kids’ anthem:

'I know I can
Be what I wanna be
If I work hard at it
I’ll be where I wanna be'
This song poured out words of 

encouragement that two low-life kids 
could relate to and learn from. However, 

'Smart boys turn to men and do whatever 
they wish …' was a line I could not 
comprehend. Over forty-six percent of 

black children in Canada 
grow up without a father. 
How can a boy become 
a man without a male 
figure to teach him the 
do’s and don’ts? 

My coward of a father 
left when I was three 
months old. Ma never 

spoke badly about him though. At the 
dinner table once, when I was about 
twelve years old, I caught her staring 
at me with a puzzled look on her face.

 “Boy, you are getting to look just 
like your father,” she had said, shaking 
her head. Not knowing how to respond, 
I excused myself from the table. I 
walked to the bathroom, opened the 
door, and stared into the mirror. Then, 
I cried. I cried out to God and asked 
him why I resembled a man who had 
abandoned his child. A man who chose 
to miss out on his son’s f irst steps, 
f irst haircut, f irst day of elementary, 
middle and high school, f irst ball game, 

“ Over forty-six percent of black children in Canada 
grow up without a father. How can a boy become 
a man without a male figure to teach him the do's 

and the don’ts? ”

“ This had left most of us inner-city kids with zero 
interest in academics, the highest dropout rates, 

and the lowest graduation rates. ”
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f irst f ight, f irst suspension and every 
other f irst. The signif icant moments of 
his child’s life. 

 I scratched my head and stood up, 
“Que, I’m coming with you”

“I don’t need nobody looking out for me: 
I’m my own man.”

“You know these streets ain’t safe for 
you to be wondering about at this hour of 
the night!” I yelled, as he reached the door 
of The Fuzzy Peach.

Que stopped in his tracks, turned around, 
walked back and towered over me. 

“Who told you that, your mamma, 
Mamma’s boy?” the hostile words were 
spat from between his teeth. 

I took a step back, but said, “You’re stupid." 
"Ain’t no bitch gonna show a boy how 

to be a man, you hear? Ain’t no bitch!” he 
said, storming out into the darkness on a 
quest to gain 'manhood'.

The following morning I was wakened by 
the sound of Ma's scream.

I ran into her bedroom. The television 
was tuned to CP24. I read the words across 
the bottom of the screen. 

'Young black male shot and killed 
at corner of Queen and Sherbourne. 
Authorities have identified the victim as 
seventeen-year-old Quincy Jones, a drug 
dealer well-known to Toronto police. Stay 
tuned for more coverage on this fast-
developing story.'

***
Looking into Ma’s eyes, I could see 

forty-two years of pain and struggle, 
wisdom and understanding and peace 
and joy.

“Hakim, I know life hasn’t been easy for 
you,” said Ma. “But you can’t stop living 
your life because Quincy lost his. You are 
seventeen years old, almost a man.” Ma 
stroked the side of my face, “It’s time to 
move on.” 

I turned to look at her. 
“I love you. As a mother - that’s all I can do.” 
It took me many years to accept the 

brutal reality of the street. But one thing 
I know for sure, it is no place for a young 
man to be. ■

Ms. Isaac transferred to Central Tech this 
year from College Francais. Since then, she 
has not only joined the track team, but also 
performed in the CTS Talent show. She is 
looking forward to attending university in 
the fall. 
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This place is wild. Check out all these girls! Ryan, they are all 
wild,” Oscar crows in delight.

Oscar is my best friend. We’ve known each other since 
childhood – he is more of a brother to me than my own brother.

 "Yeah, this place is dope!” I shout back. 
I am Ryan Newman. I have just graduated from high 

school, and now I’m partying with friends at The Hoxton. The 
place is packed, the music loud. I am here with my friends 
Oscar and Emma.

Donovan Gardner is here, too. Damn it. He just had to show 
up. Donovan and I – aren’t exactly the best of friends. In fact, we 
are anything but. He seems to go out of his way to mess with me. 

Just as I am thinking that, he glares at me from beneath 
hooded eyelids. I am the first to look away. 

Emma whispers in my ear, “Ignore him, he’s a jerk.” She’s 
right. I’m not going to let him spoil my night. 

It gets late and people begin leaving the club. “Let’s go, it’s time 
to make some quick cash,” Oscar announces.

Emma winks at me, “Oscar is going to race.” 
“Race?” I say lamely. 
“Race,” she says firmly. “Winner gets all, you have to pay to 

race,” Emma adds. 
“How much?” I ask. 
“One thousand dollars.” 
“Are you serious?” I turn to Oscar, “That’s a lot of – are you 

serious?” I repeat, incredulously. “I thought you were saving to go 
to Europe this summer?” 

Oscar looks at me, a comical expression on his face. 
I raise my eyebrows, “It’s a lot of money, that's all I'm saying.”
“I intend to make much more when I win. No worries, bro,” says 

Oscar, grinning. 

‘I’m probably just as good a driver as he is.’ The unbidden 
thought pops into my head. 

 “Wanna join the race Ry? You could borrow your dad’s set of 
wheels,” Oscar asks. 

 I hesitate, trying to think it through. ‘What could go wrong? 
There could be an accident. There won’t be. Someone could call the 
cops. They wouldn’t.’ But, another voice whispers inside my head, 
‘This could be your chance. You have been practicing for weeks, 
in secret, at the tracks, nobody knows, not even Oscar and Emma. 
You’re ready.’

 “Earth to Ryan?” says Emma, interrupting my thoughts.
 “Hmm?” I say, still preoccupied. ‘Could I?’
Emma chuckles, “You can’t enter the race Ry; you don’t even 

own a car.” 
I bite my lip and say nothing. ‘Should I?’
Donovan yells at us above the music, “Hi Emma, did I tell you 

how hot you look tonight?" ‘Cocky bastard,’ I think, and grind 
my teeth. 

“What’s going on, fellas?” He turns to me and says with a sneer, 
“Little boy need permission from his mommy to race?”

‘That does it. Not only am I going to race, but I am going to beat 
this idiot,’ I think, as I grab my jacket and get up to leave. 

I growl my goodbyes to Emma and Oscar before walking out. 
Emma follows me outside, she has no idea how I got to the club 
that evening. We enter the parking lot and I stop beside one of 
the parked cars, remove the keys from the pocket of my jacket, 
and open the door on the driver’s side.

“Wow!” she gasps, a wide grin spreading across her face, 
“Whose is that ?”

“I have the keys,” I chuckle, “So I reckon it’s mine. My dad 
bought it for me as a graduation gift.”

WHAT COULD GO

by Abdul Khan

WRONG?
“
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It is a Ford Mustang Shelby GT500, silver with two vertical navy 
blue strips, and loaded with 620 horsepower. It is a beast. 

I tell Emma I will meet her at the start of the race. 
I return from the bank machine twenty minutes later, hand over 

ten one-hundred dollar bills I received from my grandparents on my 
eighteenth birthday to some dude in a baseball cap who looks like 
he is in charge. I watch as he takes out a bulging wallet and adds 
my entry fee to the fat stack of bills. He hands me a ticket with a 
number and points to the start line. 

I drive carefully to avoid people gathering to watch the race, 
as well as about a dozen competitors, some already at the wheel, 
others smoking beside their cars waiting for the race to start. I spot 
Oscar among the crowd of onlookers. He must’ve decided to put 
his money to better use. He doesn’t recognize me behind the tinted 
windows, but stares in awe at my car. 

I feel a sense of control and power. I am ready. 
I maneuver the car to the start line and pull in alongside 

Donovan’s Nissan. The crowd breaks into an excited buzz. I 
see the color drain from his face as Donovan recognizes me as 
the driver of the Shelby. His Nissan 350Z - what I would call the 
'Nissan 3 Shitty' – has nothing on this monster. 

My phone vibrates. The 
text from Oscar reads, 
‘Dude, changed my mind, u 
were right, 2 much $$$. Guy 
racing a Shelby GT500! Wow! 
Where R U & Em? ’

He doesn’t know I’m the 
guy in the Shelby. As for Emma, she is sit ting next to me 
in the passenger seat beaming. She had decided I needed 
a co-pilot. 

The dude in the baseball cap stops beside each car, leans 
through the window and instructs each driver on the rules; the 
first to drive the five kilometres and back, along this deserted 
stretch of road to Rapido Café grab a coffee and cross the 
finish line with at least half the coffee still inside the cup, is 
the winner! 

I don’t care about the cash. I just want to beat Donovan.
The countdown begins. I glance over at him. He is clutching the 

steering wheel, a grim expression on his face. He’s not looking so 
cocky now! Drivers rev their cars’ engines. I feel adrenaline flow 
throughout my body. The crowd cheers.

The countdown ends, everyone slams their foot down hard on 
their gas pedals, the race has begun. 

I get off to a slow start but pick up speed, get into my 
stride and start overtaking my opponents one by one. Finally, I 
overtake Donovan to take the lead. I glance over at Emma and 
grin broadly. 

Emma looks hard at me and says, “When did you learn to 
drive like this? 

I don’t say anything but increase the pressure on the gas 
pedal. The car responds to my touch, speeds up and leaves my 
rival in the dust. Literally. 

The smooth rhythm of the car makes me feel alive, and the five 
kilometres are eaten up quickly. 

“I’ll be back,” I say to Emma as I pull up outside the café. I enter 
and spot several full cups of coffee already laid out on the table. 

Just the cups. All without lids. I grab one; nod my thanks to the chap 
behind the counter, and leave. 

I walk as quickly as I can back to my car, concentrating hard 
not to spill any of the cup’s contents, when I hear the screech of 
brakes. I look up to see Donovan pull up at the curb, look up at 
me, climb hurriedly out of the driver’s seat and start making his 
way toward me. 

As he passes me on his way into the café, he shoves me heavily 
and deliberately. I drop the cup and its contents spill. 

I take a deep breath. I will not allow him to see how rattled 
I am. I wait until he returns to his vehicle with his coffee and 
starts up the engine, before retracing my steps into the café, 
and hastily but carefully, return to my car with another cup 
of coffee.

By slowing me down outside the café, Donovan had taken the 
lead. I turn the lights to high beam, rev the engine, close the gap 
between us, and zoom up from behind. Momentarily blinded by my 
headlights, he slows a fraction, but it is just enough to overtake him 
and resume the lead. 

I see the finish line up ahead. I glance down at the coffee cup in 
the cup holder; it still had at least three quarters of a cup of coffee 

sloshing around inside. I look 
in the rear view mirror and see 
Donovan gaining. I slam my 
foot down on the gas pedal 
and zoom across the finish 
line. 

I bring my car to a stop as 
several police cruisers arrive with sirens sounding and lights flashing. 
I turn to Emma, a rueful grin on my face. 

We’re arrested of course, and charged with illegal street 
racing. Emma, who gets off with a caution, is picked up by her 
parents who give me a disapproving glare as they lead their 
daughter away. Emma looks back at me over her shoulder and 
winks. 

Donovan and I, the other drivers and the organizer dude, 
are put in cuffs, pushed onto the backseat of separate police 
cruisers, and taken to the police station. 

“Son, your university offers will be rescinded,” my father says, 
glancing at me in the rear view mirror from the wheel of his sedate 
sedan, my car having been impounded. We were on our way home 
after having spent a grueling six hours at the station. 

“Yeah,” I nod solemnly and sigh. 
“It’s not like you Ryan,” says my mother, “What were you 

thinking?” 
“I don’t believe I was. At least, not clearly,” I admit. 
“You’ll have a criminal record!” my mom wails.
“Yeah,” I sigh again.
I am so painfully aware that the good choices up to this point in 

my life will all but be forgotten in the light of this single bad one. ■ 

Mr. Khan, who is completing his Grade Twelve year, describes 
himself as being very athletic and energetic, and not afraid to try 
anything new. He would love to own a sports car one day and 
would drive it as fast as he can through Europe, where, unlike 
Canada, if caught speeding, the authorities would not impound his 
car. Mr. Khan hopes to pursue a post graduate degree in Business. 

“ It is a Ford Mustang Shelby GT500, silver with 
two vertical navy blue strips, and loaded with 

620 horsepower. It is a beast. ”
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W
HEN I WAS YOUNG, Grandpa 
had been my primary 
caregiver. Dad passed away 
when I was four and had 

left Mother with nothing but two young 
daughters whom she loved very much. Her 
education was limited in Canada to having 
a high school diploma. Mother was a small 
woman, standing no taller than 4’9”. But 
she worked against all odds, and with just a 
little luck, she was able to buy us a house in 
downtown Toronto. 

When I was seven, her parents moved 
in with us. Grandma was old-fashioned. 
I kept my hair in a towel after baths to keep it 
from dripping on the floor. This concept was 
really foreign to her. We got into endless 
disputes on a regular basis. 

“YOU’RE GOING TO CATCH A COLD!” 
“NO I’M NOT!" I yelled, adding, "You old 

fart,” under my breath.
Once, after I had turned eleven and was 

finally allowed to go to the store at the end 
of our street by myself, I inadvertently left 
the front door unlocked. She was waiting 
for me when I returned home, and followed 
me up the stairs to my room screaming 
something about armed robbers. Grandma 
was something; every sentence was a 
shriek and each suggestion a command. It’s 

always been a wonder to me how Grandpa 
put up with her; my grandpa was a gentle 
and soft-spoken man.

Before he came to Canada, Grandpa had 
been completely blind. My whole family had 
dark-brown eyes so I asked him once why 
his were blue. 

“I lost my eyesight back home in China 
when I was a boy,” he said with a crinkled 
smile, neatly sidestepping the question. 
However, when he came to Canada, with 
the help of modern medicine, much of 
his sight had been restored, although he 
still required strong prescription lenses. 
Consequently, Grandpa wore large, round, 
thick-rimmed glasses that magnified his 
brilliant blue eyes. His vision was not 
completely restored however, so he was 
issued with a travel card by the Canadian 
National Institute for the Blind, which 
allowed him to travel for free anywhere 
on the city’s public transport system, and 
which he wore proudly around his neck 
each time he left the house. 

I rarely saw Mother. Sometimes, she’d 
take a day off to spend with us, but most 
of the time, even on weekends, she worked 
long hours and fell asleep as soon as she 
got home. Grandpa understood, and took 
my sister Lola and I under his wing. 

On weekdays we chatted as he walked 
me to and from school, but it was the 
weekends that were my favourite. 

On Sundays, he took us to church. His 
attire invariably attracted attention; large, 
round, thick-rimmed glasses, grey suit with 
immaculate creases, natty tie and the CNIB 
card around his neck. The church was near 
Scarborough, quite far, but we made the 
long journey anyway. I always sat next to 
him during the service. 

I asked Grandpa once why he liked going 
to church so much and he answered, “I’m 
thankful for the life that the Lord has given 
me. I have a wonderful family, and I thought 
I was going to be blind for the rest of my life. 
He gave me a second chance.”

“But church is so boring. Why can’t you 
be thankful from home?”

He turned to me and said gently, “Child, 
it’s only once a week. He’s given me the 
gifts of life, love and sight. The least I can do 
is attend church once a week.”

While going to church felt like a tedious 
duty that intruded into my world, I liked being 
with Grandpa, and I loved our conversations.

I remembered one conversation in 
particular; not long after his arrival in 
Canada. He experienced a severe heart 
attack and had been taken to hospital where 

by Wendy Luu

Illustrated by Sara Tavares

VISION
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he had undergone emergency treatment, 
which had saved his life. He thanked God 
for allowing him to escape death, but had 
reminded me that everyone died and when 
his time came, I shouldn’t visit his grave. 
Bewildered, I asked why. 

He had replied, “Because I won’t be there. 
I will be with God, and when the time is right, 
He will provide an opportunity for us to be 
together again.” 

“But what will I do without you?” 
I asked tearfully.

“Believe in the Lord,” he said, patting my 
head.

Although I never had the desire to go to 
church, I continued going because I wanted 
to please Grandpa. 

After church, we used to head straight for 
the nearby Tim Horton’s where Grandpa bought 
donuts and Ice Caps for my sister and me. 

Sundays were good, but Saturdays were 
better. We would go to the 
Lillian H. Smith library where 
I would spend endless 
hours reading Sci-Fi novels, 
while Grandpa would be 
absorbed in his health 
books in the foreign section. 
This is where my love of reading began. 

Grandpa dressed differently on 
Saturdays, he didn’t wear a suit but 
still dressed smartly in a freshly-ironed 
short-sleeved dress shirt, his usual 
glasses, grey pants, and of course, 
sporting the CNIB card around his 
neck. When I think of Grandpa, I always 
picture him wearing this particular outfit 
because it reminds me of our Saturdays 
at the library. 

When I was fourteen, I started high 
school. I stopped accompanying him 
to church on Sundays; the weekends 
were busy and my friends became more 
important. Whenever I saw Grandpa, I’d yell 
out to him, “Hi! How are you?” just to see 
him smile. But I’d rush upstairs to my room, 
before giving him a chance to answer. I 
stopped going to the library. 

As I grew older, Grandpa grew older. In 
my seventeenth year, he began going to 
the hospital every few months because, 
as he reassured me, his heart needed 
servicing occasionally just like our old Ford 
Fiesta, in order to keep ticking. He used to 
return home after only a few hours in the 
Emergency Room, in fine form. Grandpa 
was going to be okay

I remember one time he asked me to go 
to the hospital with him, but I had a test the 
following day and needed to study.

Later that night, Mom yelled at me, “Why 
didn't you go to the hospital with Grandpa?” 
Did you forget who took care of you while 
you were growing up?” Her face was red with 
anger. There was nothing I could say. I went 
upstairs and threw myself into my books.

When I was eighteen, the hospital visits 
grew more frequent and he was now being 
admitted to the ward. With each subsequent 
visit, the length of his stay increased. 

His final hospital admission lasted twelve 
weeks. His doctor told us that Grandpa 
wanted to come home. She explained that 
his health was fragile, and he was very frail, 
so we hired two nurses to be with him; one 
would stay with him during the day on 
weekdays, the other would sit with him at 
night. We would care for him on weekends. 

I remember the day he came home for 
good. I left school earlier than usual, so I 
could be there to welcome him, but when 
I arrived, I found Grandpa sitting in his 
customary place, in his favourite chair by 
the fireplace, reading. 

We chatted and joked like we used to. 
He had the same chuckle, it just wasn’t as 
strong. I hoped the doctor was wrong and 
Grandpa was going to be okay. 

A few weeks later, in the middle of the 
night and as the nurse dozed in a chair 
by his bed, Grandpa got up, made his 
way down the stairs and out the front 
door. Several hours later, he was found 
wandering the streets confused and 
disoriented, wearing only his pajamas 
and walking barefoot. He was taken to 
the hospital where he was diagnosed 
with pneumonia. The next day, my uncle 
installed childproof locks on the front and 
back doors so it wouldn’t happen again. 

Meanwhile, I had brought home a 
puppy, her name was Nala but she wasn’t 
quite house-trained yet, and I was worried 
that mother would get mad when she 
found the evidence on her rugs. However, 
to my surprise, she wasn’t. Instead, she 
took me to one side, and gently said, 

“Honey, this isn’t a good time to bring a 
pet into the house.” 

“Nala has had all her shots and she’s 
hypoallergenic; so what’s the problem, 
Mom?” 

“Grandpa is going to die soon.” 
There, she had said it, it was official. I knew 

at that moment that I was terrified of losing him. 
Mother told me that Grandpa had Alzheimer’s, 
on top of his heart problems and pneumonia, 
and that he was gravely ill. 

Shortly after my nineteenth birthday, 
it was snowing heavily and classes were 
cancelled. It’s a day I will never forget, 
because it was the day Grandpa left me.

That wonderful man had been the glue 
that had held our family together. We 
told stories about him around the dinner 
table after the funeral, and even Grandma 
nodded her head and smiled occasionally. 

My uncle told me that he had come 
across Grandpa a week or 
so before he died, dressed 
only in his bathrobe and 
slippers, but with the CNIB 
card in place around his 
neck, and his library card 
clutched in his hand. He had 

been heading out the front door. My uncle 
had carried him back to bed. My grandpa’s 
reading days were over.

***

A few months after Grandpa’s death, 
I was sitting on a crowded bus that stopped 
outside the Lillian H. Smith library. An old 
man struggled on board and stood in the 
aisle beside me. He smelled bad. I was just 
about to stand up to give him my seat so I 
could move away, when I noticed the CNIB 
card around his neck.

I looked up to see a pair of brilliant blue 
eyes gazing at me gently through large, 
round, thick-rimmed glasses. I felt my 
insides churn and my eyes fill. 

I leapt off the bus and ran back to the 
library. I knew where I would find Grandpa. ■ 

Ms. Luu is currently completing her Grade 
Twelve year and plans to attend the 
University of Toronto in September to study 
Life Sciences. She lives in downtown Toronto 
with her family and her dog named Poof. 
Ms. Luu wrote this story out of love for her 
grandfather, but recognizes that, were it not 
for Mr. Klich's Writer’s Craft course, this story 
would never have been written. 

“ Before he came to Canada, Grandpa had been 
completely blind. My whole family has dark-brown 

eyes so I asked him once why his were blue.”
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“DON’T GIVE ME THAT LOOK,” he said, trying to 
avoid his grandmother’s glare. 

He knew what he had to do. He had to call his father. He was 
going to. Eventually. For real. That’s a promise.

“Look,” he said, in a serious voice, “I’ll call him.”
“Hm,” she said in a tone that suggested she didn’t believe him.
“I’m going to pick up my laptop from Mr. Rhodes,” JT said. “I’ll be 

back in a bit.”
“I’ll make sure the phone is free so you can make that call when 

you get back,” she said in a voice laden with sarcasm. He pulled 
his jacket on and headed for the door.

"Say hi to Jonathan for me,” she called out after him.
JT knew what his 

grandmother was thinking; 
he was going to put off 
calling his father for as long 
as he could. He was just 
like her daughter Jane, his 
mother; a non-confrontational procrastinator. They had had their 
fair share of disagreements, like any family he supposed; mother 
and daughter, husband and wife, father and son. The last one 
had been the worst.

It had been eleven years now. There was an argument; probably 
over something stupid. It was always about something stupid. He 
couldn’t even remember what they had been arguing about. His 

father would often get fired up about something or other, and then, 
as quickly as it had begun, it would be over. 

Not this time. 
Jane and his father, James, had argued more loudly than usual. 

Gloria intervened. James lost his temper. My mother had driven 
off. The roads were slippery after a recent snowfall. There was an 
accident, and she was gone. 

He blamed his father. 
JT shut the door behind him and locked it. The air was 

freezing and had already made his keys cold to hold. He shoved 
them deep inside his pocket, pulled the hood of his jacket over 
his head, adjusted the strap of the bag on his shoulder and 

walked down the steps to 
the sidewalk. 

The repair shop was 
about a fifteen minute walk 
away. The sky was dark. 
Snow was falling. It fell in 

those big, fluffy kinds of snowflakes; the kind little kids liked to 
catch on their tongues. JT looked up and fixed his eyes on a single 
snowflake. He watched as it made its way gracefully to the ground 
where it landed on a freshly fallen white blanket. 

He arrived at the repair shop. The brightly-lit neon sign on the 
front door flashed ‘open’. JT removed his hood and walked inside. 

The shop was owned by Jonathan Rhodes. JT's family had been 

“ The roads were slippery after a recent snowfall. 
There was an accident, and she was gone.

He blamed his father.”

Snowflake
by Arthur Jacko Brown

PARADIDDLE: a quick succession 
of drumbeats slower than a roll and 
alternating left and right-hand strokes. 
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taking their electronics and small electrical appliances to him for 
repair for as long as he could remember. He used to come into the 
shop with his dad.

Mr. Rhodes was in his mid-forties, around the same age as 
James, they had gone to school together; their parents had been 
friends too and he remembered the summer barbeques they’d 
shared, before the accident. The two families had known each 
other a long time. Mr. Rhodes was a family man. He always had a 
recent photograph of his wife and two sons proudly displayed in a 
wooden frame on the front counter. 

The little bell above the door tinkled as JT entered the shop. 
The sound of the bell summoned Mr. Rhodes from his office at the 
back of the store. Sure enough, he appeared as usual wearing his 
wrinkled, well-worn navy blue work coat.

“How are you, JT?” Mr. Rhodes asked, greeting him with a 
warm smile.

“Hi, Mr. Rhodes. I’m doing alright,” JT said. “I’ve come for 
my laptop.”

Mr. Rhodes walked over to the far end of the counter, reached 
down and retrieved JT’s laptop. 

“The keyboard was pretty worn out, but it’s working perfectly 
now. You should have no further problems with it,” Mr. Rhodes said, 
handing the computer to JT.

“Thanks,” JT said as he put it 
into his bag. 

“How is Gloria?” Mr. Rhodes 
asked.

“She’s good, she said to say hi,” 
JT replied. 

“You make sure you say hi back,” smiled Mr. Rhodes. His face 
turned serious. There was a pause. A two-hour-long pause. Okay, 
so it was more like five seconds, it just felt longer. 

“I saw your father last week,” Mr. Rhodes said quietly, looking 
at JT intently. “He stopped by on his way home from the hospital.” 

JT didn’t know what to say, or where to look, or what to 
do with his hands. He shifted his weight between his two feet 
rhythmically, like a metronome. 

Mr. Rhodes paused, not taking his eyes off JT. 
“He’s not too good, son,” Mr. Rhodes said gently, and looked 

off as if at a memory projected on a wall. “My brother went 
through chemotherapy too,” he continued after a while. “Near 
the end, the only thing he wanted was to spend his last days 
with the people he loved; his kids, his wife, his family. The thing 
is; he got to say goodbye. He died at peace.” 

He paused before adding, “Will you see him?” This sudden 
change of direction caught JT off guard; Mr. Rhodes was looking 
at him gravely, his gaze holding JT’s. 

He didn’t answer. Mr. Rhodes continued looking at him, a 
thoughtful expression on his face. At least he didn’t glare at him like 
his grandmother had. 

“You will come to regret things over the course of your life 
JT. We all do. We make decisions and then spend years living 
with the consequences. Think about this particular decision 
carefully. There’s no do over’s; once it’s done, it’s done. One 
day you’ll come to understand the importance of family. Don’t 
leave it till it’s too late.” 

