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Message from 
The Bishop Strachan School

THANK YOU, ENGLISH TEACHERS at our member schools, 
for inspiring your students through the exhortation, “Make 
it new!” and for guiding them as they completed their 
submissions for this year’s InCITE writing competition. Thanks 
especially to Claire Pacaud for her dedication to the task of 
soliciting, gathering, and formatting our students’ writing. 

We are indebted to Betsy Warland who reframed Ezra 
Pound’s slogan for this generation of digital natives and to 
Richard Scrimger for his patient and thoughtful adjudication 
of the entries selected by each school for publication in the 
anthology.

And finally, to Friesens, which generously supports our writing 
collective, we thank you for printing the InCITE publication and 
for providing free copies to our writers.

Chris Atkinson     Andrea Mozarowski
2012 CITE Conference Planners

“NARRATIVE IN THE 21ST CENTURY”
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The Writing Prompt

WE ASKED RESPECTED AUTHOR BETSY WARLAND to 

provide a theme and writing catalyst for our student writers. She

graciously provided the following thoughtful challenge:

 Choose a story or essay from another century. “Make It New” (Ezra 

Pound) by using a contempoarary setting. It can be a poem, novel, 

play, or essay. Re-imagine it. Recreate it (make it yours). 

Imagine Jem, Boo and Scout; or Julia and Winston; or Katherine 

and Petruchio; or Swift’s Modest Proposal; or Frankenstein; or 

Telemachus and Odysseus/Ulysses in our day and age.

PLEASE NOTE THAT THE BOLDED TEXT IN THE ENTRIES INDICATES TEXT 
TAKEN FROM ITS ORIGINAL SOURCE.

InCITE [2012]
 

CITE Executive
 
Chair: Ellen Palmer, Appleby College
Administrator: Gregory Dominato, MacLachlan College
Treasurer: Carlos Heleno, Appleby College
Communications: Claire Pacaud, St. Clement’s School
Professional Development: Chris Atkinson, The Bishop Strachan School
 

Thank you to Friesens for printing this InCITE publication and for 
providing free copies to our writers. Friesens is a proud supporter of  
Canadian education and literacy throughout Canada. 

Thank you also to Jan Campbell, Executive Director of CIS and the CIS (Ontario) for 
supporting CITE Executive projects.

CONFERENCE OF INDEPENDENT SCHOOLS OF ONTARIO

Congratulations to Tiffany 
Wong, Grade 12 of The Bishop 
Strachan School, designer of 
“Ingredients of Memories”, our 
2012 InCITE cover.  

Narrative in the 21st Century 
Poster - photography by Alex 
Guizzetti, grade 12 of 
The Bishop Strachan School
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WRITING IS ...  

Writing is caring.  It is private and personal and utterly true.  It is a 
path to your heart and from your heart to the world.  It is a sacrament 
and a privilege and a pain in the ass.  It cleanses and heals.  It provokes 
and frustrates.  It makes you gasp when you get it just right.  It is blind 
juggling with knives.  It is a walk through your own front door.  Writing 
is listening in the quiet.  Do it.  Listen hard.  Writing is talking to god.  It is 
playing god.  It is being god.  It is shovelling the sidewalk one square at a 
time.  It makes you sigh when you get it wrong which you usually do.  It 
is your mom and your dad and all the dogs you ever knew running up to 
greet you. It is losing track of time.  It is failure.  It is failure.  It is failure. 
It is riding a skeleton down a vertical slope with no brakes.  It is day 
after day after day after day after day.  Did I mention that it is listening?  
Writing is fun.  It is not fun.  It is fun again. 

Is writing a choice?  I don’t know.  Laughing with a friend or eating 
peanuts or playing Crazy Eights or kissing someone – these are all easier 
than writing, maybe better than writing.  But there is something about 
the act of stringing words together to make a story that I find totally 
compelling, even though it is also scary and boring and all the other 
things.  I’m lucky enough to get paid to write, but I’d do it for free.  

I can understand if you don’t all feel this way.  But I hope some of you do.  

