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“I am part of all that I have met”—Alfred Lord Tennyson
On Saturday, April 20th Appleby College hosts CITE 2013, focusing on the
theme of Global Perspectives, Individual Voices taking a deeper look at the
English classroom through a global lens. We are thrilled to present this year’s
INCITE publication featuring student work from across our member schools.
A special thank you to English teachers across these schools for encouraging
students to participate in the INCITE competition, and guiding them in honing
their creativity.
A special thank you goes to Claire Pacaud for once again organizing the
publication of these students’ works; her dedication is unwavering. We are also
grateful to Jennifer Klein not only for her thoughtful adjudication of entries, but
for providing the catalyst for student writing with the prompt:
Using Google Earth, spin the globe, stop it on a random
destination, and zoom in for a closer look! Use this location as
UIFTFUUJOHGPSZPVSXSJUJOH'FFMGSFFUPmDUJPOBMJ[FCFZPOEXIBU
can be seen through Google Earth. You might be a resident of
the location you have landed upon, a visitor from another country,
or a tourist from another planet. You are limited only by your own
creativity, but be consistent with the details you see through
Google Earth. Please be sure to include the exact coordinates as
a subtitle to your submission, so that readers can travel to your
destination to see the location that inspired your writing.
"OEmOBMMZ UPUIFVOTIBLBCMF&OHMJTIGBDVMUZBU"QQMFCZ$PMMFHFBIVHFUIBOL
you for all or your work guiding the conference to completion. The steadfast
dedication of Ellen Palmer, Carlos Heleno, Claire Kelly, Kathleen Kirkpatrick,
Wendy Million, and Riisa Walden was essential to the creation of both the
conference and the publication.

Clayton Dion Maggie Hanrahan
2013 CITE CONFERENCE HEADS

InCITE [2013]
The CITE Executive thanks the student and teacher participants for their
support of the 2013 InCITE Writing Competition.
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the CIS (Ontario) for supporting CITE Executive projects.
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JENNIFER D. KLEIN, Professional Development Director, comes to
World Leadership School with a wealth of experience in the classroom and the world.
She is the Director of Educational Development for the Research Journalism Initiative,
BOFEVDBUJPOBMOPOQSPmUUIBUGBDJMJUBUFTDSFBUJWFFYQSFTTJPOBNPOH1BMFTUJOJBOZPVOH
people and the use of their media projects in American classrooms, and she teaches
graduate-level e-courses in global education for TakingITGlobal. She holds a BA from
Bard College and an MA from the University of Colorado at Boulder, both in Literature
and Creative Writing. She taught college and high school English for 19 years, including
mWFZFBSTJO$FOUSBM"NFSJDBBOEZFBSTJOBMMHJSMTFEVDBUJPO4IFIBTQVCMJTIFE
a wide array of educational writing, appearing regularly in publications such as
Independent School and The NSSSA Leader.
A product of early models of experiential learning herself, Jennifer holds a principal’s
license and has an extensive background in curriculum development and experiential,
project-based learning. Since she joined WLS in 2010, Jennifer has provided direct
support to the global efforts of the Berkeley Carroll School (an NAIS School of the Future,
New York), Appleby College (Ontario), Greens Farms Academy (Connecticut), St.
Mary’s Academy (Colorado), Ensworth School (Tennessee), Virginia Episcopal School,
Windward School (California), the Town School for Boys (California), and the Moses
Brown School (Rhode Island).
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Jennifer D. Klein
UNTITLED,
INSPIRED BY MORNING, THE PHOTOGRAPH

somewhere else
JQBTTFEUISPVHImFMETPODF
simultaneous in their green lushness and
barren stark light
from the window of the train i
watched children peek from
behind ruined houses and
pressed my hand against the glass
to touch them
the man sitting across from me saw only
garbage slipping across the grass
mumbled something about
people who don't know how to
throw away their trash and apparently
XBOUUPMJWFJOUIFJSPXOmMUI
got irritated and moved away
when i insisted that
disenfranchisement looks an
awful lot like laziness
and i wondered how neatly trimmed
his life would be without that
coat and the latest gear
without the chance to feel better
than someone else
without the chance to throw
his own trash out the
window of the train
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MORNING - BALATA REFUGEE CAMP, NABLUS, WEST BANK, PALESTINE

by Mohammad Faraj
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Abbey Horner
34° 45’11.33”N 69° 15’38.24”E (elevation 1760 meters)
I HEADED FOR THE MOUNTAINS, running from the bombs. Bang! My small
NVEIPNFXBTOPXFOHVMGFEJOnBNFT"T*EBTIFEUPXBSETUIFTBOE UXJHT
and branches curled around my legs. All I could think was RUN, as I sprinted
through the Kabul Mountains
I had been running for hours when I began to understand my situation. I sat
down on a mossy rock and took a deep breath inhaling the thick smoky air.
I had been sitting for seconds when I heard a crackling sound. I turned
around and was face to face with FIRE! I ran on with life as my motivation. Just
when I was about to slow down I heard a scream not far ahead. I followed the
OPJTFJOUPBTNBMMOFBSCZWJMMBHF POMZUPmOEBTNBMMHJSM BCPVUGPVSZFBSTPGBHF 
whimpering in the tangled branches of an Oak tree.
As soon as she heard me running, she jumped down onto the dusty dirt
JODMJOFBOEUVSOFEUPNFXJUIBGBDFmMMFEXJUIUFSSPS*MPPLFEBUIFSXPOEFSJOH
XIZTIFXBTTUBOEJOHPOKVTUPOFGPPUPOMZUPmOEIFSMFGUMFHDPWFSFEJOCMPPE
4IFXIJTQFSFEJONZFBS iUIFmSFGPVOENFw*TDPPQFEIFSVQBOEDPOUJOVFE
NZEBTIUISPVHIUIFNPVOUBJOTPGnBNFT
4IFXBTRVJUFMJHIU BOEXFXFSFTPPOGBSBIFBEPGUIFSBHJOHnBNFT*
looked around - I was surrounded by mountains and the sun was setting. Just
as I was about to start climbing I heard a soft whimper in my right ear. I pulled
the small girl off my back and in a shaky voice she struggled to say, “Mommy,
.PNNZJTJOUIFmSFw*IBEO|UUIPVHIUBCPVUGBNJMZ NBZCFUIBUXBTCFDBVTF
*EJEO|UIBWFPOF CVU*DPVMEUFMMUIJTMJUUMFHJSMOFFEFEIFST.ZFZFTmMMFEXJUI
tears as I thought about my father who had died in the war and my mother I
never knew.
4IFOPUJDFENZTBEOFTTBOERVJDLMZDIBOHFEUIFTVCKFDU)FSFZFTmMMFE
with weariness as she asked in a small voice where we would sleep. Just before
I was about to tell her there was no such place in the mountains she collapsed
onto the dusty dirt. I stared at her with sad eyes and picked her up. We had to
mOEBEPDUPS PSUIJTTXFFUMJUUMFHJSMXPVMEEJF
I placed her in my arms and hiked to the highest peak of the highest
mountain I could see. Once I reached the top I searched for civilization. Just as I
XBTBCPVUUPHJWFVQ*TQPUUFEBTNBMMWJMMBHFJOUIFEJTUBODFBOENZIFBSUmMMFE
with joy. I hiked for hours on end until we came across the small village. It was
OPXEBXOBOETIFBXPLFUPUIFSJTJOHTVO)FSGBDFXBTQBMFBOEnVTIFE4IF
stared at me with big weary eyes and I told her “We have arrived in a village; we
are going to see a doctor, ok?” She nodded her head slowly and her eyes lit up
with joy.
I walked, for what felt like hours and by the time we reached the center of
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village the desert was dark. I was exhausted and had been awake for 48 hours,
but searched the city for a doctor while the patient lay motionless in my arms.
By daylight I was just about ready to pass out, but I surged onward with all the
strength I had left in me. The girl lifted one eyelid, but shut it again before I could
show her where we were.
An old man with large wide glasses, a long, curly white beard and short grey
hair passed us and told us that he was a doctor. Just the thought of help gave
me strength as we walked through the dainty little village into the large brick
building this man called home. I admired the lovely furniture with wide eyes as
we passed through many hallways and rooms. Finally, we reached the medical
room. I knew this because there were many remedies, pills and tablets to take
care of the sick. I laid her down on the bed and the doctor began to revive her.
He turned to me and asked what happened? I told him the whole story
BOEIJTGBDFmMMFEXJUITBEOFTTBT*UPMEIJNBCPVUUIFCPNCT)FBTLFENF
her name and I couldn’t respond because I didn’t know and when he asked
me mine and I broke into tears because I didn’t know what it was. He turned
around to comfort me, but I wiped away the tears. This man had to save her and
couldn’t waste time with me.
He poured some water over the large gash that had formed on the little girl’s
left leg. Then he applied a few droplets of a blue substance to the wound. Once
he had cleaned the wound, he wrapped a tight white bandage around it.
Once she awoke I explained the whole situation on a cup of Mr. Joe’s (the old
man’s) tea. I asked, “What about your dad? Where is he?”
She replied in a shaky voice, “I don’t know we ran together until I was burned
and he thought I was gone. He called for me, but I was too busy crying to
answer,” she replied sadly.
The old man looked at her curiously and said, “What is your name?”
“Elizabeth Ann Joseph,” she replied.
He looked at her with heartfelt eyes and whispered in my ear “a man of that
surname was blown to pieces on a land mine not far from here.”
She asked, “Is daddy ok?”
I replied slowly, “I’m sorry, your daddy is dead.”
5FBSTTUSFBNFEEPXOIFSGBDFBTTIFTUVUUFSFEJOBUFSSJmFEWPJDF i5IFSFJT
no mommy and daddy anymore”.
The old man took pity and after a few weeks of paperwork Elizabeth and I
were sisters. Elizabeth’s leg healed after Mr. Joe looked after it so well and she
XBTTPPOmUBOEXFMM8FTUJMMMJWFJOUIBUMBSHFCSJDLIPVTFUPUIJTEBZXJUIUIF
wise old man, our dad.
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Ryan Collis
47°N, 94°E
The Dragon Caller

THERE ARE LEGENDS OF BEASTS OF GREAT POWER; they have armor made
of scales and teeth as sharp as swords, and they can tear you apart in seconds.
They are known as dragons. Each dragon has a special ability. Of course, there’s
ZPVSCBTJDmSFCSFBUIJOHESBHPO CVUUIFSFTBMTPUXPNPSFESBHPOTPOFUIBU
could control nature (it’s said that where the nature dragon lives, there are the
mOFTUUSFFTBOEnPXFST BOEUIBUXJUIPVUUIJTESBHPOUIFSFXPVMECFOPOBUVSFBU
all…), and one that could control day and night. It is said that there is one more
ESBHPO POFTPCJHBOEMBSHFJUDPVMECFTFFONJMFTBXBZnZJOHBSPVOE5IJT
dragon is known as the elder dragon, the strongest of all the dragons. He could
control the oceans. It is said that there was a great battle between the dragons
CFGPSFUIFUJNFPGIVNBOT5IFZGPVHIUGPSNBOZZFBSTJOTQBDFBOEmOBMMZXIFO
they all struck together at the same time, they created the Earth. Of course, this
was a complete accident…
Our story begins at a great kingdom called Kartour, in the year 1112 in the
Great Palace. The Palace is huge, one of the biggest, in fact. From the outside,
it looks just like any other castle, but on the inside it is furnished with cloth and
DBSQFUBTGBJSBTBQSJODFTTVQJOIFSUPXFS5IFIBMMTBSFmMMFEXJUIGBODZUBCMFT
and silverware, suits of armor sit on mannequins, and the throne is made of solid
gold. The king has two brothers, one of great power and one who was banished
from the castle. The king is… well, let’s just say harsh. He has gray hair and a
small beard. He wears the fanciest clothes in the whole kingdom, from the best
cloth to the best colours. The king has requested a meeting with his brother, a
very secret meeting of only themselves. The king waits in his throne room, the
great big doors open, and in comes his brother (his brother of great power).
The king said, “Kero (his brother of great power), I have something important
UPUFMMZPV.ZLJOHEPNJTnPVSJTIJOHXFNBZFWFOCFUIFHSFBUFTULJOHEPNPG
our time. We must spread this greatness with the other kingdoms.”
Kero said, “What are you saying, brother?”
“We need to take control of all the kingdoms and recreate them just like our
kingdom. We will need massive armies to invade and many catapults!” the king said
excitedly.
“And where do I come in to this?” said Kero.
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i:PVXJMMMFBEUIFmSTUBUUBDLPOUIFHSFBUDJUZ %XJOEMFEFMM*UJTUIFPOMZDJUZTUSPOHFS
than ours. You will be known as a hero!”
Kero said, “Yes, yes, that sounds nice… I will do it.”
A few weeks later, the armies of Kartour headed for the great kingdom, Dwindledell.
They were going over sea and it’s a long journey, but the kingdom would fall and be
reborn in the name of Kartour.
In the North, the village Sele was hidden from the rest of the world. A boy lived there.
His name was Din. He was 22. He worked at a small bar for his parents. It was a small
village, but a happy one. A few guards from Dwindledell had shown up at this village. It’s
odd because no one ever came to their village. The soldiers called for the whole town to
hear what was to be said.
One soldier said, “We are looking for a man, a man that can complete a dangerous
and risky task. This task must be a secret form everyone. We will be choosing who will
be doing this task.” Din was worried, as he was often picked to do many things, and he
didn’t want to have to leave his home.
-The Next MorningIt turned out that the guards picked someone else, not Din.
-The Next WeekThe guards came back, but not with the man that left with them.
They announced, “The man we chose was a coward. He died while climbing a
mountain. We will be selecting our second choice for this mission… Din, where are you?
You will be completing this mission.”
The next day after packing his things, he headed for the carriage that would change
his life. He still did not even know what his mission was. He was told of his mission in the
carriage. Rumours had been spreading that Kartour was going to unleash a full on attack
on Dwindledell, and that the king along with the kingdom would most likely fall. The only
way to stop their armies was to get allies from across the world, but these allies weren’t
human.
“Well what are they then?” asked Din.
“Dragons!” said one guard in a scared voice.
“And how will I be convincing these dragons to join our side?” Kartour is most likely
to be trying to get these dragons on their side as well, so it will take a lot of convincing.”
After about an hour of riding in the carriage, they stopped. They had to walk from that
point. Din looked up and saw what was a huge mountain that looked as though it went
up and never stopped going up!
i8FNVTUDMJNCUIJTNPVOUBJOJOPSEFSUPHFUUPUIFmSFESBHPO)JTMBJSJTBUUIFUPQ 
but please note that no human has ever made it past his tests to see if they are worthy
PGCFJOHJOIJTQSFTFODF5IJTJTXIZXFOFFEFEZPV5IFmSTUUFTUJTUPTJNQMZDMJNCUIJT
mountain.”
-11 Hours Later“His lair is just beyond this point. We can’t go with you from here. We will surely be
obliterated” said the guard.
“What? No, I don’t know what I’m doing,” said Din, but it was too late, as the guards
were already descending the mountain.
One guard shouted, “I almost forgot! After you convince this one to join with
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VT ZPVNVTUmOEUIFPUIFSUXPþ*MFGUBNBQPGUIFJSMPDBUJPOCFTJEFZPVw
Din thought to himself, “Sure, if I live through this.” Din entered the cave, and he spent
BCPVUmWFNJOVUFTXBMLJOHUISPVHIJUVOUJMIFDBNFBDSPTTBSPPNMJUXJUIBIVHFmSFJO
the centre. He heard a voice that was like a whisper that only he could hear.
*UTBJE i5IJTJTUIFmSTUmSFMJUPOUIJTFBSUI*IBWFLFQUJUHPJOHGPSUIPVTBOETPGZFBST
OPX.FOVTFEUPDPNFIFSFBOEQSBJTFNF BOEJOSFUVSO *XPVMEHJWFUIFNmSF CVUUIFZ
soon learned to make their own, and I was forgotten by many.”
%JOXBTOPXUFSSJmFE)FTBJEUPIJNTFMG i0L KVTUHFUUISPVHIUIJTDBWFBOEXFDBO
MFBWFw%JOXBMLFEGPSBOPUIFSmWFNJOVUFTVOUJMIFDBNFVQPOBOPUIFSQJUDICMBDLSPPN
)FIFBSEUIFWPJDFBHBJOi*DSBWFIVNBOnFTI*UTCFFONBOZZFBSTTJODF*MBTUBUFw
Din shouted, “Who are you? Show yourself!” The whole room lit in a second and
directly in front of him, he could see a tall red dragon with shining green eyes.
The dragon said, “What do you need? Make it worth my time, or I will eat you!”
i5IFQFPQMFPG%XJOEFMEFMMOFFEZPVUPIFMQVTmHIUBXBSUIBUXJMMTVSFMZEFTUSPZ
everything and everyone on Earth.”
The dragon replied back, “The earth is not my concern anymore. I could easily go to
my home planet, population me!”
Din said, “Please! We need your help; they will kill you and the other dragons. They
could already be here to kill you!”
The dragon realized that this human had great passion for this earth. The dragon then
TBJE i*TIBMMFBUBOPUIFSEBZ BOEmHIUXJUIZPVUPEBZw
5IFIBSEQBSUPG%JOTKPVSOFZXBTPWFS'SPNIFSF IFnFXPOUIFmSFESBHPOUPUIF
far corners of the earth and in two weeks, he convinced the other dragons to help him,
but there was still the Elder Dragon that needed to be convinced. The Elder Dragon lived
VOEFSUIFPDFBOUPUIFFBTU)PXXPVME%JONBOBHFUPHPVOEFSXBUFSBOEmOEUIJT
dragon? That is why the Elder Dragon is only a myth. He has been sleeping under water
TJODFUIF&BSUICFHBOBOEPOMZXBLFTVQFWFSZGFXUIPVTBOEZFBSTUPHPBOEmOEGPPE
(dragons can pretty much go forever without food). He lives in an ocean, because it’s the
only thing that is big enough to contain him. Din needed help and he only had one day
left. The other three dragons had an idea. Seeing that dragons can hold their breath for
a long time due to their huge lungs, they would dive down and look for the Elder Dragon
themselves and convince him. The dragons set off at once as time was scarce. They
TQFOUIPVSTnZJOHBSPVOEBOEOFFEFEBCSFBL TPUIFZnFXCBDLUPUIFCFBDIXIFSF%JO
was.
After about ten minutes, they looked out into the ocean and saw a ginormous wave
IFBEJOHUIFJSXBZ*UXBTCJHHFSUIBOBOZPOFDPVMECFMJFWF%JOIPQQFEPOUIFmSF
ESBHPOBOEnFXJOUIFBJSJOPSEFSUPOPUESPXO"TUIFXBWFQBTTFEBOEIJUUIFMBOEGSPN
CFIJOEJU BHJHBOUJDSPDLnFXQBTUUIFNFYUSFNFMZGBTU*UXBTBTCJHBTBDBTUMFþ5IFZ
looked at it as it passed by and realized that it was the Elder Dragon! It must have come
out of the water and caused that wave that just hit this beach!
i'PMMPXJU wTBJE%JOUPUIFESBHPOT5IFZnFXBTGBTUBTUIFZDPVMEBOENBOBHFEUP
get the Elder Dragon to land. They started to talk and try to convince him to join them, but
he was not convinced. He told him that he would not join a team of killers.
i#VUXIBUEPFTUIBUNFBO wTBJE%JOUPIJNTFMG5IF&MEFS%SBHPOnFXCBDLJOUPUIF
ocean and caused an even bigger wave this time.
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“We didn’t manage to get the Elder Dragon, but that doesn’t matter. Three dragons
BSFBTFRVBMMZTUSPOHBTPOF&MEFS%SBHPO wTBJE%JOi8FNVTUnZUP%XJOEFMEFMMJOPSEFS
to make it in time for the war.”
"OETPUIFZnFXUPUIFHSFBUDJUZPG%XJOEFMEFMM BOEGSPNBCPWFUIFZDPVMETFFUIF
BSDIFSTPOTUSPOHXBMMTSFBEZUPmSF UIFTPMEJFSTPOUIFPVUFSTJEFPGUIFXBMMBMMMJOFE
VQ BOEDBUBQVMUTTUBOEJOHBUUIFSFBEZ5IFESBHPOTnFXBSPVOEXBJUJOHGPSUIFNFO
of Kartour to come and, of course, they did. They had a massive army, but we were still
guaranteed to win with the dragons on our side.
-The Battle CommencesThe archers readied their bows and the warriors drew their swords.
“FIRE!” said the War General, and a wave of arrows fell down on to the enemy team,
many falling dead, but not enough. The enemy warriors have made contact and started
UPmHIUUIFXBSSJPSTPOUIFPVUFSTJEFPGUIFXBMM%JOTIPVUFE i%SBHPOTþ*UJTUJNFZPV
show that this land belongs to Dwindeldell and not Kartour! Go and devour the enemy
UFBNþw"OETPUIFESBHPOTnFXJOUPBDUJPOBOEEFTUSPZFEUIFFOFNZUFBN CVUXIFO
there were only a few men left in the battle, Kartour summoned a dragon, the Elder
Dragon! He came and devoured the men of Dwindeldell.
Din said to himself, “That’s why he wouldn’t join us, because he was on the other
team already. But that doesn’t matter. DRAGONS!” Din yelled, “Attack the Elder Dragon.
5PHFUIFS ZPVDBOEFGFBUIJNþw5IFESBHPOTGPVHIUIBSEBOEMPOH UIFmSFESBHPO
burning the Elder Dragon, the nature dragon growing vines to wrap around the Elder
Dragon to slow him down, and the day and night dragon shocking him with beams of
light and darkness. He was weakened, but he had one task and one task only, penetrate
the impenetrable walls of Dwindeldell in order to let the men of Kartour in and destroy
FWFSZUIJOH5IF&MEFS%SBHPOnFXUPXBSEUIFXBMMBTGBTUBTIFDPVMEBOE#".þ)F
smashed it and the wall crumbled (like a loaf of dread). The dragons knew how to stop
him, but it would involve destroying themselves. They realized that it must be done.
They came together and mutated into one dragon as big as the Elder Dragon and shot
a beam of pure light that struck the Elder Dragon and knocked him out dead. The one
dragon that was three dragons is too weak to do anything else. They fell to the ground
and died. Din immediately felt some weird emptiness in him that was like a dark void that
DPVMEOFWFSCFmMMFE5IFXBSXBTPWFS CVUUIFESBHPOTXFOUFYUJODU&WFSZUIJOHCFDBNF
peaceful and cleanup of the war took only a few months. Din was honored with a special
seat next to the king for his services, and after, the king had a private chat with Din.
The king said, “That emptiness that you felt when the dragons died, I can tell you what
that was. You are connected to the dragons. You shared a life with them. You just never
knew it until now. I don’t think that it feels completely empty now, does it?”
Din replied back, “No, you’re right. It doesn’t feel completely empty. Why?”
The king said, “Because there is either still one dragon in existence or perhaps an egg
MPTUGSPNJUTNPUIFSUIBUOFFETUPCFIBUDIFE:PVBSFEFTUJOFEUPmOEUIBUFHH BOEUIF
emptiness in you will not go away until you complete that destiny.”
“Then I will set out now in search of this egg. I will search all the dens of the old
ESBHPOTmSTUw
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Erin Schwartz