Mr. Rhodes was smiling kindly at him. He laid a hand on JT’s 

shoulder. “I hope you’ll think about what I’ve said.”
The blast of frigid air hit him again as he exited the shop. But this 

time it felt different, refreshing. He zipped up his jacket, pulled up 
his hood, and started out for home. 

It was still snowing. JT looked up at the sky; the clouds had 
disappeared and the sun had come out. He stood for a few 
moments and watched the big flakes fall. He followed one as 
it floated downward. He ran, opened his mouth and caught it 
on his tongue. 

As soon as he arrived home, he picked up the phone and sat 
down heavily on the sofa. His palms were sweaty and his heartbeat 
was a paradiddle. He took a deep breath, and dialed. 

The phone rang. Once. Twice. Three times.
Just as he was about to hang up, he heard a woman’s voice. 
“Hello?” 
JT froze.
“Hello?” she repeated; a question in her voice.
“May I speak to James, please?” he asked tentatively. 
“Who is this?” the woman at the other end enquired quietly.
“I-It’s JT. I’m his son.”
JT could feel his pulse pounding in his temples like a bass 

drum, as the woman talked softly. She spoke clearly, but JT didn’t 
understand. He didn’t want to 
understand.

JT tried to focus as the woman 
continued talking, “… he passed 
away during the night. He had tried 
contacting you before, when he 
wasn’t so ill, but …” the woman said, 

her voice cracking. “I’m so sorry.”
JT looked up to see his grandmother standing frozen in the 

doorway, her hands clasped to her mouth. 
“We wanted you to come over, both of us …” the woman 

continued after pausing to blow her nose. “You’re still welcome. 
Any time. If you want to that is.” 

She paused again, and then said quietly, “I think Caroline would 
like to meet you.” 

“I would like that too,” JT whispered into the receiver. It was as 
if he could hear the woman smile as she hung up. 

He sat at the table with his grandmother a short while later, 
both of them sipping tea, each lost in their own thoughts. 

“I guess I’m a big brother now,” JT said eventually, after 
swallowing a mouthful of tea, “She’s my sister. She’s family.” 

Gloria nodded at her grandson and said softly, “Family’s 
important.”

JT looked out the window and smiled as he watched the 
snowflakes fall. ■

Mr. Brown is currently completing his Grade Twelve year. The 
musical references in his story come from playing the piano, 
clarinet, trombone and drums from an early age. Each summer, 
and during the year when not at school, he works at his cousin’s 
store in Quebec where his family is from. He is interested in 
traveling, especially outside Canada where he has never been; 
he would particularly like to visit Europe and Australia. After 
university, he hopes to pursue a career in acting. Another goal of 
Mr. Brown’s is to write a graphic novel. 

“ Snow was falling. It fell in those big,
fluffy kinds of snowflakes; the kind little
kids liked to catch on their tongues. ”
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I
T IS A COLD NIGHT, and the ground 
is still wet from the rain earlier. 
It looks rather depressing for a 
Friday night. It’s as if the streets are 
sleeping and don’t feel like getting 

up. Toronto could sure suck the life out of 
you sometimes. I take a moment to gaze 
through the large front window of my bar 
at the cold grey streets. I look away from 
the depressing sight and stifle a yawn. It’s 
pretty dead for a Friday night, but some of 
my regulars are here and we’re having a 
good time.

My name is Raynel 
Francis Leroux, people 
call me Ray. I’m from 
Rivere-du-Loup, a small city in Quebec, 
near the Saint Lawrence River. My mom, a 
single parent with a child to raise, moved 
to Toronto to find work and we’ve been 
here ever since. Mom wants me to have a 
better life than the one she had, although I 
think she’s proud of me even though I’m a 
bartender. It certainly wasn’t my first career 
choice, but it didn’t take long to grow on 
me. If you’re good with people, bartending 
can be interesting and fun. You get to know 

people. And learn a lot. It has its challenges 
of course, but once you get used to it, it’s a 
good life. I own a cozy little place on St Clair. 
I wouldn’t necessarily call it a 'high end 
establishment,' but I think it’s a cut above 
your average watering hole. Good folks 
come in here.

I turn as the front door swings open; 
an elderly black man stumbles in and sits 
down on a stool at the bar in front of me. I 
stare at his wrinkled visage for a moment.

“Good afternoon, what’ll it be?” I ask.

“Jack. Double. You’re not actually 
thinking of asking for my ID, are you?” he 
enquires sardonically as I hesitate. There is 
something familiar about him.

I mutter an apology, pour whiskey into 
a glass tumbler and put it down on the 
bar top in front of him. I pass him a bowl 
of peanuts. He looks at me properly for the 
first time, nods his thanks, grabs a few nuts 
and tosses them into his mouth. He looks 
to be in his late sixties, his ash-coloured 

hair is thinning on the top, and his wrinkled 
face etched in a permanent scowl. I can’t 
shake the feeling that I know this guy from 
somewhere. He reminds me of a teacher I 
once knew. I gaze at him intently for a long 
moment. 

I am paralyzed as memories from 
twenty years ago come flooding back. I am 
no longer Ray, the bartender on St. Clair; 
a good listener and friend to many; I am 
transported back to a time when Ray was 
a smart-assed youngster with an aptitude 

for getting into trouble, and 
winds up meeting an English 
teacher who changed his life. 

 I knew he was different 
from other teachers the moment I laid 
eyes on him; he dressed differently for 
one thing. I cannot recall ever seeing him 
dressed in anything other than a dark, 
well-pressed business suit; it was his 
professional trademark in a way. Not only 
was it his style of dress that made him 
different, his classroom had a different 
atmosphere too, sometimes it could be 
rather ponderous and heavy. Maybe it 
had something to do with his home life, I 

“ I knew he was different from the other teachers 
the moment I laid eyes on him ”

By Eric Carvalhinho

BARTENDERSobriety
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can’t say for sure. I tried asking him once 
when I came to know him better, but 
he would politely tell me to shut up. He 
isn’t fondly remembered when his name 
comes up at our middle school reunions. 
However, for all his strange ways, he was 
and still is, my favorite teacher of all time, 
but even I would have to admit that he 
was a rather enigmatic man. He used it 
to his full advantage though, and despite 
being very strict, he was a wonderful and 
often inspiring teacher, who used slightly 
unorthodox methods to 
open his students’ eyes 
and heart to ideas and 
language. 

I remember leaving his 
class on the first day of 
school somewhat confused. 
He seemed to enjoy being 
cryptic, and had talked in 
riddles. I ended up learning much later 
that he deliberately created this persona in 
order to make him appear more mysterious, 
that his students would work harder to get 
to know him better; they would want to 
please him and would make more effort. 
That was his theory anyway. He excelled as 
a teacher because he was passionate about 
his subject. He wanted you to think about 
what he was saying, and he knew exactly 
what to say to keep you interested and 
make you curious, to spark ideas and keep 
you thinking. He wanted you to care about 
his subject as much as he did. 

I remember the second day quite 
vividly too; I think it was then it occurred to 
me that he was something of an enigma.

When we walked into class, we found him 
sitting on his chair, with his legs extended and 
his feet on his desk. He looked so still, and 
except for the fact that his eyes were open, 
we would’ve sworn he was asleep. We 
settled in our seats, quietened down and 
looked at him expectantly.

He finally spoke. “Success is 
not the product of spontaneous 
combustion,” he began, not 
looking at us, gazing at some fixed 
point on the ceiling. “In order to 
be successful, you must first be 
set ablaze. Can anyone explain what 
I mean by that?” 

He continued as we stared at 
him blankly, “There is no right or 
wrong answer; I expect only 
an articulately expressed, 

thoughtful opinion. Now, who can explain 
what I just said?” A student raised her 
hand shyly. “Yes?” he nodded at her 
encouragingly. 

“In order to do well you must first burn 
out?” He frowned, as if he was actually 
considering her response. 

“Hmm, a little cynical, but it’s not quite 
the answer I am looking for.” He stood up 
then and gazed around the room. He wasn’t 
a tall man but he had a presence.

Another student raised his hand and 

said tentatively, “You have to expose 
yourself to some danger, to some degree of 
risk, in order to amount to anything in life?”

“An interesting answer. Anyone else?” 
he barked, as his eyes swept the classroom. 

I raised my hand. “Yes, Mr. Leroux?” 
I groaned inwardly at his use of my last 
name, I had been unfortunate enough to 
piss him off yesterday, and he has taken to 
calling me by my last name. It was as if he 
was deliberately provoking me.

“It’s a metaphor. To be set on fire is to 
have that push that makes you really want 
to succeed. It comes from inside. You have 
to want it, the fire can only be ignited by a 
spark, and that spark can only come from 
oneself."

He beamed at me, one of the few times 
I ever recall seeing him smile. “Exactly 
right, the motivation to succeed comes 

from within. Unless you are that very rare 
individual who is born with the fire, you 
have to want to find it and must search deep 
within yourself to discover it.”

He gave us a homework assignment; we 
were to go home that evening and reflect 
on what might be our own spark, our own 
push to succeed. I supposed it was his way 
of motivating us to pass his class. I didn’t 
do it, of course; the assignment. It wasn’t 
even for marks for heaven’s sake; I had no 
reason to.

Three months into the 
school year, one of my more 
rebellious friends invited me 
to nip outside for a smoke 
with him. We went to a well-
known smokers’ hang out 
behind the school’s main 
building and lit up. 

He found us. I 
suspected that he had headed there 
for the same reason as us. He told my 
smoking buddy to get off home and 
proceeded to deliver a lengthy lecture 
to me about how I was not achieving my 
full potential. He told me he intended to 
inform my mother of my smoking habit 
unless I changed my attitude. From now 
on, he expected me to, not only do all of 
my work, but to do it to the best of my 
ability. 

Then he did something entirely 
unexpected. He reached into his jacket 
pocket, retrieved a full pack of cigarettes 
and tossed it to me, before telling me to piss 
off home.

`Remember when I said he was an 
enigma? I was not lying. 

“ My mind jerks back to the present and I stare at 
the man sitting across the bar from me. 

Could this frail-looking, elderly drunk be my former 
middle school English teacher, Mr. Ezekiel Smith? ”
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“ You remind me of a student I used to 
have. He spouted the same shit, the 

only difference is that he was twelve. ”

I automatically pour him another double shot of whiskey. He 
reaches over and grabs it.

“Perhaps your expectations were too high? That’s an 
understatement; you set the bar so high it was practically out 
of sight! What did you expect from a bunch of twelve year olds 
who were more interested in sports at the time than ideas,” I 
say and look him dead in the eye. 

His eyes widen and he puts his glass down.
 I continue, “You were an awesome teacher Mr. Smith. You 

certainly inspired me,” I add quietly. 
He stares at me, his mouth agape but he recovers quickly, 

jerks his eyes upward and says, “I see your name above the bar, 
it is apparent you have made a success of your life."

He smiles at me and continues, “Here, have this one on me.” He 
pushes the untouched glass of whiskey across the counter toward 
me. I’ve had enough. Good night Mr. Leroux. And thank you.” 

And with this he gets up from the stool, walks to the door and 
disappears into the night.

Once an enigma, always an enigma. ■

Mr. Carvalhino, who is currently completing his Grade Twelve 
year, enjoys reading about ancient history, and includes sports 
and writing among his interests. His story was inspired by working 
at his father’s bar, a bar not dissimilar to the bar in his story. 

However, thanks to him, I did find my motivation, my spark 
if you like, and I did well in my studies after that and graduated 
from a distinguished university with distinction. We kept in 
touch throughout my high school years, but lost contact when 
I went away to university. When I returned to Toronto, armed 
with a Master’s degree in English Literature to settle down and 
look for work in my home town, I looked for him but he had 
moved in the intervening years, and I could learn only that he 
had retired.

“Hit me with another,” he says, interrupting my reverie and 
glaring at me. 

My mind jerks back to the present and I stare at the man 
sitting across the bar from me. Could this frail-looking, 
elderly drunk be my former middle-school English teacher, 
Mr. Ezekiel Smith? 

“Sure.” I hand him another double. “So … mm … How’s life?” 
I ask him, making small talk. I know it is hopeless, because if 
he is the man I once knew, he won’t want to talk, and certainly 
not about himself. 

He grunts. “What the hell is it to you?” The gruff response comes 
as no surprise if I’m right. Quick Ray, think on your feet. 

“It’s not uncommon for a bartender to chat with a 
customer.” I turn away from him to polish a few glasses and 
give him and myself some space. But I couldn’t resist adding, 
“If something’s bothering you, I have found that it’s always 
better to talk about it.” 

He chuckles. “You remind me of a student I used to have. 
He spouted the same shit, the only difference is that he was 
twelve.” He shrugs. “I suppose there’s no harm in it.” He 
returned to his whiskey.

“So, you’re a teacher?” I do my best to feign ignorance.
Even I was surprised by how convincing I sound. 

“I was in the wrong profession. I don’t know. I thought I was 
doing a good job, but I wasn’t. Out of all my students, I only 
had one who really got it, really understood what I was trying 
to instil, and even then, I had to give him a real good kick in the 
ass to get him started.” I laugh awkwardly.

“Give me another drink,” he says.
I raise my eyebrows. “Are you sure? You haven’t been here 

five minutes and you’ve knocked back two already.” 
“Shut up. Just pour,” he snarls. With a shrug, I do what he 

asks. Within moments of me handing him his glass, he has 
swallowed its contents. Damn, he’s a real drinker. He sighs 
and says quietly, “I really did care about those kids.” He shakes 
his head. “It wasn’t their fault that most of them didn’t get 
it. I was impatient, especially with the slackers. Perhaps my 
expectations were too high. Not all are great thinkers; society 
needs other kinds of people too.” 

My eye twitches. 
“Give me another.” 
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GARRIS’S STOMACH felt soft and warm under Juno’s hand. 
Juno scratched the great wolf’s thick black fur. Stevie 
Nicks’ voice rang out from the old tinny radio, filling the 
shack with familiar and comforting tunes. 

“Wait for it,” Juno said to her wolf brother and, as if on cue, her 
young wolf sister Nala padded over to join them from her place by the 
hearth, her long pink tongue drooping out of her smiling mouth. Juno 
loved how much Nala loved Stevie Nicks. 

The shaggy white wolf curled up beside Garris, then looked up at 
Juno, begging her to join the two of them. Juno lay down between her 
two wolf siblings, closed her eyes, and let Stevie lead her into sleep. 

The next morning Juno woke earlier than her wolf family. 
Nala and Garris were still snuggled up in a large ball of sleeping 
fur. She remembered when she and her own parents, Sara and 
Jordy, used to snuggle up like that with Janya, the mother of 
Garris and Nala. 

Her mind occasionally flickered to her old life. It made Juno sad 
and angry to remember, but it was the only way she knew to honour 
her former family. She could still smell Janya’s soft fur, hear her own 
mother’s sweet voice, as smooth and soft as silk, and feel her father’s 
arms enveloping her in a hug. 

She remembered when Janya had been heavily pregnant, and 
Juno had been reluctant to leave her. She had wanted to stay for 
the birth, but her mother suggested she leave the house to hunt, 
while her father delivered Janya’s cubs. When Juno entered the 
shack a few hours later, holding up several dead rabbits she had 
snared, she screamed as she saw her father covered in blood. He 
was kneeling over Janya who was lying on the floor of the shack, 
weakened after birthing five cubs. Two of them died shortly after, 
and one of them was born frailer than the others and died four 
days later. Her parents thought it unlikely the remaining two would 
survive. But they did. 

They named the surviving pair of wolf cubs, Garris and Nala. 
Janya, their wolf daughter, had been the family’s protector her 

whole adult life, but she needed time to recover from the birth and 
perhaps it was time for her to spend her remaining years more 
quietly; she’d earned the rest. In the meantime, Juno and her parents 
would raise the two wolf cubs to take over from their mother, as 
protectors of their family. 

The day Juno’s life changed, the sun was shining as the long black 
car pulled up outside the shack and the man stepped out. He was 

dressed in black and carried a briefcase. Jordy urged Juno to take the 
two wolf cubs with her into the woods and hide. 

The man entered the shack, shoved some paperwork in their 
faces, hauled Janya outside by the scruff of her neck, and shot her. 
He shoved her parents into the backseat of the car and drove off. 
That was the last Juno had seen of them. 

After she buried Janya, Juno wept for two whole days, but after 
vowing she would never again cry, she isolated herself and her 
wolves from the world. She no longer went into town. She no longer 
trusted people, only her two wolves. 

Several months after her parents had been taken and Janya shot, 
Juno awoke with a start. Neither of her wolves was by her side. It was 
unusual for Garris and Nala to begin their daily hunt without her. 

She grabbed her bow and quiver of arrows and took off 
soundlessly into the woods. Calling out for her wolves, she searched 
the forest, her heart banging against her chest as hard as her feet 
pounded the ground. “Garris! Nala!” she cried over and over again.

Juno found the pair of them eventually, in a small clearing, 
several miles from home. There was a long black car standing 
empty and silent a few feet away, the front door was wide open on 
the driver’s side. 

They were tearing into the morning’s kill. She leaned over 
Garris’s shoulder and felt her blood turn to ice. Garris and Nala were 
devouring what had once been a person, tearing it limb from limb. 
She bent over to look at the remains of what had once been human 
and recoiled in shock. He was barely recognizable, but she was able 
to identify him as the man who had shot Janya and had taken her 
father and mother. 

The three of us sat together in the early morning sunshine, 
feasting on the kill. 

Garris and Nala glanced at me with satisfaction in their eyes, and 
Juno knew that they were deriving as much pleasure and satisfaction 
from this particular meal as she was. n

Ms. Seymour is a previously published Forge writer who is 
completing her Grade Ten year. Her name is Isabella, but she 
feels that Izy suits her better. She describes herself as a chronic 
nail biter with dirty blonde hair, but feels any other colour would 
suit her better. She lists her interests as writing, drawing, Forensic 
Psychology, Netflix, girls and boys, and professes to hate spending 
so much of her time at her computer.

by Izy Seymour
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T
HE LONG DRIVE UP TO THE COTTAGE WAS INTOLERABLE. 
Benny’s mother Heather, had climbed in the back with him 
after shooting one long look at Benny’s father, Leonard. 
Nobody spoke for the first half of the trip. Each of them 

alone with their thoughts and the sound of the roaring engine and 
the rubber tires racing along the rocky highway echoing through the 
Prius. Benny got scolded for trying to stick his head out the window.

“Are we almost there?” he asked, as he turned toward his mom who 
raised her eyebrows enquiringly at the back of her husband’s head. 

Leonard didn’t reply. Instead, he pressed the GPS button 
and a female voice told them their destination was fifty-five 
kilometres away.

Benny spent the rest of the trip thinking of creative but 
painless ways to die. 

His father, Leonard Dougman, had been Benny’s hero ever since 
he could remember. Leonard would buy him the toys that Heather 
wouldn’t, and let him eat the junk food that Heather had deemed 
unsuitable for a growing boy. It seemed to Benny that his mom had 
never really appreciated his dad. But even his mom agreed that he 
was a superb fisherman. 

Every year, as the days got longer in the weeks leading up to the 
summer, Leonard would talk endlessly about the cottage. Benny 
observed the way his eyes lit up every time he spoke of it and he 
heard the longing in his father’s voice. His father loved to fish and 
sometimes Benny wondered why they lived in the city.

Benny and Leonard unpacked the car while Heather chatted with 
other cottagers on the sandy grass beside the dock. The Misty River 
glistened in the late afternoon sun. 

“What were you and mom arguing about this morning?” Benny 
asked, as they made their way down the slope toward her.

“Fish,” replied Leonard succinctly. Benny turned toward Leonard 
and raised his eyebrows in an unspoken question.

“Your mother believes bluegills are superior to perch. She 
says they’re more adaptive, a stronger species, and far prettier,” 
continued Leonard, chuckling. 

Benny felt he would never understand grown-ups. 
“Do you agree with her?” he asked. Leonard snorted in derision, 

but said nothing.
Benny was twelve years old; old enough to know his parents 

argued, but too young to understand why. Each time they argued, 
they would apologize to him separately. Heather would invariably 
blame Leonard. Leonard would bring him candy that was normally 
not permitted, except on special occasions. 

Sometimes Benny felt caught in a tug-of-war between them. 
Benny heard his mother’s raised voice coming from the living 

room in the cottage. He placed his ear next to the door and 
listened intently.

“How could you do that to Benny?” whispered Heather angrily. 
“I think it would be for the better,” his father replied calmly.
“You’re being selfish!” Heather cried.
He heard the cottage door closing. He wasn’t going to wait for his 

parents’ apologies. Not this time. 
Benny opened the door directly into the living room, where he found 

Heather sitting on the couch with her eyes closed. Benny could feel the 
tension in the pit of his stomach. He hated the feeling that hung around 
after every fight; it left him feeling bereft and alone, sometimes for days. 

by Ritchie Duong
perch
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Benny found his father on the dock, preparing to take his dinghy 
onto the Misty River. He was whistling softly to himself as he sorted 
fishing lines, flies and bait in his tackle box. 

“Wanna come?” asked his father.
They didn’t speak as they made their way along the shoreline of 

the meandering river. Trees grew thickly at the water’s edge as they 
passed turtles sunning themselves on the rocks. Despite the croak 
of frogs and the numerous bird calls, the river was eerily silent as 
his dad hoisted the oars into the small craft. They were about to do 
what they had come here to do; some serious fishing. 

Benny watched as Leonard assembled the two rods, but looked 
away when he hooked two slimy wet worms onto 
flies. 

 “Why is Mom mad with you?” asked Benny, 
eventually breaking the silence.

“She thinks I’m a perch,” he said and smiled. 
This kind of talk drove Benny wild. What was 

his father talking about? 
“Benny, you’re too young to understand,” said 

Leonard gently.
“Then explain it to me. I want to understand!” cried 

Benny. 
Leonard turned to him, and smiled. “Benny, just know that 

your mom and I love you very much, and that’s all that really 

matters. We love each other, but want different things.”
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?” Benny cried, standing 

up suddenly, almost capsizing the dinghy, “Are you going to die?”
“Heavens, no!” exclaimed Leonard, smiling. “Isn’t this a 

magical place? I could live here for—”
 “Whoa!” they yelled simultaneously as they both felt a tug 

on their line.
 “Here let me help—“
“NO!” yelled Benny.
Fuelled by the frustration he felt toward his parents, 

Benny gripped his rod fiercely, holding on as hard as he 
could with one hand, while turning the reel as quickly as he 
could with the other. He swung the rod with all his strength 
and a bluegill flew across the bow of the boat onto the floor. 
It flopped around struggling for air before Benny removed 
the hook from inside its mouth and dropped the fish into the 
bucket alongside his father’s perch. 

“I’m impressed!” yelled Leonard, laughing. It was good to hear 
his father laugh. 

They spent the next few hours sitting in companionable silence 
while they filled the bucket with bluegills and perch. Sometimes 
they talked, mostly about the river, occasionally retelling a well-
loved story from a previous summer. 

By sunset, they were back at the dock, and Benny helped 
Leonard secure the dinghy to its moorings.

It was midnight when Benny was woken by, what turned out to 

be not only the last and the quietest argument of all, but the one 
that broke his heart the most.

Benny lay in his bed and thought about Leonard living here by 
himself at the cottage all year round. What would it be like in winter, 
he wondered. He would find out for himself. He had overheard 
Heather and Leonard working it out so that Benny would visit 
his father for one weekend every month and longer during the 
holidays. While this made him feel better, his heart ached a little at 
the thought of not seeing Leonard every day. 

Leonard packed Benny and Heather’s luggage in the trunk of the 
Prius and hugged them to his chest in a fierce embrace. “I’ll miss 
you both,” he muttered quietly.

The three of them were standing on the dock saying goodbye, 
before Heather and Benny would return to the city. Alone.

Benny spotted a small silver perch floating on its side on the 
surface of the water. It was barely moving. He got down on his 
hands and knees and flicked the fish with his fingers.

He watched as the perch struggled to regain its momentum 
before swimming off into the waters of the Misty River. ■

Mr. Duong, currently completing Grade Twelve, wrote this 
story after visiting his friend’s cottage. He describes himself 

as ambitious and never scared to express how he feels. 
He writes about things he knows as he believes it is what 

makes a story more realistic, and recommends this to 
all aspiring writers. “ Your mother believes bluegills are 

superior to perch. She says they're more 
adaptive, a stronger species, and far prettier .”

Illustration by T
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M
ICHAEL BELIEVED that 21st 
century Toronto was the most 
difficult place in which to be 
romantic. Sure, there were 

places in the city that could be described 
as “the New York of the north with the look 
of Chicago.” However, according to him, “a 
problematic city with unwashed looks and 
grouchy citizens” would be a more accurate 
description. As a resident, Michael felt he could 
tell anyone willing to listen, that Toronto was a 
disgusting hellhole of a city. It 
was especially gross during the 
summer, August to be precise. 
The fact that it was now August, 
did not help him with his plan 
to propose to his girlfriend of 
seven years, Aurora, this very month.

Michael planned for the night to be per-
fect. It turned out anything but. 

It was the day of the proposal, and Michael 
was eager. Being an elementary school 
teacher, he had summers off, which meant 
that he could spend the day getting ready. 

Michael was well prepared. He had the 
perfect plan and the perfect suit. He even had 
the perfect ring. Aurora would love it.

 Michael called her from his cellphone to make 

sure she was ready before he left his condo to 
pick her up and take her out for dinner. He had 
showered and changed into his new suit an hour 
earlier. His suit fit perfectly. He was ready. 

“I’m ready,” Aurora said into the phone, “I 
left work early. I'm really looking forward to 
this evening.”

“I want tonight to be special,” Michael 
murmured. 

“I know it will be,” Aurora whispered in 
response.

Michael told her he was just leaving 
before hanging up and grabbing his jacket 
and his car keys from the table. 

He had one more thing to do. Michael went 
to get the ring from his desk. He opened the 
drawer expecting to see the purple velvet ring 
box. He halted in his tracks. It wasn’t there. He 
had been sure he’d put it in the desk drawer, 
but now he wasn’t so sure. He looked under 
the pile of newspapers strewn around the 
coffee table. It wasn’t there either.