Preface
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 — Richard Scrimger 2012 InCITE Judge

http://www.scrimger.ca/

Esteemed

RICHARD SCRIMGER: 
Canadian writer who has 
published fourteen books 
since 1996. He is best 
known for his children’s 
literature, but has also 
written three books for 
adults: Crosstown, Still Life 
With Children and Mystical 
Rose. A winner of the Mr. 
Christie Award (for The Nose 
From Jupiter) and recipient of 
dozens of award nominations, 
Scrimger is a favourite with many 
children and adults. All of his 
novels except The Boy From Earth 
and Still Life With Children have 
been short-listed for readers’ 
choice awards. Several of his 
books have been named to Best-
of, or Top-ten, or Notable lists by 
various libraries and publications, 
including Young Adult Library 
Services Association, Chicago 
Public Library, American Library 
Association, Time Out New York 
Kids, The Globe and Mail and Quill 
& Quire. His books have been 
translated into Dutch, French, 
German, Thai, Korean, Portuguese, 
Slovenian, Italian, and Polish.

Our
Judge
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GRADE 7 • APPLEBY COLLEGE

HOW LONG? 
BASED ON SCHOLASTIC SCOPE’S 1995 HOMER’S ODYSSEY

Lauren Kirigin

If your father was missing 
In another time,
How long 
Would you wait?
How long would you wait 
Until…
You finally gave up on him?
If he had travelled 
To a faraway land
Where everything shines,
In the dark night,
How long 
Would you wait?
How long would you wait
Until…
You finally gave up on him?
If he had been sent 
To a different time,
The future to be precise,

How long 
Would you wait?
How long would you wait
Until…
You finally gave up on him?
Five years?
Ten?
Would you wait for him
Until he came back?
Even if he did,
Would you recognize him?

GRADE 8• ST.  CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

TWO TRAINS
BASED ON “THE ROAD NOT TAKEN” BY ROBERT FROST

Genevieve Lamb

Two trains diverged, in a station wide
Now is when I must decide
My bags on my back, my ticket in hand
Between north and south bound, is where I stand
Just out of college, ready to start
For a new life, I must depart

But which to chose? The common one? 
Where jobs and money have been good for some?
After all, that is what I’ve been working for,
But haven’t I always longed to explore?
Seeing the world, before going through life?
Or would that train cause too much strife?
Especially since I can barely afford
The clothes on my back, never mind room and board.

And I thought long and hard, thinking like this
Knowing while taking one, the other I’d miss
But I may regret the less traveled one
And with that last thought, my decision was done
I took the train, with more people, away
And left the other for another day

Yet knowing as how one train leads to another,
I doubted if I should ever discover,
Where exactly the train with fewer passengers led?
And to this day, that answer’s left unsaid,
From when I took the one more traveled by,
For that has made all the difference.
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GRADE 8• THE BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL

THE STUDENT AND HER MOTHER
BASED ON THE BROTHERS GRIMM’S 
THE FISHERMAN AND HIS WIFE

Anne McGrath

AFTER ALMOST FAILING A MATH TEST, a student went to her 
teacher for some extra help. She sat down with a new teacher, Ms. 
Codd, and tried to understand ‘Linear Relations’.
     Having little experience, Ms. Codd swore at the student when she 
had to explain for the third time what negative recipricols were. She 
quickly apologized many times because she knew that the student’s 
mother was on the school board and had a lot of authority over the 
school. 
     The student told her teacher it was fine and decided not to say any-
thing to her mother because Ms. Codd was finally getting her to under-
stand math.
     The next day Ms. Codd was surprised to be asked by the student to 
see her again after school. The student was waiting when Ms. Codd 
arrived.
     “Ms. Codd,” the student said looking embarrassed, “a friend of 
mine overheard what you said to me and told her mother. She called 
my mom and she confronted me about it. I couldn’t lie to her and 
told her that it was true. She told me to give you this.” The student 
handed a small slip of paper to her.
     Ms. Codd read what was on it out loud. “Ms. Codd, I was surprised 
to find that you would say something like this to my daughter seeing 
as I supported you in coming into our school. As you know, I’m on the 
school board and they will be notified of what you’ve said unless you 
add an extra 10% on every test, paper and the overall grade in Math.” 
The mother had signed her name at the bottom of the paper.
     Ms. Codd’s mouth was wide open. Blackmail? That’s how she 
intended to get her daughter’s grade up? Ms. Codd, outraged, turned 
on her heel and left the student.
     A week later the student got back a very important paper that 