1° 17’ 31.34” S, 36° 48’53.44” E

On wrinkled, cracked and dark feet,
I wander through the solemn streets.
The ground beneath a hollow heath—
the heath that has been left for us to keep.
Screams and wails come from the community below,
making me feel as if nothing is known.
I wipe my tears and feel the wind,
blowing onto my dry skin.
This is my home—up in the mountains of Nairobi;
I cannot help but die ever so slowly.
I try—but I cry, I waken,
but the sounds of work leaves me shaken.
$IJMESFOPGNZPXOmHIUJOHUPMFBSO 
but all I can do is watch my country slowly burn.
How have I ended up here? I cannot help but wonder—
for all that I know is that I have been left to blunder.
Sometimes I say my life has been left unnoticed,
until I realize my children will be encouraged.
The journey of recuperating water for my family
leaves me with an improved sanity.
This is my time to realize the essentials,
and to apprehend what has been left for potential.
As I walk down the roads of mud baths,
I realize that this is my chosen path.
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photography by Amanda Curry, grade 12
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Charlie Mortimer
2 41’02.12”N, 32 47’11.48” E

One child stands in middle of the mud hut
Staring outside into the brutally hot sun, but
He has hope for his future
He shyly peeks around the corner
Of the door separating him from war an’
Peaceful bliss. His mother walks in
Kissed on the forehead then beckoned in
He’s getting thin, but his mother is still wetting him
With dirty water she has gotten, which she’s dreading is
Affecting his feeble skin. True, her son his hurting
But he still has hope for his future
This child, hears feet pattering against the ground
Harmless it seems, ’till overheard are the harsh sounds
Of ordering rebels marching the town
His mother’s eyes explode with despair
She glances at her seven-year-old son, her heir
To nothing except love in her heart
But now rebels attack and are going to pull them apart
She does not think of herself
Franticly looks down at her son,
“You must run, baby
Now go, go!
I love you forever
My mtoto*,”
The child grabs his mother’s hand
Refusing her terrifying command
As through the door burst armed men
His mother pushes him away, to the back of the room
Throws herself on the men
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*Swahili for baby

“Run away,”
The child hears
He runs past his mother, runs past his fear
He runs for no other, runs fast, not one tear
To cloud his vision
His feet hurt
But as a child, he’s made his decision
He will run away from the rebels
Never give in for his mother who used her
Self as a shield to give him a second chance
But all alone, in a trance
He now has less hope for his future
)FmOETSFTUVOEFSBCBSSFOUSFF
And he silently weeps
And tells himself not to remember memories
But suddenly he does and falls into a half sleep
He is lying beside his mother
He rests his head on her shoulder
She strokes his head and he holds her tight
He doesn’t want to lose his mom, but he will tonight
He grabs his mother’s hand and sobs in her lap with all his might
His eyes open, he is no longer dreaming
His hand grabbing at a rebel’s boot, and the rebel’s screaming
“Found one over here,” the man is beaming
Other rebels gather, starts jeering
The little child starts tearing
The rebel’s snarl, they don’t know what emotion they’re seeing
They’re leaning in, the child sees a bat swinging and a pain searing
Now the child is woozy and he’s fearing
For his life at the hands of these crazed demons
He hears a sound from a devil
The child has been found to be a rebel.
He suddenly has no hope for his future
The child’s brought to a camp
Kids his age carrying guns and smoking plants
He sees a kid run up and give him a gun
The rebel’s thick voice starts in his native tongue
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“If you shoot one of us you will die painfully,
Fight for us and you will gain the ability to be a bully,
But you stay alive while others die, isn’t that better than the alternative?”
5IFDIJMEOPEEFE DPODFSOnPPEJOHJO
He held the gun and walked up to the group of hardened children
Swallows his fearful tears as he sees them grinning
Passing around a drug to shut out their lives
The child grips his gun and slides
Into thoughts bouncing around his head
He’s seven years old, and he’s as good as dead
His arms have a gun in them, his arms feel like led
The child hears a voice call him and the other boys right to him
Explain that they were ambushing a town
The other children’s faces look right ruined
But the child can only watch
As they climb into the bushes and hear gunshots
He suddenly feels a change
The boys around him are deranged
Their eyes are now hopeless and pained
As they approach, even without a bullet they are maimed
He sees a boy drop
The child stops
He pulls the closest boy down into the long grass with him
5IFCPZTUFSSJmFEFZFTBSFTIPDLFEXIFOUIFMJUUMFDIJMEQJOTIJN
To the ground, the little child and the other boy wait, hoping to not be found
After a while the sounds disappear
And as that happens so does the little boy’s fear
They look into each other’s eyes
Each boy looks down to hide that they try not to cry
The little child suddenly has a dash of hope for his future
After a while the little child looks up, face less hardened
He extends his hand, “My name’s Marvin.”
The sad boy who the little child had just met
Looked up and said, with still some
Tears in his eyes, “Hujambo*, my name’s William.” *hujambo is Swahili for hello
It didn’t seem like much
But a bond had just been born that would keep them in touch
And suddenly, after Marvin told his story about his mother
William told another sadder than ever
And suddenly, Marvin and William were now brothers forever
And no matter what happened, Marvin and William would stick
Together
Marvin suddenly had great hopes for his future.
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Feet by Scott Mitchell, grade 12
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Ben Cotteril
10°18’36.92”N, 109°12’37.06”W

June, 5, 2012
*NPOBDSBUFSJOUIFNJEEMFPGBOJTMBOEJOUIF1BDJmDGPSBTDJFODFFYQFSJNFOU
On one side there’s a patch of palm trees and on the other, a large rock
Otherwise, it’s all sand. They have built me a small shack. I’ll be taking sand
samples, water samples, even stool samples from the birds - the only living
creatures on this island, besides the palm trees and coral. I have a radio phone
that I can use every Sunday. They’ll be sending a ship out half way. Although I
might suffer from boredom, I feel safe. I think I’ll be running out of things to write
about quite quickly.
June, 6, 2012,
Sleeping on a tropical island sounded like someone’s dream retirement plan. I
guess I should be thankful. Before bed I took a stroll around the island. It was
relaxing. When I woke, it was nine o’clock. After breakfast, I started taking
samples. They’re stored in glass containers in a box. The company I work for
records data on climate change and the water cycle. I wish they had sent me with
a partner. I think that’s what I’m going to ask for next Sunday, a partner.
June 8, 2012
No difference since I’ve been taking samples. I’ve been circling the island. The
birds seem attracted to the rock. They don’t stay around the fresh water pool as
much as I would have thought. My guess is that they get enough fresh water from
UIFmTI CVU*DPVMECFNJTUBLFO8IJMFDJSDMJOH *GPVOEUIFTUSBOHFTUUIJOHB
necklace hanging from the rock. The birds must have carried ashore. I picked it
up and examined it. It looked really valuable so I put it in a safe place. No other
changes.
June 10, 2012
There was a large storm yesterday. I spent my time reading. I noticed the
strangest thing. The box with the necklace was gone. I must have moved it, but
don’t remember. Strange, seeing as I have a strong memory. I poked my head
out the door this morning to see what the storm had left behind. The waves were
DSBTIJOHWJPMFOUMZ#JSETXFSFPVUOFBSUIFXBUFSBHBJO TUFBMJOHmTIGSPNFBDI
PUIFS"MUIPVHIUIFDPNQBOZTFOUNFXJUIGPPE *NJHIUHPmTIJOHUPEBZ*DBOU
wait to get a call. It’s been awhile.
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June 11, 2012
Yesterday, I tried calling. No answer. Either it’s the connection or the storm. I forgot to
take samples yesterday, but I don’t think one day will harm the experiment. I noticed
something today; there were fewer birds than when I arrive. I arrived via a large transport
ship. The company transporting worked closely with ours. I’m not used to being on boats
or sailing. The ship’s crew were nice to me, even though they were a lot bigger and
tougher than I was. I was more of a science nerd than athletic in high school. If it weren’t
for my incredible grades, I wouldn’t be working for the company.
June 12, 2012
Every bird is gone, I haven’t seen a trace today. I hope it wasn’t my fault. The days are
colder which is strange since it’s June and I’m close to the equator. I walked around the
island and noticed that my foot prints were still there from a few days ago. Another thing
that I noted was that I usually wear shoes around the island; this footprint was left by a
CBSFGPPU*EPOULOPXXIBUUPUIJOLPGNZmOEJOHT
June 14, 2012
I found the box, except the necklace is gone. When I opened the box I was shocked
UPmOEBQIPUPPGNF POUIFPUIFSTJEFPGUIFJTMBOE*UBQQFBSFEUPCFUBLFOGSPNUIF
Shack. The box was resting against a palm tree. It was clear now that someone wanted
NFUPmOEJU'SJHIUFOFE *SBOCBDLUPUIFTIBDLUPXSJUFUIJTEPXO5IJTQFSTPONVTU
have come ashore somehow. My best guess is he must have come by a rowboat or
swam. Tomorrow, hopefully, I will understand more.
June 15, 2012
I am getting a better understanding of this island. Someone has been here, longer than I
have. I wonder if this is some psychological test to see how I react to abnormal situations.
I walked around the island again and I found a symbol permanently carved into three
landmarks, one on the palm trees, one on the large rock, and one painted on the shack
door. I want it to be Sunday. I don’t feel safe. I can’t stay.
June 16, 2012
I saw him last night! Moving toward the rock, He climbed the rock with agility I had never
seen. He reached the top and gazed out towards the ocean. I saw his head turn and
bright red eyes stare. I watched him as long as I could, until he turned to look over the
ocean before dropping through a hole. I had no choice but to sit on my bed, staring at
my wall for the rest of the night. My fear would not allow any other movement.
June 17, 2012
"GUFSSFDPWFSJOHGSPNUIFIPSSJmDFYQFSJFODFUIFOJHIUCFGPSF *ESFXBMMNZDPVSBHFGPSUI
and went over to examine the rock. I was shaking. I carried nothing except this notebook
and the radio phone. I’m expecting a call today from the ship. The rock is actually donut
shaped and there is a large sand pit in the center. Terrifyingly, there’s a map of the island
drawn in the sand. My shack is labelled. I’ll wait here until anything happens.
10:38 AM
Finally, a call from the ship! When I spoke, my throat hurt. I told him that I wanted out. He
asked why. I didn’t know what to say except I didn’t feel safe or that this experiment was
worth two months of isolation.
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12:43 PM
The strange man was frightening during the day too. He was still a silhouette with glowing
red eyes. He moved closer making my heart beat faster. The fear was controlling me.
I couldn’t move. He inched closer, like a shadow, great, glowing eyes looking directly
towards me. I was his destination. He came as close as the foot of the rock until the
IPOLJOHPGBCMPXIPSONBEFIJNTDVSSZJOUPUIFPDFBO*UVSOFEUPmOEUIFCPBUKVTUPGG
the shore line. Without checking to see if I had left anything behind, I quickly boarded,
Greeting every passenger with a handshake and a smile, I felt safe.
June 19, 2012
I’ve been home for two days now and everything has changed. I see the world as a more
dangerous place and from now on, I’ll take precautions. My loved ones threw a welcome
CBDLQBSUZGPSNF*NHMBEUIBUJUTPWFS*EJEmOETPNFUIJOHTUSBOHFUIPVHI BGUFS*HPU
back. I went home and found, hanging from my doorknob, a necklace quite similar to the
one I had found on the island. This will be my last entry.
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Lighthouse by Anthony Rondina, grade 12
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Sam Holzberg
49.2713° S, 73.0432° W

“Pain demands to be felt.”
– The Fault in Our Stars by John Green

Snow.
I WITNESS FOR THE FIRST TIME the natural, simple beauty of snow; it is
something I haven’t given a second glance since I was young. I have only ever
known beauty to be in things elaborate and artful, yet this achromatic blank
canvas shines with elegance and luminosity. Growing up in the snow, it’s only
been seen as a nuisance for me, and for as long as I can remember, I’ve never
been able to appreciate or relate to its emptiness. In this moment it glistens
in the sun and gleams brighter than anything and everything, illuminating the
mountainside, making the Sherpa and me squint and block our eyes. As hard
as I try, I can’t take my eyes of the entrancing exquisiteness.
I pick some up and watch it melt away into water in my hands. I rub my
lucky dollar bill and let it drift in the warm eastern wind, but instead of letting go
of the feeling I just get more nostalgic. Guilt seeps into me once more while I
adjust the heavy pack weighing down my shoulders. This feeling drips like acid
slowly into my soul and body, and the snow becomes ugly. It is tainted by the
venom, and I cannot look anymore. I stare into its barren white once more, but
turn my head away from it faster than I should.
4UBOEJOH NFUFSTBCPWFTFBMFWFMPOUIFmOBMBDDMJWJUZCFGPSFUIFQFBL
of Mount Fitzroy, Andes Mountains, Patagonia, on March 14th, 1:13:46 pm,
 *BNmMMFEXJUIQSPGPVOETBEOFTTBOETFMGMPBUIJOH.ZJOUFSOBMBOHFS
spikes insidiously, mirroring the pinnacle cliffs rising above me. This infuriation
peaks as I recount the reasons: for never being there, for not being able to
save him from me, for being too deluded to pay attention to something I took
for granted, and too involved in something so material. My feeling of anger
echoes off the peaks around me. Like a cannon, I bellow with antagonism for
the loss of something that cannot be taken back, for a ‘death in the family’. I
XFFQGPSTPNFPOF*PXFUIFHSFBUFTUEFCU ZFUDBOOPUSFQBZEVFUPJOTVGmDJFOU
funds, a concept alien to me. I stand there for a good hour, trying to recover.
Will I ever? More importantly, will he? My Sherpa stands idly by, waiting for me
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to make a move.
I decide to use this time as an opportunity to take in the scenery. The sky is bluer than
the sea and the air is crisp, clean and fresh. My breath is shallow as I suck in as much
of the thin air as I can, slowly pushing it back out my freezing nostrils, ever so slightly
defrosting them. The ivory mountain is breathtaking from a distance, cutting through the
TLZMJLFBTUPOFEBHHFS PSBTXPSEmTIBTJUSBDFTUISPVHIUIFEFFQCMVF:FUBT*MPPLB
little closer, I can see clouds forming in the west, hiding just behind the rock-face, closer
than they were some minutes ago. The cold air whips my face, leaving an anesthetized
feeling on my face, but it is refreshing and awakening. It dawns on me that before this
trip, I have never felt truly cold in my life. It’s a wonderful feeling, wherein my senses are
slowly waking up from a forever of hibernation and rippling with life, like a grizzly roaring
at the close of an endless winter. The goose bumps are just my senses trying to escape
UIFDPOmOFTPGNZTLJO TDSFBNJOHGPSUPUBMVOSFTUSBJOU"OE*MPWFJU
Our one and only route to the summit rises up in front of me, guiding me to the pitch
and I decide that I will let the road take me now. As if reading my thoughts the Sherpa
cries, “we’re losing light!”
“That I am,” I think. Instead I say, “Is that the only English you know?” an attempted
joke on my part to which he gives me a puzzled look.
As we pack up and begin to move again, a strong gust of wind blusters its way
out of the boulder woven gully below and whirls past us, giving me a feeling of utter
GSFFEPN mMMJOHNFIFBEUPUPFXJUIBMJHIUTFOTBUJPO:FU*TUJMMIBWFBIFBWZXFJHIUPO
my conscience, imprisoning me in myself as we continue the climb. Whilst we carry on,
my mind races, and I think about business; but I’m supposed to leave that all behind.
I want to more than anything. I want to focus on my trip and the beauty around me, but
JOTUFBENZUSBJOPGUIPVHIUFOUFSTUIFAUIPTFmOJTIJOHUPVDIFTPOUIBUEFBMTUBUJPO BOE
plans on staying there for a while. It is the very thing that has destroyed all of me, the
WFSZUIJOHUIBUDBQUJWBUFENZBUUFOUJPOJOUIFFBSMZZFBSTXIFOIJTmSTUXPSETXFSFGBS
NPSFEFTFSWJOH.ZUIPVHIUTXFSFJOUIFPGmDFXIFOUIFZTIPVMEIBWFCFFOPOUPUIF
ball. I chuckle at the memory of the one and only time we played catch in the front yard.
Looking back, we had more than we could ever need, and now I don’t have close to
enough of what I really need. Now he has gone off into the big, ugly world, without his
own father’s guidance, and it’s too late. I realize too late that it was too late long ago.
We’re nearly there. I’ve repressed my emotion as best as possible, but I can only
strap it down for so long before it breaks free of its bonds. It shoves its way through
a Times-Square crowd of emotion to the front of the line, wanting to be known, to be
suffered and to be tasted like a bitter fruit. It rushes over me the way one falls asleep,
TMPXMZBUmSTU UIFOBMMPGBTVEEFO
5IFWJFXJTIFBSUCSFBLJOH CVUNZTJHIUJTmMMFEXJUIUFBSTBOENZDIFTUXJUIDSBDLJOH
sobs as my own heart breaks into a million irreparable shards.
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Rink by Thompson Garrow, grade 12
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Natalie Pallandi
34.5333° N, 69.1667° E

MOTHER STARED UP AT ME, altering the white dress’s seam with blind hands.
“Are you scared?” she asked quietly.
“Yes.” Her face softened, making me want to reach out and touch the
smooth honey surface of her cheeks. My mother is only 12 years older than me,
and I always tell her how she could have a much more handsome man than
father.
“Oh, my sweet Belourine. Don’t be worried, my dear. I’m sure Hassan is a
lovely man.”
“But mama. What if he isn’t? What if he’s like papa?” I cower away from her
and forcefully pull back the tears pooling over my eyes.
“Hush now. Your father is a good man.” Her newest bruise has bloomed
a dark purple around her wrist and is just peeking through the fabric of her
sleeve, making me more angry than before.
I point at the mark. “He shouldn’t be able to do that to you!” Every time I say
this, the answer is always the same. Hush, child! I am lucky to have your father.
He treats me better than most men treat their women.
I would always ask her why men addressed women as possessions, and all
she’d do is silence me yet again and send me to make her tea.
But this time, she says something different. Something that unhinges my
thoughts from my head. “One day, we will be treated the same as those nasty
beasts. And we will make the money too. And they will know how to brew tea. I
promise.”
4IFDVSMTNZPOFQJFDFPGTUVCCPSOMZLOPUUFEIBJSUISPVHIIFSmOHFSBOE
smiles gently at me. “One day…”
Father bashes through the door, the sound of his approaching footsteps
NBLJOHNZIFBSUGFFMBTUIPVHIJUXBTUIFnPPSIFXBMLFEPOi*TTIFSFBEZ þ
The guests are here and waiting!”
Mother springs to her feet. “Yes, almost.”
)JTFZFTnJDLFSUPNFGPSBCSJFGNPNFOUCFGPSFIFMFBWFT BTJGXJTIJOHNF
good luck and reminding me of the father I used to know. The one whose lap
felt more like my home than anywhere else in the world, whose stories were
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the greatest, but only when he told them. The father who gave my mother more kisses
than bruises.
i*UJTmOF NZEFBS/PX BSFZPVSFBEZ w.PUIFSBTLT ESPQQJOHCBDLUPIFSLOFFTJO
GSPOUPGNFBOEmEEMJOHXJUIUIFCFBETPONZESFTT
“Yes, mama.”
She smiles again, bringing back the tears that hid under my eye lids. “My brave little
girl. First the war you lived through, now marrying after only thirteen years. You are the
most precious girl in the world. Don’t let Hassan tell you otherwise.”
My curiosity gets the better of me and I turn mother asking, “Am I marrying Hassan
because we are poor and they offered us money?”
Her breath smells strongly of black tea when she sighs. “Well… Yes. After our home
was destroyed, we didn’t have any money to live off of. It’s hard to get back on your feet
when you’ve been knocked down, without any help.”
“Like when I fell and skinned my knee in the park when I was younger… and Papa
picked me up and dusted me off?”
She laughs half-heartedly. She never laughs like she used to and that’s what makes
me the most angry at Papa and what he’s become. That he’s taken away everything that
made her laugh, including me.
“Yes, darling. You see, since Papa is friends with Hassan’s father, they were able to
NBLFBSSBOHFNFOUT*G)BTTBOEPFTOUmOEBXJGFTPPO OPOFPGUIFSJDIFSGBNJMJFTXJMM
want their daughters to marry him later.”
I’m still not sure why men are allowed more than one wife. Love is supposed to be
between two people, like a balanced scale. If you add more to one side of the scale, it
becomes unfair. “Oh.”
Papa’s voice rumbles from outside and his shadow dances anxiously under the door.
I never knew Papa could be anxious. He always looks too angry to be anything else.
“Hurry up in there!”
Mama rises and cups both her hands over one of mine. They look silky, but the touch
of them reveals years of damaging labour.
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Eloisa Cervantes
12°56’6.70”S 66°12’14.80”W
THE MONTHS