He checked every room in the condo; 
the bathroom, the kitchen, the bedroom; 
pulling open drawers and cupboards; no 
nook or cranny were spared.

The ring was nowhere to be found. 
Michael panicked. He looked at the clock on 

the wall, he had told Aurora that he was on his 
way; he had no time to buy another ring. 

Michael could not stop worrying as he drove 
along the highway to Aurora’s. Where was that 
damned ring? Suddenly, a blaring horn crashed 

into Michael’s train of thoughts. 
Panicking, he swerved into the 
traffic. More horns sounded. He 
swiftly got back into his lane, 
narrowly missing a truck. 

'Shit!' thought Michael, 
'Eyes on the road. Focus.'

For the rest of the drive, he struggled to 
keep his mind clear. 

When Michael got to Aurora’s; he stepped 
out of the car, straightened his tie, slicked back 
his hair, took the elevator to her floor, and 
pressed the bell.

Aurora opened the door. Michael, stunned 
by Aurora’s little black dress, managed to 
stammer, “You are beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Aurora said, grinning at him. 

by Julian Arwen

“ Michael was well prepared. 
He had the perfect plan and the perfect suit. 

He even had the perfect ring. ”

T he Proposal
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On the drive to Pizzeria Libretto, the four-star 
Italian restaurant where Michael had booked 
a table, his mind was still poisoned with worry. 
Thoughts of the ring clung to his brain. Thankfully, 
they reached the restaurant without mishap. 

They were ushered to their table and 
ordered a bottle of wine while they waited for 
their first course to arrive. 

Aurora noticed Michael’s distraction. He 
constantly apologized for trivial things like 
sneezing or unbuttoning his jacket.

After dinner, Michael took Aurora by 
the hand and led her to Rennie Park. 

Michael, by now, was so consumed 
with worry, he did not notice that Aurora 
was talking.

“Honey, look at the stars, they’re sparkling 
like diamonds.“

Michael’s anxiety finally got the better of 
him and he broke down completely upon 
hearing the word ‘diamond’.

“Michael, love, tell me what’s wrong,” Aurora 
enquired gently. To comfort him, she laid her 
cheek against the left side of his chest, and leaned 
against something hard with sharp corners.

She sat up and reached into his inside jacket 
pocket and pulled out a purple velvet box. Aurora 
exploded with happiness, but kept herself in 
check as Michael explained. 

 “I was …” stuttered Michael, “going to 
…to ask you to marry me …tonight, but 
I thought I had lost the ring. I didn’t know 
whether to propose to you without it, I didn’t 
know what to do. I’ve been thinking about it 
all evening.”

“Oh Michael,” smiled Aurora. 
Before he could say anything else, Aurora 

knelt down on one knee, looked up at him 
and said, “My answer is yes, Michael. Now 
let me hear yours.”

And with that, Aurora reached into her 
purse and pulled out a red velvet box. She 
handed it to him. Michael opened the box 
and gasped. 

Michael helped her up off her knee. 
She gave Michael a sweet smile that 

made him feel as though he would never 
have to worry again. ■

Mr. Arwen is currently completing his Grade 
Twelve year at CTS. He enjoys Taekwondo, 
reading science fiction and apocalypse 
novels like ‘War of the Worlds’, watching 
science fiction and horror movies, Godzilla 
being one of his personal favourites, and 
playing video games. He also likes reading 
and writing movie reviews. 
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“MOM! JEFF!” my child-like voice 
screeches. My eyes are tightly closed, 
and my head turns from side to side on 
the pillow. I see them, but I can’t get to 
them. “Come back!”

I am woken by Gram’s hands pulling on 
my scrawny forearms forcing me awake, my 
face and pillow are wet from tears.

I see the worry in her eyes, she wants 
to say something reassuring, 
comforting, but not knowing 
what to say, she says nothing. 
Just wraps her arms around 
me and pulls me tightly to 
her chest. We lie down on 
the bed, I weep into her shoulder, and we 
remain like this until we fall asleep: A woman 
who just ten days ago lost her daughter and 
grandson, and an eleven year old girl who 
lost her mom and brother.

February 22, 2014 1:12 am
“MOM! JEFF!” I scream into the night; my 

arms thrashing against my bed, my toenails 
ripping holes in the sheet. 

“Amelia, wake up!” Uncle Jay shouts, 

crashing through my bedroom door. It’s not 
until I feel him grasp hold of my wrists that 
the horror-filled images dissolve. “Amelia, 
are you okay?” He sits on the edge of my 
bed, and looks at me with concern.

“Huh? Yeah, I’m fine,” I say, as I place my 
hand on his knee, trying to convince both 
him and myself that it is the truth.

“Have they come back?” he asks quietly. 
I look down and pick at a loose thread on 

the quilt. I don’t answer. 

I hear the bed creak as he stands up. 
I want to tell him, but I can’t get the 
words out. 

“They never really left,” I whisper to 
myself in the darkness. I hug my knees to 
my chest. 

Nightmares, I’ve had them since I was 
eleven. They’re always the same, my mom 
driving and my brother Jeff. We had just 
celebrated his sixteenth birthday. He was 

sitting next to her in the passenger seat. 
It’s raining so hard the drops sound like 
they’re going to break the windshield. My 
brother cracks a joke and my mom and I 
burst out laughing, but that’s where the 
happy stops. 

I don’t remember much after 
seeing the blinding glare of the car’s 
headlights hurtling toward us, before 
my face collides with the passenger 
seat headrest. But, the last thing I do 

remember before I blacked 
out is my mom reaching 
through the gap between 
the front seats, for my hand.

When I wake up, I’m 
calling out their names. 

I spend the remainder of the night lying 
awake in my bed, feeling lonely and sad as 
if they have left me all over again. 

Tonight is no different, except when the 
sun comes up, it’ll be the fifth anniversary 
of their deaths.

8:00 am 
'Beep-beep, beep-beep.' It’s time to get 

up. I stagger out of bed, throw on a pair 
of jogging pants and head downstairs. 

KNOCK 
OUT!
by Kathleen Verado

“ A woman who just ten days ago lost her 
daughter and grandson, and an eleven year old 

girl who lost her mom and brother. ”

March 5th, 2009 3:35 am
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Halfway down, I smell maple syrup and 
cinnamon. Gram’s made my favourite 
breakfast, which can only mean one thing. 
She knows what day it is.

“Morning Gram,” I say quietly, as I plant a 
kiss on her cheek.

“Good morning Ami.” She returns 
my smile, and hands me a plate piled 
high with slices of French toast. I nod 
my thanks.

“Is Uncle Jay up yet?” I ask, stuffing a 
fork-full of food in my mouth. 

“That cowboy’s still sound asleep on 
the couch,” Gram replies flipping the 
bacon. Uncle Jay likes to stay up late 
and watch Western movies, and Gram 
loves to tease him about it.

Just then Uncle Jay walks into the kitchen.
“Howdy, where y’all get to this 

morning?” Gram quips in an exaggerated 
southern drawl, as she looks over her 
shoulder at him in greeting.

He smiles but doesn’t say anything as he 
sits down at the table across from me.

I finish my breakfast, put my dishes in 
the sink, give Gram a hug, and grab my gym 
bag. “Bye guys! I’m going for a 
run, and then to the gym to get in 
some sparring before the big fight 
tonight.”

“Good luck. We'll be there. 
Knock’em dead!” Gram says 
with a smile in her voice.

As I step outside, Gram and Uncle Jay 
are talking quietly to each other. No prizes 
for guessing who they’re talking about.

11:30 pm
I am standing in the hastily-erected 

boxing ring in the local school gym. My eyes 
meet the flash of a camera, which suddenly 
turns into the glare of headlights. 

I feeI dizzy and stagger over to the stool 
in my corner of the ring.

“Amelia, are you okay? Where is your 
coach?" Uncle Jay asks, peering at me 
from a distance of six inches. I jerk back 
to the present.

“She’s gone to the van to fetch the 
gloves she wants me to use for the fight,” 
I reply weakly.

“You sure you’re going to be okay? It is no 
shame to back out,” Uncle Jay says gently.

“I’m fine. Really. I’m going to plug in my 
iPod; I need to get into the zone.” 

Uncle Jay kisses me on the forehead, 
squeezes my shoulder and walks away 
to join Gram in the audience. Truth is I 

did need the iPod to get in the zone, but 
I also needed to clear my head. I don’t 
know what just happened, but I sure as 
hell don’t want it to happen again.

I watch Coach making her way 
toward me, but I stay focused, not 
taking my eyes off a f ixed point above 
the stands. I take deep breaths in and 
out. She helps me put on the gloves. 
I’m ready.

As the PA system blares out the 
names of my opponent and me, we jump 
up from the stools in our respective 
corners, enter the ring, and prance 
around raising our gloved fists high into 
the air. 

Mr. Lewis, the local high school 
gym teacher and the referee for 
tonight ’s f ight, makes sure we shake 
hands before he blows his whistle. 

The crowd goes wild. Round One 
begins. 

We dance around each other for a while 
playing our own version of chicken, I throw a 
glancing blow here and she darts a stabbing 
punch there. 

Who will throw the first real punch? 
Suddenly, she does. 
Her right glove comes straight at my 

face, I duck and manage to avoid it, but 
then she swings with a left cross, and 
that one, I can’t dodge. 

The impact makes me stagger and I fall 
to the floor. I actually see stars! I squeeze 
my eyes shut to get back into the zone, 
and that’s when it happens, flooding 
my mind like a tsunami; the blinding 
headlights, my face hitting the headrest, 
and my mother reaching for my hand. 

Rage sneaks up my spine and explodes 
inside my brain. My eyes snap open with 
only one thing in my line of view; my 
opponent. I lock in like a heat seeking 
missile, push myself up from the floor, raise 
my fists and stride toward her. 

The referee bars my way.
My body is here in the local high 

school gym, but my mind is in the car, 
trying to fight my way back to my mom 
and Jeff. There is no stopping me. My 

fists have a mind of their own and I 
land punch after punch until I run out 
of steam and stagger back against the 
ropes, exhausted. 

I look out into the audience and catch 
sight of Uncle Jay’s face. He’s wearing 
an expression I’ve never seen before. 
It’s not pity, nor is it concern; it’s fear! 
He’s scared of me? No, he’s scared for 
me. He whispers something to Gram 
and she nods.

I feel someone’s hands on me, directing 
me gently to the centre of the ring. I focus 
on the present and push the hands off 
me. I look around frantically and spot Mr. 
Lewis, the ref, blood trickling from a cut 
on his forehead, with one eye completely 
swollen shut, sitting off to the side of the 
ring, being treated by the first aid team. 

How did that happen? 
My opponent is standing in her 

corner, looking at me with an unreadable 
expression on her face. She seems to be 
waiting for something. I look around the 
crowded gymnasium. Actually, everyone 
seems to be waiting for something. The 

PA system crackles into life and 
I hear my name. I have been 
disqualified. 

I run straight for the changing 
room, tears streaming down my face.

I am sitting on the bench in the 
empty room, my head in my gloved 

hands, when Uncle Jay walks in. 
“Want some help with those?” he 

asks, pointing to my gloves. I hold out 
my hands. 

“He would have been twenty-one this 
year,” I say, as he unties the strings.

Uncle Jay stops, looks up at me and 
nods, “Yeah,” he says softly. He goes 
back to untying my gloves, and when he 
is finished, we continue to sit for a while 
in silence. 

“I can’t remember their faces, Uncle Jay,” 
my words muffled by sobs. 

He stands up and holds out his hand to 
me. I grasp it. “Let’s get Gram and drive out 
to the cemetery together.” 

That is all he says, and that’s all I need. ■

Ms. Verado is a Grade Twelve student who 
enjoys writing, but admits her real passion 
is art. She hopes to pursue a career in 
animation, but if that doesn’t work out, she 
intends to attend university to become a 
forensic scientist. 

“ I lock in like a heat seeking missile, push 
myself up from the floor, raise my fists and 

stride toward her. ”
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Cali's cellphone rudely awakens her with its annoyingly loud 
alarm at exactly 6:30 am. She lets it ring for a good thirty seconds, 
takes a deep breath, and reaches over to her night table to shut 
off the alarm. It’s a routine she practices every morning. Cali 
looks around her small room, thinking that the early morning 
light and shadows from the window blinds turn her room into a 
picture on Tumblr. She opens the blinds and smiles. Not a cloud 
in the blue sky. It’s another sunny day in California.

Cali rolls out of bed, slips on her slippers, and heads out 
towards the kitchen to grab some breakfast. Cali’s roommate, 
Livi, is already sitting at the kitchen table, eating a bowl of cereal. 
She turns around.

“What it do, Cali?”
“What it do?” Cali responds 

with a laugh.
“Just chilling,” Livi replies with 

her mouth full. “What are you doing today?” 
“I have class at nine and work at three. After that – I don’t know 

– I’ll probably hit the books,” Cali says, helping herself to a cup of 
coffee from the pot on the stove.

“You’re staying in on a Friday night? I’ve been invited to a party, 
wanna come?”

Cali thinks about it for a second, then smiles, “Yeah, I’ll come. I 
haven’t been to a party in a while.” 

Livi raises her hands high above her head, “Whoa! I’m so pumped!”  
She gets up and dumps her empty cereal bowl into the sink. 

On her way out of the kitchen, she winks at Cali and slaps her butt.
Glancing at the clock, Cali counts down the minutes until her 

six-hour shift at work is over. Once the clock strikes nine, she grabs 
her stuff, clocks out, and takes the bus home. 

She stares out of the window at the palm trees as the bus passes 
by, and thinks to herself, ‘I have worked hard, I deserve some fun.’

Searching through her purse, Cali finds the keys and lets herself 
into her apartment. Livi is pouring a round of shots for her two 
girlfriends, Michelle and Rachel.

Livi pours another, hands the glass to Cali and says, “Drink up, girl.”
 Cali sighs and takes the glass, “It’s going to be a long night. Okay 

then, here’s to working hard 
and letting loose!” The girls 
raise their glasses, then down 
their drinks swiftly.

The cab pulls up to the front 
of the house; Michelle hands the driver a twenty-dollar bill as they 
dash from the cab and up the front steps. Livi loses her balance 
for a moment but catches herself on Michelle.

“Tipsy already, are we?” quips her friend.
“You know it Mich.” Livi grins.
“What are we waiting for?” Cali yells; leading the way into 

a front hallway packed with people shouting at the tops of their 
voices, trying to be heard above the music coming at them from 
all directions. After greeting several of their friends, they head for 
the bar set up in the kitchen. Livi and Cali help themselves to more 

the party
by Paloma Watts

“Her vision blurs and her limbs feel heavy, 
as if she is wading through deep water.”

Beep Beep Beep Beep…

after
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shots, while Michelle and Rachel strike up a conversation with 
some frat boys.

Later, Cali is dancing and singing to ‘Drunk in Love’ when she 
realizes she hasn’t seen Livi for a while. She pokes her head into the 
kitchen, Livi isn’t there. 

She steps into the room and asks the group of guys hanging 
around the bar, if they’ve seen her.

“I made this just for you,” one of them says, ignoring her 
question and holding out a paper cup of colourless liquid. 
The other boys laugh knowingly.

Cali chugs down the drink, tosses the cup aside, and heads 
out to find Livi. 

She opens the bathroom door to find Livi with her head in 
the toilet – Rachel and Michelle are holding back her hair. 

“Is she okay?” Cali says, a look of concern on her face.
“She will be fine. Eventually,” Rachel tells Cali.
“I’m actually feeling really tired all of a sudden - like, super 

sleepy. I think I’m going to call a cab to take me home - if that’s cool 
with you guys,” Cali says, beginning to slur her words and leaning 
against the bathroom wall. 

“Would you like me to come with you? You don’t look so good 
yourself,” Michelle says.

“Nah, you two stay with Livi, I’ll be fine,” responds Cali.
Cali staggers outside to the street and makes her way to the curb 

to hail a cab when she starts to feel woozy; her vision blurs and her 
limbs feel heavy, as if she is wading through water. She leans against 
a parked car. 

Out of her peripheral vision she sees a man approach wearing a 
hoodie. She tries to move but she can’t; it’s as if she’s rooted to the 
ground. She feels herself being shoved roughly into the backseat 
of a car. 

Beep Beep Beep Beep…
Cali opens her eyes and looks around. The sun is out. She 

is lying on a bench next to an empty parking lot. She fumbles 
for her phone—five missed calls and twelve unread messages. 

How did I get here? What happened to me? 
Then she remembers; the weight of the man on top of her, 

the rancid smell of his breath. 
She gasps out loud, as it becomes crystal clear exactly what 

happened to her after the party. ■

Ms. Watts is currently completing her Grade Twelve year and 
plans to attend Art College after graduation, where she will 
pursue her passion for art. 

• 7.2 % of reported rape incidents in North America happen at parties, 7.2% inside vehicles, and 2.2% at bars (U.S. Bureau of 
Justice, CDC, Koss, Gidycz & Wisniewski College Study, United Nations).

• About 25% of women in Canada report that drugs were a factor in rape incidents - alcohol being the most common, marijuana 
being the next ( “Be Date Rape Aware - Don’t Be That Guy.” YWCA Banff. Web. 18 May 2014.) 

• Gamma-hydroxybutyrate (GHB) is a central nervous system depressant. It is sold as a liquid, or a light-coloured powder that 
dissolves easily in liquid. It has no odour, tastes slightly salty and is almost undetectable when mixed in a drink. Lyman, Michael 
D. (2006). Practical drug enforcement (3rd ed.) Boca Raton, Fla.: CRC. pp 72-75
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A FTER THE SILENCE, the splash of water was deafening. 
The sound reached the deepest crevice of my soul. I 
turned to Liv; her school uniform was dishevelled and 
her all-black brogues were covered in a thick layer of 

dusty red soil. The expression of horror on her face mirrored my 
own; we watched in silence as the moon illuminated the lifeless 
shape. It resembled a starfish as it floated facedown, its limbs 
outstretched on the surface of the 
water. That morning should have 
begun like every other morning at 
Witwatersrand School for Girls. I 
usually woke up at 6:30am, ready to 
begin my day with a steaming cup 
of tea and the South Africa Daily News on my nightstand, courtesy 
of one of the younger girls from one of the halls of residence at our 
famous boarding school. This morning, however, I had been woken, 
not by my cousin Liv’s snoring from across our room as usual, but by 
the incessant buzzing of my cell phone. 

The screen lit up: “BUSTED. Facebook next, whore!” The colour 
drained from my face. I leapt out of bed, ran over to Liv, and shaking 
her as hard as I could, urged her to wake up. 

“Get off me Sanne! Have you gone mad?” she cried, clutching 
the bed clothes to her chin. 

“Carla has found out about Pieter and me! She has a photo of 
us on her cellphone; she’s threatening to post it on Facebook!” 

I wailed. Although it felt as if my life was in ruins, I could not 
help my mouth from turning up at the corners in a bittersweet 
yet fleeting smile, as my English teacher’s first name came 
unbidden to my lips. 

I thrust the cellphone in her face and watched the expression of 
alarm transform her features at the image of Mr. Vurren, our thirty-
two year old Afrikaans teacher, and me. The walls at Witwatersrand 

School for Girls have eyes. I wished 
though, that it had been anyone 
other than Carla. Liv was instantly 
alert.

 “Sanne, we have to put a stop 
to this! What would happen if the 

media got a hold of it? How would the family react?” 
“You have to help me,” I pleaded. Our family’s untainted 

reputation was at risk and I was willing to stop at nothing to keep 
it that way. Liv paused for a moment before choosing her words 
carefully. 

“We’ll do what needs to be done.” I listened carefully as she 
outlined the steps in her plan. She always was a quick thinker, but 
this time her words sent a chill through me. 

I took one last puff as I tossed the stompie onto the walkway, 
outing it with the heel of my Mary Janes. It was well after 
midnight, the student population at our hall of residence should 
be fast asleep by now. Liv’s words reverberated in my head. 

“ It resembled a star fish as it floated  
facedown, its limbs outstretched, on 

 the surface of the water. ” 

by Zarina Mia

SHAPEstarf ish
the

of a 
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'We’ll do what needs to be done,' she had said in a clear and 
determined voice. I climbed the ancient stairs of the residency 
tower to put the first step of her plan into action. 

I reached the first landing and paused outside the door in front of 
me. Sleeping on the other side was perhaps the most manipulative, 
meanest and power-hungry creature I have ever met. 

“Carla? Are you up?” I whispered urgently, as I rapped sharply 
on the door. It opened suddenly. She had sleek platinum blonde 
hair that fell to her shoulders, a ghost-like complexion, and the 
iciest blue eyes this side of the equator. My dark curly hair framed 
against the deep sun-kissed caramel of my skin will prove tough 
competition for this arctic fox. 

 She stared me at me long and hard, before clearing her throat, 
turning on her heel, and disappearing into her room, leaving the 
door ajar behind her. 

I followed her as she had expected me to, closed the door behind 
me and turned to face her; Carla Vanderhayden, my nemesis; the 
threat to my family. 

‘We’ll do what needs to be done.’
 Step two. "Carla, you’ve got to listen to me. Please!” How I hated 

to beg. 
“Too late,” she sneered. “You should have thought of that before 

you f***** Mr. Vurren.” 
I knew there was no point in appealing to her better nature. She 

didn’t have one. Knowing 
it wouldn’t work, but 
wishing it had, I put the 
third step of Liv’s plan into 
action by offering to show 
her where Mr. Vurren 
and I met up." I despised 
the wheedling note in my 
voice but we knew she wouldn’t be able to resist that offer. 

We exited the residence, walked quickly and quietly down 
the wide circular steps in front of the school, and started down 
the long driveway that would take us beyond the gardens to 
the pool. 

The surface of the water, blue and unthreatening during the day, 
glittered like a million pieces of stardust at night. It was a popular 
meeting spot for picnics, but now, in the dark, it was deserted and 
vaguely menacing. 

“Well?” said Carla, turning to face me, arms crossed 
against her chest.

It was now or never. 
I hesitated.
“Carla, please,” I began, but she interrupted me. 
“Show me!” she demanded. 
I didn’t want to plead with her. Nor did I want to beg. But my 

mind flickered briefly to the face of my father as I imagined him 
opening the letter with the school crest emblazoned on the 
envelope. I couldn’t bear the look of disappointment as he read the 
cold, sparse language that told him his daughter had been expelled 
for ‘conduct unbecoming’.

We gazed at each other for a long moment. Suddenly, a hungry 
grin spread across her face and she burst into laughter as she 
accepted the unspoken challenge. This would be a battle of wits 
and whoever had the most strength would reign supreme. 

No more beating around the bush. Before she had a chance to 
take a step toward me, I yanked her arm and she lost her balance. 
Like a baby giraffe, she teetered with fancy footwork at the edge of 
the pool, before stumbling, hitting her head on the concrete, and 
falling headlong into the water. Face down, her body assumed the 
shape of a starfish. 

It took the two of us, but we managed to hoist her onto a piece 
of plastic tarp we found in the hut where the pool maintenance man 
kept his supplies. Liv had arrived ahead of us to keep watch; girls 
occasionally made it this far from school to indulge in forbidden 
cigarettes and beer under the cover of darkness. 

We wrapped Carla’s body in the tarp. It wasn’t supposed to 
have gone like this. Or was it? I couldn’t remember what Liv had 
said. I was incapable of rational thought. I suppose I must have 
been in shock.

The trees were natural camouflage as we hauled the body along 
the ground. Carla’s clothes were waterlogged and she was heavy. 
It was hard work. Finally, we reached the point where there was a 
chink in the armour of the fence. I suspected we were the only ones 
who were aware of its existence. Liv and I were avid explorers, and 
were familiar with every inch of the school grounds. 

As Liv peeled back a large piece of the chain link fence, we manoeuvred 
the body through our makeshift portal and entered the sub-Kalahari. 

The moon and stars not only illuminated our path; they were the 
planetary companions on our 
journey. Distant cries of wild 
animals filled the air as we 
made our way in silence, partly 
dragging, partly swinging the 
body between us, until we 
arrived at our destination. 

We’d frequented the 
deep, natural rock pool often over the past four years at 
Witwatersrand. The calm, cool, deep water drew the lost souls 
of the veld. 

 The water lapped against the steep banks, as if eager to accept 
our offering. We set the large bundle at the lip of the steepest 
precipice overhanging the water’s edge, and stood for a moment in 
silent reflection. Liv grabbed my hand and met my eyes. 

We positioned ourselves and rolled Carly’s body over the 
edge and into the water. 

After the silence, the splash of water was deafening. The 
sound reached even the deepest crevice of my soul. I turned 
to Liv; her school uniform was dishevelled and her all-black 
brogues were covered in a thick layer of dusty, red soil. The 
expression of horror on her face mirrored my own; we watched 
in silence as the moon illuminated the lifeless shape; blonde 
hair trailing, floating face down on the surface of the water 
assuming the shape of a starfish. 

We watched as it slowly sank into the murky depths, feeling safe 
and secure that my secret would never find a wider audience. We 
had done what needed to be done. n

Ms. Mia is graduating from Central Tech this year. She is a world-
wide traveler, having visited both American coasts, many countries 
in Africa, as well as having spent time in Europe. Her stories stem 
from her own experiences and lively imagination. 

“ Like a baby giraffe, she teetered with fancy 
footwork at the edge of the pool, before stumbling, 

hitting her head on the concrete, and falling 
headlong into the water. ”

starf ish
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THE BIRTH OF THE WORLD
At the beginning, the universe was nothing but shapeless 

matter. There was neither sound nor light, only a black silent 
void existed. This was referred to as the Chaos era. As time 
passed, the first elements of the world appeared, light and 
with it warmth. Next came sound, and with this Heaven was 
born, and the first gods appeared.

There was Hikari, the god of light, Nukumi, the goddess of 
warmth, Oto, the god of music, and Heiwa, the goddess of 
peace. The new era was called the Saisho era.