she had handed in a few days earlier. In red ink at the top it said ‘Good 
Work!’ and beside it was the number 76%.  The student was very proud. 
But when she read through her paper she realized that things had been 
erased and re-worded, answers changed. The student’s smile sagged; 
she had not earned this mark on her own.
     Term one was coming to a close and report cards were being handed 
back to students. It felt like a giant rock sitting among thousands of 
other papers in the student’s bag. When she got home she ripped it 
apart while her mother loomed over her shoulder. 
     “B in science, A- in English, B+ in social studies-” she read aloud. “C 
in math! Mom,my grade in math went from a D to a C!” she squealed. 
Her mother smiled crookedly and then retired to the kitchen to make 
dinner. But that night the mother realized that a C wasn’t good enough. 
She had another note waiting for her daughter to hand in to Ms. Codd 
in the morning.
     “But why, Mom? Isn’t a C good enough?”
     “Just do what I say! She might as well give you a B if she’d give you a 
C!” she answered back and then ushered her daughter out the door.
      Ms. Codd received the note at lunch and was even more horrified 
than before. But what could she do?
      The student was now getting low eighties, once even a ninety in 
math! She was very excited, although everytime she got a paper back 
she knew that it wasn’t an honest one. 
     When the end of term two came around again, the Mother was 
excited for the B that she knew her daughter was going to get on her 
report card. She was glad that now she could brag to the school board 
about how strong her daughter’s grades were.
     When the children got their report cards back, the student decided 
that she would sneak up into her bedroom to look at her grades before 
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her mother saw them. She quietly ripped open the envelope and 
unfolded the paper. An A- in science, A+ in English, B in social studies 
and B in math. The student felt excited but also sad when she saw 
that she had gotten a B in Math. She couldn’t feel honest taking the 
credit for the work that a teacher had done for her.
     When the mother saw the report card, she was very excited but 
unsatisfied. She realized that her daughter needed an A in math.
     Another note was sent to Ms. Codd through the student. But be-
fore handing it into Ms. Codd, the student read it to herself.
     “Ms. Codd, please add 30% to my daughter’s grades,” it read. But 
the student felt bad about cheating her way to better grades. She 
knew she had to do something.
     She handed the note into Ms. Codd at the end of the day. Then 
she hurried home. She had a paper due in math, and, after today, it 
needed a lot of fixing.
     A few days later Ms. Codd was grading the papers that had been 
due. She got to the student’s paper and smiled. She knew exactly 
what the student was doing.
     Soon it was almost summer and everyone was excited. Most of 
the boys and girls were excited because they could relax and take a 
break. But Ms. Codd and the student were excited for when report 
cards were handed back out.
     Finally, the last day of school came. Report cards were handed out 

and finally the last bell rang, telling everyone it was time to go home. 
Kids threw paper airplanes down halls, signed their lockers, threw 
binders and papers out and then raced home, setting aside their back-
packs until the day before school started again.
     The student got home and called her mother down. She opened 
the report card and read out loud to her mother, “A in science, A-in 
English, A in social studies.” The student paused to make it dramatic. 
“And D in math.”
     “WHAT?” Her mother yowled. She ripped the paper out of the stu-
dent’s hands and looked at the D next to the column labeled ‘math’. 
     The student had to stifle a laugh. Her mother’s expression was too 
funny.
     “How did this happen?” her mother asked. She immediately called 
the school and asked for Ms. Codd.
     “Hello?” Ms Codd said through the phone. 
     “Hello? That’s all you have to say for this outrage? Why did you not 
add the 30% I asked you to? I am calling the school board!” the stu-
dent’s mother screamed into the speaker.
     “Oh, but you’re wrong! I did add the 30%! Your daughter was get-
ting low thirties in her papers and test! She was lucky to even get a 
D!” Ms. Codd said innocently. The student’s mother stopped her rant-
ing. Her eyes slowly focused on her daughter who was trying to look 
as innocent as possible. 
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GRADE 7• GREENWOOD COLLEGE SCHOOL

BIG RED
BASED ON LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD

Zachary Walters

ONCE UPON A TIME, a young girl named Red was walking down 
the street to her great aunt Gertrude’s house. Although her full name 
was Rebecca Hadeem, many of her classmates called her Red because 
she always wore red clothes, and they didn’t like her real name.  
     Red’s aunt lived in Mississauga.  Since her family was very poor, 
Red couldn’t afford to be driven there, or even afford the bus 
fare. Red was a sixteen-year-old girl who wasn’t very mature or 
responsible. At times she was a little lonely.  
     It was Easter long weekend and Red had just failed a biology exam. 
As punishment, Red’s family sent her to stay with her great aunt all 
weekend.  Red didn’t know her aunt well and felt awkward spending 
time there as her aunt was sick. Red had to walk three hours to get to 
her aunt’s, while carrying a heavy bag of clothes and school work.
    Red had to go through a very rough neighbourhood on the way to 
her aunt’s.  She noticed that a man was following her. Every time she 
stopped or turned around, the man would stop and lean on a nearby 
building or dart into an alley. To see if the man was actually following 
her, Red walked all the way around a four-way intersection. The man 
followed her.
    Red decided it was time to confront her follower. She stopped 
and turned around. As the man approached, she noticed his tattered 
clothes and long, grey beard.  His breath smelled heavily of alcohol. 
He had a limp. 
   “Who are you, and why are you following me?” Red demanded.
    “Why, I’m not following; I’m just walking to my house right around 
that corner.” The man pointed to a dead-end street. “Are you lost, 
little girl?”
     “No, I’m going to my great aunt Gertrude’s place at Sunnyside 