IN THE GRAYISH LIGHT OF THE LOST NIGHT, UIFUXFMWFmHVSFTTJUBSPVOEB
banquet, beginning their reunion in silence. The temperature is neither warm
nor cold, no feeling at all. The chosen place of gathering is quite odd; the place
JTmMMFEXJUIVONPWJOHMJGF"TNBMMNFBEPXIBTBTPMFUSFFUIBU.BZJTMFBOJOH
on. Farther away, there are clusters of trees scattered around other meadow
sections. The soft grass brushes against the ankles of the individuals around the
HMPXJOHmSF.BZCFHJOTUIFDPOWFSTBUJPOXIJMFIFSIBOEUPVDIFTUIFCBSLPGUIF
small lone tree.
“Who wants to start? Should we go backwards this year?” she asks. Her
XBJTUMPOHQVSQMFIBJSXPWFOXJUInPXFSTGSBNFTIFSmOFMZTIBQFEGBDF4IF
sits up straight, her shimmering light green skirt and blouse swishing against her
skin. Her eyes are a deep green of so many different shades. She looks around
eagerly.
“Maybe we can start later? I honestly think we could talk of things other
than ‘thought-provoking’ occurrences during our turn of time,” snorts February.
Perhaps described as a “scarlet Aphrodite”, February’s red hair cascades down
from her head onto her back in soft, almost unbelievably perfect curls. Her skin is
a slight pigment of pink. Her halter dress is tight against her skin and falls an inch
above her knees, the colours melding into a rich shade of crimson.
“I much like these forms better than the dinosaur ones. Thank goodness
humans evolved. When we’re in our normal form, you can’t wear these fashions,”
June chirps, for the sake of entertainment. With short hair in a bob the colour of
the sun- and just as bright- and a sky blue sundress, the only way you can tell
she isn’t human is the yellow docile glow in her aura.
“When we’re mist we don’t wear anything. We’re just a sparkly colour,”
February retorts. November grunts in agreement, swirling a hot pink liquid in his
glass. He thinks that they all dress too stereotypically. His gravy-coloured skin is
UIFPOMZUIJOHIFBMMPXTUPSFnFDUPOUIF.POUIIFJT.BSDITJUTRVJFUMZOFYUUP
him, with his slightly green-tinted skin and forest-green suit. Always the Month
that is less acknowledged; four leaf clovers decorate his suit as well. His wellcombed hair sits undisturbed.
“Well, we are who we are. How much time is there left before the new year?”
September asks. September’s ebony skin is decorated with pale outlines of
leaves, like beautiful, strange birthmarks. Her curly brown hair, the color of old
bark, is tinted with streaks of red, orange and yellow, matching her eyes. She
takes a bite out of a vanilla-frosted chocolate cookie. When she bites the cookie,
not a single crumb falls onto her well-ironed pants or crisp shirt that has the
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UFYUJMFPGnZJOHCJSET4IFTNFMMTMJLFBVUVNO GSFTIBOETIBSQ4IFHB[FTBUBTUSBZMFBG
at her feet. She wishes she could have Wind by her side to blow it away in fun circles.
Unfortunately, Wind is at her own gathering elsewhere.
“Three hours. I hope you enjoyed this day’s rest because January starts again
tomorrow,” July replies, looking lazily into the misty distance. His ever changing neon hair
color is accented by his orange glow that radiates heat.
All eyes shoot to January, looking smashing in his white suit, and almost white hair,
which is tipped with the clearness of ice. His eyes are a shockingly warm brown. It looks
PVUMBOEJTIXJUIUIFXIJUFPGIJTPVUmU)JTTLJOJTQBMF)FFZFTUIFNBMMDPPMMZ IJTHB[F
having a sauntering aspect to it.
“One day’s enough. We can’t spend our waiting time here, you know that. And since
XFEPOUOFFETMFFQy*RVJUFMJLFNZnBUJO&OHMBOE wDPNNFOUT"QSJM DPNQMFUFMZPVUPG
nowhere. April’s hair is the color of rain; clear blue and slightly transparent. Her skirt is
NBEFPGUVMMF JOEJHPBOEHSBZ BTPSUPGEJGGFSFOUWFSTJPOPG(PUI XJUImOHFSMFTTHMPWFT
and semi-corset over a shirt. Her eyes are the lightest grey-blue one can encounter. Blue
dots like freckles are sprawled across her nose. November cuts in.
“Maybe you should consider moving somewhere else, where there are rain shortages.
So when your turn comes… you won’t provide England the misery of rain again,” he
smirks. August steals some of the cake left on November’s plate. He has skin like
September’s, maybe darker, and his clothes consist of a rare type of denim pants and a
yellow-orange shirt covered by a black blazer. His eyes are also black. He used to have a
goatee that June liked to joke about, saying it made him “look evil and smart at the same
time.” He had shaven it shortly afterwards.
“You’re all being worse than Sunlight,” July scowls, his golden eyes blazing. “If this
year is going to be like the last gathering, when October had too much fun describing
those murders -”
“Yes, three hours to go and we haven’t started yet, my friends. Tsk, tsk,” interrupts
October, completely ignoring July’s last comment. He rubs his pumpkin-orange beard.
He is the most unique of them all, not to mention most liked by the population of humans.
He always smells of spices and candy, wearing an orange, black, green and purple
DPMPSFEPVUmUBUBMMUJNFT0DDBTJPOBMMZIFDIBOHFTUIFDPMPVSPGIJTFZFTBOENBLFT
them roll back to spook his friends.
“If you’re so pushy about it, let’s go backwards, as I suggested,” May announces
hotly, her patience slipping away. Everyone looks at December, who, next to March,
hasn’t said a word. She stands, adjusts her silvery gown and sits down again, gazing at
the sad sky, as if relating to it.
“As you wish,” she says dejectedly, her voice soft and chilly. Her shoulder-length black
hair is so dark and pure; it looks as black as the depths of her thoughts. It makes her
face look pale and shimmery. Her silvery, star-like gown is long, and with her movements
it ripples delightfully. Her eyes are violet. On her neck is a necklace more exquisite
than any of the other Months or forces of nature have ever seen. It consists of small,
gift-wrapped presents, menorahs, festive colours of Kwanzaa and so much more of the
things that remind you of the month she is. The overall effect makes the viewer happy,
if not cheerful, which is ironic since December is the saddest of the bunch. December
clears her throat and opens her dark lips, tale at the ready.

~33~

grade
8
....................................

MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

Aisha Faruqui
67°26’24.54”N, 111°43’35.35”E
FINDING PHOENIX

Mountains, mountains everywhere!
I cannot bear to see them there!
I miss the plains and open space,
The pale, white heads of Queen Anne’s lace.
I am a hunter, known by the name Fawkes,
And I’m precariously perching on some sparkling rocks.
I don’t know how I got here, or how I will leave,
But this treeless place is enough to make me grieve.
Though there is water here, it doesn’t look clean to me,
It runs down the mountain carrying dirt and debris.
It splashes and crashes into rocks every day,
And it ends up in a valley, a day’s journey away.
This place is bare as bones,
So lifeless, just a pile of stones.
And here’s another thing to bear in mind,
There is no food of any kind!
I’m starting to panic! What will I do?
It’s unlikely I’ll survive, oh, boo hoo!
There’s no one to talk to in this forbidden place!
Okay Fawkes, keep your cool, put on your straight face.
*nBQQFENZXJOHTUPUBLFPGGJOUPUIFTLZ
Looking for prey, or a clean water supply.
What is that speckled dot I see over there
Sitting on volcanic rocks, amidst the frigid air?

~34~

Owl by Annie Curtis-Dycke grade 9
67&/(0(17·66&+22/
I dove towards the dot to see if it’s edible,
But when I took a closer look, I saw something incredible!
It’s not edible, it’s another me!
Thank goodness that somebody answered my plea!
“Hello,” I hollered, “Are you lost too?”
“Yes,” he murmured, “But I’ll have to make do...”
“No you don’t, we can escape together,
Fly with me, and we’ll get through all kinds of weather!”
“Ok!” he said, and just like that,
We left together, and we never looked back.
"TXFnFXPWFSUIFNPVOUBJOTXFTBXPUIFSIBXLT
"OE*SFBMJTFEUIBUnZJOHXJUIBGSJFOESFBMMZSPDLTþ
You can take on the world when your friend is beside you,
You can escape perilous mountains if your friend’s there to guide you.
“Hey,” I shouted, “I never got your name!”
“Oh,” he replied, “It’s Phoenix.”
His name echoed off the mountains that day.
I will never again think of him the same way.
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Mikail Malik
24.8508° N, 67.0181° E
FOUND

The dust awakens through
the mist of the sky
A city erupts from the deep
Angry but with spirit
The rich shrug the poor

The Modest reach forward

To one faithful eternity

Power is being abandoned

Protestors run through the streets
The love of one country is to be evaluated
As the children believe in the city with heart

But the parents

drag them away

The people are

mMMFEXJUITQJSJU

Many keep on digging

UPmOEUIFIFBSUPGUIFDJUZ

It may take centuries

UPmOEUIFNJTTJOHQV[[MF
not to be found

The missing puzzle is
It may be north,

	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  	
  south, east, and west

But nothing is found….
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Guitar Player by Cameron Lawrence, grade 12
52<$/67*(25*(·6&2//(*(

~37~

grade
9
.............................................
67$1'5(:·6&2//(*(

Sachit Dhiman
ƍƎ1ƍƎ(
THE PHOTO
DEAR WHOEVER FINDS THIS,
Hello, my name is Brett Walters. I’ve been on this island for what I think is seven
months. I’m not sure if I’ll make it, so this is a journal of my “how I got here.”
I’m an amateur photographer from Toronto, Ontario who works for a small
photography magazine company called Shutter bug. I don’t know what day,
month or year it is or has been but I can tell you how it all started.
I was just an average photographer getting boring shots of the inner cities. I
didn’t take my job seriously as other people, but I still managed to be one of the
CFTUQIPUPHSBQIFSTJONZmSN
*XJMMOFWFSGPSHFUUIFEBZXIFO*TUFQQFEJOUPNZCPTTTPGmDF*XBTKVTU
about ready to quit; I never thought that I would actually be a photographer;
I was always intrigued by looking at photos but actually taking them wasn’t
TPNFUIJOH*XPSLFEIBSEBU"T*NBSDIFEJOUPNZCPTTTPGmDF *UPPLBCJH
gulp, ready to spill out the truth. My boss’s legs swept off the desk like a broom
and he took out the cigar from his chapped lips, blew out the remaining smoke
in a rush, and then screamed, “Brett, you’re just the person I need to talk with
right now!” He clicked the intercom button on his matte-black phone, and said,
i)FZ4IBSPO DBOZPVQMFBTFDBMM3PCFSU#BLFSEPXOUPNZPGmDF w
“Robert Baker! Wow, I really hated that coconut- smelling guy,” I said to
myself.
)FXBTUIFTOPCCJFTUQFSTPOJOUIFPGmDF&WFSZZFBSIFXJOTUIFTFBXBSET
called the Capture Award. You would only get awarded if you had one of your
pictures displayed in our magazine, which everyone had once. Robert and I
don’t have great chemistry and we both know it.
The moment he opened the glass door, he waltzed into the room like a
ballerina. As he saw my face in the room, his face represented that he was
confused. He stood beside me with a tremendous amount of hate, asking:
“You asked to see me, Boss?” in a zippy tone.
“I just got off the phone with National Geographic and they want one of you
guys to take a picture for their next magazine cover. They will pay you $12,000
and if they like it, oh boy! Maybe a new job will be comin’ on down from the
National Geographic building,” my boss said chuckling.
My boss was so excited--as though he was being paid the $12,000 for
nothing.
“Oh, and the photo must be on my desk within two weeks or else I’ll get
someone else on the job.”
My so-called “friend” Robert immediately responded in a friendly manner,
“I’ll do it! Where do I sign up?”
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At that time I would have rejected the offer, quit and been better off working as a
bartender somewhere, but the competitive side of me took over me and I accepted the
offer.
I didn’t just want the money; I wanted to see the expression on his face when I walked
PVUPGUIFPGmDFXJUINZQJDUVSFPOUIFGSPOUDPWFSPGUIF National Geographic magazine.
***
I went home that night thinking about the offer. All I wanted to do was research about
the best sceneries in the world.
I went through all nine pages of the Google results page of “Best rare places to take
pictures.” As I clicked on the tenth and last page, the word “Norway Sceneries” appeared
JOCJHCMVFMFUUFST*DMJDLFEPOJUJNNFEJBUFMZmOEJOHBOJTMBOEDBMMFE8JMIFMNZB5IJT
island was far away from the coast and had the most tremendous scenery, but they were
all taken in the summer.
One picture had the sun glistening on the horizon; the surface on the island had a
bright green texture so real that it felt like you could feel it.
The island was perfect.
I felt that it was stupid not to go there.
5IFBJSQMBOFnJHIUFYDJUFENF*UUPPLDMPTFUPFJHIUIPVSTUPSFBDI/PSXBZ
The second I stepped off the plane, my teeth chattered as if I stepped bare foot on
an iceberg. I went to the nearest tourist center at the airport. I asked the lady if there
BSFBOZTJHIUTFFJOHUPVSTUP8JMIFMNZB4IFSFQMJFEJOBOBTTFSUJWFUPOF i5IFSFBSFOP
TJHIUTFFJOHUPVSTBWBJMBCMFJOUIFXJOUFSUJNFUP8JMIFMNZBBTJUJTTJNQMZUPPEBOHFSPVT
UPnZVQUIFSFw
When she said “dangerous,” it didn’t intimidate me to go there; it was just another
meaningless word to me.
I walked away from the desk frustrated but still knowing that I had to get a ride there
somehow. I sat at the airport until night, with my hand tangled in my hair. Then someone
in a long green trench coat and a scruffy white beard approached me.
)FTBJE i*IFBSEUIBUZPVOFFEBSJEFUP8JMIFMNZBw
I said, “Can you help me out?”
The man in the green trench coat replied, “Yeah, I know a guy, but it’s going to cost
you $4,000.”
The irony of bringing exactly $4,000 was ridiculous. It was hard giving him the money;
it was my life savings which he grabbed with his grimy hands. In return he gave me this
address which looked like scribbles to me, and he said he expected me to be there the
next day at twelve o’clock.
The next day, the taxi dropped me off at the address which I checked on the wrinkled
paper to see if it was correct. There was a large garage standing in front of me. My heart
was pounding and my mind was anxious about the person running away with my money.
Hours passed as I sat down on the milk-white snow, making each pant leg freeze into
a different shape. It was 4:35 on the dot. I thought it was time I accepted defeat on this
one.
I got up, shook the snow off my pants, picked the icicles from my hair, and started
walking along the clear snow path. Just as I walked two steps, a truck drove along the
road and stopped me. A man got out of the truck and asked me, in a very thick accent,
to go to the garage, which took me awhile to encrypt. The garage looked six million feet
high, when you looked straight up at it. I surveyed the garage top and then right. when
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I reached the bottom, I saw the helicopter.
I saw the helicopter as the key to my success and the key to my winning. The man
started the helicopter, and the propellers start spinning faster and faster until it was hard
for me to stand. I then began to take a picture of everything I saw.
When we had reached the highest altitude, my heart dropped with fear. I saw
8JMIFMNZB*UXBTTPNVDINPSFCFBVUJGVMUIBOUIFQJDUVSFT
I yelled at the pilot asking if it was even safe to go this high.
He responded very calmly, “Don’t worry.”
I don’t know, but somehow his words calmed me and I opened the helicopter door to
take my pictures.
The helicopter stopped. Everything was silent for a few seconds. Everything felt as
if it was in slow motion. The pilot was clicking every single button on the dashboard,
screaming at the top of his lungs. I was too shocked to do anything; I stood at the door
with my camera looking around, taking it all in. The helicopter dropped faster than speed
of light. The gravity was strong; I was stuck on the inner roof of the helicopter. It felt like
the Hulk was holding me down with his foot. Then I closed my eyes slowly, the pilot
stopped screaming, and I couldn’t feel my shoulder.
The moment I opened my eyes, I saw my own breath, and then my shoulder out of
its socket. My body was injured and cold. My left shoulder was the least of my worries. I
looked around to see where I was. After that, I screamed to myself in pain. I then fainted
instantly.
After I woke up, my body felt like an ice block. My face was scratched and bruised. I
DPVMEBMSFBEZTFFUIFGSPTUCJUFPONZmOHFSUJQTUSBWFMMJOHUPNZXIPMFCPEZ*MPPLFEUP
my right in agonizing pain; the helicopter was in pieces like it had been through a paper
shredder. I quickly regained consciousness and waddled to the helicopter. I opened the
pilot’s door. The pilot was not there. My voice was tired and raspy. I kept yelling “Help!”
No one responded. I was there for only ten minutes, but already I had come down with
the common cold.
My arm reached into the helicopter to scavenge for any supplies. My hand felt something
strong and plastic. I had a grip on the item and ripped it from the helicopter.
It was a broken blue box, which came with a lighter, petroleum gas, med- supplies,
two weeks supply of food, a chipped red axe, a wrinkled wet book with a large pen,
which I’m currently writing in. This book was the only item in that blue box that kept me
sane. Deep down in the box, there was a pamphlet with instructions telling me what to do
after a crash. I memorized the book cover to cover.
Step 1: After a crash, treat all wounds, broken bones and injuries to avoid infections. — I
had to set my shoulder. I body-checked a tree to put my shoulder back in place. They
make it look so easy in the action movies.
Step 2: Set your house in order and get ready for the battle to survive. — I just lay on a
SPDL5IFSFXBTOPXBZUPNBLFmSF5IFCSBODIFTXFSFXFU5IFXJOEXBTTUSPOH.Z
body was weak. Frostbite was another enemy I had to face.
Step 3: Establish a strict schedule for eating, keeping watch and getting rest. — I ate raw
beans every day for what I recalled as lunch. It didn’t have to taste good, but it did have
to keep me energized throughout the day... I watched for any polar bears that could be
attracted by the scent of my rations, and slept on a strip of grass inside the deep forest. I
continued this routine for two weeks until I was out of food.
A week and a few days after I ran out of food was tough. Finding food in a lifeless,
cold island was impossible. With the few materials I had, I smashed the icy, snow
covered ground for more than two days. The day I had reached the water, I had put my

~40~

blue broken box inside the hole. The beard I had grown kept me surprisingly warm. I had
OPMVDLPGDBUDIJOHBmTIPONZmSTUBUUFNQU*IBEMPPLFEBUNZCPYDPOTUBOUMZUPTFFJG*
IBEBmTI*XBTHSPXJOHUIJO5IFTOPX*BUFUPLFQUNFTPNFXIBUIZESBUFE
.ZmSTUDBUDIUBTUFEBNB[JOH*DBVHIUNBOZmTIFOPVHIUPLFFQNFGFEGPSXFFLT 
if I ate a limited amount, every other day.
***
It felt like this was facing the end. I lost my skin colour to the colour blue. The sun
TUBSUFEUPSJTF UIFTOPXTUBSUFEUPNFMU BOEUIFXBUFSMFWFMCFDBNFIJHIFS nPPEJOHNZ
home very slowly.
Death was calling my name.
And there it was. It was the big green helicopter that brought me strength to make
myself stand on my swollen feet. I held out my arms open as if I was going in for a hug.
The helicopter landed and three men and two women came out. They threw me on to the
helicopter with a warm blanket. I was like a doll to them. They were speaking Norwegian.
5IFZIFMENFMJLFBCBCZ5IFGPPEUIFZCSPVHIUXBTCFUUFSUIBOBOZmWFTUBSSFTUBVSBOUT
Without this journal, I would have been dead by now; but man, I wouldn’t mind eating a
Baconator right about now!