Shortly after Heaven was born, Earth made its appearance. 
Earth was composed of negative elements; it was dark, cold, 
and silent, remnants from the Chaos era. From this, Kurai, 
the goddess of darkness, emerged. Everywhere she went 
darkness fell, but she longed for companionship. She was 
rejected by Heaven and roamed her desolate homeland alone. 

The four gods took pity on Kurai, and sent their four children 
to share elements of Heaven with Earth. Uma, daughter of Hikari 
and Nukumi, brought fire and light, and her sister, Taka, brought 
wind. Kuma and Iruka, twin sons of Oto and Heiwa, brought water.

With these gifts, Earth flourished, and its barren landscape 
was transformed into forests, lakes, rivers and mountains. 

The children of Heaven created humans, mirrored in their 
own image. This was the Jinsei era; the birth of humanity.

THE BIRTH OF NIGHT
With the arrival of humans, Earth was bathed in constant light. 

Kurai, who lived in constant shadow, was outraged. In her fury, she 
created fiery heat and seas of sand that formed the rolling dunes 
of the desert; she covered north and south with sheets of ice, and 
sent the blistering cold of winter to every corner of Earth. Crops 
declined, and humans grieved their loss.

In order to still her fury, Hikari, the god of light, granted Kurai one 
half of each cycle to roam freely in light, while spending the other 
half hidden in the shadow of dark. And with this Night was born. 
Kurai moved through Night planting nightmares into the dreams of 
humans. Earth flourished once again and the universe moved into 
the Genzai era.

THE MESSENGERS
As a reward for bringing life back to Earth, the four gods granted each 

of their children a creature to assist them with their duties. To Uma they 
gifted the horse, quicker than wild fire. Taka received the hawk, to watch 
all from above. Kuma got the bear, as strong and sturdy as Earth itself. 
And to Iruka, god of the seas, they gave the dolphin, quick and intelligent. 
And this was the beginning of the four great beasts of the world.

Uma, mounting her black stallion Yurei, rode from grasslands to 
mountains, bringing fire into the hearths of humankind. Taka, and Akemi 
her hawk, kept a watchful eye on the young and the helpless. Iruka, with 
Tadashi, the dolphin, calmed seas after storms, supplied an abundance of 
water and ended droughts with rain. But Kuma, with the help of his bear 
Takeo, were given the greatest challenge of all; to keep the malevolence of 
humanity in order. n

Ms. MacDonald-Markham, who is currently completing Grade 
Eleven, gives her readers a quotation to ponder from Master 
Obi Wan Kenobi, “Only a Sith deals in the absolute.”

by Grier MacDonald-Markham 
BEGINNING

The

Illustrated by Calvin Masikat
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O NCE, THERE EXISTED only strong, all-powerful 
black which was named Hate and dominated the 
universe. Onstromous was the ruler of Hate and 
lived alone; he destroyed any positive feelings 

that came his way. 
In all the blackness, there was only one speck of light, 

which appeared to be white but was in fact, whole spectrums 
of colour locked within. First, there were Happiness and Joy, 
ruled by Spaintae; Faithfulness and Peace were ruled by 
Xeroua, and Love and Loyalty by Loyalous. 

Hate believed the speck of light to be powerless because it 
lacked Colour. Hate could never have been more wrong about 
what lay hidden deep within the speck of light. He underestimated 
the power of Colour, which was slowly, but very surely, expanding 
and rising to the surface, eager for release. 

Onstromous finally woke up to the clash between Hate and 
Colour, and instructed Hate to do whatever he could do to 
destroy Colour. There was pain, which created a new feeling; 
Chaos, which had no colour at all. 

Eons and eons later, bright white swirled and whirled with 
deep black, and burst forth from their chains of apathy to 
create the Milky Way. Red and purple combined heatedly and 
formed Nebulas to create energy. Hate had been lying dormant 
throughout the colourless Chaos, and erupted violently to 
become instantly recognizable as Lightning. It was ruled by 
Radiaet and burned anything that stood in its way. 

The planets were born when Hate eventually cooled after 
billions of years, and waited silently for the time when it would 
return. Floating and wafting in the universe for another billion 
years, the planets gave birth to twins; Peace and Love. Colour 
created a race of immortals to look after the planets, and 
then created humans who were confined to only one planet. 
Humans were assigned the task of taking special care of their 
planet. 

Humans named the planet Earth, where Peace, Love, and 
Hate still reign supreme. ■

Mr. Azevedo is a Grade Ten student who is very interested in 
Science and Astronomy and wanted to incorporate both into 
his story. His hobbies include reading, listening to music, biking, 
hiking and camping. 

IN THE GREAT FOREST OF KILLARNEY, lived a young bird named 
Superius. Though he was strong and courageous, he had been 
born with a deformed wing. 
He was a lot smaller than the other birds, but that never stopped him 

from flying. He had trouble keeping up sometimes and they would tease 
him good naturedly and call him ‘Defectus’ which meant failure in Latin. 

One day, Superius decided to put an end to the teasing once and 
for all. He flew off on a long journey without telling anyone where he 
was going, to seek help from a wise and powerful, but rather wicked, 
old monkey called Arcanum. 

After a difficult and arduous journey of many days, and hampered 
by his deformed wing, he finally found Arcanum. 

Superius had been warned numerous times about the consequences 
of meeting the old monkey but he had refused to listen, so great was his 
desire to have stronger wings and fly like other birds. 

All of a sudden, he felt an incredible sense power fill his being; he 
felt himself increasing in size, and he sprouted new wings with feathers 
of gold. 

Excited and determined to show off to all the other birds, he flew 
back to his land with incredible speed. 

In his excitement, what Superius had not realised was that he was 
not returning the same as he had left. He had been transformed and 
grown to ten times the size he was before. 

When he arrived home all he wanted to do was fly with his feathered 
friends but instead, he found that every bird in the forest was terrified 
of him and regarded him as a predator, they didn’t even recognize him 
as Superius. 

All the birds in the forest joined forces to protect themselves from 
this fierce-looking intruder. They swarmed him, swooped at him, and 
pecked him with their sharp beaks, forcing him to leave the safety 
and security of the forest. Although he could have fought back and 
withstood the attack, he realised he had lost the heart to do so. 

He soared high above the canopy of the forest, wishing he had 
been satisfied with the way he had been before. He might not have 
been perfect, but he had been happy. 

This was the fate of the little bird, to be forever alone; a massive 
bird with wings of gold. ■

Ms. Lam, who was born and raised in Toronto of Vietnamese and Chinese 
parentage, speaks both these languages fluently. Her hobbies include 
drawing, painting, reading, and cycling round her neighbourhood. She 
loves playing sports at Central Tech and has played on five teams this year!

by Karen Lam

DIVERSE GALAXY
by Matt Azevedo

The Creation
OF A 
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I T WAS DARK; the only source of light came from the 
fire burning in the grate. The rest of the small house 
was illuminated by the light of the moon. Father was 
sitting by the fire, he breathed in and out slowly, and 

his eyes were closed. He wore handmade moccasins, and long 
black pants, the kind worn by blacksmiths. He had long black 
hair that flowed beyond his shoulders and over his old white 
vest. He had a thick beard that was never too long, but long 
enough to hide much of his face. Father called out my name 
and broke the silence. Killion!”

"Yes Father?” I stood behind him, keeping a respectful 
distance. He lifted his hand and signaled me to come closer 
and face him. 

“Sit down,” he said softly, 
his eyes still closed. My heart 
began to pound. I wanted to 
escape, but I wanted to stay too.  
 “You hit your brother. You 
hurt him. Why?” he asked. 
I was silent. He opened his eyes and looked into mine. 
"I’m sorry Father.” 

 “It is not me you should apologize to. Now, tell me the 
reason you hit your brother.” It was not a question, and my 
father had not raised his voice. 

 "He disobeyed you. He did not listen to you,” I said. 
“It is true that while he needs to listen better, it is me 

he should be listening to Killion, not you. Why did you 
intervene?” said Father.

The wisdom of my father was like none other. 
“I want to be like you.” I uttered those words looking 

straight into Father’s eyes. He smiled at me. 
 He took my hands in his and said, “These hands were made 

to care for your younger brothers, not hurt them. Save your 
anger for those who deserve it,” he said kindly. 

I felt calmer. 
“I’m sorry if I’ve failed you, Father,” I whispered. He pulled me 

towards him and embraced me. I could feel the warmth of his 
chest and the strength in his arms. 

“Killion, never be afraid to make mistakes. Live your life reflecting 
on your failures rather than your successes.”

I prayed that I would grow up to be like my father. 
“It’s time for bed Killion,” my 

mother called out.
My father smiled. “You heard 

your mother, now off to bed. I’ll 
put out the fire." My father picked 
up the iron poker and started 

separating the burning logs. 
My mother was some years younger than my father; she 

was beautiful; slim and strong, with skin tanned by spending 
long hours outdoors, and her brown curly hair flowed gracefully 
down her back. She was a hard worker with a sweet and 
generous nature. “How did it go with your father?” she asked 
quietly, as she leaned over to kiss me goodnight. 

“Mama, if that was punishment, I should hit Ruah more often,” 
I said, grinning. 

“ Killion, one day you will be a father, but 
you must listen well and learn all you can 

while you are still young. ”

K il l ion
by Ludwin Funes
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My mother smiled at me and whispered gently, “Goodnight my 
special star. May God always be with you.”

Every morning my father would go to work long before I awoke. 
He tended to the crops in our back field first, before he walked 
the mile or so to Hagav, the small village where he worked as a 
blacksmith. My mother and I, along with my three younger brothers, 
looked after the small herd of goats and chickens we kept in a run 
at the back of the house. 

Mother would already be preparing food when we came to the 
table for breakfast after feeding the animals. After our chores, 
our days would be spent pleasantly; my brothers and I would play 
outside and do whatever we pleased. Catching birds and lizards 
was our favorite pastime. We would spend the day eating, playing, 
and praying. I loved every second of it. 

As I grew older, Father would take me to Hagav, where he worked 
each day forging new horseshoes and repairing old ones in the fire. 

On my sixteenth birthday, I began my blacksmith's training. 
Father's special skill 

though was in the ancient 
art of sword crafting. 

When I turned eighteen, 
I was considered ready to 
help my father craft swords. 

“Killion, fire and water 
are both used in the process. A sword must pass through extreme 
conditions. This is how it becomes strong.” 

My father was a master of his craft. He and I worked on my sword together.
"Remember always to use this wisely," he said as he handed me the 

finished product. It was beautiful, it was strong. Just like my father.
One day, my father ran into the house yelling, “We must leave. 

Now! Armed men are attacking Hagav and setting it on fire!”
I was afraid.
My father grabbed both our swords and threw mine to me. 

We ran into the yard and my parents, brothers and I mounted our 
horses, and galloped as fast as we could along the path that led 
to the forest. We would find a place to hide until the danger had 
passed. 

I was further ahead, and as I looked back at my family urging 
their horses on, I realized that we could never get far enough away 
to hide before they reached us. 

I knew that the men who were attacking our village would 
come for us next and would be here soon. 

We didn’t have much time. 
We would hide among the trees. It was our only chance. I pulled 

at the mane of my horse. I turned and shouted out to them to stop.
My father cried out as his horse reared suddenly, spooked 

perhaps by the fear in my voice. He fell heavily to the ground.
I could hear the sound of galloping hooves in the distance. The 

men were getting closer. It was too late. I drew my sword and took 
cover behind a tree. My family were exposed, out in the open. 

I never knew such fear until now.
They wore grimy bandanas over their faces. There were 

about ten of them. They dismounted from their sweaty horses 
a short distance away from us, and held their clubs high above 
their heads. 

“Run Killion!” my father cried out to me. My heart felt pain, 
but I had no choice. I had to leave them behind. 

They hit him once hard, grabbed his sword from him, tied his 
hands with rope, but left his feet free. They did the same with my 
mother and brothers. I watched as they led them away, the men on 
horseback, my family trailing behind, attached by rope. 

I ran until I came to the edge of the dense woods. I was weak. I 
was trembling. I stumbled along until I found a stream. 

I survived for many months by gathering berries and catching 
fish. I felt calmer as time passed, but I was unable to leave the 
safety of the woods for a long time.

One day I returned to Hagav.
“Killion, is that you?” I stared into the face of a stranger, a man 

who once had been a neighbour. 
“I have been hiding,” I said.
“Did your family survive the raid?” 
“I don’t know what has become of them. I don’t even know 

if they are still alive,” I said quietly. My vision blurred as tears 
filled my eyes. 

“My kin was slain before 
my eyes,” said the man. 
“The men who killed my 
family, and took yours 
prisoner, are not far from 
here.”

My heart filled with 
hope. “Tell me please. Do you know where I can find them?” I cried 
urgently. 

“You must journey east for three days until you arrive at 
the foothills of the Great Mountain. There is only one path; 
you must follow it to the entrance of a large cave. There you 
will f ind the men you seek. 

Take my horse,” he offered, “he is healthy and strong.”
Three days later and here I am, armed with my sword. Now I 

know what I must do. I am my father's son. ■

Mr. Funes is a Grade Twelve student who plans to at tend 
university, obtain a degree in Psychology, and pursue 
a career as both cl inical therapist, and preacher of the 
gospel. He learnt to appreciate the wisdom and insight 
that comes from reading later in his l ife, but Blood Red 
Road by Moira Young, hooked him and he has been an 
avid reader ever since. 

“Their horses were faster, stronger than ours. 
Their horses were prepared for raids, ours for 

work in the fields.”
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THE AUGUST NIGHT HAD COOLED CONSIDERABLY; she 
regretted leaving the house in nothing but her shorts and 
an old shirt that had recently surfaced after a number of 

months. The shirt, featuring The Smiths, had no doubt been tossed 
somewhere in the basement when it had become too small and 

tight to wear. 
Lying in the grass-kissed dew, she closed her eyes, trying 

to shut out the world so she might sleep. It had become 
increasingly difficult. More recently however, she had found 
herself so tired it hardly mattered. Dreams were good, a 
cheap trip; she could eat anything she wanted, laugh or cry, 
she had a lovely sense of control, and it was complete. 

Sleep refused to come; she welcomed it, but her body, 
little more than sticks and bones, refused to entertain the 
idea. She wondered whether it felt cheated; unwelcomed 
on its own threshold. Her head was spinning and, try as 
she might, she was unable to make sense of her thoughts. 

Pulling out her phone she opened ‘Notes’ and tried to 
work on her story. She had tried writing poetry but she’d 

never been a poet per se, never dreamt of publishing her 
hopes and dreams through poetry, but her stories were 

good. They were honest, and that had to count for something. 
Only not today, she couldn’t think, the words just wouldn’t work; 
they were sloppy and uncared for. They looked disorganized on 
the screen, in the same state of disarray as they had been when 
they were trapped inside her head. 

It had grown dark, and the grass felt colder against the 
exposed skin of her legs, and her clothes were damp. The only 

light, if you didn’t count the two streetlights at the edge of the park, 
came from her phone. The screen illuminated her face, flashing the 

time 11:02 pm. Her eyes were wide, and her hair tangled and wild. 
She knew she should get going, it was late; frankly she was 

surprised her family had allowed her out at all. She supposed she 
could have stayed out later; it wouldn’t have taken much effort to tell 

them she would be with friends. That would have been a lie of course, 
she didn’t have any; friends saw weakness, and she didn’t have the energy. 

Mind you, it would be worse if she did have friends and they noticed nothing. It 
would hurt either way she decided. 

She tossed and turned, trying to get lost in the long grass, wishing it would 
consume her. She ignored the growling sounds and the gnawing pangs of hunger 
coming from her stomach and stood up. That’s when the dizziness hit, followed by 

a blinding headache. She stumbled over to the cover of the trees, reaching out for a 
branch to steady her. She vomited until she was empty and shivered violently. When 
had it become so cold?

Wrapping her arms around her body, she closed her eyes and took deep breaths. 
She waited for her head to clear and the emptiness to pass before making her way 

back home. 
The back door was ajar, her mother was watching television in the family room. 

She moved soundlessly through the hall and whispered goodnight before stumbling 
upstairs to her bedroom. She ditched her shorts and bra, tossing them in the direction 
of the pile of dirty clothes in a corner of her room. She crawled between the sheets 
and buried her head under the pillow, hoping to bury her thoughts there too. ■

Ms. Goodfellow, who is currently is completing her Grade Ten year, spends most of her free 
time reading, writing and drawing. Her plans for the future include entering into a costuming 

program or attaining a university arts degree. The inspiration for her story came 
from the quote, 'Perhaps a lunatic was simply a minority of one' by George Orwell.

Perhaps 
aLunatic
Written & Illustrated 
by Rowan Goodfellow
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M ORE THAN ANYTHING, she wanted to reach out 
and hold his hand. She stared at him and wondered 
how he was doing without her. She watched as his 
eyes flitted from side to side as he was reading. 

She wanted more than anything to talk to him, to tell him that she 
had not meant what she’d said. But she’d convinced herself that he 
would be better off without her.

His tried to make sense of the words in front of him. He could 
feel her eyes on him, but he had convinced himself that he was not 
what she needed. He wondered if she knew that after their last 
encounter, he had gone home and cried, something he had not 
done in a very long time.

She was sitting alone in the cafeteria and watched as people 
sat down at his table. She hated them 
because they could be with him. She 
cringed every time that girl touched 
his arm trying to attract his attention 
away from his book. She wondered 
whether he still had the poems she 
had written for him. He knew they were the only way she could tell 
him how much she loved him. She looked away as he looked up 
from his book.

She was sitting by herself; he wished that he could just pick up 
his lunch tray and go over and sit next to her. But he didn’t. He 
knew that today they were serving her favourite lunch, but she 
had brought lunch from home. He stared at her for a moment and 
wondered if things that had gone wrong would ever go right. She 
didn’t look at him.

She had played sad records, the same ones she used to play 
when her grandfather died. She was lying on the floor staring up 
at the picture of them together, pinned to the bulletin board above 
her bed. They looked happy, the people in the picture. She closed 
her eyes and imagined that he was lying beside her and the world 
outside didn’t exist for either of them. She clenched her fists and 
resisted the urge to pick up the phone and dial his number. She had 
convinced herself that he would not want to hear the sound of her 
voice as much as she wanted to hear his.

He had sat at his computer, staring blankly at the screen. Her 
name reverberated in his head. He glanced at his phone and 
thought back to the countless times he had picked it up to dial her 

number, and replaced it without making the call. He had convinced 
himself that she would not want to hear the sound of his voice as 
much as he wanted to hear hers. 

She saw him down the hallway holding a textbook in one hand 
and holding his backpack strap with the other. He was walking 
towards her but not looking at her. She clutched the door to her 
locker and wondered if she would have the courage to tell him how 
much she missed him. She desperately wanted to reach out to him 
and reassure herself that everything was going to be alright. He 
walked by her. 

“Aaron!” 
He spun around and stared at her. “Elsie …” he said.
She walked up to him. What would she say?

He had caught sight of her 
standing by her locker, and tried to 
muster up the courage to speak to 
her. He clutched his textbook tighter 
and remembered how he used to 
carry her books to class for her. He 

wished that he could still carry her books for her. He walked down 
the hallway past her, unable to look at her.

“Aaron!”
He spun around and stared at her. “Elsie…” was all he could 

manage. 
She walked toward him. He was certain he was dreaming. What 

would he say?
They looked at each other as they walked together hand-in-hand 

along the corridor, she was thinking about how her assumptions 
had come between them. He turned to her and smiled. She thought 
he was beautiful.

He held her hand as he thought about the assumptions he’d 
made, and how they’d got in the way. She turned to him and smiled. 
He thought she was beautiful. ■

Liana Ramos will be attending the University of Toronto in 
September to pursue a degree in English literature. Her hobbies 
include indulging in cheesy 1980s films and reading Harry Potter; 
she is a self-proclaimed expert, having read the series at least ten 
times. After graduation, she hopes to travel around the world and 
gain inspiration for her stories. 

by Liana Ramos

“ He stared at her for a moment and 
wondered if things that have gone 

wrong would ever go right. ” 

Illustrated by Tess McKenzie
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IRELAXED IN MY TEN-KARAT GOLD 
bathtub, sipping a freshly-brewed cup 
of hot chocolate with marshmallows 
melting on the top, as I listened to 

the sounds of the maids vacuuming in the 
distance. I slowly breathed in the luxurious 
aroma of expensive lavender and rose-
scented soap. 

“Sir, you may want to hop out of the bath, 
before you wrinkle up like a prune!” called 
Marcus as he knocked on the bathroom door. 

“I suppose you’re right,” I responded, “is 
my bed prepared?” 

“Of course, sir,” Marcus replied, as he 
stepped inside the bathroom and held up 
a large, fluffy bath towel ready for me to 
step into.

I lay back on the mountain of pillows 
on my California King bed, pulled the 
100% silk sheets up to my chin, and let 
out a long contented sigh. I reached to 
my left, pulled the chord twice and Marcus 
instantly appeared at the threshold of my 
spacious bedroom. 

“You rang, sir?” he enquired. 
“Pass me the remote Marcus, there’s a 

good man,” I said idly. 
He cocked his head to one side and 

looked at me, “Sir, it is in front of you.” 
“I know where it is,” I said icily. He 

continued to stand there. “What seems to 
be the problem?” I asked, my voice rising. 

“The remote is right in front of you sir,” 
he repeated.

“Marcus,” I began, “I am exceedingly 
comfortable and do not wish to disturb 
the placement of the pillows, do you 
understand? Futhermore, I do not pay you 

to question me. I pay you to supervise the 
staff, run my household efficiently, and 
do what you are told. Do I make myself 
clear?” 

“Perfectly clear, sir,” Marcus said, as he 
let out a long-suffering sigh, picked up the 
remote and handed it to me. 

“Thank you,” I said haughtily. 
I awoke the following morning to wet, 

slobbery kisses from my dog, Kiwi. The 
smell of bacon frying on the grill rose to 
meet me as I glided down the marble spiral 
staircase, wearing my blue satin bathrobe 
and fur slippers, to be greeted by one of the 
maids eager to escort me. 

“I can find my own way to the dining-
room thank you. Now run along and get on 
with your work.” 

I yawned, stretched, picked up my copy 
of the Globe and Mail business section, 
and sat down in my chair at the head of the 
twelve-foot long, glass dining-room table 
set for one. 

“Good morning, sir,” I heard Marcus call 
out to me from the kitchen. “Did you sleep 
well; you’re up rather later than usual?” 

“That had better not mean my breakfast 
is cold,” I shouted back. “In fact, perhaps you 
should prepare another just in case.”

 “I don’t think that will be necess–” began 
Marcus, appearing beside me at the table 
carrying a jug of freshly-squeezed mango juice. 

 “Marcus, do I need to remind you of the 
discussion we had yesterday?” I interrupted 
frostily. Imbecile.

Fifteen minutes later, just as I had 
finished reading an informative article on 
the Canadian Stock Exchange, Marcus 
placed a platter piled high with crispy bacon 
strips, scrambled eggs, pancakes, toast and 
home fries, on the table in front of me.

“Do you expect me to eat with my hands?” 
I snapped, without looking up at him. 

“Sorry sir,” Marcus said, hastily placing 
the utensils on the table. Idiot.

For the remainder of the day, I passed 
the time by playing video games on my 

152-inch television, got in a few rounds of 
mini golf on the back lawn, and watched 
three movies. 

Who would have thought that a 
fourteen year-old billionaire could be 
bored? It wasn’t even dark outside and 

I felt sleepy. I settled blissfully into my 
purple leather armchair, luxuriated in its 
smoothness, and closed my eyes. 

I woke suddenly to sirens blaring, and red 
and blue lights flashing. I snuggled in further.

A woman was walking briskly by wearing 
a smart business suit, carrying an umbrella 
under her arm and clutching a briefcase.

“Any spare change?” I asked with a 
smile, sticking my head out from inside my 
sleeping bag. ■ 

Ms. McKenzie, who is currently completing 
her Grade Nine year, enjoys writing essays 
and short stories and credits her dad for 
encouraging her to write. Ms. McKenzie’s 
favourite subjects are English and Art. 

“ Who would have thought that 
a fourteen year-old billionaire 

could be bored?”

by Emma McKenzie

Wealth
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Y OU’VE SPENT the last 
few years not only 
getting used to it but 
turning it into a mantra, 

repeating it to yourself silently. 'Don’t live 
with the pain, live by it.' It’s as if there 
was a heavy comforting weight that 
keeps your blood pumping and your mind 
mobile. That’s what pain does for you. It 
keeps you going. 

You think about what brought you to this 
point, as you drag a dull blade across the 
skin of your inner thigh.

Was it the names you were called, or the 
taunts and jeers? Or maybe it was the sly 
shoves or prolonged stares? 

Your father encouraged you 
to take them on. You don’t know 
whether you’re scared you’ll lose, 
or you’re scared you’ll hurt them.

Either way you won’t do it. 
When you’re finished cleaning up the 

blood that has trickled down your leg onto 
the floor, you clean it up, and apply a Band-
Aid to the wound, just like you have many 
times before. You walk over to your bed 
and collapse onto it. You are tired to say the 
least, tired of everything. 

When you wake up your thigh stings, 
just like it always does, but what makes it 
worthwhile, is that you feel something.

It takes hurting yourself to feel something. 
It takes only ten minutes to get ready 

for school. You don't bother to shower in 
case it makes you late. Your dad drives, you 
watch the windshield wipers swishing from 
side to side as the large drops of rain fall 
against the windshield. 

You turn to look at your dad as he pulls up 
in front of the school.

He looks torn between letting you go 
into what he understands is a hell hole, and 
keeping you close.

His eyes are sad, just like yours, but you 
smile at him, letting him know you’ll be okay. 
You wish that were true.

You hop out of the car, hold your bag 
above your head to protect you from the 

rain, and run up the front steps.
Stepping inside, you slip the hoodie 

over your head as you walk down the hall 
towards your locker. You imagine that if you 
can’t see them, they won’t see you.

You open your locker tentatively, 
expecting something nasty. Nothing. You 
breathe a sigh of relief and pull out the book 
you are reading in English class. 

You hear laughter, her laughter. You 
turn slightly, watching her surrounded by 
her ‘friends’. You catch Shilo’s eye and turn 
away quickly, but it’s too late. 