apartments. She’s in room 403 on the fourth floor, just over there,” 
Red said as she pointed down the road.
     “Ohhhh, you don’t want to go that way,” said the man.  “Last night 
there was a car crash and the police still haven’t come to clean up the 
area. It’s very dangerous over there.” 
     The man gave Red new directions.  Little did she know, they would 
add several hours to her trip to her aunt’s.  Once Red was out of 
sight, the man turned and went straight to room 403 in the Sunnyside 
apartments.
     Gertrude Hadeem was a nice sixty-seven-year-old woman. She had 
two cats and loved knitting.  She was pleasant to everyone, even 
strangers. Every year she donated money to charity. Unfortunately 
she had been diagnosed with lung cancer.  Her illness kept her 
from spending time with her family.  With only nine months to live 
she wanted to make the most of it.  She was looking forward to 
re-connecting with her grand-niece this weekend. Just as she was 
finishing her lunch, she heard a knock at the door.
     “Oh, it must be Rebecca,” she thought. When she opened the 
door, she was very surprised to see a middle-aged man with a long 
beard and tattered clothes.
     “My car broke down outside. May I please come in and use your 
phone, ma’am?” he asked very respectfully.
     “Of course. Let me get you the phone.  Come on in.”  The second 
Gertrude turned her back, the man pulled out a short metal bat and 
hit her over the head.
     “This is going to be a fun night,” he thought to himself as he tied 
up an unconscious Gertrude.
     By the time Red got to her Great Aunt’s apartment, it was 7:00 p.m. 
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and she was exhausted. The homeless man following her had given 
her horrible directions. She had walked in circles because of that 
dumb man. She opened the door of the apartment and called out,     
“Auntie Hadeem!  Auntie Hadeem!  I’m here! Sorry I took so long.” 
      “Oh yes good, good. Come in here, dearie,” said a deep voice that 
didn’t sound very much like Great Aunt Hadeem’s.  
     “Auntie, are you OK? Your voice sounds weird,” Red said as she 
approached Aunt Gertrude’s bedroom. 
     “Just walk up to the bed and give your great auntie a kiss.” 
     “OK,” said Red, hesitantly.  As she neared the bed she knew 
something was wrong.  When she lowered herself down to kiss her 
aunt, the covers blew back and someone jumped out of the bed. Right 
before Red was knocked unconscious, she realized one thing.  Her 
great aunt was not the person in the bed. It was the man who was 
stalking her!
     When Red woke up she was in a small, dark room.  Her hands and 
feet were tied together and her mouth was gagged. She tried as hard 
as she could to yell for help, but all that came from her throat were 
gurgling noises. 
     Suddenly the door whipped open and the stalker yelled at her, 
“Listen to me you little snot, cuz’ I’m only gonna say it once! If you 
keep trying to scream, I’m gonna cut your granny’s fingers off one 
by one. So shut yo trap!” And with that he slammed the door.  Red 
stayed silent, trying to wriggle out of her bonds.
     One floor directly below Gertrude Hadeem’s apartment lived John 
Solomon.  He had just woken up from a nap when he heard some 