Planes by Vicky Chen, grade 10
THE BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL
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Sarah Wong
27.9881°	
  N,	
  86.9253°	
  E

I once read an article
About a woman who conquered Everest.
She trained and trained and trained,
And after two years, she found herself at the mountain’s base,
Standing on rocks and snow—an expanse of grey and white—
And jagged peaks towering high above her.
They blocked out the sky.
She started up the mountain,
Swaddled in her climbing suit, and shouldering her oxygen tank,
)FSCBDLQBDLmMMFEXJUIPOMZUIF
B a r e s t
Of necessities:
A tent,
A sleeping bag,
An ice axe,
A helmet,
Goggles,
Crampons,
And food.
By her side was Lhakpa Sherpa,
Her guide.
She did not make this journey alone.
Still, at times, she couldn’t help but feel
Absolutely alone on her arduous adventure
That sometimes didn’t feel like an adventure at all.
'BMMPXmFMETPGJDF SPDL BOETOPXTUSFUDIFECFGPSFIFS
And unyielding, rough walls rose above her,
Trapping her on all sides.
Higher, and higher, and higher, she laboured for every breath.
Sometimes, she felt as if she wasn’t moving at all.
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But there were those magical moments
That fed her starving senses
And fuelled her through the wind and cold.
When sun rent the heavy clouds
And spilled its light onto the snow,
Like a lover showering his lady with diamonds.
0SXIFOTIFTQJFE TUBOEJOHJOUIFGBMMPXmFMET
A barren, gnarled, old tree,
*UTCSBODIFTMJLFCMBDLFOFE UXJTUFEmOHFST
Reaching for the sky.
Miracles, all.
Five days of a monochrome white and grey,
Grey and white, when, suddenly—
A glimpse of blue!
A splash of blue!
A world of white and blue!
The clouds like frothy white sea foam
Rolling through a never-ending sea of sky.
At the base, she could only see pieces of sky.
At the peak, all she could see was sky.
Yet, I have also trained and trained
And longed to taste the sky.
I’ve struggled through the greys and whites
To dance with sunlight and roll with waves
And meet that stubborn, lone tree, always reaching upwards.
My name isn’t found in any articles,
Nor has it ever passed any reporter’s lips,
But in a sense, I’ve climbed many Everests of my own,
And in a way, I’ll be scaling hundreds more.
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Erin Matsuba
8°27’ 15.61”S 128°46’09.68 W
THE SWIM HOME

THE FREEZING WAVES OF THE OCEAN sap out any heat in my small cabin
bunk below the hulking ship. Huddled under the covers of my single bed and
threadbare sheets, I carefully fold my papers back on their well-worn crease
line. It’s too cold to concentrate. I’m shivering to the beat of the bass coming
from the other room. Jesse. Long strands of dark hair, sweeping eyelids, and
grey eyes that used to spark into silver when he smiles, that’s Jesse. And
if you listen closely, you can hear shouts and exclamations from Nolan in
UIFPUIFSSPPN)FTBMXBZTTQFOEJOHIPVSTUBQQJOHBUCVUUPOTBOEmHIUJOH
other warlocks or wizards online. In the next room lies Alexis, the daughter of
the tycoon funding this whole project. Fake golden curls and blue contacts
plastered in eyes, just a touch too far apart, she wears more make-up than
clothing. I am only here because I’m not old enough to be left home alone for
two weeks. My mom is the leading marine biologist for this project, just like my
grandmother and great grandmother were before her. There are still six days
left in this frozen prison, and too much has already fallen out of our hands and
into the unforgiving ocean waters below.
Jesse, Nolan, Alexis and I all sit at the “kids’ table” together for each meal.
Every day Jesse grins and laughs at anything remotely humorous. Then, Nolan
makes sarcastic remarks at Alexis’s tales about other countries the rest of us will
never visit. We all think the same thing: maybe if we talk loud enough over each
other no one will have time to notice the empty chair to my right. After dinner, at
night cowering under my blankets I unwind the notes. I focus intensely and I try
to remember how it felt to be a decent person.
“Roses are red, violets are blue, the things I felt I wish you knew.”
Roses are red, violets are blue, I’m falling for you, are you falling too?”
“Roses are red, violets are blue, if you want to meet me, come to the deck at 2.”
When I close my eyes I can remember it all so clearly. I was wearing a red
shirt that made my shoulders look good, jeans that accentuated my hips and a
overpowering fragrance called “Tropical Love.” I imagined what would happen
in just a few moments time. My secret admirer would step out of the shadows of
UIFEFDLBOE*DPVMEmOBMMZQVUUIFGBDFPGNZMPWFSUPUIFOPUFT8IBU*EJEOU
expect was Alexis arm in arm with my mom, crossing the barren deck at exactly
2:01, the same time he stepped out of the darkness. What I couldn’t expect
was his face full of love and longing. What I shouldn’t have to expect was my
mother’s face rearranged to make an emotion not quite anger and not quite
dismay, and Alexis’s nasal laughter.
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“Alex! Alexander James Tascar, you don’t take one step closer to that blasphemous
devil incarnate!” My mother exclaimed while taking a step back, like homosexuality itself
was contagious.
“Alex is straighter than a ruler. Why did you even try?” Alexis’ words are like a dagger,
DJSDMJOHIJNMJLFBIBXLCFGPSFmOBMMZTFDVSJOHIFSBSNTBSPVOENZXBJTU
I could clearly hear my heart thumping above the laughter and shrieks. My hands
were clammy as I told him the saddest excuse of a reason I could muster.
“It’s not you, it’s me.” But I murmured it, and he had to ask me to repeat myself. The
mSTUUJNF*NBEFJUTPVOENPSFMJLFBRVFTUJPOUIBOBTUBUFNFOU CVUJOUIFFOEIFUPPLJU
for what the sugar coating couldn’t hide: rejection.
*GBQFSTPOTIFBSUDBOCFSFnFDUFEJOUIFJSFZFT *KVTUXJUOFTTFEBIFBSUTIBUUFSJOUPB
million pieces. They shattered like a hammer thrown at a perfect glass wall, like the most
DPNQMJDBUFENPTBJDCFJOHDPOTUSVDUFEJOSFWFSTF"CSVQUMZ IFSBJTFEIJTMFGUmTU BOE*
braced myself for the impact of it connecting to my face. But he simply unclenched his
IBOE BOEBTJOHMFTMJQPGQBQFSnVUUFSFEUPUIFHSPVOEMJLFBESJGUJOHTOPXnBLFi3PTFT
aren’t red, violets aren’t blue, now I’ll swim home. But I don’t blame you.”
They found his body a few hours later. They said he was still alive, but there was too
NVDIXBUFSJOIJTMVOHTUPTVSWJWFGPSNVDIMPOHFS*OIJTSJHIUmTUXBTBOPUIFSTMJQPG
paper. The other possibility.
“Roses are red, violets are blue, I’m so glad that you were falling too.”
They said it wasn’t my fault, and even in his note he said it wasn’t. They told me that his
mMFIBETUBUFEUIBUIFIBEQSFWJPVTNFOUBMIFBMUIJTTVFT*LOPX*TUPMFBIVNBOMJGF
off of the face of this world. I saw the effect of my words. I had to watch his father cry
when they unveiled his water-sodden body and know that it was my fault his son was
gone forever. The worst part is knowing that maybe I could have been happy with him.
Maybe we could have beaten the odds and made it through life’s twisted obstacle course
together. Opening my eyes I wish I could change it all. I wish I could repress these
memories, but no, remembering them is to remember him. And forgetting about him is
more than I deserve. Our paths just crossed too early for me. And now the images of his
eyes watering, his vulnerable expression, and his body that trembled with anticipation
haunt my thoughts. The lines of his cheesy poetry march up and around every corner
of my mind. We were a love not ready for each other. He was an endless void of water,
persuasively whispering “dive in, dive in!” But in the end I was caught up in the undertow
and it was him who stayed submerged.
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Emma McInerney
32.9605° N, 83.1132° W
FENCES
Seven years old, and we climbed the Wall of China.
Trembling and breathless, you called out
Rattling the leaves in Mrs. Jensen’s orchard,
And scaring off the nesting chickadees.
Then you were
Stretching up as far as you could go,
Clammy hands, grasping
Anything to stay balanced,
*GPOMZUPHMJNQTFUIFJSnJHIU
Watch as they soared through the skies of their
Limitless universe.
I can never forget the wind then.
Ripping through your too-big jacket
Dull pounding,
Throbbing,
Aching,
And silence.
A stinging bottom came next,
Mother, please!
A reminder:
/LWWOHJLUOVGRQ·WFOLPEIHQFHV
/LWWOHJLUOVGRQ·WFOLPEIHQFHV
Now, every time you feel stuck,
Immovable, as if you’re trapped in a prison of
1MBTUFSBOEmCFSHMBTT
Remember a world of blue and
The rushing freedom that
Filled your veins.
And think,
Where to next?
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Matthew Helsdon
4°12’08.08”S 20°11’23.70”E
THE FALL
HE AWOKE, TO THE SOUND OF SOMEONE walking on the cold, copsteltic
NFUBMnPPSPOUIFPUIFSTJEFPGUIFEPPS)FTMJEJOUPUIFDPSOFSPGIJTFNQUZ
room, wishing that this was all just a dream. The door opened slowly. The boy
had sunk as far back into the corner as he could. The man who appeared was
short, white-haired and aging, but despite his appearance, the boy knew just
how dangerous this man could be; he touched the burn on his right shoulder:
UIFOVNCFSTJYUFFO CSBOEFEJOUPIJTnFTI
“Get up, David,” the man said in his quiet, menacing voice.
When the boy did not move, the man took a step closer to him and repeated
himself. When again, the boy remained still, the man kicked him with a strength
much too great for a man his age. The boy fell onto his side and slowly stood up,
bleeding from his lip. The boy slowly followed the man out the door, having no
idea how he knew his name.
They walked down a long, empty hall, and turned into a room, roughly the
same size as the one that David had woken up in. There was a man waiting for
them there. He was a large and muscular and silent, but did not need to speak to
get his message across: it would not be a problem for him to capture and kill the
scrawny boy, if it came to that. He moved in front of the door, blocking the only exit
from the room, as the other man turned towards David with a small needle. The
boy stood, paralyzed with fear, as he came closer and closer with it.
“This is Reconventium,” the man said, and then, answering the boy’s
RVFTUJPOJOHHMBSF i:PVMMmOEPVUXIBUJUTGPSTPPOFOPVHIw)FHSBCCFE%BWJET
arm and the instrument was plunged into his bicep. The pain was excruciating.
5IFCPZDPMMBQTFEPOUPUIFnPPS WJTJPOCMVSSZ NVTDMFTBDIJOH
He heard the click of the door opening and looked up. The two men were
leaving the room. Before he exited, the older man, who David could only assume
was some kind of deranged doctor or scientist, looked down and said with a
crooked half-smile, “You’re free to leave now,” and with this, he half-turned;
but then, almost as a last thought, he said, “One last thing,” and pulled out a
powerclum and pointed it towards the boy.
5IFTNBMM FMFDUSJmFEQFMMFUQFOFUSBUFEJOUPUIFCPZTDBMG5IFQBJOXBT
terrible and his ears were ringing, but knowing that he had to escape as soon
as possible, David stood up and limped out of the room, holding the wall for
balance. He looked around, trying to decide which way to go. He turned right, at
random, hoping that this was the correct direction.
He began walking faster out of desperation. He was soon sprinting, turning
corners at random, never knowing where he was or which way to go next in
UIJTNB[FPGDPSSJEPST)FmOBMMZTMPXFEEPXO QBOUJOH BOEMPPLFEBSPVOEUIF
hallway. It was empty, of course, just like all the others that he had passed
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through. He continued walking and, turning another corner, he saw a single door at the
end of the hallway, with light spilling out beneath it. He approached the door slowly,
IBWJOHOPJEFBXIBUXBTPOUIFPUIFSTJEF)FmOBMMZSFBDIFEJU HSBCCFEUIFLOPCBOE
turned the handle. The door opened slowly and he stepped through, to the other side.
%BWJETFFNFEUPCFJOBOPGmDFPGTPNFLJOE"TIFHMBODFEBSPVOEUIFSPPN IF
saw many small cubicles, each with a desk, chair and computer. There was a set of large
windows on the opposite side of the room. He suddenly heard the buzz of an intercom.
“Hello,” the voice said. David recognized it as the doctor’s. “I really am pleased at how
MJUUMFUJNFJUUPPLZPVUPmOEZPVSXBZIFSF:PVXPVMEOUCFMJFWFIPXMPOHJUUPPLTPNFPG
our other patients… those that made it this far, of course.”
The boy’s eyes darted around the room, looking for the speaker, but he saw nothing
and realized that a transmittone must have been sending the sound waves straight into his
brain. He ran back to the room’s only door and tried the knob, but it was locked. He searched
UIFPGmDFGPSBOPUIFSFYJU CVUGPVOEOPUIJOH
“You can search all you want, David, but there is only one other way out of this place,
BOEJUJTOPUUISPVHIBEPPSw5IFCPZTFZFTXFSFmYFEPOUIFMBSHFXJOEPXTPOUIFPUIFS
side of the room. “A ten-story drop. It would be fatal for any ordinary human, but thanks to
me, you are far from ordinary.”
David had no idea what the man was talking about, but then he had a sudden
thought: his leg. It no longer hurt to take a step, to put pressure on it. He sat in a chair
and leaned over to take a look at his wound, but when he looked, there was no longer
anything there, except for a bit of dried blood and a small scar. A wound that should
have left him in a hospital had healed in less than an hour.
The intercom buzzed to life again. “Yes. The serum we gave you has this ability.
It connects the groche inhibitors in your brain with your nervous system, allowing
your body to perform cellular regeneration at a heightened speed. Now it is time for
UIFmOBMFWBMVBUJPO*GZPVTVSWJWFUIFGBMM ZPVBSFGSFFUPMFBWFw5IFO BGUFSBTIPSU
pause, “Congratulations David. You are patient number 16. You are the next step in the
evolutionary chain.” And just as quickly as it had come to life, the intercom cut out again.
The boy walked over to the window and stared towards the ground. Was this really
possible? Was this really happening? After searching the room one last time for any other
possible escape routes, he grabbed a chair from one of the desks and threw it through
the window, shattering the glass. He glanced back toward the desk, and saw a set of
coordinates on the computer screen: 4°12’08.08”S 20°11’23.70”E. Looking back out the
XJOEPX BGUFSBNPNFOUTIFTJUBUJPO UIFCPZnVOHIJNTFMGUPXBSETUIFHSPVOE
As the building rushed past, David could have sworn that, just for a second, he saw
a small, white-haired man, smiling as he watched him fall. Then, he felt the impact of the
ground, and everything went black.
5XPmHVSFTBQQSPBDIFEUIFMJNQCPEZPGUIFCPZ5IFTNBMMFSPGUIFUXPDSPVDIFE
down and checked for a pulse from the small, broken child. He felt nothing. He would
have to perform several more tests before he could be sure, but it was not looking good.
“What a shame,” he said in a cold, emotionless voice. Then, to the other man,
“Prepare patient number 17 for the fall.”
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Tyler McKay
45° 45’30.57”N, 21°15’04.55”E
VALI AMANAR AND THE CURSE OF THE RED EYES

IT WAS A COOL SPRING MORNING IN LOCHE CITY, ROMANIA. This city
was located right in the heart of Transylvania. Therefore, this story should be
told in Romanian, but I will translate the story for you in English. Loche City
was founded by a man named Edward Loche, in 1908. Edward was a wealthy
businessman. He owned almost all of the mercantile companies across the
nation. Edward had more money than he knew what to do with; so, he decided
that he wanted to have a city named after him. Mr. Loche was not an amiable
person, so, very few people moved into his city. Loche City became one of the
poorest cities in the country. But, by 2008, one hundred years later, the city had
become quite prosperous.They are known for their quality photographs. The city
now contains about 55,000 inhabitants, including the Amanars. The Amanars
have two sons, around one of which this story revolves.
Vali Amanar was riding the bus on his way home after a great day at school.
Vali is a fun-loving, credulous, seven-year-old boy with an open mind who
loves to colour in pictures of characters from his favourite movies and let his
imagination run wild. Vali had woken up early that morning so that he could
colour in his favourite picture. As he was colouring, his older brother, Vlad, took
IJTDSBZPOTBOESVJOFEIJTnBXMFTTBSUXPSL7BMJQSFUFOEFEOPUUPDBSFTPBT
to convince Vlad that his stunt had failed. After Vlad left, Vali ran back upstairs
to tell his mother what Vlad had done. Vali’s mother spoke to Vlad and warned
him never to do that again. Vlad was furious. Vali said that he didn’t care. Vali
had never told on him before. It was from that moment on, Vlad vowed to get
revenge on Vali. Vlad met his brother halfway on the stairs and warned him that
he would get him back.
The next day, Vlad was looking through old photos. Vlad looked up and
beckoned Vali. Vali slowly entered the room. He was frightened of Vlad due to
the thought of impending doom. Vlad showed his brother some pictures of their
family from when they were little. Vali noticed that in a few of the pictures certain
people had glowing red eyes. He asked Vlad about this. Vlad said, “Camera
nBTIFTSFWFBMXIFUIFSBQFSTPOJTHPJOHUPUVSOJOUPBNJOEMFTT CMPPETVDLJOH
vampire. People with red eyes will turn into vampires on the next full moon.” Vali
XBTnBCCFSHBTUFE5IFOFYUGVMMNPPOXBT4VOEBZ.PTUPGIJTGBNJMZXBTHPJOH
to turn into vampires next Sunday!
“We have to warn them! Maybe there’s something they can do if they know
what’s going to happen!” exclaimed Vali.
“We can’t do that. If you warn anybody, then they will transform early,” replied
7MBE7BMJIBEOFWFSCFFOTPUFSSJmFEJOIJTMJGF)FEJEOULOPXXIBUUPEP)F
ran upstairs to his room with the look of fear on his face. It was like a mask that
he couldn’t remove. But, if he had stayed in the room with Vlad for another
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minute, he would have noticed a smirk creep across Vlad’s face.
It was Saturday night. Vali was convinced that he was going to die the following day.
Crazy thoughts of disbelief were coursing through his mind. Vali thought that maybe the
people that he previously believed had red eyes, really didn’t. Vali went downstairs to
retrieve the photo albums. As he was looking for the picture of his parents, he noticed a
QJDUVSFPGIJNTFMGBOE7MBEGSPNXIFOUIFZXFSFMJUUMFBOEUIFZCPUIIBESFEFZFTþ7BMJnVOH
the album across the room and ran back upstairs and shut his door. Vali didn’t sleep at all
that night. Not only were his parents and brother going to change into vampires, he would
also.
Sunday was a blur. Vali seemed to be possessed by fear. He just sat alone quietly in
his room all day; only exiting his room for his meals. Vlad came to visit him in his room to
see what was wrong. All Vali said was, “I’m scared.” The one thing that Vali couldn’t seem
to understand was that Vlad seemed pleased when Vali told Vlad what was going on.
Finally, the dreaded Sunday night arrived. Vali stayed up so that he could see what
was going to happen. He watched the full moon with an unwavering gaze. Vali started
to feel twitchy. He shook his head and listened. Vali thought he heard someone coming
up the stairs. Vali was curled up on his bed and trembling with fear. Slowly, his door
opened. Vali saw the glowing red eyes. It was his brother. Before Vali could utter a
scream, the deranged Vlad launched himself across Vali’s bedroom. Vlad landed on the
bed and on top of Vali. Vali thought that he was going to be eaten, when all of a sudden
the monstrous Vlad started to laugh like he was just told a joke.Vali was truly and utterly
puzzled. Vlad removed the mask that he was wearing. Vali asked, “What’s going on?”
Vlad replied, “I told you that I’d get you back.”
The way that Vali felt after Vlad revealed himself is beyond words. Vali looked at
Vlad awestruck. Vali didn’t know if he should feel scared, relieved, or outraged. Without
warning, Vali screamed. Vlad got up and ran because he knew that he would get in
trouble if their mom found out what had been going on. After Vlad had departed, Vali’s
mom came rushing into his room to see what was the matter. Vali explained everything
that he had been experiencing the past few days.
Just to clarify, Vali’s mom asked, “It was Vlad that told you about people with red
FZFTUVSOJOHJOUPWBNQJSFT w7BMJDPOmSNFEi*UIJOLZPVTIPVMEHPUPTMFFQOPX 7BMJw
Vali’s mom said as she closed his door. Vali had had the best sleep of the week after his
mother convinced him that he wasn’t going to become a vampire.
5IFmSTUUIJOHUIBU7BMJBTLFEIJTNPUIFSJOUIFNPSOJOHXBTXIZQFPQMFHPUSFEFZFT
XIFOUIFZIBWFUIFJSQJDUVSFTUBLFO)JTNPUIFSUPMEIJNUIBUUIFnBTIGSPNUIFDBNFSB
SFnFDUTCBDLUPUIFDBNFSBGSPNUIFCMPPEWFTTFMTJOUIFCBDLPGUIFFZF7BMJOPXIBEB
better understanding of what he called “The Curse of the Red Eyes.” Before Vali left the
room, he asked if Vlad was going to get in trouble. His mother replied, “I will deal with
Vlad.” A huge smile appeared on Vali’s face: Even though I’ve never been so scared in
my life, thought Vali, it is all worth it to see Vlad get in trouble. Vali ran upstairs to go get
dressed for school. That will teach him not to be cruel, thought Vali. That will teach him to
change his ways! This was going to be the best day ever!
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Jocelyn Lee
w/w&
JOURNEY TO HAYLAAN

“TWENTY-FIVE STEPS TO THE EAST, thirteen off the mountain and fortymWFUPXBSETUIFIPSO6OEFSBMMDJSDVNTUBODFT EPOPUTUSBZBXBZGSPNUIF
mountains.” These were the last words my mom whispered to me before they
came.
I used to always dream about hiking on the Ogo Mountains, climbing to the
very top and being able to see the world. My brother and I were going to hike
to the horn of Africa, but our plans were cut short. Now, all the good memories
have been replaced by the bad. Memories of my brother screaming my name
while I hid concealed in the darkness, paralyzed with fear. Memories of my
mother crying as my sister was ripped from her arms. Memories of the soldiers
UBLJOHNZNPUIFSBXBZ.FNPSJFTPGNZIPVTFDBUDIJOHPOmSF CVSOJOH
everything and everyone I ever loved. I knew that if I was going to take a step
now, I could never look back. With a deep breath and a quick prayer, I cleared
my mind and I was on my way.
The hot desert sun was beating on my bare back. Somalia was no place
for a person like me. I was exactly who they were looking for: a young, strong,
CPZCFUXFFOUIFBHFPGmGUFFOUPFJHIUFFO5IFZSFMFOUMFTTMZSBJEFEWJMMBHFBGUFS
village. The civil war had changed the minds of many. The government swept
through every town, taking all the children. Many thought of the government
BTNBDIJOFT/PUCFDBVTFPGUIFJSFGmDJFODZ CVUCFDBVTFUIFZTIPXFEOP
emotion or guilt as they ripped away everything we loved. They took my brother
without blinking an eye, and they were certainly coming for me next.
My mother gave me directions to my aunt’s house in the town of Haylaan.
She was the only relative that would take me in. Getting caught hiding a child
was punishable by death or worse. The machines enjoyed making examples
out of people. They would have their soldiers take the guilty people to the town
square, and make them pull carts like bulls. The sound of a whip cracking on
their backs reminded every one of us what would happen if we were caught
committing the same crime. The cries for mercy sent shivers down my spine.
The machines turned towards the crowd and yelled, “Does anyone want to take
the place of this rat? Does anyone want to save him?” One woman emerged
GSPNUIFDSPXE BNJEEMFBHFEXPNBO JOIFSmGUJFT)FSGBDFIBECFFO
wrinkled from the sun, and her eyes had a glisten of hope shinning through.
Shocked, the machine looked down on her and spat on her face. “You pitiful
woman. You are not even half as valuable as this bull that pulls my cart”.
Without hesitation, he raised his whip and lashed her across the face. Another
machine took out his gun and with one shot, another soul was lost.
The sound of the whip brought a loss of hope to my heart. I asked myself,
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how could humanity come to this? As the Hebrew slaves were whipped in Egypt during
the times of Moses, my own people were suffering from the same fate. The difference
was, we had no savior. History was repeating itself, and in a way that we could not
control. Did the machines not understand what they were doing to all of these people?
Every whip that struck down was another step away from our freedom. We were no
longer living lives of hope, but lives of hiding in constant fear and terror. How could the
machines look into the eyes of my seven-year-old brother and put a bullet through his
head? With one bullet, they ripped my heart out. With one bullet, they ended an entire
generation. With one bullet, they took away my freedom. With one bullet, they took away
a life.
Walking on the blistering sand, I suddenly realized how thirsty I was. Looking around,
I realized that I would be thirsty for much longer. Looking in the distance, I saw a boy
BSPVOENZBHF"UmSTU*UIPVHIU*XBTESFBNJOH CVUVQPOGVSUIFSJOTQFDUJPO *LOFXIF
was real. Calling out to him, I hurried down the mountain. “Do you know where Haylaan
is?” I asked curiously, but with a sense of urgency. He spoke in a tongue that was not my
own, but he repeated the word “Haylaan”. Looking at his expression, he seemed to be
spreading good news. He waved his hands in the air and mimed several motions. With a
sudden change of expression, he scurried away. When I turned to watch where he was
going, he had already disappeared.
5IFTVOSBQJEMZTUBSUFEUPTFU*LOFXUIBUJG*EJEOPUmOETIFMUFSOPX *OFWFSXPVME
Looking into the distance, I saw miles of sand ahead of me. As my eyes grew heavy, I fell
asleep in the middle of the desert.
I woke up early in the morning with a cold sweat. The memories haunted my dreams,
and stayed in my mind when I was awake. Closing my eyes, I pictured my last hours
XJUINZGBNJMZ4JUUJOHPOUIFDPPMEJSUnPPS XFBMMTBUBXBLFBOEBMFSU5IFBJSXBTEBNQ
from the rainstorm last night, and the night was silent. Word spread from the village
ahead that the machines were coming. My heart was beating louder than a drum, and
my hands were holding my sister’s, trying to keep her calm. Even at the innocent age of
mWF TIFLOFXUIBUUIFFWFOUTUIBUXFSFBCPVUUPVOGPMEXFSFHPJOHUPCFCBE8JUIPVU
speaking, we already knew what we had to do. Suddenly, the machines emerged from
the darkness, and our only fear had arrived. They had torches.
As the day continued on, I knew that I was getting weaker by the hour. My legs
were starting to stumble over nothing, and my vision was getting blurry. If I didn’t reach
Haylaan soon, I would pass out from the elements. I thought about my mother saying,
i5XFOUZmWFTUFQTUPUIFFBTU UIJSUFFOPGGUIFNPVOUBJOBOEGPSUZmWFUPXBSETUIFIPSO
And under all circumstances, do not stray away from the mountains.” As I was counting
my last steps, I crawled over a sand dune and saw what I thought was a mirage. Fighting
to stay walking, I made myself remember the last night.
The torches seemed to be appearing all around us in the darkness. There was
OPXIFSFUPSVO BOEEFmOJUFMZOPXIFSFUPIJEF.BDIJOFTXFSFmOEJOHCPZTJOUIF
CSBODIFT BOEXFSFTFUUJOHUIFUSFFTBOEIVUTPOmSF.PSFCPZTXFSFFNFSHJOHGSPN
their huts, and there was constant screaming in the air as mothers were being separated
GSPNUIFJSDIJMESFO(VOmSFTUBSUFEUPTQSFBE BTNBDIJOFHVOTXFSFTQJUUJOHPVU
ammunition. Staying hidden in the bushes, I saw my brother across from me. His face
was seemingly emotionless, but his eyes showed the true fear he was experiencing.
I saw a machine crawling around looking for more boys to capture. His face was just
inches from mine,
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and I could smell the tobacco on his breath.
He breathed in a steady pattern, with sweat
trickling from under his helmet. Just as he
XBTBCPVUUPUVSOIJTIFBEBOEmOENF 
I heard a branch snap in front of me. My
brother signed a death wish and gave his
life up for me. Silent tears trickled down my
face, as I knew the fate he was about to
suffer. Suddenly, the thirteen-year-old boy
that I once knew grew up into the man that I
will always want to become.
Regaining focus, I headed towards
Haylaan. The dirt-stained walls of the huts
smelled like the walls of my own hometown.
As I took a deep breath, I looked around
for someone. That’s when it dawned on me:
there was no one here. I peeked inside one
of the huts and saw something my eyes
will never un-see. The walls of the hut were
covered in blood and a young boy, who
looked the same age as my brother, was
lying there motionless. I ran out into the
street and yelled up at the sky. As tears ran
down my face, I collapsed on the dirt road.
Alone.
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Stephanie Cohen, grade 12
CRESTWOOD SCHOOL
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Sophie Fraser
63°4’9.83”N, 151° 0’26.76”W
MIRAGE