“Let’s set the dyke straight,” one of them 
says, nodding her head in my direction. 
Laughter follows. You curse yourself for 
your mistake; you should not have looked 
at her.

You rest your forehead against the cool 
metal of the locker, and wait. 

The group walk over to you. Except for 
Shilo; she doesn’t move. You are dragged 
from the locker and pushed towards the 
bathroom.

The idea pops into your head that they’re 
going to hurt you; but you don’t care. 

You sit on the cold tiled floor of the girls’ 
washroom looking up at them. They form 

a circle round you, and close in, 
menacingly. You cry out for Shilo. 
One, a kick to the ribs.
Two, a punch to the stomach.
Three, an elbow to the face. 

Which way is up? Which way is down?
Four, you are turned onto your stomach.
Five, they kick your head against the wall.
By the time you reach ten, everything 

has stopped. 
You hear Shilo scream from what seems 

like a long way away. What is she doing here 
you wonder.

Then you feel her strong arms around 
you, holding you close. 

You’re guessing someone called for an 
ambulance because you hear the familiar 
sound of the siren, the sound you used to 

by Tejja Jones

“ You imagine that if you can’t see them, 
they won’t see you. ”

Rain
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imitate when you were a child, when you 
were innocent. 

After that, everything is a blur.
You are lifted into the ambulance, Shilo is 

sobbing, begging you to forgive her. You do 
of course; you would forgive her anything. 

You hear the rhythmic ‘beep beep beep’ 
of the machine beside your hospital bed. A 
hand is holding yours; you notice how soft 
it feels. You can’t open your eyes or move 
your body. 

You hear a sigh; it’s Shilo, you don’t want 
her to feel sad. You try to squeeze her hand 
before everything starts to fade. 

The machines’ beeping slows before 
coming to a stop.

Just before you step into eternal darkness, 
you hear the words you’ve been longing to 
hear for the past five years.

“I love you Carmen, to the moon and 
back,” she whispers in your ear.

***
It rained the day you died, just like it 

rained the day of your funeral. Everyone 
was there, telling each other how they 
wished they had gotten to know you 
better. Bullshit. If they had wanted to 
know you, they should’ve done it before 
it was too late.

They made you miserable. 
Everyone saw it; our teachers, 

classmates, your dad, and hell, even I did. 
And I was miserable too. I betrayed you. I 
walked away from you to where I thought I 
belonged; with them.

If I had still been by your side, you would 
still be here, but I wasn’t strong enough. 

Once I got rid of the girls who killed you, I 
jumped off the school roof.

Of course they thought I had slipped, 
because it rained the day I died too. ■

Ms. Jones is currently completing her Grade 
Nine year. She is a strong supporter of the 
LGBTQ community and has witnessed a lot 
of bullying; she believes it’s important to 
stand up to bullies. She loves all kinds of 
music but among her favourites are rock, 
grunge, hip hop and rap. 

“ It rained the day you died, 
just like it rained on the day 

of your funeral. ”

I 
WAS SITTING ON A BENCH in the park and he was shuffling towards me. I couldn’t 
take my eyes off him. It was as though I could feel his exhaustion. And even though 
he was still some distance away, I swear I could hear his every breath. And they 

sounded heavy, as if he was struggling with more than just the weight of the backpack 
he was carrying.

He was moving very slowly and I expected his legs to buckle at any moment. And 
that worried me, he worried me, so I kept on watching him. 

He was very tall and skinny, spindly actually, and full of lines etched deeply into 
his skin. He was highly visible. Yet he went unnoticed. I watched him, his shaky steps 
bringing him closer, and I watched other people in the park too and saw them look away 
as he passed them by. 

I carried on watching the slow but determined progress of the moving tree.
I didn’t understand why he didn’t abandon the backpack. It was big and bulky and 

looked as if it weighed more than he did. I watched him stumble. The backpack and he 
were at odds. He wanted to stay up, but the bag wanted down, and down they went.

 My heart and the man both fell in slow motion. 
As he sank down onto the grass, my mind stopped and I was aware of my heart 

beating. I didn’t know what to do. But it only lasted a moment. I rose from the bench, 
and walked over to him. 

I helped him get to his feet, put my arm through his as we slowly and carefully made 
our way over to my bench. We sat down side by side and I offered him water from my 
flask, but he declined. 

He was trying to catch his breath while I was trying to catch his eye. I was brimming 
over with questions, but he didn’t seem to want to talk. 

We sat in silence for about ten minutes when I spotted my bus in the distance. I got 
up and so did the tree, he stood directly in front of me, placed his hand on my shoulder 
and looked directly into my eyes. 

“Thank you for caring,” he said. 
“No problem,” I replied. 
We smiled at each other for a moment, and then the man continued on his journey 

as my bus pulled up. ■

Ms Djibucan is currently completing her year in Grade Eleven, and wrote this 
story for an English assignment. The idea came from seeing a man who really did 
resemble a tree. 

by Rose Djibucan Smile 
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VAUGHN CARTER, Carter Vaughn. 
Whichever way you said it, it was 
a crap name he decided, as he 
pulled into the driveway in his beat 

up minivan. The party had 
obviously begun without 
him he thought, glancing 
over at someone throwing 
up in the bushes. Chuckling and shaking 
his head, he turned off the ignition and 
switched off the headlights.

 He entered the foyer and whistled at 
the scene that lay before him; a vase had 
toppled off a table onto the floor where 
flowers, lying in puddles of water, were 
strewn. There were empty wine and 
beer bottles everywhere. Shrugging, he 
stood on the threshold of a large and 
crowded room, and surveyed the scene.

She sat alone, flipping channels on the 
wide-screen television; she tilted her nose 
haughtily in the air and sniffed indignantly as 
an overexcited couple flopped down heavily 
on the sofa beside her. She was wonderful.

He walked over and proffered his 
hand. She took it, looking up at him. 

“Vaughn Carter,” he said by way of 
introduction. 

She didn’t tell him her name, but 
tightened her grip on his hand, and 
pulled herself upright off the sofa. Still 
holding his hand, she led him out of the 
room. If she wasn’t going to tell him her 
name, he would call her Estee, because 
she smelled of the perfume his mom 
wore when she dressed up to go out 
with his dad. She wore her black hair 
long and loose. She stopped to talk to 
someone sitting on the stairs, and let go 
of my hand. 

He was thirsty and she could take care 
of herself, he’d come back in a minute and 
meanwhile, he’d get them some drinks. 
Spinning on his heel he walked over to a 

table, picked up two red plastic cups and 
went over to the keg.

He wandered from room to room looking 
for her, holding a cup in each hand. In one 

room, people were dancing to a 
frenetic style of music that had 
recently become popular in the 
clubs. 

In another, people were listening to a 
softer sound. “You want a marshmallow 
dude?” said a stoned fellow lounging on 
a bean bag waving a bowl of half melted 
white confectionery at him. He placed the 
cups carefully on the table, making sure 
the liquid didn’t spill. He put his hand into 
the bowl and took some. 

“Good stuff,” he said after a while.
The fellow smiled weakly and his eyes 

watered, “You want some weed, it’s good 
too?” Vaughn shook his head. “Sure?” the 
guy asked, waving the sweet smelling roll-
up in his face. Vaughn shrugged, took a 
deep drag, and coughed. 

“Dude!” he said to the Bean Bag guy. 

by Randi Sempala

“ Carrie tasted like weed and spearmint. ”

We Are
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Bean Bag guy laughed, “Righteous.”
He told him his name was Carrie, and 

that he was made of pixie dust. ‘Que sera,’ 
Vaughn thought. 

He’d never kissed a guy before. Carrie 
tasted like weed and spearmint.

Suddenly he heard a high pitched 
voice, “Carrie, is that you?” 

Vaughn turned to see a young man 
standing in the doorway, sporting nine 
inch heels, dressed head to foot in some 
sort of glittery outfit, looking indignant. 

“Jules, this is not how it looks!” Carrie began. 
Jules put a hand up to silence him. 

“Don’t even Carrie, you’re a freaking mess 
… I hate you!” 

Carrie was fumbling to stand upright. 
He managed it, and went over to Jules, 
“I’m sorry Jules," he whispered as he 
held out his arms. "Please hold me, I get 
scared sometimes."

Jules sighed and relaxed into the hug, 
“Don’t we all?” 

Vaughn left them to their moment, 
picked up the two cups and wandered into 
another room. 

“Vaughn Carter,” said a voice close to 
his ear, “You abandoned me.” It was Estee 
pouting seductively at him as he turned 
to face her. He smiled and handed her a 
plastic cup, “Peace offering? Where are we 
going?” he asked. 

“As high as we can!” she replied, 
with a laugh in her voice, grasping 
his hand and pulling him gently 
after her. 

He stopped abruptly and she turned to 
face him.  “What?” she asked.

 “Mistletoe,” Vaughn said, looking at the 
green sprig on the ceiling above their heads. 

She pulled him close by the lapels of his 
jacket and planted one on his lips. Estee 
tasted sweet like wine and something fruity. 

She broke free, murmuring huskily, 
“Why the suit?” She was referring to his 
black tux and bowtie. 

“Why the sundress and sneakers?” 
he countered. 

She smiled, “Come on Vaughn Carter.” 
She led him up four flights of stairs to 

the attic. Above their heads, on the small 

landing, was a trap door with metal steps 
hanging from it. He climbed the steps and 
pushed open the trapdoor. They stepped 
out onto the roof. 

They remained like that for hours looking 
out onto the city at night, silent mostly, 
talking quietly occasionally. They watched 
the sun rise. 

Estee shivered and he took off his coat 
and wrapped it around her shoulders, “Who 
said that chivalry is dead?” she said playfully. 

“I have no idea, but I think we have 
more important things to worry about,” he 
muttered, hearing the wail of sirens. Three 
fire trucks screeched to a halt in front of the 
house. 

They watched in shock as firefighters 
streamed from the vehicles and started 
unloading their equipment. They peered 
over the parapet and saw smoke and 
flames billowing out of the windows on the 
floors below. 

They stood together; Estee rested her 
head on his shoulder. 

They heard screaming and the sounds of 
broken glass.

He stroked Estee’s cheek with his 
forefinger gently. “If we had more time, I 
think I could have loved you.” 

She smiled at him, “I think I could have 
loved you too, Vaughn Carter.” 

Their world ended in fire and heat. ■ 

Ms. Sempala was born in Uganda and is 
currently completing her Grade Ten year 
at CTS. She describes herself as having an 
eclectic taste in music; rap, hip-hop, RnB, 
Kpop, and jazz, to name but a few. Her story 
was inspired by listening to ‘Tongue Tied’ by 
Grouplove and reading Steven Chbosky’s 
Perks of Being a Wallflower.

“ Estee tasted sweet like wine and something fruity. ”

We Are
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I T’S NOT EASY FITTING IN. When I realised that having 
friends was the way to go, I was delighted to finally find 
some. I thought that having friends would not have been 

possible for someone like me.
Friendship is interesting. It requires work. It is a web of good 

choices and social events, promises and commitments. In alll 
honesty, it can be stressful.

They would ask, “Hey, what are you doing today?”
“Nothing,” I would reply. As you can clearly see, I possess strong 

social skills.
“Do you want to hang out at the mall?” they would say.
I had two options. I could decline the invitation, which was 

obviously prompted by pity, and save myself the embarrassment 
and discomfort of being a social failure. I would be called a loser 
or a homebody. On the other hand, I could respond like any other 
teenage girl, and jump at the offer.

“Sure. Sounds like fun.”
Malls are the default places for teenagers. The whole time I 

would be there, I would long to be elsewhere. I wanted only to go 
home, sit at my laptop and immerse myself in that glorious piece of 
technology called the Internet.

Time would pass, the same people who chose me as their friend 
would begin to find excuses. “We thought you wouldn’t want to 
come,” they would say.

You have to keep in mind that I have tried my very best to be 
someone who keeps her darker thoughts and opinions to herself 
in order to present myself as a good humoured, ordinary girl, so 
people would like me.

The painful truth is that I am the parade rain. I am the thing that 
drags people down and drowns them out. I am the tide that sweeps 
ashore when children are finally comfortable in the water. I am the 
cigarette smoke that makes you smell bad and cough.

I’m not the light rain that everyone loves - that cools them down 
on a hot summer’s day. I am the rain that makes people pack up 
their picnics and and head for home. I drench everyone with my 
damp presence. I am the downer to their euphoria and the spirit 
that makes them sad.

I am okay being alone, even though I am lonely. 
I am the parade rain. n

by Soleia Francis
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J
UST ANOTHER KID RIGHT? Is that what you think? Look at 
my face, tell me I’m lying. 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 started when I first went to school. I realized I was different 
from the other kids. It took me longer to learn to read. I had to 
unscramble the words in my mind. Apparently, I was the dumb kid. 
Maybe I was and even still am, but I can guarantee that I am a better 
person than you. Why? Because I have never committed any crime 
nor have I raised a hand to anyone. 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, I want you to listen to my story.

My parents, you know the people who are supposed to nurture 
and care for you no matter what? They kicked me out when I 
was eleven. Apparently, I was a disgrace to the family because I 
couldn’t read.

I was in and out of shelters, foster homes, and group homes 
until I turned sixteen, which is when I hit the streets. Being 
abandoned had made me a little crazy. But, that didn’t give 
anyone the right to take advantage of me, or abuse me in any 
way; mentally or physically.

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 insure my safety. I had an eighty-two percent 
average and a good future. They don’t see that though, all they 
see is an unkempt, slightly-crazy homeless girl. So much for the 
saying, don’t judge a book by its cover.

So, if you see me on the street, could you stop for a bit? 
Save your change, I just want someone to talk to. So, sit down 
and talk to me like a human being. Don’t just nod your head and 
walk by … please? ■

“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.' There could even be a se-
quel, '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 more about what you actually do, versus who you 
do it with.

Today, I was walking home from school when I got thrown 
into the garbage; one of those big industrial dumpsters. I will 
have the last laugh one day though. When these high school 
bozos grow up, they’ll be stuck in this shitty 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 some guy asks if he can talk to the chef 
(which is me since the regular chef called in sick and I’m 
next in line). Anyway, I walked over to his table. I had been 
expecting a compliment like, “Your food is good,” or a com-
plaint like, “The meat is undercooked.”

He starts the conversation by asking me in a loud voice 
what he had ordered. I replied, “A burger sir, with no toma-
toes.” He says, “Ok, then why did I get a burger with Aids!” 
The whole restaurant broke into laughter.

I turned red like the tomatoes he didn’t order, because I 
was upset and embarrassed. Then I felt a stinging behind my 
eyes. You know, like you get right before you cry? I turned 
away and ran out of the bar. I should have done something 
other than run away, but …

Now, where was I? Oh yes, 'Now Dad, Mum, I know how 
you feel about homosexuals but, they are regular people just 
like you, or me …' ■

by Hal Fox
JUST ANOTHER KID

come out
how to

to your parents
by Hal Fox
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An initiative trying to 
end and raise awareness of

SEXUAL BULLYING
SLUT SHAMING

 VICTIM BLAMING

PROJECT SLUT
WHAT IS ?

Want to get involved?
FACEBOOK.COM/PROJECTSLUT
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P ROJECT SLUT WAS STARTED TWO YEARS AGO because 
we wanted to advocate on behalf of female students 
and raise awareness of ‘slut-shaming’ and rape. We 
wanted to change the rules, and we wanted high school 

to be a place where people could be free of discrimination. We set 
out to change the way people think.

When people ask why Project Slut was started, I tell them 
about a student at our school who was humiliated by a teacher in 
front of her peers. The student was wearing a tank top, told it was 
lingerie and that she should be embarrassed to wear it, sending 
the message to students that ‘slut shaming’ was justifiable.

The dress code at Central Tech fell under the heading, ‘We 
Must Respect Ourselves,’ and stipulated that bosoms and other 
female body parts must not be shown. The intention was to 
protect female students from unwanted attention, and with 
that in mind, girls were encouraged to dress in a ‘modest’ and 
‘respectable’ manner. 

Instructing students to 'cover up' is a concept that equates 
clothing choices with respect. It also sends the message that girls' 
bodies are something to be ashamed of. Consequently, this enables 
others to discriminate against girls for not dressing 'modestly'.

But the truth is, the reason I started Project Slut went deeper. 
When I was fourteen I left my old school because I was 

bullied. The bullying stemmed mostly from the fact that people 
believed I was a ‘slut’. I would find words like, ‘whore’ and 
‘puta’ and ‘Mexican cockroach’ scrawled on my locker and I 
received threats. Mean comments about me were posted on an 
anonymous website. I tried to kill myself by drinking a mixture 
of Advil, hand sanitizer, and laundry detergent. I ended up 
in hospital and was forced by the doctor to drink charcoal to 

neutralize the poisoning. Leaving the hospital, I realized that if I 
was going to live, I would have to change schools, so I came to 
Central Tech. I was fifteen. 

That’s when ‘Project Slut’ was born. 
We created posters for the hallways, but they were taken down. 

We put surveys in teachers’ mailboxes, but they were removed. I 
was even referred to as a ‘Guerilla terrorist’! This resistance made 
us want to voice our opinions even more strongly. There had to be a 
way to encourage understanding of the issues and the harm it can 
do to young women. 

We persevered, we did get our message out, and our school 
administration began supporting us. I am so glad I ended up at 
Central Tech. I don’t know why I was given a second chance, but 
I am so grateful. 

We began with a poster campaign which led to a workshop 
delivered to the whole teaching faculty, but more importantly, 
‘Project Slut’ provides an avenue to talk openly, not only about 
these issues, but also about gender roles, double standards and 
blaming the victim. 

We still have a long way to go towards changing attitudes, but 
we are hopeful and encouraged. 

Our message to those who are discriminated against; you are 
not alone; keep fighting for what you believe in. ■

Ms. Villanueva started Project Slut with Kerin Bethel-John and Erin 
Dixon. They wish to thank a number of faculty members for their 
support; Mr. Klich, Mr. Kavanagh, Mr. Chandler, Ms. Orofiamma, 
Mr. Gorcey, Mr. Voight, Ms. Mori, Ms. Garby, and Ms. Rozental.
Central Tech's dress code policy, scheduled for implementation in 
September 2014, has been updated and the language therein amended.

Project Slut
by Andrea Villanueva 

REFLECTION / OPINION
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IN 2003 I LEFT ECUADOR. I WAS SIX YEARS OLD. 
I flew to Toronto with my older brother Fernando who was 

around sixteen at the time; he and I were being sent to Canada to 
get a better education. It was the first time I had been so far from 
home, I felt quite overwhelmed and very sad at leaving my mother 
and my family behind in Ecuador. 

 As I came out of the airport in Toronto, I was breathless and 
amazed by the thick white sheet of snow that covered everything. 
It was the first time I had ever seen snow, other than in movies and 
American television shows. The coldness was really a surprise too, 
I had no idea it was going to be so cold. My brother called a cab, 
he knew only a little English back then but at least he could make 
people understand what was he was trying to say. It was better 
than knowing no English at all, like me. Sitting in the back of the 
cab, I was amazed by the highways and tall buildings. I laugh now 
looking back.

 We arrived at my uncle’s home, and while I was happy to 
meet my new family, at the same time I felt sad and scared, I 
missed my mother, my family and my friends, having left them 
behind in Ecuador.

 I spent four months living with my uncle and his family. Once 
in a while I spoke to my father who was living in New York at the 
time with other family members, he was working hard to bring my 
mother and my other siblings to Canada, like he had done for me 
and my brother Fernando.

 The time I spent with my uncle and his family went well. I got 
along with everyone, but I still had my parents and friends back in 
Ecuador on my mind. I remember some nights I cried, I felt alone 
and afraid, but then I would think that once we were all together 
again, everything would be okay. 

My brother went to high school with my cousin Marlon, my 
Uncle Jorge’s eldest son, while I attended an elementary school 
called Saint Jude’s. The first time I went inside, I was astonished by 
how much nicer and bigger it was than my school in Ecuador.

 I did not really understand what the teacher was saying until a 
kid at the back told me in Spanish, his name was Diego, and he was 
my first friend in Canada. 

At lunch Diego and I would spend our time playing soccer and 
talking. Diego did not get along well with the other kids and I did not 
know why. They didn’t really like me either but I paid no attention 
to their name calling, or to their distant attitude toward me. I didn’t 
understand the names they were calling me, so why let it bother 
me, I said to myself.

 Four months later I got the call I had been waiting for. I was 
going to New York to live with my father, I was happy, but I felt bad 
leaving Diego behind. I told him that someday I would return and we 
would play soccer again.

Not only did I have to say goodbye to my friend, but I also had to 
leave my brother Fernando, who was staying on in Toronto. 

Everything had been packed for me, I didn’t have much anyway. 
I said goodbye to my uncle and his family. 

 On the plane, I was happy to have a window seat. Taking off, 
I saw the cars on the highways and the homes along the roads, I 
remember thinking that one day I will live in one of those homes 
with my family, and then I would not be alone anymore.

I didn’t know it at the time, but some months later I would be 
back in Toronto. 

MY
JOURNEY

by Luis Ramirez-Cedeno
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I fell into a deep sleep until the flight attendant brought me my 
dinner. When I had finished, I asked if I could have some coffee, 
she looked at me with surprise and said, “Kids your age should not 
be drinking coffee.”

I told her that my mother gave me coffee every day for 
breakfast in Ecuador. She said nothing after that. I guess people 
in Canada aren’t used to seeing children drinking coffee. I did 
eventually get my coffee. 

I had no idea how long I had been on the plane but I heard the 
captain’s voice over the speaker. I had no idea what he said but I 
was sure the plane was about to land. It was only my second time 
flying, I was a bit scared being by myself but we arrived safely, and I 
felt happy knowing that I would soon be with my father.

The stewardess accompanied me as we passed through 
security and made our way to the 
gate. There were so many people 
waiting for their friends and family, 
it took a while to find my father’s 
face. But then I saw him. He had 
a big smile on his face. I hugged 
him so hard. We didn’t say much, 
but we were happy to see the each other, after so long. I remember 
talking to him about school; it felt so much better talking to him in 
person than over the phone.

New York was different from Toronto. It was warmer for a start, 
and the buildings were even bigger. We arrived at my cousin’s 
apartment where I would stay with my father for the time being. 
He introduced me to everyone, I can’t remember all their names 
now, but they were really good to me. 

My father worked as a mechanic and left early in the morning, 
some days I went to work with him, to “help” him. 

I had a good time in New York. I got to see The Statue of 
Liberty, which was beautiful, and my father got me into a 
swimming class. But, as with Toronto, I did not stay long in New 
York. Four months later I left with my father, and our destination 
was Ecuador. We were going 
back home!

 Leaving New York was not 
as hard as leaving Toronto, 
but I still felt a little sad at 
leaving the family I had met 
only four months before. 

Arriving in Ecuador I was 
overwhelmed, I never knew how different the air was until that 
moment. I took a deep breath in, ‘I’m home,’ I said to myself. 

The four hours it took to drive to my home in Manta felt 
like forever, but there waiting for us were my baby sister, my 
grandmother and my mother. We were so happy to see each 
other that we all cried! My father and mother kissed. I regaled 
them with stories about the adventures I had in Canada and New 
York, I was really happy to be home.

My parents put me into school again, this time I felt 
confident knowing I would have no problem with bullying. 
I learned about bullying in Canada, that’s the only thing I 
didn’t like. Kids, and even some adults, picked on each other. 
I once asked my father why that was, but he could not give 
me an explanation.

 I made friends quickly at my new school, my teachers were nice 
and everything went well. 

It was November 22, 2004, and my birthday. I was seven years 
old. What a year it had been! There was a huge party with family, 
and friends. I had a blast that day, my mother and father were 
together again and I was with my family. Everyone was happy, not 
one sad soul that day. 

Six months later, my father told me that I was to return to 
Canada, “But this time, you won’t be alone.” I looked at him and 
asked what he meant. He smiled at me and said, “Your mother, 
sister and I are going too.” 

I was speechless and hugged him. I was so thankful we 
would all be together this time. So, I left Ecuador for the second 
time. This time was different. This time I was with my family; 

we were to start a new life in 
Canada together. 

My parents had decided to 
move into the same building as 
my uncle Jorge and it was really 
nice to have more people to 
interact with, since I didn’t really 

get along with my baby sister. I laugh know looking back at all the 
stupid fights we had. 

I returned to the same school I had attended before, Diego 
was still there; he was surprised to see me. I made a couple 
more friends so it was a little better, I still got teased, but like 
the last time, I paid no attention to it, I even got into a couple 
of fights.

By the time I was thirteen, we had moved out of the apartment 
and into a rented house. I attended a different school, but it was 
better than the old one. 

After a year had passed, my mother asked my father if we 
could buy a home of our own. We did just that and my sister 
Carolina and her husband, who were just about to have a baby, 
moved in with us too. I was excited to get the opportunity of 

becoming an uncle at such a 
young age. 

My sister gave birth to Ethan 
Ramirez on November 17, 2010. 
So, we had a new home and 
a new family member, and I 
was happy. 

I attended West Humber 
Junior Middle School and made lots of friends. Two years 
later I attended high school, West Humber CI. Now, I attend 
this wonderful school; Central Tech. 

My parents, having grown apar t, split up. I t was hard 
on us all,  but I stayed strong. I  learned a lot by coming 
to Canada; how people change, and that it ’s hard to do 
things alone. 

Even with the hardships in my life, especially that first time, 
when I left my home to travel without my parents to Toronto 
at the tender age of six, I have learnt the good things in my life 
outweigh the bad by far. 

Now I’m just trying to get through high school. I would like to 
have a family of my own someday. I would like to give my kids the 
opportunity my parents gave me. n

“ … I left my home to travel without my 
parents to Toronto at the tender age of 

six, I have learnt the good things in my life 
outweigh the bad by far. ”

“ I learned a lot by coming to Canada; 
how people change, and that it’s hard 

to do things alone. ”

REFLECTION / OPINION
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beauty
/'byootē/ ; noun
a very attractive or 
well-formed girl or woman

by Tiffany Kemp

MEDIA
Skinny thin tall blonde 

This is all I know 
Skinny thin tall blonde

THIS GIRL
The photograph of her 

She is beautiful 
She’s just stunning really

EVERYDAY ROUTINE
Flat iron that hair 

Curl eyelashes remember 
Reapply lipstick 
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BEAUTY YOU SEE
TIFFANY KEMP

I hope one day you can see

that being skinny

isn’t everything.