thumping upstairs. Normally the apartment above him was very quiet. 
He decided to check on things. 
     When he got up to the next floor, he heard a door slam down 
the hall and a man yelling in a threatening manner. John was a war 
veteran and was still adjusting to civilian life.  What he heard triggered 
his soldier training. He found the apartment where the yelling was 
coming from and quietly opened the door. He saw a man facing away 
from him at a table with a knife in front of him and an older women 
sitting with him, all tied up. 
      John knew the man would eventually turn around and see him, 
so he grabbed a metal candle stick on a shelf near the apartment 
entrance.  John charged into the room while he still had surprise 
on his side. He smacked the man squarely in the head with the 
candlestick and managed to knock him unconscious.  John untied 
Gertrude, found Red and then freed her as well. 
     Gertrude and Red were embracing when the police arrived.  The 
lead investigator explained to Red and her aunt that this stalker’s 
name was Andrew Jones.  He regularly broke into people’s houses, 
lived there for a few days, stole any money and cleaned out any 
valuables before moving on.  Red and Aunt Gertrude looked around 
at the antiques and family heirlooms in the apartment and breathed a 
sigh of relief.
     After profusely thanking John for rescuing them, Red hugged her 
aunt again and left the apartment. Despite all she had been through, in 
a way, Red was sad to leave.  She had connected with an aunt she really 
didn’t know.  Despite the distance, she went back every week to get to 
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GRADE 7• MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

THE TWISTED LAND OF WONDER
BASED ON LEWIS CARROLL’S
ALICE’S ADVENTURES IN WONDERLAND

Aisha Faruqui

WE FINALLY ARRIVED AT OUR COTTAGE after two hours of 
driving. Dad drove, Mom was in the passenger seat, and my younger 
sister Lucy sat in the back beside me. I, of course, was playing Alice in 
Wonderland on my iPod Touch for the whole journey. 
     “We’re here!” Mom exclaimed, easing the car onto the gravel 
driveway.
     “Yay! Come on Alice, play with me! Play with me!” Lucy shrieked, 
jumping up and down.
     “Hah. You wish!” I retorted, putting on my headphones.
     Mom glared at me. 
     “Alice Levine Macleod! If I hear you talk like that again, I will ban you 
from all electronics for the rest of the year!”
     “Fine.” I sighed. “Okay, Lucy, what do you want to do?”
     “Follow me!” she hollered, running behind our cottage. I trudged on 
after her. 
     At the back of the house there was a huge Ginkgo tree with large, 
green leaves, and gnarled roots intertwining in and out of the ground.      
The light summer breeze made the leaves sway back and forth. There 
was a hole the size of a baseball on the tree trunk that was big enough 
for an animal to live in. Lucy picked up a stick and started poking at the 
hole.
     “Don’t, Lucy. Something lives in there. Put the stick down,”  I 
asserted, raising my voice.
     “Humph.” Lucy pouted and dropped the stick.
     All of a sudden, a white squirrel poked its head out of the hole in 
the tree. It had piercing red eyes and a restless tail that seemed to be 

getting bushier by the second! It looked over and glared at Lucy.
     “EEEEEEK!” Lucy yelped, running behind me. The squirrel darted 
down the tree and into a hollow in the ground a few metres away.
     “Relax, Lucy; it’s only a squirrel.” I sighed, overcoming my own fear.
     “B-but it had huge red eyes and giant black claws and sharp fangs!” 
she spluttered quietly.
     “I think you’re over-exaggerating, Lucy,” I said, walking over to the 
hollow the squirrel jumped in. “It’s just a squirrel.” I bent down and 
peeped at the hollow. It looked like any other hollow: dark, muddy, and 
full of roots.  
     “See, nothing to be afraid of.” I gestured to the hollow, but Lucy 
wasn’t convinced. Her face turned an awful shade of white, and she 
opened her mouth getting ready to speak.
     “He was-’’ she started, but got cut off.
     “-Alice! Lucy!” Dad called, “Come help unpack!” The sound of my 
Father’s voice seemed to bring Lucy out of her ghostly state.
     “Come on,” I groaned as I dragged Lucy behind me.

***

     After we unpacked, we had a lovely dinner of burnt hamburgers and 
soggy french fries while we sat in chairs around the crackling campfire. 
The only decent food we had for dinner was roasted marshmallows, 
but I wasn’t feeling well enough to eat anything.
     “I’m going to bed, Mom,” I said, swallowing the last bite of my 
hamburger and heaving myself out of the chair.
     “Okay, honey. I’m sorry dinner didn’t turn out too well,” Mom said, 
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glaring sideways at Dad, the chef of the day’s meal. 
     “Lucy should go to bed too,” she decided, throwing my paper plate 
into the campfire.
     I hate bunk beds. I’m always afraid that I’ll fall off if I’m at the top. 
Unfortunately, my sister is absolutely petrified of heights, so I had to 
sleep on the top whether I liked it or not. I settled down into my bed.
     “Goodnight, Lucy,” I yawned after a while.
     “Goodnight.”
     “AAAAAAHHHHH!” I screamed as I felt a huge mass of wind rush 
towards me like a breakneck wave. The last thing I remembered was 
hitting my head, and then I blacked out.