AS I TIPTOED DOWN THE CRACKS IN MY FLOORBOARDS, I heard the
satisfying creaking of an old house. One part of me said “Careful, you’ll wake
FWFSZPOFVQþwXIJMFUIFPUIFSTBJEi:PVSFBMMPXFEUPCFTFMmTIUIJTUJNF5IJT
is your chance.” I gazed out my open window into the Alaskan wilderness, the
breeze sending chills down my spine, yet calming me all at once. I took a big
breath and lifted my legs over the frame and onto the rough panels of the rooftop.
The ruggedness of the shingles against my feet didn’t bother me; I was too
focused on the picture in my mind, of her golden hair blowing in the wind. I didn’t
RVJUFLOPXXIFSFUPmOEIFSZFU CVU*XBTMFECZGFFMJOHT#VUCFGPSF*TUBSUNZ
story, I should explain a bit more about myself.
--I live in a foster home. I have two brothers and four sisters. But none of them
have any of my blood. Or care about me. For all they know, I’m here as charity,
and they don’t have to associate with me. But I love the idea of having a family so
much. If I had one, I would treasure it forever. They’re so lucky and at the same
time so oblivious. I was orphaned at a young age, so I’ve never known the feeling
of a family’s love. I don’t even remember how I got here. Most days I don’t know
where I’m going either, if I’ll ever leave. But I guess I’ll have to, someday.
As the snow rubbed against my bare feet, I regained consciousness from my
EBZESFBNBOESFUSJFWFEUIFNPDDBTJOTTUVGGFEVOEFSUIFnPPSCPBSEPGUIFEFDL
Trying not to give myself a splinter, I reached for the shoes and slipped them
on, being careful not to wet the delicate fur inside. I made my getaway stealthily,
watching the sun rising in the east, against the dirty windowpanes of my foster
parents’ bedroom. They’ve always been nice to me, but you can see in their eyes
that I’m a burden. Six kids are enough; they didn’t need or have the funds for any
more, but they felt guilty. That’s the thing that I hate about guilt. It causes you to
make decisions that aren’t heartfelt, but simply because you feel obligated to.
*NOFXIFSF*WFPOMZCFFOXJUI.BSHBSFUBOE3PCGPSmWFXFFLT*IBWF
a calendar in my room. I mark the days off in red, every single aching day that
goes by. Being homeschooled, I don’t get out much. But Margaret tries; she
takes me to the grocery store every week. I don’t mind going since it’s our only
time together, but I hate when I have to be introduced to her friends. Most of
them still don’t know me; after all I’ve only been here for a little over a month.
Introductions usually start with a casual hello but then come the questioning
stares in my direction, when Margaret tenses up and looks like she wants to be
anywhere but where she is. I don’t know why she’s this way about having a foster
DIJME5IFSFTOPUIJOHXSPOHXJUINF4IFJTBXPNBOXIPJTEFmOFECZPUIFS
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people’s perceptions of her. Maybe that’s it. It’s not something I like to think about, those
introductions. I know my mother would have been very proud to be able to show me off,
and it’s not my fault if Margaret isn’t. It’s not like I forced myself on her.
--When I looked up, I had been walking for miles and was already at the bus station.
I glanced at the map and breathed in. Where would I try this time? I had already been
to all the stops once or twice around, but had never been successful. I approached the
man in the booth waiting to take my money for a ticket. He asked his usual, where I was
going, round-trip or one-way. I’m sure he knew me by now; not many people take the train
at sunrise. I closed my eyes and randomly pointed to a station: Denali. I’d been there
before, but never stayed. I really relate to the nomads in that way; I love to move around.
Maybe that’s because I am a foster child. I’m not really sure. It gives me this satisfaction
knowing that I’m not tied down. No one’s ever wanted me for long; that’s why I don’t
bother making friends or trying to feel comfortable somewhere. It’s not worth it if you just
have to pick up and leave. But I’d love to be able to settle down one day. One day it will
be the right time.
The ride to Denali was bumpy, and I grew tired of waiting. When the old station came
into sight I was grateful to have reached my destination. The soft brown of the bleached
wood was gorgeous as the early morning sun bounced off it, full of pinks and oranges.
I sleepily stepped off the bus and walked towards the bench on the platform thinking
of my next move, where I would go. I should explain what I was looking for. Ever since I
was little I have longed to know more about where I came from and who my real parents
are. No one so far has been willing to share this information with me. I have lived my
life in denial that I am from outside the walls of the foster home and that I am, in fact,
an outsider to them. Words have always been my escape, so I laughed to myself as I
realized that D-E-N-A-L-I could be rearranged to spell denial. What a coincidence. I am
looking for anything that will bring me back to my roots, and the only thing that has ever
come close is a picture that was given to me as a child. It’s of my mom, her beautiful hair
nVUUFSJOHJOUIFCSFF[F*WFUSFBTVSFEUIJTBMMNZMJGFBOEJUIBTCFFOMJLFBDPNQBTTQPJOU 
to help me get to where fate wants me to be.
As I gazed up towards Mount McKinley in the distance I thought about how beautiful
the day was. It’s very rare to see McKinley’s peak; it’s usually covered by clouds. But
UPEBZJUXBTDMFBSBTBCFMM+VTUBTNZFZFTnJDLFSFE BOE*XBTJOUIBUQMBDFCFUXFFO
consciousness and sleep, I saw a woman’s face form above the mountain. She had a
NZTUFSJPVTTQBSLJOIFSFZFBOEIFSTVOTUSFBLFECMPOEIBJSnFXBCPWFUIFDMPVET4IF
was laughing and it made the most beautiful sound, like that of a fairy. Her head slowly
turned in my direction and spoke my name. “Sierra,” she whispered, as her face began
to fade. “Mom… mom, come back…” I pleaded. My eyes felt too heavy to stay open. The
mirage of my mother kept me happy, as I fell asleep listening to her beautiful laugh, at
peace, now knowing I had found where I truly belonged.
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Emily Anderson
51 01’43.45 N and 3 43’42.96 E
WHAT IS WAR?
I CAN’T FEEL MY CHEST, I can’t breathe, and it feels as if the air has been
stolen from my lungs. I hug her, hopefully not for the last time. The aroma of her
sweet perfume overwhelms me, “I’ll never forget you…” she utters. I reach out
for her; she looks at me and tears start pouring from her pale blue eyes. My
heart breaks, my lungs collapse, life doesn’t seem real. Then the man tells me
it’s time to go. My feet feel like bricks and I can’t walk, but I must.
I’m down in the trenches now; she hasn’t escaped my mind for a second.
I’m scattering through the mud, it’s so heavy on my feet. I look around and all I
can see are bodies. Some I know, and some I can’t even make out the faces.
I’ve never witnessed something so horrifying. As I’m walking, bombs explode
and guns are shot. Screams and cries linger in the background. I can feel the
fear in my soul, it’s excruciating.
I wake up the next morning by a soldier nudging me, “The lieutenant needs
to speak with you,” he groans. I am confused as to what is happening. Am I in
some sort of trouble? I arrive at his tent; he smiles and tells me that he received
BMFUUFSGSPNNZXJGF.ZTUPNBDInJQT*BNWFSZOFSWPVT CVUBOYJPVTUPTFF
what the letter reads. He hands it to me. “You’re going to be a father…” it says.
I read the note over and over again. This gave me hope, happiness and the will
to survive. I must make it home now, for my family.
*SFUVSOUPUIFGSPOU TUJMMFYQMPEJOHXJUIKPZGSPNUIFOFXTPGNZmSTUCPSODIJME
I must concentrate and stay focused no matter how hard it may be. I peek out
around the barrier. No sign of the enemy, I take a deep breath and run with all
my might to the next barrier I could spot. As I’m running I see one of my fellow
soldiers, wounded and bleeding. It may not be safe for me, but I can’t leave a
man behind. I swiftly run over to him. He looks up at me; I immediately see relief
in his eyes. I take my bandana and wrap it around his arm to try and stop the
heavy bleeding. I attempt to lift his motionless body onto my back, but before I
could move the helpless soldier I felt something rip through my skin followed by
several more piercing sensations in my chest. My body goes numb.
The next thing I know, I have traded places with the man I was just trying to
save. The only difference is he is running from me. He has left me alone in the
cold rotting mud. “I can get through this,” I think to myself. “I have to.” I try to sit
up but my body isn’t reacting to what my brain is telling it to do. I’m becoming
frustrated. It’s getting hard to breathe. Each breath I take feels shallower. The
world is blank. Everything is dark. I can no longer feel anything, but my heart
still aches. Not for myself, but for my wife and unborn child. I realize this is the
end. I lay still and listen to my heart take its last beat.
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Jack Vanden Broek
18.9647° N, 72.8258° E
THE FATHER OF THE BRIDE
(an adaptation of the character Egeus in $0LGVXPPHU1LJKW·V'UHDP)

My Brother Santosh,

05/01/12

It has been too long since we last spoke. How is Delhi treating you and your
family? I wish to thank you for naming your 5th son after me. I am having some
troubles with Geetu. As you know she has been arranged to marry Raju. He is
very, very smart with the computers. He makes much money. I do not know
how but she has fallen in love with another boy, a Muslim named Mohammed. It
NBLFTNZCMPPECPJMXIFO*UIJOLPGIJNþ.ZIFBSUJTTPmMMFEXJUIQBJO*IBWF
not felt this way since Indira Gandhi was killed.
5IJTNBOJTBWFSZCBEJOnVFODFPOIFS*UIJOLTIFJTTOFBLJOHPVUXJUIIJN
while I sleep! I was purchasing some charras on my way home and I asked
the man if he knew anything about Mohammad. Ganesh has blessed me with
his fortune; this vendor’s brother is the waterman for the apartment where
Mohammed lives. He is a Goonda! It is terrible indeed; is it not bad enough that
he is not Hindu but a criminal as well?
I am afraid I will have to remind Geetu who has the authority. It has been too
long since I last used my bamboo cane. A few lashes might help… or would it?
All of the news today is either about the Afghans or women. She speaks with
her mother about girls being attacked by their husbands. Why is that so wrong?
It is their right as husband to do as they wish. Raju is a good man; he would
not hurt my daughter. It is that Mohammed that will ruin her. Perhaps it is the
rambling mind of a tired old man. I will speak with Kumar about this.
The very best to you and Padma and the children,

Vikram Egeus
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Santosh, 05/03/12
	
  	
  	
  	
   She is gone! She has run off with the Goonda to his old village! RjbƑbpQj\pWgBj\Raju	
  
LOPXTPGUIFWJMMBHFBOEIBTHPOFUPmOEIFS)FSCFTUGSJFOE4BOHFFUBIBTHPOFXJUI
him, the poor girl is in love with Raju. I worry for the girls; the monsoons are almost upon
us and the wedding is almost here.
Enjoy the charras,
Vikram Egeus

Santosh, 05/17/12
It has been 2 weeks since the four of them disappeared. I am very worried, what if
Geetu is hurt? What if she is dead? Worst of all, what if she has married the Muslim? I
hope Raju scared him off…
Send pictures of the children,
Vikram Egeus

It is a glorious day Santosh,

05/24/12

They have returned! I fear it was rather embarrassing for everyone however. We found
them in Flora Fountain of all places. The women ran to cover the girls. My family will be
the laughing stock of Colaba. I was in a rage and when I saw the Goonda and I charged
at him. But I realized something then. I looked into Mohammed’s eyes and saw that he
truly loved Geetu. My charge turned into a hug. A gora once called it a “bear hug”. Why
would they hug bears? Do not be upset but in my moment of joy I may have granted him
my permission to marry Geetu.
I told him to make me a beautiful dagger, and give it to me in return. Should he ever
hurt my daughter I will turn his gift against him. Raju and Sangeeta are also to be wed. A
very strange month it has been my brother.
We will visit you soon,
Vikram Egeus
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Sarah Sparks
10°57’46.71” N 38°33’43.64” E
SNAPSHOTS FROM THE SIMIEN MOUNTAINS

THE SIMIEN MOUNTAINS ARE CAKED with shrubbery and wildlife. Low lying
USFFTSVGnFUIFJSMFBWFTIFMMP"MPOHUIFDVSWFTPGUIFNPVOUBJOTUIFSFBSF
troops of Gelada Baboons, playfully charging through the open land towards
UIFNPSFIFBWJMZWFHFUBUFEBSFBT6OJEFOUJmBCMFCJSETEBSUBSPVOEUIFTLZ 
cawing out commands to each other as they glide smoothly through the crisp
air. It’s a symphony of life disguised as a hodge-podge.
I take a seat underneath a Bedena tree, resting my over-stuffed backpack
on the gravel. Gabra, my guide, takes a seat next to me. He pulls two apples
PVUPGIJTCBDLQBDLBOEXFDIPXEPXOPOPVSmSTUSFBMGPPEPGUIFEBZ
“Eat up, Liz. We may not be eating again until tomorrow.”
Gabra and I start our trek in the village of Bati in the northeast highlands.
Gabra was local there and he’d offered to be my tour guide of the Simien
Mountains and would get me to Simien National Park. Since he used to travel
there several times a year with his son, he promised me that he knew the way
well. I was planning on venturing the mountains alone, but since Gabra said
he wouldn’t charge me anything, I was all for company.
We walked for seven hours straight, exchanging stories about our home
countries. By the time we sat down to rest, I had learnt all about Gabra’s
family, his home village and what he did for a living. He was a farmer like most
of the residents of Bati. He had six siblings, four sisters and two brothers. He
had never married but he had a son named Berihun. He asked me what I was
doing in Amhara. I told him about my career as an aspiring photographer for
National Geographic, and how I was coming to the mountains to take pictures
of the Simien Wolf.
“These pictures are crucial to my career,” I explained. “I need three
photos to get the job, and they have to be fantastic. If they’re really beyond
fantastic, they told me that the pictures would be featured in their Endangered
magazine.
“Those wolves are very rare, you know.” Gabra said. “I have never seen
one in all of the years that I have been crossing these mountains. I don’t know
JGZPVMMmOEXIBUZPVSFMPPLJOHGPSw
Now, as we relax under the shade of Bedena leaves, I’m starting to wonder
JGIFTSJHIU*POMZIBWFUXPEBZTUPmOEBXPMGBOEUBLFUIFQJDUVSFT*G*EPOU
get these photos, there’s always the wedding business, I note sourly.
“Where are we off to now, Gabra?”
“We are only a mile away from the nearest village. We should be there in
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half an hour.” He takes another bite out of his apple.
"GUFSmOJTIJOHPVSTOBDL XFIFBEPGGUPXBSETUIFOFYUIJMM(BCSBXBTGBTUFSUIBO*
was, effortlessly walking up the steep, rocky mound as if it were a regular sidewalk, while
I struggle to catch my breath.
“From my previous travels, we should be able to see the village from the top of this hill,”
Gabra says as we climb higher. “We should make it before sunset.”
“Yeah,” I cough. “Maybe it’ll give me more endurance.”
I look down at the valley below. There is no village or anything that resembles one.
*OTUFBE UIFSFJTBTNBMMXBUFSGBMMUIBUnPXTEPXOJOUPBUJOZQPPMPGXBUFS
“This can’t be true. The village was here only a couple months ago! You have to
believe me, Liz.” Gabra reassures me.
“You just got the directions mixed up. It’s probably on the opposite side of the valley,”
I point to where we were sitting earlier. “Let’s hike up the other hill and see what’s over
there.”
After hiking up the other hill, we see that there is no other village.
“I think we may be lost.” Gabra says, checking his old, dirt-stained map.
“No, we are lost.”
“Okay, so we’re lost.” He looks out at the setting sun. The sky is a beautiful array of
pinks and oranges tonight. The cool night air is starting to set in. “It’s almost night. We
can’t go looking for camp in the dark so we’re going to have to set up here.”
i'JOF8FTIPVMETUBSUBmSFJGXFEPOUXBOUUPGSFF[Fw
I’d been camping before, but not in Ethiopia. I don’t know that much about the wildlife
here. The thought of riotous monkeys or grassland cats scared me. The last thing I
needed is for some wild animal to attack me while I’m sleeping.
"GUFSTFUUJOHVQBmSF *MBZFSNZDMPUIFTTPUIBU*LFFQXBSNEVSJOHUIFDPMEOJHIU
Gabra mentioned to me before we left that the mountains can get as cold as two degrees
at night. Gabra has already gone to sleep, using his backpack as a pillow. I do the same.
It’s been a long day.
I am on the brink of sleep and a faint howling wakes me up. It is a soft howling that
echoes off of the mountains. I am completely alert. After a few minutes, I hear another
howl farther away. I sit for some time, but nothing else. I try to fall asleep but the thought
of the Simien wolf being close by keeps me thinking.
When I wake up the next morning, the sun has just risen over the peaks. Gabra stares
at the trees.
“Gabra, I’m thinking we should turn around and go back to Bati. I don’t see us making
it to the park today.” I yawn, stretching my arms into the air.
“Liz–”
“I know, I know, you’re going to try to talk me out of it. I just don’t see us getting very
far and today is the last day for me to get the pictures.”
“Liz, just listen–”
“Gabra, I doubt we will see any wolves in the next eight hours. Please, just guide me
back to the village.”
Gabra hushes me and speaks in a very soft tone, “Liz, look behind you.”

~63~

I sigh and turn around. Walking slowly through the trees, about one hundred and
mGUZZBSETBXBZ JTBOPSBOHFIBJSFE QPJOUZFBSFE KBDLBMTIBQFECFBVUZ5IFTVOMJHIU
is casting directly onto its body, creating a golden shimmer to its fur. He is absolutely
gorgeous. It is a Simien Wolf.
Delicately, I reach for my backpack and pull out my camera. Everything about this shot
is perfect. He is in full view, wandering through the trees. I twist the lens so that he is close
in my shot. This is probably the only chance I will get to take these photos. I manage to
UBLFmGUFFOHPPEQIPUPTCFGPSFIFUBLFTPGG
I look at the images on the diminutive screen. In two of the shots, the wolf stares directly
at the camera. He looks noble and handsome.
“Wow, I never thought I’d say that I’m glad we got lost,” says Gabra, looking at the
photos. “Look at these shots, Liz. They are stunning!”
I smile and say, “Well, we’d better be heading back. I have a job to start.”