Having the best hair

doesn’t make you better.

Changing who you are

won’t make you fit in.

I hope you can see

the beauty behind

each wall of life.

That being a clone

is boring.

Being buff

won’t get you all the girls.

That who you are 

is beautiful

in every way.

That you can be

Small

Tall

Black

White

Skinny

Chubby

Blonde or Brunette

and be amazing

and that no matter what you are

you’re perfect.

But for now I’ll wait

and wait

and wait

until maybe me

you

everyone

will realize it too.
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perfect
SHE STEPPED ON THE SCALE. It felt cold on her feet. She watched 

the numbers go up, up, up, and stop. 92lbs. She looked again in the 
hope it had changed, but it hadn’t. She walked slowly over to the 
toilet as tears flooded her eyes. She stuck her finger down her throat, 
like she did every day, and her breakfast came back up.

She sat in English class, playing with a thin strand of her blonde 
hair. Her eyes were sunken with dark circles underneath. 

The boy sitting next to her wasn’t focused on her ribcage 
protruding from her sweatshirt. Nor was he looking at her 
arms; bony and frail with red slashes crisscrossing them. 

She noticed he was watching her. She hastily pulled her sleeves 
down and hunched further into her seat. The boy looked away.

At lunch, she sat by herself at a table in the cafeteria. Lunch 
was a small salad with dressing on the side and a bottle of wa-
ter. She stared at it for a bit, took a sip of water from her bottle, 
fished inside her bag and pulled out a magazine. She pushed her 
lunch tray away. 

She examined each page of the magazine carefully. She stared 
at the models and their skinny bodies. Not a hair on their heads 
was out of place. She placed the magazine carefully back in her 
bag. She pulled the lunch tray in front of her again, looked at it, 
then got up and tossed her salad into the garbage. She picked up 
her bag and went to class.

She continued reading her magazine on the bus ride home 
from school. She heard her stop being announced, and put the 
magazine in her bag. As she got up, she stumbled. Her bag fell 
to the floor. Her magazine fell along with some pill containers, a 
binder, a pocket knife, and pencils. 

A boy picked them up and handed them to her. It was the boy 
from English class. Their eyes connected for a second. She turned 
around, threw her bag over her shoulder, and got off the bus. 
Through the bus window, he watched her walk slowly down the 
street, as he sat back down. 

“Ellie,” he whispered under his breath. 
The girl unlocked the front door. Her parents were not home, 

but they rarely were. She went to the bathroom and ran a bath. 
She could barely keep her eyes open as she undressed. 

The cuts on her arms burned as she lowered herself into the 
water. ‘Too hot,’ she thought. She held on to the sides of the tub, 
and lifted herself up to turn on the cold water. She couldn’t find 
the tap. Everything was blurry. 

As she slipped, she desperately tried to find something to hold onto. 
Her head hit the side of the tub with a bang. Blood trickled down her 
pale skin. The girl sunk into the bathwater which slowly turned red.

She heard the ringing of the phone; it sounded a long way off. 
“I’ll be home late tonight. Dinner’s in the fridge.” The answering 

machine clicked off. 
For once in her life, she felt perfect. ■

Ms. Kemp enjoys music, art, and writing. She plans to go to 
university to become a child and youth worker. Through hard 
times in life, she continues to see the brighter side of everything 
and looks forward to the future.
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TAPESTRY
INDIA

TENZIN TSEYANG

I was born in India, but all Tibetans are considered refugees 
in India, so I am not a citizen of any country, but I can't call India 
my country either. As Tibetans we get a yellow passport that says 
we are refugees, so when we go to get a visa to travel to other 
countries, they take money from us, but don't give us the visa. 
A few years ago when my mom was in Holland, my family and 
I were going to meet her and stay there for two months, so we 
went to get our visa at a place far away from our hometown. The 
last step in a very long process was to stamp the passport, but 
the guy looked at our faces and said no; he refused to stamp it. 
These are things that I have experienced for not being a citizen of 
a country and for the colour of my skin. However, since coming to 
Canada I can now be a citizen and call Canada my country.

SAUDI ARABIA
SUSAN ALI MOHAMEDALI

There are three factors that made my family immigrate 
to Canada. First, serving in the military is obligated and 
unlimited. If people were not good enough in school, they 
will remain in the military forever and die young. Secondly, 
poverty and unemployment are getting worse every year. 
Thirdly, health care is bad; there are a lot of diseases, and 
they spread very fast there. Since there are few hospitals 
and they are only in the cities, many people die from their 
illnesses. Immigrating to Canada was the only option my 
family had to give us a better life.

KENYA
LIBAN ALI

I came to Canada from Kenya early in the morning with no 
coat or clothes to protect me from the cold, so when my father 
came to meet us at the airport, he brought coats for me and 
my siblings. Travelling with my family from Kenya to Rome, then 
from Rome to Canada, was an incredible adventure. The first 
thing I did was rest; I wanted to sleep for the whole day. The 
next thing I wanted to do was go to the park and feel that cold 
air blowing on my face.

PHILIPPINES
JONATHAN CADAVIDA

When I was in my hometown of Lipa, Philippines, I’d dream 
about what my life would be like in Canada. My grandparents 
took care of us because my mom wasn’t at our side to do so. 
Although she was in Canada, I could still feel her tender love 
as a mother; she would spend money to call us every day just 
to see if we were okay and how we were doing. Now that I'm 
in Canada, I can see for myself how hard she works to raise 
us and give us a better life. She sacrificed a lot, which makes 
me think that I have to work hard in school and not waste the 
opportunities here in Canada. Being successful is a way I can 
repay her for what she has done for us. 

ta∙pes∙try /ˈtapɪstri/ noun 
a piece of cloth with a pattern or picture that is created by sewing or weaving different coloured threads onto a special type of strong cloth.

The pictures and designs on a tapestry often depict a narrative. Here are some stories our English Language Learners 
have generously shared with us. These students are part of the rich tapestry that makes up the fabric of Central Technical School.
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TAPESTRY

COSTA RICA
DEBBIE HALUM

Coming to Canada was one of the toughest decisions I've 
ever made in my entire life. I travelled by myself. I left my 
whole life, family and friends back in Costa Rica. Because 
of my dad's financial problems, I had to leave my country 
because my school was too expensive and we couldn't 
afford it anymore. I wanted to take the initiative by leaving 
my old school behind so that he would be satisfied. I had 
a very complicated relationship with my parents, especially 
my father. I'm having a fantastic time in Canada. I have 
freedom and I can do whatever I want without anyone telling 
me how to live my life.

AFGHANISTAN
DORDANA MOHAMMAD HASHIM

The day I came to Canada was the saddest day for me. 
I left Afghanistan because of war and education. I couldn't 
go to school because for girls it was hard. The Taliban 
kidnapped or killed them. My father couldn't go to his job 
because he was working with the Canadian government, so 
it was dangerous for him. That is why I came to Canada. Now 
I am feeling a little happy and safe. It was not easy for me 
to leave my country and go to a new country; I didn't even 
know where Canada was. 

HEKMATULLAH MOHAMMAD HASHIM

Over two years ago, my family and I left Afghanistan 
to avoid death. The life there was such, that when we left 
our house each day we didn’t know if we would make it 
back alive. Every day there was an attack in every place in 
Kabul, the capital city of Afghanistan. However, the place 
we lived before moving to Kabul, was Kandahar, which was 
much more dangerous than Kabul. There, the Taliban would 
kill one person each day, and they would do this in a public 
place. Life was cheap. For example, a person might study for 
fifteen years, and then with a single bullet, everything would 
be gone. When we lived in Kandahar, the Taliban attacked 
our house. My father and I came very close to death but 
fortunately God saved us. After that night, we made plans to 
leave Afghanistan for a safer place; Canada.

PORTUGAL
BETO DA ROSA

Why have I chosen to move from Portugal to Canada? 
‘Why?’ asked my friends from back home. My new friends, 
my teachers and everyone I meet here ask me as well. 
The answer is easy and short. ‘Opportunity,’ I say to all of 
them. In Portugal, I would have no future, the country is 
broken, politically unstable and with no decent jobs. Do 
I miss it? Yes I do! But I want to make it clear that when I 
decided to move to Canada, it was my choice, my decision, 
and I'm here because I want to be! I could have gone to 
university in Portugal to graduate. After that, what would 
I do? Migrate! So, my first thought was, ‘Go right now, I 
will learn the language and graduate there. It will be much 
simpler!’ I left all my family behind; all my friends, all my 
animals and my island, Pico. But I went to a big, gorgeous 
and unique country which gives me the chance to learn a 
new language, new customs and interact with thousands 
of cultures. Canada allows me to observe, learn and grow. 
Here I have already made new friends, already created my 
own space and am starting to know how to live in Canada. 
I still miss my country; when I used to see my mom and 
dad every day, when I used to hug my nephew whenever 
I wanted, when I used to play soccer all the time, when I 
used to be free! I expect to return one day but not for now, 
maybe in four years. ‘Why?’ Because life is made up of 
choices.
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MING HAO XU

The main reasons people leave China are poor education, 
poor health care and work. I left my country because if you 
want to go to school there, you need to pay money. In addition, 
in my country the health care is not very good. I also left my 
country because it has so many people who don't have a job. 
These are the reasons I left my country.

YINGXIN (STEPHANIE) XUE

Two years ago, when I was fourteen years old, I came to 
Canada alone as an international student. I was anxious and 
excited when I was on the flight, but after I arrived in Canada 
and saw my private school I felt disappointed. Things were 
different from how I imagined. My school was just half of 
the second floor of a building; all the students in my private 
school were Chinese and there were only four teachers. After 
two months, I realized I couldn't waste anymore of my time 
and I wanted to do more for my future, so I decided to transfer 
to a public school in the TDSB. However, the process of 
transferring wasn't easy. My guardian was the principal of my 
private school, and this caused me to hand in my documents 
after the deadline. I also had trouble finding schools. I didn't 
understand the schools’ homepages since my English skills 
were limited. I cried alone in my room many times, but I told 
my parents that I was fine. I wrote a letter to the TDSB to 
explain my situation and they accepted me. They put me in 
Central Technical School, such a lovely school.

PANG MINGXIAN

In China, when people talk about Canada, they say, ‘Canada 
is a nation of freedom.’ This is why I chose Canada to continue 
my studies. Nowadays, after living in Canada for a long time, I 
have enough experience to talk about my life here. I live in Canada 
by myself. Fortunately, it is very safe to live here and people are 
very kind. I walk along the street in the morning, and people ask 
me, ‘How are you?’ In addition, I have been doing volunteer work 
in a church for the past four months. At the church, I help the 
homeless people enjoy a wonderful meal. There are a lot of very 
nice people doing the same job as me. The people in the church 
told me that there were a lot of organizations helping homeless 
people throughout Canada. What a beautiful heart this country 
has! And, Canada is beautiful; in summer, there are many trees 
around my house and they make the house look like a castle in the 
forest! And Canada is a nation of freedom. People here have the 
right to believe in, and the freedom to practice their own religion, 
as well as the freedom to speak in public. Canada has passed 
laws to protect these rights and freedoms. In China, people don’t 
have the right to have their own religion. However, it is a long way 
from China to Canada, and I love this beautiful nation of freedom.

YUCHEN XIAO

When I was young, my parents told me that one day, when I 
was older, I will go to study in Canada. But I was too young at the 
time to understand what that meant, so I didn't think about it too 
much. Last summer, after the final exams, I felt cheerful. Finally, I 
could have fun with my friends. However, this happy mood didn't 
last long. The time had come to go to Canada to study. When 
I arrived in Toronto, it was a silent and cold evening and I felt 
nothing was different; it was the same sky, the same stars and 
the same moon as in China. But the language and people around 
me were very different; strange faces and a strange language. 
Several months passed, I began to adapt to living here. Actually, 
there is something here that is different from China; it is really cold 
in Toronto. I believe one day I will adapt to the weather too. I came 
here for a chance to study, and to achieve my goal. I think Canada 
is a good place to live and a good place to study.

KENNEDY LIU

When I was in China, I would wonder how it felt to study or 
to live in an English-speaking country, all I knew about these 
countries came from the music I was listening to. I was seven 
when my cousin first introduced me to heavy metal music, and I 
think my concept of these places was not correct. My first steps 
outside of the airport were strange. I didn’t know anybody. My 
parents were not with me. My friends were probably studying 
for their final exam back home. I was helpless and speechless. 
The loneliness was pushing me back into the airport and to get 
on a flight back to where I really belong. I was sad. A girl dressed 
in white, with black hair, and almond shaped eyes, came up 
to me. Those features belong only to Beijing girls. ‘Are you 
Kennedy?’ said the girl with a strong, thick Beijing accent. ‘Yes, 
I am,’ I answered. She laughed a bit and said, ‘Your dad told me 
to pick you up. His description was spot on. Let me take you to 
your new home.’ 

ZIRAN NIU

When I came to Canada, I came alone. My parents were not 
with me to take care of me anymore. I had to be independent. 
I had to learn how to cook, and how to wash clothes. When I 
got sick, my parents were not there to look after me. I had to 
do everything by myself. When I thought of these things, I felt 
a little scared. In the summer of 2012, when my parents and I 
went to Shanghai International Airport for my flight to Canada, 
we found that the flight was delayed. We had to stay in Shanghai 
five hours. I felt very happy. We took the subway to downtown 
Shanghai. We found a traditional restaurant for dinner. My 
parents ordered all my favourite foods. During dinner my father 
said almost nothing, my mother told me how to take care of 
myself. The time went by too fast. All too soon we had to leave 
the restaurant to go back to the airport. I was not willing to say 
goodbye to my parents. I wanted time to go slow. When I arrived 
in Toronto, my cellphone was ringing. It was my father telling me 
to take care of myself and study hard.

CHINA
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ABEL DEBESSAY

I came from a small country in east Africa called Eritrea. 
For the last three years, I was a student at Barca High School 
in the city of Asmara, which was the city where I was born and 
lived my whole life. Until the day that I had to cross the border 
in order to escape from my country, so that I didn't have to do 
military service.

SAMIHEL EYOB

When I was eighteen I left my country of Eritrea to go to 
Canada. The first country that I arrived at was our neighbor 
Sudan. I had to stay in Sudan to wait for my exit visa which 
took seven months to arrive. Then it was time to leave Sudan 
and go to Canada. It took almost a whole day to get to here. It 
took many months of waiting, but I finally arrived in Toronto on 
April 13th, 2013. 

HANYI DENG

I left China because, first of all, the Chinese environment 
is not so good because they built too many factories, and 
I like fresh air. Secondly, there are problems with a lot of 
Chinese foods because some people want more profit and 
put cheap, bad things in the food, but I like eating! Also, 
education in China is very bad. These are the reasons why 
I left China.

SUNAN HOU

I remember the first time I came to Canada from China. 
Everything was new to me; the language, the people and the 
culture. I tried to adapt to my new surroundings as soon as 
possible. However, it's not that easy to do and because of the 
cultural differences, I suffered a lot. For example, the first time 
I took a TTC bus was on my very first day at my new school, so 
I did not want to be late. I had not taken a bus before, so when 
I got on, it was quite new for me. I noticed there were many 
yellow strings hanging from the windows. I thought they’re 
maybe used for hanging curtains or something. Therefore, 
I didn't think any more about them. However, when the bus 
arrived at my school, it didn't stop. I was confused and very 
anxious. I was going to be late! I walked up to the driver 
and told him that he had missed the stop. The driver soon 
understood what I was saying and he smiled and told me that 
if I want to get off the bus, I would need to pull the yellow string 
to make the bus stop. Suddenly I realized the use of the yellow 
strings! After that, I had a strategy; if the destination wasn't far, 
I walked instead of taking the bus.

ERITREA
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FIRSTIMPRESSIONS
im∙pres∙sion /im'preSHƏn/ noun 

an idea or opinion of what something or someone is like

TYRESE ELLIS

MY FIRST IMPRESSION of Central Tech was funny now that 
I think of it. I was thinking of three major things before I came 
to this school; I would get bullied, wouldn't see my friends as 
much, and would have a hard time in classes. Before I came to 
Central Tech, I used to hear stories about it; like you would get 
shot, it’s associated with gangs etc. I thought to myself, did I 
really make the right decision?

 I thought I was going to get bullied or held up because of 
the stories I had heard, plus there were older kids that were 
almost eighteen, even sixth years. During the first week I can’t 
deny some kids did look kind of scary, so I would wait for my 
friends to go to school and to go inside the school with. It didn’t 
really feel welcoming; the way you would see the older guys 
stare at you. It’s like they were the shark and I was the small 
fish. It’s funny though, because all those big scary people 
turned out to be nice, and they are my friends now, from Grade 

Tens to Twelves. I guess that’s why you do not judge a book 
by its cover.

 When I came to this school, the first week, my friends and 
I got our timetables, we compared them, but it seemed like 
none of us had classes together. We thought, since none of us 
were in the same class, we would have to focus on work and 
not socialize. All of a sudden, I saw that everyone was being 
moved around and that I actually had a lot of friends in my 
first class which was Gym. This made me feel better. I saw my 
friends from last year too, but it was time to make new ones, 
so I did. I made a whole bunch of friends, now I don’t worry 
about it anymore.

 Lastly, what I worried about the most before I came to 
Central Tech was the classes; they'd had been on my mind 
for the longest time. Did I make a good decision picking all 
academic courses or should I switch to applied? I started to 
take it very seriously when I noticed some Grade Ten students 
in my Grade Nine class. Now I see that school is not a joke; it’s 
serious, which made me even more scared. I did not want to 
repeat classes or a grade. 

 After I got to know my teachers, I seemed to get along with 
the majority of them, so I wasn’t scared anymore. Especially 
once I saw first semester was done and I had my four credits for 
those classes. It was a quite a relief.

I’m happy the way it turned out, CTS is a wonderful school. 
I recommended it to the Grade Eights and told them to not 
listen to rumours.

Illustration by Isabella Halmos
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JUDY PARK

IN THE BEGINNING, I had no idea where I would end up. 
At first Central Tech was a choice, but it became a want, 
then in no time at all, it became a need. Like some kind of 
drug, I became addicted to this school. By the time decisions 
had to be made, Central Tech had become a definite plan. 
I’ll be honest, sitting in a classroom for over an hour is not 
something I looked forward to, but it’s okay here. Something 
feels different. Not bad but good, a good kind of different.

KATHY LIU

PEOPLE SAY IF YOU COUNT all the hours you’re awake and 
then subtract it from the number of hours you spend at school, 
you actually spend more time at school than you do at home. In 
my opinion, the time I spend at school seems a lot shorter than 
the time I spend at home. It could be because I have to think a lot 
at school and I forget the time, or I’m really happy at this school; 
perhaps it’s a bit of both. Anyway, here is my first impression of 
Central Tech and how I felt when I first arrived.

 To be honest, the first day I came to school by myself I 
didn’t feel like I was ready, worse than that, I didn’t have any 
friends with me. As I walked up the front steps, I couldn’t 
help but look around at the other students in higher grades 
and think about the worst things that could happen to me 
this year. Before I pulled open the door, I actually spent a 
few minutes debating whether I should enter the building 
or not. Finally, another student opened the door for me 
and I decided to walk in. Everyone in my classes were 
very quiet at first but everyone looked friendly not scary. 
The teachers introduced themselves and the school with 
enthusiasm, and because of that, those thoughts that I had 
on the front steps went away. However I’m still scared of 
the older students.

CALVIN TRAN

MY FIRST IMPRESSION of Central Tech is that it's just 
an amazing school, all the staff are nice and willing to help. 
The students at Central Tech are helpful and the programs 
are great. I like that Central Tech has many pieces of art 
hanging in the hall, which is nice to look at from time to 
time. There are also trophies and pictures of athletes 
around the school.

Central Tech offers a variety of courses for students to 
choose from, which I like. They offer tech courses, many 
of which are taught by experts in their field. The LAWS 
program, specialized art, and regular courses are also why I 
chose Central Tech. 

Central Tech has many clubs, teams, and also 
extracurricular activities to join, and I like that. There is 
practically a club, team, and extracurricular activity for every 
student.

Moving On Up day was a great opportunity for me to 
make new friends, to explore this big school and to meet 
the teachers.

In conclusion, Central Tech is a great school to go to, and I'm 
glad I chose to come here.

At first Central Tech was a stranger to me. I knew nothing 
about it. Sure, I knew where it was located, but I had never 
realized Central Tech and I were so alike. I felt the school luring 
me in like a monster that is not really a monster. I left my safe 
zone for a place I didn’t quite trust completely. 

The first thing that caught my attention was its beautiful 
features; big windows and high ceilings. This also meant lots of 
stairs but for the most part I didn’t have any trouble with that. 
Mesmerized by Central Tech’s castle-like features, I liked all the 
small details my eyes picked out. It was different from what I 
had heard.

There were so many things I wanted to learn, things I never 
thought I could learn. That’s when I realized "impossible" was 
really two letters too long. Everything that I wanted to learn was 
here. One of the things that showed me that Central Tech was 
the school for me was Moving On Up day. That was the day I got 
to see my new family in action.

'Yesterday is history, tomorrow a mystery,' isn’t that what 
some people say? That’s exactly how I feel right now. I’m part 
of an adventure, with strangers that will soon become friends. 
Central Tech is like some kind of dream I don’t want to wake 
up from. But guess what? We fell into this wonderful dream 
together, and I’m proud we did, because that’s why we’re here.
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DANIEL GEORGI

I LIVE ON ATLAS AVE. near St. Clair. It takes me a good thirty 
minutes to get to Central Tech, which is not that long for some 
people but when you’re as lazy as me in the morning, it seems to 
take forever. I chose Central Tech because of all its great programs. 
I haven’t yet decided what I want to be when I grow up, so I’m 
determined to try as many different activities as I can. I’ve already 
chosen Construction and Manufacturing. Cooking and Pottery are 
next on my list.

My first impression of Central Tech has been a pretty good 
one. Well actually, my very first impression was one of intimidation 
(I mean it’s huge and looks like a castle after all!). Once I got past 
that, I could see that it’s a great place. The students are nice 
enough, not angels but at least I haven’t seen any bullying so far 
and that’s more than I can say for other schools. The staff has to 
be one of the nicest I’ve known. All my teachers have been kind 
and helpful and the V.P.’s (there are four of them!) walk the halls 
with smiles on their faces. 

After first seeing the three different buildings, I was pretty sure 
that I would be spending a very long time wandering the halls with 
no clue where I was, but I was quite surprised to find out that such 
a huge set of buildings could have a simple and effective layout. In 
fact, I have already memorized how to get to each of my classes 
(as well as a few other important places), and I often find myself 
walking to where I need to be without paying attention. I am quite 
happy with my choice and I am proud to call Central Tech 'my 
home away from home' for the next four years. NICOLE STEWART

WHEN I FIRST CAME TO CENTRAL TECH I thought, and still 
think, that this school is huge. I went to summer school here so 
I knew where a few classrooms were, but we were only allowed 
to go on the main floor and the first floor.

 I met a lot of cool students and teachers. I had Photography 
and Math class, those classes were great and I learned a lot. I 
officially saw the whole school at the Grade Nine orientation and 
I met more people. I was glad that I chose this school.

 The first day was kind of awkward though. I didn’t know 
anyone in my classes. I was the quiet one. I had Geography, 
Math, Gym, and French and I didn’t know where my friends were 
or where to meet them at lunch. But in gym class I lightened up 
and met people.

 I met two of my best friends, Kyairuh and Jade. We started 
talking on the first day and we connected. Since then we have 
been great friends. The teachers were great and after a week or 
so, I opened up more. 

It’s a family tradition to go to CTS because my grandfather, 
aunty, and mom went to this school, and now my brother and 
I go here. I'm so glad I came to this school. Central Tech is the 
best school I have ever been to.

SARA TAVARES

WHEN I FIRST WALKED INTO CENTRAL TECH, it was a little 
intimidating, the place seemed really big and I thought there 
wouldn’t be anyone here like me.

People were intimidating because they were taller and older 
than me. From what I had seen in movies, I thought I would be 
‘ninered’ and everyone would look at me as a weed invading their 
space because I was new. I now realize no one acts like that.

When I would visit the school for my brother’s parent-teacher 
interviews, I thought ‘Holy crap. I want to go here. But how am I 
supposed to find my way around this place? It’s a freaking planet!' 
Later on, when I went with my mom to the Grade Eight meetings, 

I asked someone in Leadership how long it took for her to be 
comfortable with the school. She said it took her about three 
weeks. Luckily for me, it took me only a week and a half. By the 
way, the school is not that big.

During my time in middle school I was the only one who liked 
rock, metal and punk music. I was the only girl that dressed like 
a tom boy. I wanted to believe that there was someone at CTS 
like me but I had huge doubts. On the first day of school I wore 
an Avenged Sevenfold t-shirt hoping someone would notice or 
recognize the band, and start a conversation with me. I went 
into the auditorium and there, in the middle of the room, was a 
girl wearing the exact same shirt as me. Unfortunately, feeling 
socially awkward, I didn’t want to talk to her. Great plan Sara. You 
want to make friends and you don’t want to talk to anyone. Well, I 
didn’t need to talk to her because she talked to me and now we’re 
awesome friends. I'd mention anything about my favourite bands 
and she’d know exactly what I was talking about. Nine years of 
school and finally I meet someone just like me at CTS. Her name 
is Annaliese. I have met other people too; Tess, Mark, everyone 
in Art class. Plus, I had my friends Judy and James from middle 
school. Everyone is really rad.

 CTS really opened my eyes and helped to pop my little bubble 
of enclosed thoughts. I'm glad I no longer find the older kids 
intimidating, neither am I the only one who likes rock, metal and 
punk bands.