***

I woke up to see a green and red face staring at me.
     “Eeek!” I gasped.
     I tried to get up, only to find that I was on a bed.
     “W-where am I?” I stuttered.
     “Well,” said the green and red face, “you are in the Twisted Land 
of Wonder. I’m Dr. Catarpillar,” declared Dr. Catarpillar. “You hit your 
head very hard, but you’ll be fine as soon as you take this medicine,” 
he said, pouring purple liquid onto a spoon. Before I even knew it, the 
spoon was shoved into my mouth, delivering a putrid taste.
     “Bleeeech!” I coughed. Well, at least my headache was gone.
     “I can’t remember anything! How did I hit my head?” I spluttered.
     “Can’t remember anything, huh?” Dr. Catarpillar scratched his chin. 
“I suggest you visit the Mad Clatter. He lives in the park behind the 
hospital. He can give you some useful information.” 
     “Okay.” I frowned, heading towards the door. “Thanks!” I waved 
goodbye.

***
     I found the Mad Clatter sitting down having tea with a bunch of 
animals in the middle of the woods. There were a cluster of brown 
mice, a large, black badger, and a scary-looking albino squirrel that 
looked oddly familiar…
     “Who’s there?” a deep voice said.

     “Um, my name is Alice and-” I started, but the Mad Clatter 
interrupted me.
     “-Oh, yes I know your story. Can’t remember your past, want to get 
back, right?” he raised his eyebrows.
     “Uh, right.” I blinked.
     “I can send you back to your old life, but what will you do for me in 
return?” he raised his eyebrows even higher.
     “I don’t know. What do you want?” I sighed.
     “I want the bag of precious jewels located in the dresser of the 
Queen’s bedroom,” The Mad Clatter declared with utmost certainty.
     “You want what!?” I almost yelled in his face.
     “You heard me. Here’s a map. I’ll escort you to the Queen’s castle.” 
The Mad Clatter got up and started walking. My eyes widened as soon 
as I saw what he was wearing on his feet. They were giant, three-foot-
long wooden shoes with intricate emblems and beautifully embellished 
decorations. Every time he took a step, his shoes made a clacking noise. 

                                                                    ***

     I followed the map and ended up at the Queen’s room, finding that 
the door was unlocked. I slowly ventured in.
     “BARK, BARK, BARK!” A huge Great Dane secured with a chain came 
charging towards me from the Queen’s bed. He was just two feet away 
when he suddenly stopped, his rope collar jerking him back. I gasped 
out of fright and covered my eyes, thinking that he got me.
     But then I heard the sound of clanking armour behind me. I quickly 
shut and locked the door behind me, stupidly trapping myself with a 
ferocious dog. There was a small table beside me with what looked like 
pieces of broiled meat. I had to get out of here fast! I took the large 
knife beside the meat. Then I took the largest piece of meat and threw 
it on the bed. The dog scrambled over and started eating it.
     I ran to the dresser and rummaged around until I found the bag of 
precious jewels. Then I ran to the windowsill and opened the window. I 
cut the rope that was securing the dog, hearing his barks at the sight of 
knights, and I jumped into the summer breeze. 
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GRADE 8• MONTCREST SCHOOL

THE MUSIC PROFESSOR
BASED ON THE PROFESSOR BY CHARLOTTE BRONTE

Mary Tooley

 I W ISH TO CONVEY TO YOU THE LIFE OF A FORTIFIED MAN, 
my brother, who was orphaned at an early age. Our mother battled 
breast cancer for four years, finally concluding her life in slumber. 
From this experience, our father fell into deep depression, enclosing 
himself within his music room, avoiding nourishment and sleep, and 
playing classical music on the piano until he fainted from fatigue. 
Twelve months later, Dad ended his life by sprinting in front of an 
arriving train at Union Station in Toronto, leaving my brother and 
me (his younger sister Elizabeth), in the care of our mother’s two 
arrogant brothers, Robert Tynedale and John Seacombe. The two 
despised our honest, impoverished father, and quickly sent me to a 
boarding school for girls, and my brother to Upper Canada College. 
     This courageous man I am proud to call my brother is named 
William Crimsworth and is now a thirty-six-year-old gentleman. I have 
obtained and recalled the following information from him over coffee 
at a Second Cup in Toronto. My purpose in this memoir is to recount 
to you how William has proceeded with his life since university. 
     William always cherished music, similar to our late father, and 
graduated from the University of Toronto with a master’s in music. 
Since he refused to accept Uncle John Seacombe’s proposal of 
marrying his friend’s conceited daughter, Uncle decided to end his 
relationship with William by cutting off his income. William turned 
to me, a successful nurse, for guidance and assistance. I offered him 
an administrative position at the hospital where I worked in Ottawa. 
He gratefully accepted but was soon overwhelmed by the tedious 
work, and the belittling from his pretentious co-workers and the head 
doctor, John Hunsden, who declared false information about him. 