Camera by Lauren Ferrarro, grade 9
67&/(0(17·66&+22/
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Savannah Hendy
53° 822573, -2°176354
HEAVEN’S GARDEN

THE WARM SUMMER BREEZE rushed through her long raggedy hair as she
ran down the narrow dirt path. Her boots kicked the rocks further down the trail
with each stride. The tall green trees in full bloom spread across the edge of
the path whizzing by her, instantly vanishing from her sight.
She could feel it coming closer, her escape to freedom and comfort. In the
distance she spotted the small garden full of beautiful white daisies, the sun
QFFQFEUISPVHIUIFUSFFTTIJOJOHPOUIFnPXFSTMJLFBTUBHFTQPUMJHIU4IF
ran faster towards the garden, until the little hidden a cottage hidden behind
the tree branches was revealed. Once she reached the garden, she stopped
running and slowed down to a walking pace and exhaled.
4IFXBMLFEPWFSUPUIFnPXFSTBOEQMVDLFEPOFPVUPGUIFEJSUBOEDMPTFE
IFSFZFTBOEDBSFGVMMZJOIBMFEUIFGSFTITDFOUPGUIFnPXFS*UCSPVHIUCBDL
memories of when she was still a young child living with her mother in London.
Every day when her mother came back from the market she would bring her
back one fresh white daisy. Her mother told her how she gave her a daisy each
day to show the love she had for her daughter lasted each and everyday. But
those days were long over and it was all but memories now.
)FSXIPMFXPSMEXBTnJQQFEVQTJEFEPXOFWFSZTJODFIFSNPNIBEEJFEPG
small pox. Since then she was taken into custody by her wicked aunt Eleanor to
live at her house in Manchester with her aunt’s six demonic children. Her aunt
Eleanor was oblivious that her children were literally the spawns of the devil;
instead she referred to them commonly as her “little angels”. Sophia blamed
her aunt Eleanor for her children behaving the way they did, after all most
children take after their parents.
Living with her aunt Eleanor was nothing short of a living nightmare. Since
there were six children and her aunt Eleanor living together in a small shack, it
left no room for Sophia to sleep. The only other space was the storage closet,
which was only big enough for her to lay sitting up against the wall. She spent
most of her days in the sitting in the closet trying to keep herself entertained
for the long and dreadful hours she spent sitting in the closet. Her aunt Eleanor
locked her in the closet as a way of pretending that Sophia was never living
in the household. Sophia would only be given a piece of bread and a small tin
DVQmMMFEXJUIUIFEJSUZMFGUPWFSXBUFS-JGFGPS4PQIJBXBTUPVHI CVUJUPOMZHPU
worse.
4IFIBETJODFDPOUSBDUFEUIFJOnVFO[B*UXBTDPOUJOVPVTMZFBUJOHBUIFS
body and slowly killing her each day. There was nothing she could do about,
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for her aunt Eleanor would completely ignore the situation and push her off to the side.
It wasn’t until Sophia had been sent into town one day to do her aunt Eleanor’s chores
for the evening that she suddenly found herself walking along a dirt path road that did not
MPPLGBNJMJBS4IFIBEmHVSFEUIBUTIFIBEUBLFOBXSPOHUVSOBUUIFJOUFSTFDUJPOBUUIF
last block, but something in the abyss had intrigued to go further down the narrow dirt
path, even though her conscious told her to turn back and return home immediately. She
GPMMPXFEUIFQBUIUIBUXJOEFEEFFQFSBOEEFFQFSJOUPBGPSFTUmMMFEXJUIUIJDLMVTDJPVT
trees. She could no longer see the path behind her; she knew she had to turn back, but
her feet kept moving forward. Her lungs started to burn for oxygen. Suddenly, she began
to feel dizzy and stopped moving and fell to her knees, coughing violently. She fell onto
her side and gasped for air and as tears spilled out of her eyes, she glimpsed what
looked like a little cottage in the distance. That was the last thing she saw before she
blacked out.
4MPXMZIFSFZFTnVUUFSFEPQFOUPSFWFBMBTNBMMCPZTUBOEJOHPWFSIFSIPMEJOHBIPU
towel to her forehead.
“I saw what happened back there. You could’ve died if I didn’t see you,” he said with
concern in his voice.
Sophia was still dazed and confused as to where she was. And who was this strange
boy that was taking better care of her than her own aunt Eleanor had ever done. Before
she was even able to open her mouth, he closed her eyes with one swift motion of his
hand as she quickly fell back into a deep sleep.
The second time she woke up to the sun peering through the window next to her. She
propped herself up on the small soft couch and looked around the area. It looked like a
typical cottage home to her, but she was still curious as to whom this strange boy was,
and why he was taking such good care of her.
The boy walked through the door with a single white daisy in his hand and went next
UP4PQIJBQMBDJOHUIFnPXFSJOUIFKBSOFYUUPIFS
“How are you feeling?”
“Actually, I feel a lot better than when I did before. But how exactly am I feeling better I
IBWFUIFJOnVFO[B w4IFMPPLFEEFFQJOUPIJTFZFT
“It was nothing much really, I just fed you my homemade remedy of honey, lemons,
BOETPNFPGNZXIJUFEBJTZnPXFSTUIBU*HSPXPVUJOUIFGSPOUw)FUPPLIFSIBOEJOUPIJT
hand lifting her from the couch.
“Do you want to see my daisy garden?” he asked enthusiastically.
“Sure, why not,” Sophia said as she followed him out the door and into the garden of
daisies. Out in the back there was a little ravine and a small bridge that allowed you to
cross the ravine.
“Wow, this is beautiful!” she exclaimed as she continued to look around in awe.
“Who are you?” the boy asked with a serious tone.
“Shouldn’t I be the one asking you that?” she retorted turning back to face him.
“Okay, fair enough. My name is Gabriel and I live in this cottage alone for the longest I
can remember. Your turn.”
“ Okay, my name is Sophia and I live with my aunt and six cousins in the town close to
IFSF*MPTUNZNPNXIFO*XBTBCPVUTFWFO JUTCFFOmWFZFBSTTJODFw
“So you’re twelve now?” He questioned.
“Yes, you never told me how old you were.”
“I’m fourteen now, but it was my pleasure to help you Sophia.” He bowed and she
started to laugh at his gesture.
Suddenly there was a rustling in the bushes behind them. The pair froze and stared at
the moving bushes. They could hear a child’s voice mumbling. The child then peeped
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through the bush to see Gabriel and Sophia standing next to each other.
“Wait, I recognize that voice. It’s one of my cousins,” Sophia whispered to Gabriel.
“One of your who?”
“One of my—“
“Mom I found her!” the child screamed and her voice echoed through the forest.
“Run!” Gabriel yelled as he grabbed Sophia’s hand and started running away from the
cottage.
She looked back and saw that her aunt Eleanor as well as her six other cousins were
running after her and were quickly catching up to them.
“Come on Sophia, run faster!” Gabriel shouted tugging at her hand.
“I c-can’t breathe!” Sophia said gasping for air and quickly slowing down her pace
BOEFWFOUVBMMZIJUUIFnPPS
She started violently coughing and blood starting coming out of her mouth. Gabriel
got down on his knees and tried to pick her up and run away, but to no avail. It was too
late; her aunt Eleanor and the six children had already caught up with them and pushed
Gabriel out of the way.
“Get up you lazy good for nothing child!” her aunt Eleanor yelled as she grabbed
4PQIJBCZIFSIBJSBOETUBSUFEESBHHJOHIFSBMPOHUIFnPPS
Gabriel ran over to help Sophia, but was mobbed by all six children.
“I hope you die like your useless mother did,” Aunt Eleanor said and smirked at
Sophia.
“And I hope I won’t have to see you ever again,” Sophia said and used all the strength
TIFIBETUPSFEBOEQVTIFEIFSBVOUCBDLXBSETJOUPUIFSBWJOF4IFnFXCBDLBOE
landed directly into the water with a big splash. The children quickly looked over to see
what happened to their mother, letting go of Gabriel and rushing to help their mother.
He ran over to Sophia, who was now in horrible condition as her face was now pale
and spattered with blood. Gabriel had a look of disbelief in his eyes as he took Sophia’s
limp body into his arms.
“No please, don’t die on me like this.” His voice was trembling as tears rolled down his
cheeks.
“Don’t feel bad. I’m going to live with my mom now in a better place.” She smiled at
Gabriel as she took her last breath and the life faded out of her.
“Yeah, she’s in a better place now,” he said smiling smiled as tears welling in his eyes,
as he placed Sophia gently down over in the bed of daisies.
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Skull by Emily Meyer, grade 10
67&/(0(17·66&+22/
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Alexandra Radivojsa, grade 11
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Carlos Alvarado
67°58’29.10”N 136°54’2.19”W
IN THE WILD
HENRY WAS RUNNING BACK TO ME, yelping, with a look of terror in his
otherwise fearless eyes. I had never seen a wolf show fear like Henry did that
day, as the polar bear came bounding behind him over the desolate tundra. I
immediately picked up my spear and I could see, as soon as he saw me grab
it, Henry knew what was coming next. We both knew it was on. At that moment,
I swear I smelled his adrenaline as much as he smelled mine. I started sprinting
and he swiftly changed his direction so that we were both dashing head-on to the
bear. It was the most extreme game of chicken in history.
Henry mounted the bear, sinking his teeth into its neck. I felt the tip of my
TQFBSQVODUVSFJUTCMVCCFSZnFTI TQMJOUFSJOHUISPVHIJUTCPOFT"TUIJTCFBTU
went limp, my body went numb with the warm reassurance that I would live
another day. I howled ferociously at the top of my lungs while streaking its blood
across my forehead. “I really am at the top of the food chain,” I said to myself in
whatever warped dialect of English I’ve come to speak; after all, I haven’t heard
someone speak English in many years or heard someone speak any language,
for that matter. In fact, I hadn’t heard nor even seen a human being for about
thirty years.
At one point, long ago, my mind associated aloneness with grief, but I have
come to learn that there really is no companion quite so companionable as
solitude—with the exception of a noble arctic wolf companion, of course. No
civil achievement can even come close to matching the feeling of achievement
that comes after slaughtering a seven hundred pound polar bear with a spear
made by oneself, and the help of a friend who belongs to a species of untamable
carnivores.
-PHJDEJDUBUFTUIBUBmGUZFJHIUZFBSPMENBODBOUQPTTJCMZTVSWJWFBQPMBS
bear attack on his own in the wild, but that is exactly the type of perceptual trap
I meant to escape when I left society. Unlike you, I don’t quiver at the sight of my
worst fears. This is simply because I don’t get told what is and is not possible. Not
by other people and certainly not by myself. I warrant my world’s possibilities and
I set my own limits, which, for the record, haven’t existed since I bare-knuckleboxed good ol’ Henry to usurp his alpha male status back in Alaska just for fun.
That was just before Henry and I became friends, and just after I made the trek
BDSPTTUIFJDFnBUTDPOOFDUJOH3VTTJBBOE"MBTLB"TZPVDBOTFF UIFFWFOUT
my life consist of highly impossible undertakings (such as befriending a wolf,
and walking across an Ocean) according to everyone in your community. In
my community, however, there only exists the fearless, focused and free. These
events of my life, along with countless others, are the reason I spit in the face of
limitations.
Although my speech is rusty, I can still write perfectly because I’ve had
practice by tattooing various scriptures all over myself for many years. I wrote this
passage, in ashes on my only piece of paper, (in hopes that someone might
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Satish Stefansson
6°650967, 173°614197
HAPPY

I WAS READING A BOOK about a man lost at sea. I always enjoyed books
like that. The plot, rich with adventure, intrigued me to continue reading. As
the account continued, I learned he was forced to reach into the depths of his
knowledge to protect himself. He would only manage survival by using the
greatest of his abilities and the innermost chambers of his mind. This man was
obviously very scared and, more importantly, alone. In some ways, he was
quite similar to myself. Needless to say, his gripping tale struck a chord with
NF*UNBEFNFXPOEFSXIBU*IBWFCSPVHIUUPUIJTXPSME)BWF*EFmOFEUIF
success that was outlined for me by past generations? Contrarily, success is
nothing without the pain and the suffering that lingers behind it. Nor does it
bring any weight without the burden of memory. From there my brain began to
ramble. And I came to wonder: am I happy?
People always said I was gifted, which turned out to be true in more ways
than one. But that would never guarantee my happiness. It couldn’t guarantee
anything and it never would. It did bring me much wealth along with a legacy
that would stand for ages. Although it would not be the light of my day, it
would be the rising sun for others. My estate had made many tear up with joy
BOEFYBTQFSBUJPO*UTBSUJmDJBMEFMJHIUTXFQUPWFSUIFNBTTFTMJLFBnPVSJTIJOH
disease. It intoxicated the mind, replacing woozy delight with a raging greed
that would eventually lead to demise. Then came the sadness; and the cycle
repeated.
Success has been debated at nausea by my predecessors. Am I successful
because I’m rich? One might say that part is pure luck. Am I successful
because of my talent and my skill? One can argue that those abilities were a
gift given at birth; the same way that other unique qualities were derived from
NZQBSFOUT4VDDFTTNJHIUBMTPCFEFmOFECZUIFDPNQBOZ*CVJMUGSPNUIF
ground up or by my ergonomic creations that have bettered society many
times over. I don’t believe my accomplishments should be measured by what
I have done, or where I’ve come from, but rather what I’ve become. From my
perspective success is measured by true happiness. The sad irony is that I still
have not found my own nature of accomplishment. And it burns me to think of
the possibility that I never will.
0OFEBZ*TBUEPXOJOBDIBJSCZNZTFMG*UXBTOUBTQFDJBMDIBJS*UEFmOJUFMZ
wasn’t very comfortable but it allowed me to recall a memory, which cut me
with the sharpness of a dagger. Everything was still and, as it frequently
occurred back then, I was alone. No friends. No acquaintances. Not even the
partially broken family that I supposedly belonged to. I looked around at the
empty room with white walls and a grey chandelier. Rays of sunlight beamed
through the windows, with seemingly magical lustre. Their light gave exposure
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stumble upon it after I’m gone) to inform you puppets of the western world that freedom
FYJTUT BOEJUTGPVOEJOUIFXJMEUPUIFUJMFTPGBDIFDLFSCPBSEnPPS5IFXIPMFSPPN
symbolized a cheerful home, ripped apart by the circumstances of society. It was
a scene straight out of Tim Burton’s “Alice in Wonderland”. This room truly was my
wonderland. But now it was barren and lonely. My mother poked her head in through the
beautifully carved wooden door that shielded me from the terrors of the outside world.
Outside was a frightening place I did not ever wish to experience. She opened her mouth
and said, “It’s time to go.” That was the end of it. Thinking I could stay there forever was
a childish dream. Up to that point I might have been happy. Of course, at that age, I still
didn’t know any different.
There was also another time I remember fondly. I had met someone. Well, two people
actually. But I only formed a special bond with one of them. They were both kind-hearted
people. They were raised in a home where not much was given but a lot was expected.
This molded them to be generous and humble. They were twin sisters. But I would later
mOEUIFZXFSFNPSFEJGGFSFOUUIBOZPVDBOJNBHJOFBOZUXPQFPQMFFWFSCFJOH5IJT
difference, I only discovered when it was too late. The taller of the two, established a
connection with me like I had never known. She was skinny, and what she lacked in
physical strength she made up for with a creative mentality and wisdom. Her street
smarts and sense of adventure combined with her determination and self-reliance made
me re-evaluate myself. Every day I was surprised that a person as young as ourselves
could manage the tasks she performed, especially in the restricted position she was in.
Maybe that is part of why I have long since suppressed such a memory. I helped her and
her sister with their struggles in the same way that they helped me with mine. For a while,
we grew together in unison. Then there was a dreadful occurrence that ripped us apart.
Who would have believed it would be her to deceive me and her sister’s act of kindness
and heroism to save me from plunging into a dark and dreary abyss? The attraction and
charm, the tenderness, the inexplicable understanding, the unbound familiarity, and
above all else the happiness, was gone.
These glimpses made me hungry. They made me savage, vile, and bitter. I lusted for
SFWFOHF.ZFYVCFSBOUnBNFXBTFYUJOHVJTIFEBOESFQMBDFECZBSBHJOHCBMMPGmSFUIBU
wanted only to destroy, diminish, and vitiate. Shockingly, some good came out of this. All
the misery I felt brought on a willingness to work hard and to better myself. I gained an
unhealthy obsession with looking to measure my own achievement against other people.
I made a habit of being competitive in a snarky way that drove people away. Amazingly,
these experiences gave me a chance to aim for perfection. This new goal led to an
VOFYQFDUFEUVSOPGFWFOUT*UXBTUIFmSTUUJNFNZNPUIFSIBEFWFSXPSSJFE8FXFSFPVU
driving one day and she mentioned it to me. She was concerned with how I was acting
and how my future was going to pan out. That moment was the most relief I had ever
GFMU'PSUIFmSTUUJNF TPNFPOFIBETIPXOUIBUUIFZDBSFEBCPVUNF"OEUIBUNBEFNF
happy.
Unfortunately, I cannot recount any other sources of happiness. I cannot begin to
imagine how my disposition has affected others. I have brought many great things to
TPDJFUZBOE*NOPUmOJTIFE.ZMJGFIBTCFFOBDPOUJOVVNPGNVMUJQMFTVDDFTTFTBT
insisted to me by others. My personal account has told me what I need to strive for and
my agony has given me a reason to change. I have been ruminating over it long enough.
It is my time to act. But my emotions prohibit me. I’m too afraid. I can’t change history but
forging a better future seems just as impossible. I wish I was that man lost at sea.
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Nicholas Haughton
36.07222°S 148.34861°E
MOUNT KOSCIUSZKO

A gum nut dropped,
A wombat scurried to its burrow,
The creek rushed past the rocks.
Mount Kosciuszko was special.
The mountain somehow managed to capture the summer.
It held something intangible and charismatic.
Things only you could discover in that instant.
Was it the rustle of the eucalyptus trees?
Or was it the warm glow of the peak above?
5IFWJMMBHFXBTmMMFEXJUIUIFTNFMMPGDPGGFFBOETNPLF
People bustling in and out of shops,
Often holding the hand of an excited child,
Anticipating the day ahead.
As I think about these experiences now,
As I remember myself as that child,
I realize how many things mindlessly pass by.
Did I really notice the beauty of that mountain?
Did I overlook the weathered sandstone,
Molded grain by grain over an unimaginable sum of years?
I can’t forget that mountain, or the connections it created.
I can’t forget dawdling across the rickety bridge.
Or hiking through the dense bush of the national park.
Kosciusko will always hold an innocent and adventurous part of me,
Forever longing to return.
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Julie Cho, grade 11
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Daniel Sugar
47° 00’31.43”N 136 ° 59’18.36”E
THE TRANSITION TO CONSCIOUSNESS was slow and dull. Sleeping out
here in the was surreal. The pitch-black nights, and soundless twilights made
you question whether your senses were working properly. Only the footsteps
PGTPNFTNBMMNBNNBMDBSFGVMMZmOEJOHJUTXBZUISPVHIUIFEFFQTOPXXPVME
remind you that anything still existed. Footsteps so fastidiously positioned and
faint only those whose ears were heightened by blackness could only hope to
hear.
That’s the only reason why I awoke from the deep slumber. It’s the only
reason the fast, nervous beeping seemed so loud. At home my watch would
never be able to wake me from such a deep sleep. Out here, however, a sound
so high pitched and consistent with its timing seemed so unnatural and out of
place it almost always woke me up. That day was no exception; and with the
FFSJFHSFFOMJHIUFNBOBUJOHGSPNNZXBUDI *MJUBmSF
The warm orange glow permeated throughout the small wooden lodge and
mMMFEJUXJUIXBSNUI*UJMMVNJOBUFEWBSJPVTXPSLTPGUBYJEFSNZ"XPMGnBSJOHJUT
UFFUITUPPEOFYUUPNF5IFmSFTCMB[FSFnFDUFEJOUIFHMBTTFZFTPGUIFXPMG 
gaving it a look of burning anger. “He ought to go to jail,” I said aloud, although
I was taken aback by how hoarse my voice was. That’s what happens when
you haven’t spoken in seventeen days.
*TUBSFEBUUIFQFMUPGB4JCFSJBOUJHFSUIBUDPWFSFEUIFnPPS5IFJNBHF
FOSBHFENFBOEBEEFEGVFMUPUIFmSFPGNZQFSTPOBMWFOEFUUB*HPUESFTTFE
in heavy winter clothes and went to the door, grabbed the handle and shielded
NZFZFTXJUINZGSFFBSNoBUFDIOJRVF*MFBSOFEPONZmSTUNPSOJOHIFSF*
opened the door.
Through the cracks in-between the sleeve of my coat and my nose, all I
could see was shrill, white light. While my eyes adjusted, the light went from
pure white to a still uncomfortable golden yellow. I pushed through the door
and looked outside. This cabin was situated on the vertex of two long lines of
mountains. Though this did not make for quick access to the woodlands below,
it did make for an outstanding view. High above the snowy forest below all I
could see was the sad branches of evergreen trees weighed down by large
tufts of snow. The snow-covered treetops stretched all the way to the horizon
and blended into the sky in a way that made the land look dauntingly immense.
*OUIFIVU*HSBCCFEGPSNZIVOUJOHSJnFIBOHJOHGSPNBTMJOH TJUVBUFEVQPO
EFFSBOUMFSTNPVOUFEUPUIFXBMM*TMVOHUIFSJnFBSPVOENZTIPVMEFSBOEPOUP
my back, walked through the open doorway and closed it behind me.
5IFXBMLEPXOUIFNPVOUBJOTJEFXBTOPUBTEJGmDVMUBTJUPODFXBT BGUFS
I had discovered the river covered by ice and snow. Though it was more
treacherous, it provided a smoother, more clear path down to the woodlands.
Once at the bottom, I walked, searching for any sign of the beast. Eventually,
the peaceful serenity of my surroundings was shattered by a loud cracking
noise that echoed through the woods and sent snow falling from the treetops.
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It amazed me how easily the snow fell, but my distraction was broken by a deadened
growling. I recognized it instantly.
(SBCCJOHUIFIBOEMFPGNZSJnFUJHIUFS*IFBEFEPGGJOUIFEJSFDUJPOPGUIFCFBTU SFBEZ
to use deadly force. The snow here was deep and I struggled to get to the source of the
sound. Dredging through the snow, I reached the source of the sound. Before me lay
a small bank of snow. Climbing over it used so much energy once I got to the top I just
stood there for a moment, paralyzed by exhaustion. I closed my eyes, put my hands on
my knees and rested. After a few minutes I opened my eyes and started to stand straight
when right in front of me there lay something. It was a large puddle of blood.
Poachers were common in this area although this one always hid the body of his kill,
leaving only a temporary pool of blood as evidence. He was the one I was after. The
sight of the crimson blotch on the pure white canvas etched itself in the very foundation
of my memory. I stared at the graphic scene for quite a while, examining the colour and
shape, piecing together the events of the scene. If it weren’t for the piercing breeze the
stung my face I think I might have never snapped out of it. I looked at the canopy above
BOEGPMMPXFEBTOPXnBLFEPXOXPOEFSJOHIPXJUFWFSHPUUISPVHIUIFJNQFEJNFOUPGUIF
GPSFTUDBOPQZ"TUIFnBLFOFBSFE *HMBSFEBUJUTCSJMMJBODF GBTDJOBUFECZUIFJOUSJDBUF
DSZTUBMTUSVDUVSF*GPMMPXFEJUBTJUHFOUMZnPBUFEQBTUNZFZFBOEMBOEFEJOUIFQPPM
PGCMPPE"TJGJOTMPXNPUJPO *TBXUIFUJQPGUIFTOPXnBLFEJWFUISPVHIUIFTVSGBDF
5IFSFESPTFUISPVHIPVUUIFTOPXnBLFMJLFWJOFTPOBXBMMVOUJMJUXBTHPOF DPNQMFUFMZ
enveloped.
In mere minutes the puddle disappeared, drowned by snow. It was dark now and the
march back to the shack was long and tiresome. Too tired to undress, I fell atop the small
mattress and fell asleep almost instantly. In my mind, I heard a steady drip – this dream
contained no imagery, only sound. The drip began dull, then ever so slowly, it became
louder and clearer until it reached an unbearable intensity.
I jolted awake, and thought about the dream for awhile. I was crossing the cusp of
dreamland when I heard it: footsteps, quiet footsteps. These were not the usual footsteps
of a wild animal. They sounded like they were coming from something maladroit,
TPNFUIJOHCJH*HPUVQGSPNUIFCFETUVNCMJOHGPSNZSJnFBOEUVSOFEPOUIFnBTIMJHIU
mounted at the end. I covered the light with my hand to mute its brightness and carefully,
silently stepped outside. Whatever it was it was close. Now or never, I thought to myself
BT*SFMFBTFENZIBOEGSPNUIFnBTIMJHIUBOETRVJOUFEUISPVHIUIFTVEEFOCSJHIUOFTT
/PUUXFOUZZBSETJOGSPOUPGNFXBTBMBSHFIVODIFEmHVSFCMBOLFUFEJOCMBDLBOE
XIJUF4UBSUMFECZUIFMJHIUJUDBSFFOFEPGGJOUIFPQQPTJUFEJSFDUJPOJOBCMVOEFSJOHTIVGnF
In my current state I would be unable to catch it, so I had one choice. I aimed down the
TJHIUTPGNZSJnF5IJTXPVMECFBOFBTZTIPU*mSFE UIFEFBGFOJOHUIVETFOEJOHQBJO
tearing through my eardrums. I was able to hear a loud thump as a large mass hit the
ground, and was able to see a large pile of snow fall from a tree. I stumbled over to the
QJMFPGTOPXUIBUGFMMGSPNUIFUSFF"T*SBONZmOHFSPWFSBCVMMFUIPMF*IBEKVTUNBEFJO
the tree’s trunk I was surprised at the effect of my quick actions. Within the pile of snow
was a man with a recently cut tiger pelt – and within myself I felt pleasure in my capture.
It had been seventeen days since I found the cabin. I was starting to doubt if it was
the right one. But I knew it was his. I knew he would have to come home eventually.
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Hannah Sparwasser-Soroka
51.6440° N, 2.6752° W