 Thank you CTS. You're great.
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TYRESE GREGG

 WHEN I WAS DECIDING which high school to go to, I chose 
Central Tech because it has good cooking courses and I want to 
be a chef when I'm older. Some people said Central Tech was 
a bad school, but I decided that every high school can have its 
share of violence. My first impressions of the school were that it 
was a giant school which wasn’t very intimidating, had really good 
courses, that I would love going to this school and have lots of fun 
for the next four years.

 Central Tech is a huge school with over two thousand 
students and tons of classes. However big it was, I was not 
intimidated. I was more excited to leave middle school and go 
to high school than anything else. I didn’t find it hard to find my 
way around the school and get to my classes. It was like an 
adventure; exploring a massive, unfamiliar territory that I would 
have to get used to if I wanted to survive! 

 Another one of my first impressions of Central Tech was that 
it had really good courses. When I came to Tech I learned two 
important things that could help me get through high school. 
Central Tech does have a lot of really good courses, and they 
can be really fun depending on the teacher and what you do 
during class. A lot of the teachers who teach the tech courses 
are professionals in their field.

 Finally, I thought that I would have a lot of fun at this school 
and would enjoy it for the next four years. So far, it seems mostly 
true. While I do find some of the courses frustrating, I have a 
lot of fun at this school. I have lots of friends (way more than I 
thought I would) and lots of great teachers who care about me 
and are there to help me succeed.

 These are just some of my first impressions. Do I have 
any regrets coming to Central Tech? No. I'm glad I ignored the 
rumours and decided to spend the next four years of my life 
(hopefully) at this school because I thought (and still think) 
that Central Tech is an amazingly huge school with an endless 
number of awesomely enticing courses, and is a really fun and 
enjoyable place to be.

MADELEINE FRIESEN

IN GRADE EIGHT when the time came to choose a high 
school, I had options. There was my home school, Forest Hill 
Collegiate, since I lived right beside it. But I chose Central Tech 
instead. I chose this school for various reasons. I decided to 
come here because of the blend of people, the wide range of 
courses and the new environment. 

 Firstly, I came here to meet new people. If I went to Forest 
Hill, I'd see the same people I knew in Grade Eight. They’d all 
go to that school and I'd just stick with the same group and 
refrain from making new friends. Central Tech has people from 
different races and ethnicities, not just white. At first, I was a 
little scared of the stereotypes. But, once I got to know people, 
they all turned out to be really nice and friendly.

 Central Tech has many interesting courses, so many that 
it’s hard to choose! When I first came here, I chose to take 
a fashion course because it really interests me. I'm taking 
that course at the moment and I enjoy it a lot! I’ve learned so 
many new things about sewing and patterns and I feel that 
I’ve benefited overall from it. There were so many different 
courses to choose from so when it came time to choose for 
Grade Ten, I had no idea how to pick! I ended up just picking 
my mandatory courses and leaving the choosing of my tech 
courses until later, when I had a better idea of what I wanted 
to pursue. Overall, the course selection here is far better than 
many of the other schools in Toronto.

 Finally, I came here to experience a new environment. I 
knew the area would be very different from what I was used 
to. It’s much busier and there are a lot more people. There are 
more businesses and things going on.

 Overall, I love this school and the people in it. I really enjoy 
the people, the variety of courses and the environment. I 
definitely think I made the right choice coming to Central Tech.
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shape /ʃeɪp/ verb 
to decide or influence the form of something, especially a belief or idea, 

or someone's character 

what

me



 68

REFLECTION / OPINION
 THEFORGE

MADELEINE FRIESEN

I’VE STUDIED BALLET since I was three years old and have 
always loved it. Ballet has been one of the most important things 
in my life. I’ve been in many recitals and competitions, which I’ve 
done very well in. I always tried my hardest to do well.When I 
turned twelve, I started doing pointe. It’s quite challenging, but 
I practiced a lot, four hours every weekday and six hours on 
Saturdays and Sunday, so that I could get it right. Once I could 
finally manage being on pointe, I traveled across Canada with my 
dance team and we competed in country-wide competitions. Our 
team even placed second in all of Canada!

I’ve known since I was very young that I wanted to dance 
professionally, and after ten years that chance finally came. The 
National Ballet of Canada was holding auditions and my teacher, 
not only encouraged me to go for it, but also offered to help me 
with a piece for the audition. I was tentative at first, considering I 
was only thirteen, and The National Ballet is a really big deal in the 
dance world. Despite my hesitation, I decided to try out, and after 
a month of practicing, I was ready. Two weeks after my audition, I 
received a letter in the mail congratulating me; I’d been accepted! 

It was one of the best moments in my life and I will never forget 
that feeling. I was excited beyond belief!

After a couple months of training with the other new dancers, 
The National Ballet began preparing for their first show since I’d 
started there; it was to be The Nutcracker! Of course I’d seen 
commercials and advertisements for previous performances, 
and even had the pleasure of sitting in the audience twice. But, 
I never thought that I’d ever get the chance to be a part of it. All 
the dancers had to “audition” over again to see if they’d get a part 
and, if successful, which part they’d been allotted. I was elated 
when I found out that I’d been cast. I knew that because of my 
inexperience compared with most of the other dancers that had 
been cast, a lot of practicing was in order!

About a week into rehearsals, the event that would change 
my life forever occurred.

As I ran across the stage, I jumped to be lifted into the air 
by my partner, but I jumped too high. He didn’t get the right 
grip on my hips so when he tried to lift me, he dropped me. It 
happened so fast. I still had my leg underneath me, so I landed 
right on the block of my shoe. I hit the ground so hard that 
I broke a bunch of bones. I broke three of my toes, a bone 
in my foot, and I completely shattered the bone in my ankle. 
There was even a bone sticking through my skin. I was in such 
extreme pain, I passed out.

When I was discharged from the hospital, I wanted everything 
to be the way it had been before, but I knew it was impossible. 
The performance was in four months’ time, and my ankle 
wouldn’t have healed completely by then, and I wouldn’t be able 
to rehearse enough to be stage ready. I lost my place in the show.

But, even worse, and something I had never anticipated; I lost 
my place in The National Ballet.

I had had a future. I could have had a career. I could have 
made it as a professional ballerina, my life’s dream! But, I lost it 
all in an instant.

I stopped dancing for a while after that. First, so my ankle 
could heal properly, but later, because I had lost hope. I’d also 
lost some of my confidence.Dancing is still part of my life, but 
the accident put everything into perspective for me. I know now 
that I can’t take anything for granted and that I should enjoy my 
experiences to the fullest. Dancing with The National Ballet was 
wonderful while it lasted. But, I’ve moved on. Yes, I still dance, 
but it’s not what I want to do with my life anymore.

CHRISTIAN SCRIVER

I HAVE PROBLEMS learning things that I’m not so interested in, 
but when I'm doing things like art, I can really show my wild side 
and the part of me I'm not so comfortable showing others, it’s a 
stress reliever. I can come home and draw.

The other thing about me is that I like to write. I write a lot. I'm 
working on a sequel to a two hundred-page book I wrote in an old 
notebook. I can express my life in another character and I make 
that character do things I should’ve done in my actual life. It’s my 
world. It’s my fantasy.

I also work with my mentor. His name is Marco. I came to 
Toronto when I was a little kid. He taught me about my people’s 
ways. When I'm older, my kids will ask me questions. Now, I can 
answer wisely, and I thank him for that.

I'm connected to the forest. The air. The wind’s voices. 
Sometimes I can almost hear animals talk amongst each other. 
Like my dog. She’s old but she acts like a puppy. I can always tell if 
she hasn’t been fed, or she needs a walk. I simply give her a little 
attention and she loves me forever. I love animals.

I always try to help the Earth as much as possible. My 
grandmothers have told me that what we buy affects the Earth.

When I'm alone, I think about my future. I'm not talking 
universities or a job or the size of my house. I think about what it’s 
going to be like in the future.

I care for nature. I draw. I write. I love. I learn. That’s what 
makes me, me.
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ZHAO CHEN

MY WORST MEMORY is when my mother left me. I 
remember that day was a holiday in China. In the afternoon 
I went home to wash my hair. My mother and I ate our lunch 
together and chatted, we were very happy. After lunch we ate 
some fruit. Then my stomach felt uncomfortable and I went to 
the washroom.

I don’t know how long I was in the washroom, but 
suddenly I heard my auntie calling my name very loudly. She 
told me I must run as fast as I could to call the doctor. I felt 
very nervous. 

By the time the doctor came, my mother had stopped 
breathing. My auntie told me to call my father. When my father 
came into the room, I went up to him and cried. My father and 
my aunt and I, we all called out my mother’s name, but there 
was no response.

My father told me he would always be there for me. I don’t 
know what I thought; I was in a state of confusion. I was anxious 
and frightened. I knew my mother’s leaving was the right thing 
because she was very sick and in a lot of pain, but I was very 
sad. I did not want to see my mother in agony, so I believed my 
mother’s leaving was right.

My mother left. I am strong. I don’t want my family to have 
to worry about me. 

SYLVIA RAHMAN

“TO LIVE IS THE RAREST THING IN THE WORLD. Most 
people just exist,” said Oscar Wilde. These wise words have 
stuck with me, but hope is what picks me up when I fall. I have 
lived for fifteen years, and I have learned a lot; makeup is just 
an enhancer, it doesn’t define you, and clothes are just that; 
clothes. Some people are bullies, others are weak. It is just the 
way it is.

However, as bad as it gets, I am basically a happy person. 
When I broke my leg, they called me 'Peg Leg' and I still learned 
to skate didn’t I? Did I mention that I was one of only two 
students that made it to Bloor CI Tops, and I had the highest 
mark in my Grade Nine Math class? So no, a broken leg won't 
prevent me from running.

I have worked hard, accomplished a lot and learned about 
pain and rejection. I have also learned about the will to live. 
Carpe diem – seize the day.

SONO KHAN

SOMETHING THAT SHAPED ME into the person I am today 
would have to be my overprotective parents.

When I got older, I started lying to them. At first it was nothing 
too big, for example, I would tell them I was going somewhere, but 
went to a friend’s house or somewhere else instead. Eventually the 
lies started getting bad and were starting to affect me.

I started telling them lies about not having any homework, 
and my grades started to drop. Halfway through Grade Eight, 
when we were starting to pick high schools, I knew that I had to 
change my ways.

I started doing all my homework, and I began doing better in 
school. I felt good being more honest with them, and I applied 
to Central Tech. Now here I am doing great and feeling even 
better.

GABRIEL YAP

MY PARENTS were strict when it came to respect and 
manners. I was taught to respect others, young or old. I was 
taught also to think before I do something, which needs 
concentration. I have always been guided by my parents who 
also helped me to be more patient and not lose my temper. 
This has helped me a few times in the real world. I was taught 
to be a better listener rather than a talker, and to always be 
kind to people.

If I ever did anything wrong, they taught me that I should 
always bear the consequences no matter what, this showed 
me not to take advantage of people and to make good 
decisions. I can say for sure that I am a better person than I 
would have been if I had not received this preparation for life.

My father is Asian, and he took up discipline in an Asian 
way, this has made me a better, stronger person mentally, 
emotionally and physically. I love and appreciate both my 
parents very much for this.
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CALVIN MASIKAT

'WHAT SHAPED YOU into the person you are today?’ 
Although it is commonly asked, this question cannot be 
answered simply. Influences come from a plethora of places, 
ranging from lifestyle to traumatic experiences. Some 
influences are subtle while others are blatantly obvious. 
Nothing can be overlooked when this question arises. I believe 
in order to properly answer this question, I must describe 
myself first.

My name is Calvin, and I see myself as a diverse character 
with an intriguing personality. My mother says I'm an introvert 
by nature, and I agree. I enjoy being away from large groups 
of people, preferring to stay within the security of my home. I 
tend to lean more on myself for energy rather than recharge 
it in the company of my friends. By contrast, I can also be a 
social butterfly, making new friends easily and putting a smile 
on my current friends’ faces. I'm usually drawn to the outcasts 
when it comes to socializing. If you have to change for the sake 
of someone else, then they aren’t for you. I find myself often lost 
in my thoughts, some bright and some rather dark. However, I 
also want to be noticed, and will often charge into dangerous 
situations for the attention and thrill, without considering the risk. 
What shaped me into this contradictory chameleon?

When I was three years old, my parents took me on a camping 
trip. I remember it as a happy time, if you exclude the numerous 
scratches and mosquito bites. I remember diving into crystal clear 
water and my feet grazing the soft sand. I recall gazing at the sky, 
perched from the highest tree a three-year-old could manage to 
climb. I have been told I dozed off every evening sitting in my own 
special camping chair by the roaring campfire. I hadn’t a care in 
the world; the smile never left my face. Little did I know that this 
trip would change my life forever.

The day we set out for home, my parents got into a heated 
argument. Arguments have made me uneasy ever since. Their 
mouths spat words sharp enough to pierce even the strongest 
of metals.

I didn’t understand what the argument was about.
My parents divorced when I was very young. I haven't felt that 

much pain since.
This experience forced me to mature more quickly than 

other children. My mom was, and still is, strong. She has 
done an exceptional job of raising me. Occasionally, her 
mask would crack though, and I would find myself caring 
for my mom. I created a calm and thoughtful side, as I was 
faced with situations a young child wouldn’t normally be 
faced with. I developed a brasher persona, standing up to 
those who would hurt her. I became more social, often going 
to my friends for advice. Sometimes I got hurt, but during 
those times I stayed in my room so my mom didn’t have to 
see me suffer.

This has shaped me into the person I am today. Occasionally 
I look back and wonder how different I would have been if my 
parents had stayed together. To be frank, it doesn’t matter. I am 
who I am for a reason, and I wouldn’t want to be anyone else.

MINGHAO XU

ONE OF THE SCARIEST THINGS I remember is my father 
striking me. It happened when I was in Grade Three. On Friday, 
the teacher told me I had to stay behind after school to finish my 
homework, but I didn’t obey my teacher and I went off to play 
with my friend.

On Monday, when I arrived at school, my teacher said to me, 
"Come to my office, your father is here.” I saw at once that my 
father was very angry. He took me home and hit me. I cried and 
asked him to stop because it hurt. I told him I will listen to the 
teacher from now. My father told me to go to the school and say 
sorry to the teacher.

This is one of the scariest experiences I can remember.



 THEFORGE

71 

POETRY

SOUNDS
CATE TRIPLETT

High heeled stilettos clacking on kitchen tiles 
A child jumping on a pile of fluffy pillows  
Landing with an ‘oomph!’ 
Anguished cries for those who are dead 
Bittersweet tears from those who are dying 
Wood crackling and snapping in a fire 
Stones being thrown into a lake 
The pitter-patter of rain 
gently hitting your umbrella 
Stomachs growling 
Dogs growling 
People growling 
The precise snips of scissors 
carefully carving paper snowflakes 
Caffeine filled, anxious teenagers 
furiously scribbling and crossing out notes 
The too-loud and amplified noise 
in the background  
As you ponder the inevitability of death 
And the true meaning of your small 
and obsolete existence in the universe 
The classic Pizza-Pizza jingle 
An obnoxious cat clawing and meowing 
on a wooden door 
A ringtone that is inconveniently too loud 
Soft breathless kisses and murmurs 
of sweet little nothings; 
I love you’s and promises 
Keys jingling as you walk up the steps 
to your front door 
Silence.  
Deafening silences.  
Silences that exploit injustices 
and promote oppression  
And the privileged say, “Don’t talk about it!”

YOU DON’T CARE
JOSIAH TYSON

Kill me, 
dig me a grave. 
I do all of this shit to make you happy, 
all you do is hurt me.  
Every word is like a knife to my back. 
I try to be your friend,  
all you do is push me to the end. 
Hearing your name 
at first made me happy,  
now it fills me with anger and despair. 
I do everything,  
You do nothing. 
I care, you don’t. 
I be nice, 
You be mean. 
I comfort you, 
You hurt me. 
You were amazing,  
But you have changed. 
I sent my love in a letter,  
You tore it to shreds. 
You have devoured my body and soul! 
I feel weak, but full of anger. 
You put me through so much pain. 
You pushed me away as if I was a poison. 
Why do I care about somebody who 
doesn’t care about me? 
A bullet through the head is what I deserve.

ARTWORK
RAHMAN FAHIM

Your eyes are so vast 
An inhabited island 
So lonely 
Yet beautiful 
A piece of artwork 
Come with me 
And you’ll find hope 
And let our journey begin.

MY LAST THOUGHTS
LUIS ROMA

I'd remember tasting alcohol, 
And exhaling cigarette smoke.

I'd hear my mom yelling for me to get up, 
And the sound of gun shots 
outside my window.

I'd remember seeing my step-brother 
for the first time, 
while witnessing a shootout in my parking lot.

I'd remember feeling heartbroken 
when my first crush broke up with me 
And feeling like a disappointment 
to my parents every day.

I'd remember experiencing the rush 
of shooting a rifle, 
And the high of getting my first Tonka toy.

I'd remember touching a twelve-gauge slug, 
And the softness of my kittens.

I'd daydream about 
discussing this with my class, 
And I realize that I'm near the end, 
of my presentation.
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2048
LILIANA COLLADO

My heart never understood  
what it felt like to lose something 
you really cared about  
until it happened. 
You dreamt of your future 
with that something you lost  
it wasn't really a choice.  
Perhaps you can help me my dear;  
it was the year of 2048 
when I held it in my arms.  
I felt the rip in my skin, the blood running,  
and the suction of my heart.  
I will always remember 2048  
as the year I lost myself and my dignity.  
I no longer stood 
for what I used to stand for.  
2048 brought ice to my heart 
and destruction to my soul.  
I will no longer be myself in 2048. 

THE WINTER BREAKS
LUKA MA

Tick tock; the needle is going fast 
It is only making 
my already impatient heart hurry 
In a room without anyone’s warmth 
Stretching out my frozen hand 
Looking at, which for me, is blocked up now 
A door 
Nobody understands 
Me, who is not moving forward 
I'm in love with this

STRIKING THE ARC
EZAAZ RASHED SAEED  

Flying sparks, 
Bright flashes, 
Dripping molten metal, 
Under the protection of a mask.

Skin gets burned, 
But nothing is felt, 
For, the passion inside 
Overpowers the pain.

Gases flow through hoses, 
Wire shoots out of stingers, 
Arcs are struck, 
These are the combustibles 
that fuel the fire within.

DEATH
LILIANA COLLADO

Close your eyes my little one 
it’s time to rest,  
without even getting the chance 
to open your eyes again.  
Close your eyes and dream,  
you can go anywhere you want 
and be anything you want to be. 
Close your eyes 
even if you didn’t have 
a last chance to smile.  
Be you my little one,  
fly like the angel you are,  
death is not the end I promise  
death is the road and life is the traveler  
and your soul will guide you 
to your internal dream.  
Death could be 
whatever you imagine it could be.

JUST SHHHH
HAL FOX

Shhh don't talk  
don't say a word 
just go with it  
for the 100th time 
Does 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  
Enjoy what I have to give 
Live in the moment 
Just shhhh

MY BODY
CHERIKA BURTON

My body is no longer a temple; 
It is slowly 
Breaking down 
Piece by piece 
Everyday I'm getting sicker, 
And weaker. 
When I was born, 
My body had a good foundation: 
I was strong 
And upright 
When the wind blew, 
I never got caught in it; 
I stood up strong like a tree 
Now my body is a sacrifice 
To medicine 
That doesn’t heal me.
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BLUE THOUGHTS
STAFAN LIONEL

I look at my Spiderman comforter 
That my mom gave me four years ago 
And remember the happiness it brought me 
Out of the blue 
One day.

I think of the sweetness of the blue Kool-Aid 
That my girlfriend brings me sometimes— 
It turns our tongues blue. 
I ponder the blue H&M jeans 
that I wore on our first date, 
When we looked at the dark blue sky 
And then went out for dinner.

I reminisce 
about the turquoise waters of St. Lucia 
And its blue and black flag; 
I think about the visits to my aunts there 
And the taste of BBQ chicken.

I ponder the blueberry muffins at McDonalds 
And the black and blue uniforms I wore 
when I worked there.

At last, I go to the computer 
To write down these thoughts 
And no longer feel blue.

SHATTER
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 them all

UNCONTROLLED LIFE
JOSIAH TYSON

I am walking down a dark road. 
I see nothing but the road. 
I see a person. 
He walks up to me. 
He punches me in the gut. 
I keep on walking. 
I get chained by the man. 
I think of my pain and misery. 
And I ask myself, why do I feel pain? 
I see the man again. 
He says follow me. 
He leads me to a dark room. 
I find out it’s my soul. 
Dark, twisted, evil, lovesick. 
I also feel myself being cut, 
But I feel no scars. 
I look at myself in a mirror. 
I see my life flash before my eyes. 
Love is not in my future.

SILENCE
JOY SABRINA LUCILLE JAMES

Here I sit 
So silent 
Trying not to be heard 
Keeping my head down 
Not looking around 
I am so very shy. 
I don’t know if people can tell 
I look around and all I see is nothing 
I am alone at last. 
I can bring out my true self 
I can laugh and play 
I can smile and no one can judge me 
I am so happy 
So very happy.

SMILING FACES
LILIANA COLLADO

I was lost in the clouds 
and I couldn't see how fast it was forming.  
I was so worried, my legs started to shake, 
And my heart raced  
As tears fell down my cheek bones. 
I walked in the room  
I sat down and waited,  
I prayed and still waited,  
I cried and waited… 
It’s time! 
I walked in the room  
I lay down,  
I saw smiling faces telling me to count to three. 
The room started to spin. 
I felt this energy so overwhelming. 
I got up but felt destroyed, 
As if a piece of me had been ripped out. 
Thank you, for coming.  
Smile

RUNNING
HAL FOX

running through the street 
in the dead of night 
blood pumping in my veins  
what a rush 
I'm used to running 
from everything 
I see head lights 
time to stop 
and run the other way
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WASTING AWAY
CHELSEA SIMONE

No thank you. 
Words you forced yourself to say. 
Drinking water by the gallon, 
I'm full. 
You don’t consider that a lie anymore.

You're sinking, 
Further and further into dark water. 
How will you ever resurface? 
Allow the sun to kiss your hollow cheeks. 
How can this be more important? 
Eat. 
What's the big deal?

I don’t see what you do, 
Help me to understand. 
I don’t want to lose you to her, 
I screamed this as you fell.

Now you're trapped on this bed, 
Can you see me now? 
Squeeze my hand, 
Nothing.

I will live my life with regret, 
I should have tried harder. 
Ana took your soul, 
But I loved you more.

DEPRESSION
TOMAS CAVALHEIRO-CHIN

The luxurious shades of gray, 
clouding my vision. 
Causing me to cry and feel 
the need for emotion. 
But yet I grow cold and aloof, 
like an iceberg in a desert. 
A heart of cold in a body of warmth, 
making what was once so vivid and lively 
turn to bleak and despairing. 
I keep going, from gray to black. 
Then back? 
White light, filled with speed 
and purpose and motion. 
Is that …emotion?

FLIGHT
RAHMAN FAHIM

I fly through the wind 
I am free 
No chains can hold me 
My imagination cannot be locked away 
It finds hope. I quickly grab it 
And place it inside my heart 
It keeps me alive in the dark 
My life has yet to spark 
I feel ignition in my heart 
I fall right through a crack 
I wake up in a dream 
I am dead 
I slapped myself and get out of bed 
I go to my mom and give her a hug 
And I realized 
You don’t know what you have until it’s gone 
So use what you have wisely

GAME OF LIFE
KALEB POWELL

When I'm on the pitch 
The sun shines so bright. 
When I'm on the side 
I hear the bitter winter whisper. 
It cuts me deep when we’re down. 
If we fight 
We’ll stay alive. 
I await my flight 
A ten thousand mile journey. 
My life begins 
At the end of that  
Journey. 
One ending 
Is another beginning.

UP, UP AND AWAY
HAL FOX

As I lie waiting for sleep  
I wonder about the past 
What I enjoyed  
What I would change 
Thoughts of the future  
Drift into my mind 
I want love 
Happiness 
More thoughts 
What if my life 
doesn’t work? 
What then? 
I shake my head  
And think of flying  
High into the sky 
Away
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I LOVE YOU
HAL FOX

How surprised was I 
when I walked into class  
and let out a sigh 
That’s when I saw you  
for the first time 
I had butterflies in my tummy 
In the dark our lips connect 
Shh don’t make a sound 
I love you  
let’s get married 
You agreed 
Even in my wildest dreams  
I could never have believed  
this to be true 
You’re too good for me

BLACK
BRANDON PARKER

You ever wake up in the middle of the night 
And admire the sky, the stars, the moon 
And enjoy the air? 
Well, I do.

I like it at night. 
I feel free in the night because  
I love black nights.

I dream about black Jesus 
And pray he’s real 
Because my identity is hard in this society

I feel like a chalk board: 
The white people use us 
To stand out above all things, 
While we remain in the shadows 
And stay in the darkness

Our history is shunned and a dark past 
We come from a history of suffering 
The struggle don’t change for us

I wear my pick in my hair, nigga hair 
They tell me to take it out, 
But I don’t care.

I come from the bottom in the ghetto 
Where rats collide 
and divide in a household 
Eat our food with mold

No computer, just cold nights 
with broken windows 
So I wear my hat low 
To hide from death from a black rose 
I carry out an ambition 
To search for my ebony queen 
In the dark shadows that follow.

FINAL THOUGHTS
COREY SHARPE

As my life flashes before my eyes, I'd remember  
tasting my grandmother’s oxtail and fried chicken  
when I was fourteen and living back home.

I'd remember hearing my sister crying  
when my step-father hit her  
and hearing that my cousin was shot,  
the cousin that saved my life once from the police.

I'd remember touching a gun when I was seven  
and being raised by a gun 
before I was even born.

I'd remember my mom 
telling me to stay out of trouble 
To go to school and get an education 
So I can be different from the rest of my family

Selling 
Stabbing 
Shooting

Just to survive.

WHAT I AM MADE OF
ANDREW CHUNG

I am from television,  
From the fridge and couch.  
From the ghetto,  
From feeling unsafe and bored.  
And the red rose bush.

I'm from working hard and going on vacations. 
From Mom and Dad, 
From cooking a lot, and watching TV, and yelling.