As well, he found his salary was underwhelming and not worth the 
on-going abuse. Hunsden gave William little confidence in his mien. I 
suppose it was out of envy that he tormented my brother’s abilities 
by professing his faults openly and opposing his beliefs, opinions, and 
arguments. Hunsden’s vulgarity proved too daunting for William to 
endure, so he departed from the work, and ventured back to Toronto, 
hoping that he could erase Hunsden and his past regrets from memory.  
     In Toronto, William was unable to forget all that had occurred. 
One day he received an email from John Hunsden, saying there was 
a job opening as a music teacher at a neighboring school. He found it 
perplexing that such a cruel man as Hunsden could relay a message 
that could be so beneficial. William immediately applied and was 
interviewed. He used Hunsden as a reference (without his consent) 
and was accepted immediately, for Hunsden’s family was apparently 
very well respected.
     The school principal, Emily Reuter, a woman seven years William’s 
senior, seemed to enjoy his company immensely, inviting him to 
dinners, taking him to the movies, and calling him frequently with her 
problems and concerns. In William’s spare time, he often socialized 
with university friends, emailed me, and marked tests. 
     At the end of the school year, tension began to build inside William 
as he realized that he had only a week left to finish grading and 
completing report cards. One warm night in early June, he decided 
to stay at the school and finish his work. As William began to pack 
his bag at the end of the night, he overheard two loud voices in the 
office across the hall. He quietly peered out of his door to find John 
Hunsden (who had recently acquired the position as a doctor at 
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a nearby hospital) and Emily conversing about marriage. As Emily 
pleaded for time to ponder his proposal, Hunsden accused her 
of having an interest in William. She rudely denied any feeling of 
attraction by describing Will as unattractive, tedious, and generally 
speaking, intolerable. William felt true despair at that present 
moment, the feeling of being completely deflated and demoralized. 
But he stood firm, waited for them to depart, and left for home.
     The next day, William mentioned nothing of the experience he had 
encountered the night before to any soul. Emily treated him with her 
usual civility, solicitude, and overbearing kindness. He declined all of 
her invitations to lunch and spoke with contempt and disdain in reac-
tion to the hurtful betrayal. He uttered no compliments, refused to 
trot by her side, and used a harsh, strong, and honest vocabulary. She 
grew annoyed and bewildered at William’s expressions and counte-
nance, and John continued to be cold and brassy. Over these weeks, 
William suffered from loneliness. His only consolation was the loving 
and supportive emails from me, and the friendly but depressed face 
of a fellow English teacher named Frances Evans Henri. Her appear-
ance perplexed but entranced him. It was unusual, but had genuine 
warmth. When they passed through the halls, she shyly fixed her eyes 
upon the ground and sprinted ahead of William. He decided to attend 
one of her lectures. Her speech was smooth and intelligent, and she 
could recite poetry like no one he had ever heard. Honestly, William 
spoke of her earnest manner and intellect with enthusiasm and passion.
     One day after her class, she seized William’s attention. She po-
litely asked him if he would teach her to play the piano. He willingly 
accepted the opportunity. The instrument was completely out of 
tune, but Frances worked hard and diligently to renew its tone. She 
succeeded in all aspects of reading, rhythm, and dynamics. She was 
firm and unyielding, but always enjoyed their breaks that consisted of 
humorous, yet intense conversation. As Frances improved, she began 
to play recitals in front of the students, always receiving an enthu-
siastic applause and gaining immense respect. She and William had 
coffee often to discuss their lives, family, and interests. During their 
three years at the school together, they went skiing in Vermont and 
visited Frances’s family in Montreal. They united their social groups 