WALLACE MOVED BACK TO CHEPSTOW, WALES, at the age of eighty-four,
BGUFSCFJOHBXBZGPSPWFSZFBST)FDBNFIPNFUPEJF)JTmOHFSTXFSF
gnarled, his back stooped, and his knees ached. He often forgot what he was
saying while he was saying it and his hair (or what was left of it) was wispy and
nearly colourless. Wallace concluded that it was time for him to die. He saw
nothing particularly sad in this. So he decided, after years of roaming, to go
back to where he was raised.
Because even when he was gone, Chepstow pulled at him like a magnet,
but he had never gone back. The temptation of the world had always been too
strong. But now Wallace was old and partial to Barbour coats and suspenders
BOEHBNFLFFQFSTIBUTXJUITUVQJEFBSnBQT5IFXPSMEXBTOPUFNQUBUJPO
anymore. What Wallace longed for, more than anything, more than all the world,
was to stand in the great hall of Chepstow Castle and look up at the great
domed ceiling and feel like a little boy again. He wanted to stand in the most
ancient keep in Britain and step where his Norman ancestors had stepped, and
stand where his forefathers had stood. So he went home. He took a small room
in the inn his father had frequented even before Wallace’s birth. The very next
day, Wallace put on his jacket and his gamekeeper hat, and pulled down the
TUVQJEFBSnBQTBOEXBMLFE UISPVHIUIFNPSOJOHGPH UP$IFQTUPX$BTUMF)F
touched the cold, moist stone and felt the chips time had worn into the building.
Then he touched his face and felt the chips time had worn into him. Wallace
began to cry.
And every day after that, Wallace walked through the morning fog to touch
the Chepstow Castle wall. And every day he would wander through the parts of
the castle open to the public. And every day, he would stand in the great hall
and look up at the great domed ceiling and feel like a little boy upon his father’s
shoulders. Every day, until, at last, Wallace died.
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Adam Roulston
29*55’59.50” N; 97*18’59.04” W (Texas, USA)
IT IS THE END

I WAKE UP ON AN UNCOMFORTABLE BED. Today is the last day I will be
BMJWF*HMBODFBUNZXBUDI*XJMMMJWFGPSFYBDUMZTJYIPVSTBOEmGUZUISFFNPSF
minutes. I stand up from my bed. My orange overalls are itchy. I should not have
slept in them. I walk up to the bars, and look out. It is an empty hallway. A bulb
TPNFXIFSFEPXOUIFIBMMXBZnJDLFST UIFOSFNBJOTPO
I relieve myself. I do not like the minimal privacy here.
*TJUPONZCFE BOEnJQUPBSBOEPNQBHFJOBOPWFM*QJDLFEVQBXIJMF
ago. It is the only entertainment provided in this room. This is a very respectable
novel. If I was interested in classic literature, I would probably be captivated by it.
I can’t believe it has come to this. This has escalated so quickly over the past
few months. I was so caught in the moment that I neglected to look at the big
picture. However, I have done so much wrong in my life, I am not surprised this
decision was made.
I do not have fear now. Instead, I just have a blank, aching feeling in my
mind. A breakfast cart comes along. I don’t want to eat. I do not have an
appetite. I force myself to eat. I have concluded that the best way to deal with
death is to act as though you will live on, right up to the moment when your heart
beats for the last time. It brings the feeling in that everything will be okay. Even
though you know it won’t.
I take the tray carefully, and thank the guard, with a smile. I tried to make it
as sincere as possible. I hope it did not come across sarcastic and threatening.
I set the tray on my lap, and eat the meal. I eat it slowly. Not to savour the taste,
but because I cannot bring myself to eat it down faster. Hash-browns, an egg,
and ham. I’ve never been interested in this kind of breakfast. I prefer simple
UPBTUBOEDPGGFF UIPVHI*EPOUDPNQMBJOBCPVUUIFNFBMTIFSF*mOJTI BOETFU
UIFUSBZPOUIFnPPS
I look out the window. It is August, and August has always been unbearable
in Texas. Flat, reddish desert extends out the window. Shrubs and rocks are
spread out along the ground. Mountains in the background. It is such a beautiful
place. I long for freedom. I long to be free. I want to be out there, in the open,
natural world. I force myself to realize that I no longer have the opportunity.
I begin to think about the reasons for my coming here. I force myself to think
about something else. I almost regret my decisions. I want to regret them. I want
to feel guilt. But the sad truth is, that I do not.
"HVBSEDPNFTVQUPNZDFMM)FBTLTUPUBLFNZPSEFSGPSNZmOBMNFBM*EP
OPUXBOUBmOBMNFBM*EPOPUXBOUBOZUIJOHUPCFmOBM*XBOUUPTUPQUIJOLJOH
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about the end, and want to think about the moment. I tell him that the normal meal will be
mOF*TBZJUQPMJUFMZ PSBUMFBTU*USZUP*MPPLBUUIFHVBSE)FTFFNTDPOGVTFE*OPEBU
him, tell him I don’t want anything special. He asks if I’m sure. I nod. He leaves.
I return to my bed, and open this book again. I decide to read a fair bit of it. I start at
UIFCFHJOOJOH*DPOWJODFNZTFMG*XJMMCFBSPVOEMPOHFOPVHIUPmOJTIJU5IBUJTOPUUSVF
I begin to read. “Call me Ishmael. Some years ago--never mind how long precisely”-I turn the page. Page 371. There is a clattering of metal. I look up. There are two
HVBSET5IFZUFMMNFJUJTUJNF*XBOUUPmOJTISFBEJOH*KVTUXBOUUPLFFQSFBEJOH1MFBTF 
BUMFBTUMFUNFmOJTI+VTUMFUNFmOJTIJU1MFBTF
I don’t move. The guards begin to walk towards me, but I stand up. I have the book in
my right hand. The guard asks me to set the book down. I tell myself I will come back to
it. I tell myself I am only going to be gone for a while. It is a lie, but it allows me to build
the willpower to reverently set the book down on my bed. I offer out my hands, which the
guards handcuff. I make eye contact with one, and nod. He looks almost sad. Almost as
if he doesn’t want to be doing this.
I can sympathize with him. I know how it feels to take another life.
I walk in between the two guards, each with a hand on my shoulder. It is
uncomfortable. I look straight ahead. I don’t know this route. I don’t think any convicts
would. We all walk along it only once.
We arrive at a door. One of the guards steps forward to unlock it. He fumbles with his
keys. I stand patiently, waiting. After another minute of walking, over which I have not
shown a bit of resistance, the guards loosen their grip on my shoulder. Another door is
opened, and we pass through. I see a chair in front of me. Large, and metal. It has straps
on it.
The empty, aching feeling returns to my mind. I will be alive only a few more minutes.
I am escorted to the chair, and sit in it of my own will. Leather straps are tightened
around my wrists, ankles, and chest. The helmet-like object is lowered over my head.
I wanted to make this less unbearable by pretending I will live on. I cannot do that.
*UJTOPUXPSLJOHGPSNF*OTUFBE*MFUUIFGFFMJOHPGFNQUJOFTTnPXUISPVHINF8IZJT
my mind doing this to itself? Why is it feeling empty? As if it is preparing itself for death:
clearing everything out of it.
Knowing you are going to die is an unusual feeling. Dangerous situations, such
BTBCBUUMFmFME PSBTJOLJOHTIJQXPVMECFNPSFBMPOHUIFMJOFTPGSJTL BOEUIFSFGPSF 
adrenaline. It speeds up your thinking.
Imminent death is different. You know you are going to die, there’s no way out of it. It’s
a cross between emotionlessness and sorrow—emptiness, but of an enormous intensity.
You know that feeling when you get surprised, and your heart jumps for a brief second?
It’s like that, but continuous.
There is a small audience. Someone behind me is speaking. I do not listen to him.
The emptiness inside me is extreme. The talking stops. I observe the audience.
I notice my brother in the audience. He is a successful stock exchanger. I make eye
contact with him. He appears sad. I want to say one last thing to him. I want say goodbye
to him. I want--
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Manon Rouanet
36°25’48.89”N 25°25’19.72”E

artwork by Daria Belevtcova, grade 11
MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

I am anchored
by the slow chop of stone
and by the way
hearts hush when
BTUSFFUMJHIUnJDLFST
I bubble in foreign tongues;
words streaked with salt
or just sea
shattered, however softly
at the presence of light
I’d say now, to be kind
that we’ll be our best
on days when
the rush of water – on skin – on sky doesn’t shake me, or;
when your ears ache under pressure just enough for time to skip
slightly or stall
however abruptly.
Rest assured,
one day they’ll write memoirs about us
and of the way we’d face upward
GSPNUIFPDFBOnPPSBOECSFBUIFPVU
at the sight of sun,
not quite whole
but almost.
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Shonagh Clark
1°26’22.36”N 57°28’40.24”W
THE AMBUSH

IT WOULD TAKE AN EAR FEW ANIMALS HAD to make out the sound of the
hunter’s footsteps, even if it were dead silent. The surroundings, however,
were anything but silent. The perpetual howls of monkeys, buzzing of gnats,
and calls of birds disguised every shift the hunter made. The eternal shadows
of trees bled into the colour of the hunter’s equally dark skin. Mud squelched
up between the hunter’s toes, though he ignored it easily. This, and the smell
of rotting vegetation, years ago did deter the inexperienced hunter from this
location.
But he was older now, and he knew his spot was chosen wisely. The location
made him as close to invisible as any large hunter could be. His current prey
was a deer not three feet from his ambush site. It wasn’t the largest prey the
hunter had ever caught but, even so, he had no desire to catch the far smaller
creatures that were likewise oblivious to his presence.
The deer drank from a small puddle of water, never startling away from the
IVOUFS)FTUVEJFEFWFSZUXJUDIPGJUTnBOL FWFSZTUBNQPGJUTTNBMMIPPWFT 
FWFSZnJDLPGJUTEBJOUZUBJM XBJUJOHQBUJFOUMZGPSUIFSJHIUNPNFOU
The hunter crept closer, baring his teeth in anticipation. He drew his
weapons from their sheaths, coiling his muscles in preparation.
Then the lunge forward, as he crashed out of the thick underbrush. The deer
lifted its head just in time to receive the full force of the hunter’s most fearsome
weapon. The animal thrashed once, twice, then went still.
The triumphant hunter lifted his mighty head and roared his victory to the
branches above, stunning them into silence.
Later that day, a tour group would happen onto that precise location, by that
precise pool of bloodied water. The guide, an experienced local, would lead his
group onto another path. After all, it wouldn’t do them any good to be following
a panther, lest there be another ambush.
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Alexander Simmons
53° 6’34.23’ N, 3° 37’ 43.71” W
LLYN ALED & THE LEVELINUS STONE

THE LAST RAYS OF SUNLIGHT nJUUFEPWFSUIFNPUJPOMFTTXBUFSBTUIFTVOTBOL
below the stark moors of Denbigh. I was startled at realizing how late it was
and hurried to disassemble my rod and pack up the bait. I had not been very
successful, only catching one pike of acceptable size. Llyn Aled, the lake I had
mTIFETJODF*XBTBDIJME IBEZFUBHBJOGBJMFEUPCFBSIFSGSVJUT
Darkness was consuming the bleak landscape and I still had a long way
home so I took off with a brisk jog. A sharp wind began to nip at my cheeks and
ears as I reached the road that led to Pentrefoelas. The overwhelming sense
of awe that I had once felt at being surrounded by this open landscape no
longer existed. The feeling of love and warmth I had once had for my home in
Pentrefoelas had been replaced with cold disinterest. Like a closest friend being
reduced to a host. The wind picked up and my face began to ache with cold. I
ran faster, accepting it with bitter hatred.
Ahead of me I could see the low green hilltop where my father had once
taken me. The hilltop where the Levelinus Stone once stood, an eight-foot
gravestone for some long-forgotten prince. I looked away. I resented the hill for
OPUTIFMUFSJOHNFGSPNUIFmFSDFXJOEBOEUIFUIPVHIUPGNZGBUIFSNBEFNZ
face ache more.
…
I was at the village church when it happened. My mother had forced to me
to join the boys’ choir and we were rehearsing some song for eisteddfod. In the
middle of a run-through our choirmaster was called out. He returned and called
to me, “Your mother is waiting for you outside!” I nodded and began to walk
hurriedly towards the door. I could hear snickering behind me and was prepared
to be angry with my mother for embarrassing me in the middle of a rehearsal.
My anger dissipated and was replaced with fear when I saw the look on
her face. She was pale and I could tell she had been crying. “What’s wrong?” I
asked, searching her face for an answer.
She pulled me into a tight embrace and began to weep. “There’s been an
accident,” she said, failing to keep her voice strong. That was all she had to say.
“What? How bad was it? Have they gotten Dad out?” I asked in a panicked
voice.
She looked up. “I don’t know. They just told me that a section of the mine has
collapsed. They’re evacuating them now,” she said, clearly trying to compose
herself.
I stood shocked for a moment. “How long will it take us to get there?” I asked.
“It’s an hour drive if we leave now,” she replied. We ran to the car and drove
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to the coal mine. It was a long hour.
…
I ran quickly along the winding road with my backpack bouncing against my
shoulders. The sun had long since parted and the darkness was stalking me slyly
over the low hills. As I ran, I noticed that the wind had ceased. There was something
unnatural in the way that the air hung over the rolling hills. I took a deep breath and felt
VOTBUJTmFE*UXBTOUMJLFUIFNPJTU XBSNBJSPGTQSJOHPSUIFDPPM ESZBJSPGXJOUFS5IFSF
was something oppressive in the way that it surrounded me, like an incalculable mass
hovering just above.
…
I can’t recall how many hours my mother and I waited outside that coalmine. Hundreds
of family members crowded around as one-by-one the elevator went down and came
back up, bringing sons, fathers and husbands with it. I remember my annoyance at the
comments my mother made every time more miners were rescued. “Oh look, it looks like
none of them were hurt after all!” and “Your father’s smart, I’m sure he’s alright,” she said
repeatedly, looking encouragingly at me.
I ignored these comments and continued to stare directly at the elevator, immediately
searching for my father’s face each time it came into view. Each time my disappointment
was met with shouts of joy from somewhere else in the crowd as families were reunited.
After a while my mother’s comments stopped and she too stared at the elevator.
By nightfall the crowd had become much smaller with medical crews still waiting
nearby. Everyone waited in silence pretending not to notice the smaller number of miners
being brought up each time.
Then it happened. The elevator came back empty. Everyone around me began to cry out.
We waited some hours more, but my father never came.
…
I was panicked now. I had been engulfed by darkness. I threw down my backpack
and started to run, long weeds clinging at my legs. I had left the road long ago in hopes
of taking a short cut, but could still see no sign of Pentrefoelas. Even the moon had
abandoned me, leaving me in utter darkness.
I felt naked on the open plane. I could feel the vastness of the space surrounding me.
I could feel the unknown carefully watching me. The silence rang in my ears. I tripped
PWFSBSPPUBOEGFMM QBOUJOH UFSSJmFE5IFTJMFODFXBTOPXEFBGFOJOH*DPVMEGFFMUIF
piercing darkness collapsing in on me. I closed my eyes and let it take me.
...
Thirteen Miners Killed in Denbigh Coalmine Tragedy. Thirteen. That was The Daily
Post’s memorial to my father. That was how he would be remembered, a miner in the
Denbigh Coalmine Tragedy of 1960.
My mother was never the same after that day, but she still walked the Earth, a mere
semblance of the person she used to be. Two months after my father’s death she came to
me in my bedroom, “I found a job in Liverpool,” she said.
“Are you going to take it?” I asked blandly.
“Well I guess so. I’m going to need a better paying job soon. I wanted to see what you
thought,” she replied. Clearly searching for my approval.
“It’s not up to me,” I replied, wanting her to leave.
“Well I want to know what you think.”
“I don’t really care,” I said shortly. She sighed and left the room. Nine months later our
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stuff was packed. On the evening before our departure I packed up my rod and walked
down to Llyn Aled for one last time.
…
I awoke. The grass blew in a gentle breeze and playfully licked my arms and legs.
I was on the mound where the Levelinus Stone once stood, the grave of Llewelyn ap
Seisyll, a great Welsh Prince whom my father had said was killed in battle in 1023. Sweet
BJSmMMFENZMVOHTBOERVFODIFENZMBOHVPS
I walked to Llyn Aled and dove in, walking past the “no swimming” signs. She
caressed me gently, though coldly, and let me relish in the bliss of her watery silence. I
mTIFEVOUJMOPPOBOEmMMFEBCVDLFUXJUIIFSHFOFSPVTCPVOUZ
I leaned back and let the sun dance over my face. A smile overcame me. I was home.

Father and Son by Reid Plaxton, grade 12
52<$/67*(25*(·6&2//(*(
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Madelyn Whittaker
3.1600° S, 60.0300° W [The Amazon Rainforest]
THE SPACE JUMP TO BROCCOLI LAND

The intended audience is an elementary school class. This story is meant to
help them learn about the Amazon Rainforest.