I'm from ‘don’t join a gang’ and ‘be a good 
person’ and singing ‘O’ Canada’ 
I'm from family outings to Korean restaurants. 
I'm from Toronto and Seoul,  
From Korean grill and fried rice 
I'm from Dad getting arrested 
and Mom having a good time back home

Precious family photos sit on the shelf  
where I can see them every day, 
They remind me of where I'm from.
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ENJOY
KATHLEEN VERADO

Enjoy the day, 
The sun dancing on your skin 
As you play hide and seek 
Your hands freezing 
Because you lost your gloves but 
Still want to 
Make a snowman

Enjoy the innocence 
Believing 
Believing in, 
Magic, 
Kindness in all, 
All that is possible 
True smiles, 
And monsters, 
That hide 
Under your bed

Enjoy ignorance 
Making friends, 
Not based upon 
Race 
Religion or 
Who they love, 
But 
Liking the same 
Gummy bear flavour 
For knowing all the words to 
The Kim Possible theme song

Enjoy bursts of laughter 
Bursts of sadness 
Bursts of anger 
Expressing emotions outside 
Your body

Enjoy the embarrassment 
Of your parents holding your hands 
To walk across the street 
Of squishing sun screen into 
Your pale, 
Fragile, 
Sun kissed face, 
Of the ‘hey sweeties’ 
‘Have a good day, pal’ 
Screams of ‘I love you’ from 
The passenger car window

Enjoy it now 
For soon, 
Like every snowman 
On a new spring day 
It will all just melt away.

WHAT YOU DO TO ME
JOSIAH TYSON

Love 
Has no real meaning, 
But my meaning of love is you. 
You are my first thought each morning,  
And my last thought each night. 
You make my heart beat faster  
Each time I see you. 
You make me feel like I am lying  
In a field of flowers,  
‘Though none are quite,  
As beautiful as you, 
You are my goddess of love.

You’re a beautiful, kind and intelligent person, 
I feel like you truly understand me,  
On a level no one else can.

They say two halves make a whole, 
I want to be your other half. 
You are like Juliet, 
I want to be your Romeo. 
If we were in The Walking Dead, 
And you were Lori, 
I would want to be Rick.

If I could time travel, 
I would go back to the day we first met, 
Because that was the best day  
Of my entire life.

You have the cutest laugh and the nicest smile. 
I love it when we hug, 
It makes me feel like I’m in heaven each time. 
My love for you is like a raging fire, 
And this fire will never go out.

I love how joyful you are. 
I love how honest you are. 
I love the jokes we keep between each other. 
All the pickup lines, 
Every dirty joke,  
Every funny picture. 
I don’t love you because I need you, 
I need you because I love you.
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I AM FROM
STAFAN LIONEL

I am from orange juice 
From corn flakes and sugar 
From the three-bedroom, 
two-bathroom apartment 
where my cat slept on my bed. 
The cat my mom gave away 
because it scratched the furniture.

I am from the English ivy 
that hung from the living window like curtains. 
From the Lionel reunion picnics every August 
where I see my cousins and eat BBQ chicken.

I am from Chris and Tyler 
From camping trips and Ontario Place 
From ‘Don’t lie!’ and ‘Don’t be a follower!’ 
and ‘If you want things done right, do it yourself.’

I am from spending Christmas alone last year 
From St. Lucia and Castries 
From figs and salt fish. 
From an unknown father 
and a granddad who farts in his sleep.

On my wall are pictures of my family 
people I look up to, people I look like, 
people whose blood runs through my veins.

THIS WORLD
WILLIAM LAMB

This world is black 
Like when ash falls 
The start before the end

This world is red 
Like when blood drips 
From the injection of poison

This world is blue 
Like when tears fall 
From the fading of a loved one

This world is silver 
Like when change is jangling  
In the pockets of the unforgiving

This world is green 
Like when the grass sways 
From the wind reaching out

This world is yellow 
Like when the sun comes out 
Warming the core of your being

This world is white 
Like when snow falls 
With sparkles falling from the sky

LAST WORDS
CASSANDRA HANCHARD

I used to think that I wasn’t going to live long. 
I wasn’t going to live past a young age 
I couldn’t see myself in the future. 
I still do sometimes. 
Cause of death is unknown,  
And aside from not living, 
That scares me the most. 
I know it’s a way of life but 
I can’t seem to come to terms with it yet. 
Death 
Is my worst fear 
And sometimes I dream 
of leaving the ones I hold most dear. 
I have nightmares of not watching the sunset, 
Or the sunrise, 
Watching the ocean waves sway side to side, 
Eating fries, and pigging out 
with my best friends, 
Having lazy days and lying in bed, 
Watching movies, 
Looking at clouds through my window  
I’m obsessed with their beauty, 
Or 
Taking long non-stressful showers  
I love the way the water feels 
On my skin. 
There are too many things I want to do, 
I want to feel. 
Too many places and journeys 
I still have to discover 
And wish to uncover. 
I want to rave about my first kiss 
And add on more good times 
and memories to my list. 
So I pray every night 
that these are just nerves, 
About life and a career  
Because  
I’d hate for these to be my last words.

THE NEVER ENDING 
FLAME
JOSIAH TYSON

My love for you is like a fire. 
You set off a spark, 
Which turned into a raging flame, 
This flame will never go out. 
It doesn't matter how much it rains, 
It doesn't matter if it loses all of its oxygen, 
This raging flame of love, 
Will never go out. 
It will always burn, 
Like my love for you.
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THE COLOUR RED
KATIE PEREIRA

I promised myself I wouldn’t dedicate words 
to your candy apple smile. 
Instead, I write letters to my heart 
so it knows I’m done painting you 
as anything but human. 
Last night I poured water into a wineglass 
and pretended to drink the blood of a God 
I don’t believe in 
To see if it would give me a little faith. 
I prayed for the strength to ignore 
the way my heart beats out your name 
in Morse code every time 
someone mentions the word lover. 
The last words you said to me 
still throw themselves against my eardrums 
While I’m fast asleep 
trying to bring myself closer 
to the blurry memory of your laughter. 
In school we learned 
about the red string of fate. 
That night I tied a piece of yarn 
between our fingers and laughed 
at the way you rolled your eyes. 
You told me you’d rather hang yourself 
with it than let it bring us any closer. 
I have trouble letting go, opening my hands, 
showing the world my battered palms 
Rope burned and bloody 
from trying to grip 
your wayward threads 
a little tighter. 
My head is a box of memories 
we never got to live through. 
And once I clear you out, 
my brain will be an empty room 
with our initials carved into the floorboards. 
I never wanted to write our goodbye poem.  
I never wanted you to be just another stanza 
in a string of bad metaphors. 
But life has a way of making craters 
out of skyscraper love affairs. 
And my hands still shake 
with the sound of ours crumbling. 
So between breaths I tell myself 
maybe it just wasn’t meant to be. 
Maybe you were more lesson than soul mate 
and lady fate is shaking her head 
at both of us for being so human. 

DARK ROOM
LILIANA COLLADO

Alone in a dark room, nothing to stare at,  
Not even your own shadow.  
Have you loved so much it makes you cry? 
This agony  
Pressing your stomach, 
and ripping your tissues apart. 
You crawl up into a ball in that cold dark room. 
Feelings of loneliness and weakness,  
As if your world is coming to an end.

You take a deep breath and see a light,  
A magical beautiful light.  
You find the one warm spot  
In that dark room under that wonderful light,  
Where you feel secure.  
But you're too weak.  
You can't quite reach it, and you struggle.  
Push yourself for one more inch.  
You still can't quite make it.

You feel sick, alone and weak,  
Waiting for just one person,  
To grab you  
Pull you out of misery,  
Mom? Dad? Sister? Brother? Friend? 
You can't scream, only cry  
There is no way out of that dark room.  
What's scary is that dark, cold room  
That feels so lonely,  
Is just your mind  
Trying to escape.

TO MY HEART’S 
CONTENT
JOSIAH TYSON

Love, 
It leaves a hole in my chest, 
I am drowning in a sea that flooded my city, 
I'm chained up, 
I see you. 
My cross turns into a sword. 
The sword sets me free. 
I grab my sword, 
It gets rid of the water that flooded my city. 
I end up on a beach. 
My sword starts to talk. 
I hear a woman’s voice, 
I know the sword is a woman without a body. 
No matter what, I will get her body back. 
And I will love her forever. 
I will love her always. 
I only need to know one thing. 
Who are you?
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AT THE TOP
HAL FOX

I look into the eyes  
of the cheering crowd  
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 
who I'm with 
what I'm doing 
you’re always there in my head 
I try to forget up here on stage 
I look into the crowd 
I see you 
It can't be  
You’re back home 
I rub my eyes 
and remember  
we spent one whole night  
saying goodbye

BLANK PAGE
HAL FOX

A blank page 
in front of me 
the emptiness of my life 
or the possibilities 
which are endless 
as long as you have a pencil 

WOULDN'T IT BE NICE?
HAL FOX

What I wouldn't give 
to fly high among the clouds? 
Wouldn't it be great 
to find the end of the rainbow 
and talk to that little green fellow  
with the pot of gold? 
Wouldn't it be nice  
to live in a carefree world? 
Smiles all around 
While I'm dreaming  
I want a pony…

DOWN HOME
JANESSA JAMES

I am from down home, 
from the sweetest songs 
to the yummiest food. 
I am from the big family 
(loud, wild, 
loving & crazy). 
I am from the water, 
the ones who love to swim 
or to lie for hours in the sun.

I'm from crazy stories and campfires, 
from watching stars and catching fireflies. 
I'm from the hard workers 
and the hand-me-downs, 
from clothespins to bruises.

I'm from the musicians and ink stains, 
from art pieces and late night movies. 
I'm from the first beer with my dad 
(I didn’t like it that much).

Under the stars is where I lie, 
thinking about the past. 
How I lost and gained.

I am from the other side 
of the white picket fence.

CAUGHT ON A FLOWER
IZY SEYMOUR

I met a small flower, 
who shined through the rain 
I loved this small flower, and she felt the same. 
I was shy with this flower; I wish I’d said more 
You're perfect my flower, from petal to core.

You planted happiness, disguised as seeds 
Along my lips, and on my cheeks 
From seed to flower, this happiness grew 
I knew no more sadness, because of you.

I'm caught on a flower, 
which once shined for me 
Short lived love, me and this flower 
She left, now she’s free.

Though it’s been a while, a while so long 
I still cry in my sleep, 
and dream you aren't gone 
But dreams are just dreams, reality I lack 
But darling, I know I need my flower back.
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I AM FROM
LUIS ROMA

I am from PS3 and TV and noodles 
I am cheapness 
And the smell of Filipino food 
I'm from the bamboo plants 
And the feeling of being trapped.

I'm from late nights and working hard; 
From my brother and my dad 
Big dinners and family arguments.

I'm from ‘Get an education!’ 
and ‘Be happy!’ and 
Listening to ‘Lose Yourself’ by Eminem.

I'm from watching TV together 
From Toronto, Guatemala, and the Philippines. 
I'm from my dad telling me 
that he worked hard to get here 
To get a good job, to support me and my mom.

I'm from the baby clothes in my mom’s closet 
That I’ve long outgrown.

THE EYE OF THE 
BEHOLDER 
SYLVIA RAHMAN 

(Inspired by a character in the novel, Theories 
of Relativity by Barbara Haworth-Attard)

We were a happy family, the four of us. 
What my mother did not know 
stayed behind in the dust. 
My father loved me with his lust. 
The show began late at night. 
He would close the doors behind me 
giving me a fright. 
But he was my dad.  
I should have known it was bad. 
I was a prisoner in my own home.  
Enclosed in a dome. 
My head was a dark labyrinth, so I ran. 
Freed at last, away from that man! 
Why can’t they just understand? 
That home is not my ideal dream land! 
Brendan has got a grip on me,  
Overpowering but I’m still free. 
You can’t mend a broken heart,  
If it is pinned by a dart! 
I’ll ask when I need a shoulder,  
I am the eye of the beholder.

WANDERING MINDS
MORGAN HILLIER

Do you ever lie in bed 
and recap your entire day? 
Your entire life? 
Just staying up for hours thinking? 
Thinking about what you could have done? 
What you should have done, 
what you should have said? 
Maybe a lost opportunity? 
I stay up for hours. 
Could I have done one thing 
to change my day for better or worse? 
I could have dealt with situations differently. 
Do you ever think 
you’ve already walked past your soul mate? 
Have you ever met your soul mate? 
Is there even such a thing as a ‘soul mate’? 
We live in a world 
where people think we need someone. 
Why? 
Maybe we’re meant to be alone. 
Are we meant to be alone? 
My eyes slowly start to close, 
But my mind is always awake. 
I am asleep but still dreaming. 
Are they dreams or will they one day be real? 
My mind wanders. 
It never stops.

SOCIETY
RAHMAN FAHIM

I got this idea in my head that’s ready to burst 
But this society here keeps my life in the dirt 
They try to contain me 
But I won’t let them maintain me 
They say I'm hopeless 
When I'm really just coatless 
My name’s Waldo 
They're trying to find me 
But they're blinded by their greed 
Because money is their need 

LEAVING HOME
JESSIE CHARLES

Seeing the tears,  
of the lonely mother, 
sending her three chicks away,  
on a ‘journey of a lifetime’.

Tears of sadness fill the room,  
as she lets them go, 
she goes back home and there is silence,  
as if you were standing in a graveyard.

But the three chicks leave the nest,  
and are going to see the world.

In a new atmosphere,  
where the wind is cold like ice,  
the air is stuffy 
as if you were sitting in a vacuum,  
and all of a sudden you can't feel your toes.

Seeing different cultures,  
people from all over the world,  
all colours and sizes,  
was strange.

But in this new space,  
new city even larger than Trinidad itself,  
the three chicks make their nest,  
and settle into their new home.
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MY BELOVED BROTHER
KELLY MUSEBA MUPA

This poem is dedicated to the memory of the author’s 
brother who died recently in a tragic car accident 
at the age of twenty-three.

Junior Badibanga Badi, 

From day one all we did was fight, 

Now all I do is fight back the tears. 

I wanted to do everything you did, 

I wanted to be just like you; 

Smart, strong, shy, respectful and lovely. 

But now I sit here wondering what to do,  

Without you around. 

There is no one to replace you. 

I never did tell you all the things I felt about you, 

Like how much I love you. 

I need my brother, 

I need my best friend, 

I need my protector. 

I wish we could go back and start all over again. 

I don’t want to be alone. 

When you think of me in heaven, 

Think of how much you meant to me. 

It’s so sad that you left without saying goodbye. 

Remember I love you and miss you,  

As you begin to fly. 

You did so much for me, 

I hope you will forgive me, 

For all the things I didn’t do for you. 

You were the friend that I never had in this world. 

You’re my best friend. 

I will never forget everything we did together, 

I will always love you with all my heart, 

No matter how long it’s been, 

Since your life came to an end. 

Brother, please give me the strength to do well in school, 

As you asked me to. 

I know you are with me every day,  

And I will be with you always. 

Please don’t go away,  

Don’t leave me alone. 

I really miss you so much my brother, Junior. 
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RAINY DAYS 
AHMED BARUD

What if I said that you’re meant for me? 
What if I said that there’s nothing to see? 
What if I said to leave me be? 
Would you catch some feelings for me?

I pretend like I really don’t care  
That I’m tired of this love affair  
Where the exit leaves me nowhere  
And I can’t help thinking that it’s not fair.  
You worked so hard to rap 
And you came so far  
There’s no going back 
Till the world fades to black  
Never let your heart or your soul 
Crack from the impact. 
It hurts when you hear the truth  
When the lies weren’t enough proof  
To realize what they said about you was true.  
And they never apologize 
For filling your head up with all these lies  
Till you seen it with your eyes  
You were deceived and left to die!

And I’m breaking the boundaries  
I’m rapping kind of loudly  
Hope you’re proud of me for making it to here  
My dream is finally near  
And I’m going to grab it crystal clear.  
Hope you’re in the crowd somewhere  
Better shed a tear coz I wasted all mine on fear  
But I try to make people amused  
But I’m pretty damn confused.  
Success won’t be coming to me any time soon  
I rap to impress not to cause stress and drama  
I’ve been fight off karma  
This track is not trying to harm her  
But I’m in defense mode man  
I got my armor!

So much controversy around the school  
Do you take me for a fool?  
Insult me for my insecurities  
Now who the hell made that rule?  
You are my tool  
The essence of rap came to haunt you.  
Karma getting you back  
Going to dis me  
Better do the math 
coz destiny’s got me on the right path.  
My feelings are spilling with every rhyme I say  
I went from a thug to being a poet - no way  
My friends are like - that Ahmed’s okay.  
Check him out with his wicked word play  
He deserves all the applause he gets  
He might not be perfect 
but surely he deserves the respect  

Coz he is on his way to places – 
Tennessee, NY and Miami  
Who knows what’s next?  
These skills are self-taught  
I try to steal love but get caught  
I was deceived and thought  
That hard work was something 
that could be bought.  
I was deceived and believed  
You can fail before you try  
I was so upset over it  
I wanted to die.  
My motivation went up 
as soon as I found out it was a lie.  
But we must be so ill to say what we say  
Putting people down 
Will not help us succeed any day.  
Exceeding the expectations 
Is the one thing I need  
A little motivation to help me rap 
At supersonic speed  
Coz really gangsters never bleed.

I’m gonna smoke you out  
Show you what I’m all about  
My lyrics are too sick  
No need to raise my voice or shout.  
People straight up doubted the flow  
I’m the best rap alive I already know  
I’m rocking this performance at the talent show.  
Don’t think I will go easy on you this time  
I’m spitting out all these decent rhymes  
So I don’t fall behind  
They’re lucky to have me  
I’m one of a kind  
But you don’t think so – that’s fine  
I’m true to myself  
I rap what’s on my mind.  
I found the light deep inside the dark  
I forever rap with an internal spark  
Inherited it from the one and only Regent Park. 

What if I said that you’re meant for me? 
What if I said that there’s nothing to can see? 
What if I said to leave me be? 
Would you catch some feelings for me?
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A PROMISE FROM 
ME TO ME
MORGAN HILLIER

My mistakes. 
My illusions. 
If there is an upside… 
If… 
It is that a broken heart makes you brave. 
Brave. 
As brave as it will get. 
As brave as I will get. 
This is only momentary pain. 
It will make me stronger. 
It has made me stronger. 
Strong and brave are two different things. 
I will master them both. 
That is a promise. 
A promise I made to myself. 
I won’t break a promise like you did. 
I won’t break. 
I will not downhill spiral. 
My illusions. 
My mistakes. 
My recovery.

FALLING
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 been there to catch me? 
would you have stopped me  
from falling deeper into nothingness 
harsh and terrifying 
Suddenly you’re there beside me 
But wait 
come back 
I'm sorry 
I didn't mean to 
oh never mind 
stay with me 
or leave forever 
I just hope someone will be there  
to catch me

THROUGH A 
PREDATOR’S EYES
CALVIN MASIKAT

(Inspired by a character in the novel, Theories of Relativity 
by Barbara Haworth-Attard)

All of them run, or at least they try, 
But they know better than to hide from my eye. 
The streets, I rule, with a grip of steel, 
And never do I wonder if I will have a next meal. 
I’ve broken all to my will; no one disobeys, 
Even the toughest I have gotten to sway. 
But there is one boy, who resists my advances, 
I’ve tried to coax him, giving him multiple chances, 
To work for me, for food and for warmth, 
But he always declines, sending the offer up north. 
Until one day, I spot a lovely jewel, 
Who obeys and trust me. Oh if only she knew, 
The things I have done and the things I am doing, 
For the sake of myself, or to bring others to ruin. 
With my pieces set, I proceed to play, 
A twisted mind game with the boy in my way. 
However, he declines, even through his trials, 
Sending my offers up the river for miles. 
I grow weary of this banter, so I summon my might, 
I call my brawn, and send them into the night. 
Soon, they return, much to my amusement, 
The boy is broken, and in filthy confinement. 
I then deploy my jewel, with items of joy, 
She listens and heads out, to draw in that boy. 
He flocks to my hand, like a moth to a flame, 
Slowly, but surely I end this stupid game. 
Maybe now he’ll know, that no one is free. 
Well, I’m wrong, the only free one is me.
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THE QUEER PRAYER
KATIE PEREIRA

Our Father, who art in the heaven that isn’t meant for me  

Because I kissed Matthew by the swing set, but I kept one eye on Suzie.  

In church I learned about the Ten Commandments  

And none of them said that I couldn’t kiss girls 

So when I told my best friend that I loved her  

And she told the teacher  

I wonder God, if it was something in the fine print 

That made her call my eight year old heart weak with sin.  

Hallowed be thy name 

When it is used on picket signs and banners 

Protesting 'sin' with hate and condemning the helpless 

And I whispered it in all my prayers  

Asking for your forgiveness.  

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 

With hands that would rather strike a child than hold one 

With arms that would rather barricade than shelter 

With spiteful words so steeped in religious dogma 

That the lines between righteous anger and bigotry become blurred 

Holy Mary, mother of God 

I am bowing beneath the pressure  

To believe that you could hate 

Something you crafted with such care 

And even if I am a mistake, I am still made in your image.  

My chemicals still come from your marrow 

My heart still guides me down the path you’ve set out for me.  

And it’s telling me that my desires 

Are not 'fruits of temptation' for me to avoid. 

They are written into my biology 

And I don’t care if every cell in my body 

Every breath that I take brings me closer to sin. 

Because if you broke me then you should have made a way to fix me.  

And if I am really hellbound then pray for me.  

Pray for us sinners 

For those who kill in your name 

And those who are killed in it.  

For those who hate in your name 

And those who love in it. 

Now and at the hour of our deaths.  

And when the broken die, tell me, who do you condemn – 

The ones who kneel by our graves or the ones who dance on them?  

Amen. 
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BEEP. BEEP.
SAMANTHA GONCALVES

In, out 
Went the needle and the thread, 
Dancing with foreign fabrics in 
An old sewing machine, 
Beside me. 
I guide the pair in their 
Path of daggered lines 
As per her instruction.

In, out 
Went the breath and the ribcage, 
As a machine beside her goes 
Beep …Beep …Beep …

Around, and around 
Did the dips and the swoons of the needle go 
Seducing the soft cloth beneath it  
And she swears I will have a rose 
Not from my work with 
The canvas at my hands, but 
From the love of my life, every time I 
Mend his favorite sweater.

Around, and around 
Goes the room in her eyes, 
As the depth of her breath grows 
Shallower and shallower, and 
A machine beside her goes 
Beep …Beep …Beep …

Back, and forth 
Was I about that day, and 
The decision to be made about 
Whether  
Or not 
To be there.

Back, and forth 
Were the doctors, 
Speaking about 
Whether  
Or not 
She would  
Pull through. 
And unlike the needle, 
And the thread 
That always  
Somehow 
Managed to 
Pull through 
A machine beside her went 
Beep …Beep …Beep …

EVERLAND
SAMANTHA GONCALVES

I will remember soft skin, sweeter sights and 
Kissing glances. 
As waves crash and caress my skin. 
I will remember the warmth of your touch and 
How I 
Loved it. 
As I hear the crackle of sand 
Grinding against shore 
I will breathe in your cologne and 
Remember how you always 
Wore it on Mondays.

And I will be the ruler of the sea 
As the salty water sips in my toes and 
Drinks down my body. 
Strands of seaweed licking at my ankles 
Begging anticipation in my knees.

Ice cube cold shocks my spine. 
Like the thrills I felt in  
Fright of you. 
Thrills that blew my beating heart to the clouds and 
Chased my pulse to the speed of a hummingbird’s wings.

And though I can fall from the sky 
Air blowing through me for  
The brief moments where 
I am weightless, 
I cannot rise from the sea.

I have ruled over sandcastle kings, 
Romanced puffer-fish knights. 
I have taunted, teased, and tortured a kingdom. 
My kingdom. 
To the delight of 
Fanciful Flounders, Gallant Goldfish, and 
Dazzling Electric Eels.

I cannot unsee what I have seen 
I cannot come back from 
Where I’ve been 
And as I bleed out the light of the life 
I used to lead 
My last thought will be your memory as I 
Become the sea.

My bed is of diamonds 
So far below the world, 
I will be 
The only one to ever see it.
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TELL MAMA
ANNIE LE

If I were to die in battle 
If a bullet hits between my eyes 
Wouldn't Mama be mighty sad? 
No, God, no - I don't want that.

Held this grenade since I was eighteen 
With loaded guns we restore justice 
Marched this strange land from east to west 
Am I supposed to feel blessed?

The smell of death - its bleak face dry 
Drinking the lives of those nearby 
A cry right here, a cry right there 
If you're quiet, they're everywhere

Clanking their chains, 
clutching their hearts 
They reach out their hands 
We've done no wrong, please don't say no 
To the sorrows we undergo.

I look at them with my heart tightened 
At rigid shackles binding their legs 
Children glaring, rocks in their hands 
As we were invading their lands.

My best buddy - good old Jim 
Told me no bullet could ever reach him 
He now lives under the ground 
Pride and youth brutally drowned.

Mama, Mama can't you see 
What this war has done to me? 
Wounded, orphaned children cry 
Please God, please, don’t close your eyes.

But I know it's not up to Him 
To end this bloody roar of fire 
Our lives do not matter - I know 
I could have died long ago.

Is it that I fear to die? 
Will this be my last goodbye? 
Will you remember me when I fall? 
Does my death mean nothing at all?

Tens, hundreds, thousands, millions 
My life's just another.  
Mama, I’m just a number. 
I take this thought to my slumber.

Who will tell Bill’s wife he’s well 
Even after the barricade fell? 
Who will let Charlie’s son know? 
His father’s with God – long ago.

Mama, Mama how I wish 
I could be back home with you 
Mama, Mama, can I trust 
That God will end this war for us?

Tell me I’m not alone 
I shiver at the foreign moon.  
I write at the end; 'Please, please don’t cry,  
Mama, I will try not to die.'

I don’t keep my promise to come back  
Because all I can see now is pitch black.  
Bang, bang, bang – I see my mother  
When my eyes snap closed, my hope 
is smothered. 
Who will get this letter to her?
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