I STAND ABOVE THE WORLD. Millions of eyes are watching my jump, waiting
GPSNFUPNBLFIJTUPSZ5IFZDSPTTUIFJSmOHFST IPMEUIFJSCSFBUIBOEXBUDIBT
*QMVNNFUUPXBSETFBSUI*DSVODIEPXOUPUBLFBmOBMCPX BOEKVNQPGGUIF
capsule.
I am falling, spinning in circles, and possibly reaching my death. The yelling in
my ear increases. “Hold on. Control your spinning,” it says.
I can only see colours. Blue, pink, red, yellow. Their intensity increases. My
retinas feel as if they are burning. I shut my eyes.
The yelling in my ear fades. Suddenly, the voices stop. I am alone, free falling into
the unknown.
I feel as if I will go unconscious, but I hold on. If I die it won’t be for nothing. I
crunch my core. My spinning body starts to slow down.
My heart feels as if it is in my head. “Buboom, buboom.” My ears start ringing.
All I can hear is the booming of my heart, the ringing in my ears, and the wind
circling me as I fall thousands of miles towards the earth.
*TUIJTXIBUIBQQFOTCFGPSFZPVEJF *G*EJF IPXXJMMUIFZmOENF *NHPJOHUP
die alone.
My world goes black. When I open my eyes, I can only see white. I black out again.
I’ve lost all hope, when suddenly, my vision starts to clear. I can see something
below me. I pull my parachute, and pray I will land alive.
As my body stops spinning I see broccoli below me. Miles and miles of broccoli
mounds. Each mound has a different shape; its green buds have yellow spurts,
shinning in the light.
A strip of turquoise runs through the broccoli, going for miles and miles with
no apparent end. It zigs and zags through the mounds of broccoli. It is like a blue
snake, coiling its way through the patches of grass.
Wait. Broccoli? Have I gone nuts? I must be hallucinating or is this what
heaven looks like, because this certainly is not New Mexico. My team told me
that I would land on the worn browned grass of New Mexico.
I push those thoughts out of my head. Instead, I take a deep breath, and
remark on the beauty of the world below. I am a giant peering in on a doll-house
world. I glide closer, and closer. The world becomes clearer.
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Suddenly those broccoli mounds begin to look like trees. Oh gosh! Not trees and that
turquoise snake is actually water! Oh boy.
“QUACK! QUACK! QUACK!”
My eyes burst open, and I pant for air. It was a dream. Sweat runs down my back. A
broccoli world! Ha, I was just having a nightmare; I bet I haven’t even jumped yet!
Suddenly blood trickles down my nose. Wait, why am I bleeding? I look up. My parachute
is wrapped around the top of a tree, a broccoli tree. Darn, I look down and shiver, I’m at
least ten feet from the ground. Yes, I just jumped from space, but I am afraid of a ten-foot
jump.
I turn my head to the left, and… “QUACK!”
“AH!” I yell.
An animal with a nose the size of a ginormous crab claw is an inch away from my
nose, looking directly into my eyes. I hold my breath. One small movement and this
animal might poke my eyes out. It must be a bird, but birds are supposed to be small
and cute. This one is every colour of the rainbow. The tip of its beak is a deep red colour.
It looks almost as if it is wearing lipstick. The rest of its body is bright lime green with a
patch of sherbet orange, and sky blue on the side. Lines run vertically along the beak,
almost as if it had been scratched by claws. The head has a beady black eye, protruding
out of a lime green circle. The body makes it appear to be a penguin, with a yellowed
front, and a black back.
i26"$, wUIFCJSETRVBXLTBOEnJFTBXBZ
1IFXþ*mOEUIFCVUUPOUPSFMFBTFNZTFMG IPMEPOUPUIFMPOH TUBSLXIJUFUSFFUSVOL 
and carefully I start to slide down. The tree trunk is small; I step cautiously, afraid the
branches may snap. I am looking down when I feel a prickle on my hand. I look up
BOEJUJTBCVUUFSnZ*IPMETUJMM GFBSJOHJUJTQPJTPOPVT*UTXJOHTBSFPVUMJOFEJOCMBDL 
translucent in the middle, with thin lines separating its wings into small parts. I can see
the colour of my hand through the middle of the wings. This must be how it protects itself
from predators. Suddenly I feel exposed, completely defenseless in this unknown space.
*IFBSUIFCFBUJOHPGUJOZXJOHTPWFSIFBE*MPPLVQ BOEUIPVTBOETPGCVUUFSnJFTBSF
circling me. They swoop, they land on my shoulder and I stare in awe as I am surrounded
CZUIJTLBMFJEPTDPQFPGDPMPVS&BDICVUUFSnZJTEJGGFSFOU TPNFXJUITIJNNFSJOHTDBMFT
of light blue, some who blend into the light green leaves and some who stand out with
UIFJSTUSJQFTPGmSFFOHJOFSFE8JUIBTXJGUNPUJPOUIFZTZODISPOJ[FBOEnZPGGJOUPUIF
distance, like a rainbow, fading away.
On the ground I carefully step, trying not to wake other animals with my giant space
boots. I walk through a small clearing in the trees. Lumps of mud stick to my boots, like
sticky gum, but I trek on through the clearing. There are big ponds with small trickles of
water streaming out. The trickling water makes its way under the thick tree roots, and
through the crevasses of dirt. The rocks are covered in rich green moss, and I must jump
over them to continue through the clearing. I feel as if I am an astronaut on the moon,
hopping over space dunes.
Just as I am about to hop onto a rock, a frog jumps out of the mud. I jump backwards,
scared by this little creature. Its body is solid gold, with speckles of rusty orange
DPOUSBTUJOHBOEQPQQJOHPGGJUTTIJNNFSJOHTLJO*UIBTMPOHBOEQPJOUZmOHFST XJUITNBMM
CMBDLmOHFSUJQT*UTFZFTBSFXIBUJOUSJHVFNF5IFZBSFBTIJNNFSJOHNJOUHSFFOBOE
bulge out of its large head. They are outlined by a ring of black and in the middle there is
a small slit where dark, opaque eyes peek through. His stance and eyes suggest he has
much wisdom. Another frog jumps upon this rock. He looks as if he got stuck in a paint
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can - half his body is bright blue and his head is shiny red. They both stare at me and
then hop to the next mossy rock.
I hear the sound of running water. I push through the leaves, and the sound increases.
Suddenly, I am standing at the base of a waterfall. The water pours over the mossy
rocks. The light shines on the water, and it looks like white milk is pouring into the muddy
water basin. I go forward to get a closer look, when I see two hairy creatures peering
out to watch the waterfall from a cluster of rocks. What are these hairy creatures? They
are covered head to toe in bright orange hair. Their hair sticks out in random directions,
especially atop their heads. They have small human-like faces, and walk on all fours.
Suddenly, I am no longer interested in the waterfall; I am more focused on getting away
from the creatures.
As I walk along a new path the area seems to get brighter, and the trees become
TQBSTFS*TVEEFOMZTUPQJONZUSBDLT*TFFUIFDMFBSCMVFTLZXJUIXJTQTPGXIJUFnVGGZ
DMPVETCSFBLJOHUISPVHI*TFFBTNBMMJTMBOEBDSPTTUIFXBUFS*UJTmMMFEXJUIEFOTF
USFFT CSJHIUXJUIDPMPVSGVMCJSETBOECVUUFSnJFT5IFUSFFTSFnFDUJPOTIJOFTPOUPUIFDMFBS 
glass like water. The world is peaceful, and serene. I have become too engulfed in this
wonderful place to acknowledge that I am lost.
I hear footsteps behind me. I gulp, and slowly turn around. Peeking out between the
MFBWFTJTBOPSBOHFBOECMBDLTQPUUFEBOJNBMnBTIJOHTIBSQUFFUI BMFSUZFMMPXFZFT
and sharp claws. If I stay completely still, it might not rip me to pieces.
“Beep, Beep.”
“Felix, Felix, can you hear us? You went off course but we are tracking you. Stay alive
Felix, we’re coming!”
I slowly pick up the radio and whisper, “Hurry.”
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Kristen Munro
67°51’00”N and 20°13’00”E
MONSTERS OF MEN

IN ORDER FOR YOU TO UNDERSTAND THE CIRCUMSTANCES that have
MFENFUPUIJTEFFQ EBSLDBWFIVEEMFEBSPVOEUIFmSF *NVTUTUBSUGSPNUIF
beginning. There used to be four of us in the shelter of the cave… Jeannie,
Grant, Veronica, and myself; yet, I watched one by one as they abandoned our
safe haven and stepped into the chaos. For that is what our world had become
- complete and utter chaos. I cannot pinpoint the exact moment when our world
collapsed into anarchy. It could have been when they began the experiments,
the mixing of DNA designed to create human hybrids. These creatures - these
monsters of men - were given the strength of a tiger, the binocular sight of an
eagle, and the speed of a cheetah. Or maybe the destruction started the night
of the dark howling. Kiruna was plunged into such absolute darkness. I could
barely see the cracked pavement beneath my feet as I raced from the city. That
very same blackout caused security to fail everywhere. It led to the escape of
UIPVTBOETPGFYQFSJNFOUTBOETPPOUIFOJHIUXJOEXBTQFSTPOJmFEXJUIUIF
dark howling.
I remember that cold dark night all too well. I was seated on the Number 52
bus heading home after the late-night shift at ICA, the low-budget grocery that
was my last peak at normalcy. An hour before my shift was supposed to end, a
power outage plunged the store into darkness. I decided to leave. There was
no reason to stay. Thinking back, I wonder what would have happened if I had
stayed in the store until closing… a lone human in the middle of a canned hunt.
But that is beside the point. My head was resting on the cold windowpane
and my eyes were threatening to close as I watched a hazy blur of cars and
buildings pass by; but in that very next moment, I was suddenly jolted awake
by a spray of thick red blood that splattered onto the windowpane. The bus
screeched to a halt and my body was thrown out of my seat. I raced out of
the bus and the others followed. I watched in horror as the blood oozed down
the glass and plopped into clumps onto the cold pavement. That was when
I noticed it - the echoes of screams piercing the night, the dark howling that
was both human and hybrid. I listened to the cries of the dying pleading for
IFMQ KVTUTFDPOETCFGPSFUIFTPVOETPGDSVODIJOHCPOFTmMMFENZFBST*
could see the vibrant glow from the burning buildings - just a halo of red light
that enveloped the city in a haze of suffocating smoke. The smell, oh how
OBVTFBUJOHUIBUTNFMMXBT BSFUDIFENJYPGCVSOJOHnFTIBOENFUBMJDCMPPE*
shiver at the thought of it. We all knew that there was no hope for survival if we
stayed in the city; but the bus driver had other ideas. He bolted for hearth and
family. Good luck, hero.
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4P UIFGPVSPGVTSBO8FnFEGSPNUIFQMBDFUIBUXFIBEPODFDBMMFEIPNF'JSTU XF
sprinted across the stone streets of the ruined city. I was the leader, guiding the four of
us away from the destruction. Soon, we were running up hills skirting cairns and pygmy
boreal. I cannot be sure what time it was exactly when we found the cave; yet, I know
that the sun had risen, fallen, and risen once again. The cave was embedded in the side
of a mountain and - although I am not quite sure - I am fairly certain that it was Mount
Kebnekaise.
'PSmWFEBZT XFUPPLSFGVHFJOUIFDBWF*OUIFEBZUJNF XFIVOUFEDBUDIJOHTISFXT
and voles – and collected water from the stream close by. At night, we huddled by the
mSF FUDIJOHBOPUIFSTDSBUDIJOUIFXBMMPGUIFDBWFUPTIPXUIBUBOPUIFSEBZIBEQBTTFE
:FU POUIFmGUIOJHIU FWFSZUIJOHDIBOHFE5IFFYQFSJNFOUTIBEDPNF5IFDSFBUVSFT
had found us. We could hear them moving outside the cave. They communicated in
low guttural sounds – consonants with few or any vowels. With the creatures outside, we
were left with few options; so, for three days, we survived off rabbit carrion and rainwater
that was soupy with algae. We were hungry. It felt as if my stomach was eating the rest of
my body from the inside out. On top of the stabbing pains from the hunger, the thirst was
unbearable. Each breath felt as if pieces of shale were scraping their way down my throat.
4PPO +FBOOJFDPVMEOPUUBLFJUBOZNPSF4IFXBTUIFmSTUUPDSFFQPVUPGUIFDBWF
and to be overtaken by the creatures of the darkness. I remember it clearly. She was
walking on tip-toes, like some kind of cartoon animation (as if nothing would be real if
she were not) and her long, blond ponytail bobbed with each tiny step. She was clearly
scared of what was out there and, yet, she believed that if she pleaded with them begged their humanity - that they would not hurt her. You see, Jeannie was the type of girl
with a strong belief in the goodness of all creatures. She did not last ten seconds before
the blood curdling screams began. The next day was when Grant and Veronica, the starDSPTTFEMPWFST FOEFEUIFJSMJWFTJOBCMPPEZmOBMF(SBOUDIBSHFEPVUPGUIFDBWFJOUISFF
bold strides with his arms pumping. Veronica had begged him not to, but he didn’t listen.
I watched as Veronica timidly crept from the cave with a look of indecision presaging
both her resolve and the likely outcome. I did not hear their cries or the crunching of their
bones. They were out of earshot. I was blessed.
Then, for days, it was only me. I was lonely and scared – on the precipice of famine
BOEIBMMVDJOBUJPOVOUJM*GPVOEZPV*GPVOEZPVDSPVDIJOHJOUIFUISPXPGUIFmSFMJHIU
You were simply a shadow, but you, like me, were fearful and evasive. So, I am begging
you, come out. I have told you my story. I do not have much time left, with no food and no
XBUFS*GFFMBTJGOPXJTUIFUJNFUPFTDBQFBOEUPmOEPUIFST MJLFVT*IBWFOPPQUJPOT
left. I can see your shadow, as elusive as my own, mimicking my small advancements,
mocking my small retreats. I am begging you to come out of the darkness. I am standing
in the mouth of the cave. Don’t make me do this alone. Come with me, please. Please.
Come with me and step out into the night. You know I don’t want to do this alone.
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Taylor Carnegie
7°44’53.18” N 7°44’29.24” E
THE TINTA CAFÉ

THE CAFÉ WAS A SMALL NARROW STONE BUILDING at the bottom of an
older cobblestone lane in the heart of Strasbourg. The exterior of the building
was worn, the stones weathered and grey, as vines had begun to envelope the
side of the building. A warm summer breeze poured in through the large bay
windows as the wooden “Tinta Café” sign swayed back outside.
I wiped the bar rag across the worn, mahogany bar top, lazily pushing the
soapy water back and forth across the surface. I watched through the window as
crowds of tourists poured through the narrow city streets. The inside of the café
was bland and colourless. A dull, yellow, light shone down from the outdated
CSBTTmYUVSFT JMMVNJOBUJOHUIFBTTPSUNFOUPGNJTNBUDIFEUBCMFTBOEDIBJST
As I wrung out the old rag to dry in the kitchen sink, I heard the ring of the
small silver service bell at the bar. I rushed through a beaded curtain and was
greeted by a small elderly woman of about seventy years old. The petite woman
looked extravagantly dressed in a blue velvet dress, cream-colored gloves, and
midnight-blue heels. A strand of pearls hung loosely around her neck.
Behind her, she dragged a tattered brown leather suitcase which looked as
JGJUXFJHIFEmGUFFOQPVOETPSMFTT4IFXBMLFEVQUPUIFCBSJOTJMFODFUBLJOHB
seat next to the old manual cash register. As I turned to face her I was greeted
by her kind, radiant smile, and her eyes shone with a still youthful sparkle.
She seemed distant as eyes wandered around the café, as if searching for
something she had once lost.
“Bonjour Madame, how may I help you?” I asked.
“Deux café au lait, s’il vous plait,” she said with her thick American accent.
“Oui,” I answered.
The aroma of freshly roasted coffee beans wafted in the warm summer air
BTUIFFTQSFTTPNBDIJOFXIJTUMFEBOEDMPVETPGTUFBNmMMFEUIFBJS4IFHPU
up from her seat to look at an old tattered photo in a cheap wooden frame.
The picture was grainy and yellowed from age and a thick layer of dust had
gathered on the glass from years of neglect. She ran a napkin carefully across
the surface, as she sat there for minutes intently studying the picture. She
examined each and every detail in the photo.
Her hand rested on a younger couple in the bottom left of the corner. A
younger gentleman sporting a cigar in one hand with the other arm wrapped
around a lovely young girl in a summer dress and pearls. I poured the last of
the two coffees leaving them on the bar counter.
With her two coffees in hand she quietly took a spot at a small wooden table
with two brass chairs in the back of the café. I watched intently as the woman
quietly sipped at her coffee. Her eyes remained focused on the empty chair
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and coffee across from her. Her smile faded as she watched the last of the steam
dissipate from the coffee. Placing her empty cup back on the saucer, she placed a small
pile of francs on the table, quietly got up and left in silence.
I collected the francs off the table and began to wash the last dishes, placing them on
the dish rack beside the sink. The door opened as an older gentleman walked through
the door. His eyes roamed the empty café. The gentleman paused for a moment, looked
CSJFnZBUBOFNQUZXPPEFOUBCMF BOERVJFUMZMFGU

photography by Quinn Brown, grade 12
67&/(0(17·66&+22/
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Sarah G. Steele
59o56’26.96’’N 30o18’27.73’’E elev 15ft
THE PUPPET MASTER WITH GOOD INTENTIONS

I WAS A FOREIGNER IN A PLACE that had become foreign to its habitants.
I watched from afar as people shimmied between each other, moving along
to quotidian destinations. The streets of St. Petersburg were crawling with
drunkards, vagabonds, and molesters. Poverty was the cause of much turmoil
and chaos. The pupil in one man’s eye was the moon. He leaned restlessly
over the guardrail of the bridge that towered over the Neva River and gazed
intently at the panorama before him. There was a kopeck in a crevice of the
uneven road and when cars passed by it jiggled and rolled down the drain.
It fell into the water below, its luck and good fortune along with it. The water
bubbled for a moment and then the kopeck disappeared forever. The man
sighed and moved on, his drooping pants swaying side to side as he danced
with the crowd. He brushed past an adolescent of either gender. It was hard to
UFMMUIFmMUIPGUIFDJUZIBENBTLFEIFSXFMM5IFHJSMXBTOUMJLFNPTUUIPVHIJO
their meek manner. She cocked her head and let the lice jump. She had no fear
in the outcome of her state and was content to bask in simple perks. She had
MFUHPBOEBMMPXFEIFSBSSPHBODFUPEFmOFIFS*UTFFNFETIFXBTDPOEFNOFE
to the manner of beggary.
Just as the man with the moon in his eye had passed, the girl slipped her
hand in and out of his pocket, stripping him of his worth. I followed the girl
into a basement bar. I sat in the corner, on a chair bought from a pawn shop
and rested my hands on the stained table. I glanced occasionally at the girl,
who’d bought a beer for her sorrows. I concluded that her many hardships
had made her indifferent to her surroundings. I almost found the courage to
stir up a conversation when a hairy man trampled over to her. The girl was a
mOFTQFDJNFOCFOFBUIUIFEVTUBOEUIFDPMMBSFEQBJOUFSTTIJSUTIFXPSF)FS
QVSTVFSCFHBONBLJOHRVJUFBTDFOFBOEXIFOIFQPVOEFEIJTmTUPOUIF
table, she skittered past him.
On account to the reforms made by Tsar Alexander II, some twenty-three
million serfs had been emancipated. While this was, in theory, a wonderful
release, it caused problems for many civilians. We were on the cobbled
street again and the lampposts provided meager light. There was a faint glow
about her as well. As we walked through the city the girl went along snapping
newborn buds off tree branches. She sat on the curb of a sidewalk, where
on one side weeds overtook an overgrown hedge and withered between the
cracks of a fence while fumes mixed with fog and everything seemed blurred.
The fence was painted white at one time, but now had chipped and rotted. The
HJSMSPTF4IFSBOIFSmOHFSTPWFSUIFHSPPWFTPGUIFGFODFBOEMFUUIFXPPE
TQMJOUFSIFSmOHFSTBTTIFDPOUJOVFE4IFLJDLFEBNPVOEPGEFCSJTBOEXIFO
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the dust cleared she saw something peculiar. The wing of a decaying lark lay distorted,
half attached to its body. The girl knelt down and took a crouching position for a moment.
She was in some sort of delirium when she plucked a single feather from its bosom and
placed it behind her ear. She kicked up her feet and began to gallop. Her mane sat
on the summer’s breeze and the moon held steady above the bridge. I followed her to
Varshavsky station.
***
The locomotive will have passed by at 4:27am and seconds before this happens I will
have slipped into the darkness, crossing through its determined path, to the other side of
the tracks. I had incurred an intrigued follower. I have decided, after much consideration,
to provide them with an opportunity merely because they stumbled into something
unknown. I had intrigued this stranger intentionally and made them a victim of my cryptic
nature. I will have slipped slyly by the beaming headlights, still dark enough that they will
assume that I have fallen and they will wait a few more seconds. They will have noticed
UIFUJDLFUnVUUFSJOHBCPVUUIFQMBUGPSNUIJTXIPMFXIJMF5IFZXJMMCPBSE5IFZXJMMTJUBOE
watch out the window as static objects move and they will be deceived, but not for the
mSTUUJNF5IFZXJMMQPOEFSBOEXPSSZBOEmOBMMZGBMMUPTMVNCFSXJUIBIFBWZDPOTDJFODF
5IFJSOFJHICPVSXJMMDBTUBXBSNCMBOLFUBDSPTTUIFJSTIPVMEFSBOEmOBMMZUIFZXJMMCF
carried off to an alien place. As the journey becomes steadfast the kicked over debris will
have become forgotten dust behind the continuous motion of the locomotive’s wheels.
***
You see, I had left a trail behind; a trail of hints and puzzling predicaments. As I
passed the man with the moon in his eye I had placed a packet of vegetable seeds in
his pocket. When the plumpish drunk approached me I had left him a photograph of
IJTEFBSMZCFMPWFEPOUIFUBCMF"OEBTZPVGPMMPXFE*IBEESBXOCMPPEGSPNNZmOHFST
and left it on the white fence. I had disturbed the deceased, but had carried with me a
souvenir of its existence and everything it stood for. I paid for your ticket with the kopeck
I stole. All the good in this place has come from bad things, too. Just as my actions
contradict the morals I stand for, I’ll remain in this paralysis of poverty yet be a benefactor
UPTPDJFUZ*UJTXJUIJOUIBUMPOFMZNBOUPmOEUIFKPZJODSFBUJOHMJGFBOECFDPNF
responsible for keeping it rounded. It is within that misguided drunk to break old habits
and suffer through the stages of addiction. Sometimes all people need is the tiniest spark
to ignite that meager glow about them.
As you wake, you’ll be endued with pleasantry from dreams, still dazed from extended
SFTU5IFTNFMMPGCJUUFSDPGGFFCFBOTBOEnBLZQBTUSJFTXJMMSFBDIZPV5IFOZPVMMQVUB
hand in your pocket with anticipated cravings. You’ll stir the contents among your palm
and see a ticket to a blank destination. You’ll begin to examine the ticket and when you
look at the backside you’ll see my scribbled words:
Dearest stranger,
<RXIROORZHGPHVR,·OOWDNH\RXVRPHZKHUH+HUH·VDWLFNHWWRDQ\ZKHUH:KHUH\RX
decide to go is in your hands.
Sincerely yours.
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artwork by Jessica Wardle, grade 11
MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

~96~

~97~

2013 INCITE WINNERS
Congratulations to all participants.

GRADE 7 & 8
First
Second
Third

SAM HOLZBERG, Royal St. George’s College,
NATALIE PALLANDI, The Bishop Strachan School
MIKAIL MALIK, Appleby College

GRADE 9 & 10
First
Second
Third

EMMA MCINERNEY, The Bishop Strachan School
JOCELYN LEE, Ridley College
SOPHIE FRASER, The York School

GRADE 11 & 12
First
Second
Third

MANON ROUANET, The Bishop Strachan School
DANIEL SUGAR, Crestwood School
SARAH STEELE, Appleby College

~98~