and had great gatherings. But all excitement and gallivanting ceased 
when Frances left suddenly to attend her failing aunt in Montreal. 
This illness turned to death within a matter of months. This loss of 
a bond seemed to transport Frances into seclusion, leaving her soul 
stranded and lost. William endeavored to console her with genuine 
sympathy, for he had faced this trauma as a child, but all attempts 
seemed hopeless. He also knew that this death was not all that had 
caused her to leave, and he began to suspect Emily Reuter’s unceas-
ing kindness.
     Months of contemplating brought William to a conclusion. He 
was motivated to alter Frances’s misery by forcing her to continue 
participating in activities. When the summer approached, he coura-
geously ventured to her cottage, finding her desolate and pale. She 
somewhat begrudgingly returned with him to Toronto. To William’s 
delight, she soon grew less reluctant, and they attended parties, 
went to movies, and enjoyed one another’s company immensely. 
Over time, he began to find a sparkle in her eyes and a glow in her 
cheeks. Eventually, he inquired about her relationship with her aunt. 
As she released the stress and tension she so intensely felt about 
her dear aunt’s passing, she mentioned the beguiling Emily, and how 
Frances was asked to leave her position as teacher because Emily no 
longer required her services. This act of jealous falsehood infuriated 
my brother, and consequently me, since I always had my brother’s 
welfare foremost in my mind.
     Two summers later, Frances and William were married and pur-
chased a small home in Toronto and a lovely antique piano they 
placed in the foyer. William obtained the position as a professor of 
music at the University of Toronto, and Frances as a truly admired 
English professor and piano teacher. They lived contentedly, while I 
became a nurse in Toronto and married. Emily resentfully wedded John.
     To this day, Frances and William continue to grow closer. They 
appreciate and cherish every fault and exceptional quality in one 
another. They fully embrace all of their days, provide support and 
guidance to each other, forsake regrets, and preserve precious 
memories. They live happily amongst their music, family, friends, and 
wonderful children.
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GRADE 7• ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE

IF I WERE BRIAN
BASED ON GARY PAULSEN’S HATCHET

Patrick Turner

WHEN I WOKE UP and looked out the window of the plane, I saw the 
runway and heard the roar of the engine. I was thinking, but the only 
thing coming into my head was the word “separation.” That was all I 
ever thought about since the divorce. My mom said it wasn’t working 
out, but I thought that was a bunch of crap! My mother cheated on my 
dad with the blonde man. Then my father moved all the way to Alberta 
to work on his oil field, and they have not talked since.
     When the school year finished in New York, I left my mom’s house and 
headed to Alberta to visit my dad. When I felt the plane moving, I im-
mediately put on my seat belt. After the plane was in the air, all I could 
see were trees. They went on forever. In the city, there were no trees, 
except for those in Central Park.
     Not long after, I looked at the pilot, and he looked back at me and 
said, “We will be in Alberta in four hours.” I looked around the plane. It 
was metal, silver metal. The plane was small. I knew what type of plane 
it was, because we had just learned about flight in school. It was a bush 
plane. Then the pilot turned and said, “Come here. I am going to teach 
you how to fly this plane.” My heart pounded. I thought, “What if I crash 
it?” Then I realized the pilot was there to help me. So, I took off my seat 
belt and carefully stepped over to his seat. He told me if I pulled up on 
the handle, the plane would fly up, and if I pushed the handle down, 
the plane would fly down. The pedals on the floor were for turning the 
plane. I sat down in his seat while he stepped over to mine. I was ner-
vous. I pulled the wheel up and pushed it down just to get used to the 
controls. Then I pushed my left foot down, and the plane gently glided 
over to the left. I smiled and then switched back to the passenger seat.
     Once I got back to my seat, I immediately looked out the window. I still 
saw endless trees and tiny lakes. “Nature,” I thought to myself. “I will sure 
see that in Alberta.” My eyes wandered around the plane and stopped on 

the pilot. He was sweating. I thought that was weird, because it was cold 
inside the plane. I asked him if he was feeling okay. He turned and said, 
“Just fine.” It was like he didn’t even realize he was sweating.  
     I turned back to look out the window and saw a tiny, brown, wooden 
cottage on a lake. I had always wanted a cottage. I had been to my 
friend’s cottage for a weekend and thought it was amazing.  
     BAM! An electric zap came down from the clouds and hit the water. 
It startled me! More zaps of lightening started to come from the black 
clouds that were filling the sky. I tried to calm myself by thinking  they 
were still far from the plane. I looked back at the pilot. By now he was 
so wet with sweat it looked  like he had just gotten out of the pool. I 
immediately said, “Are you sure you’re okay?” The pilot answered, “I’m 
just sweating a lot.” I started to worry. Then my mind started to drift off, 
thinking about my parents’ separation and what happened. 
     It was a night when my father had a business trip in California. It was 
just me and my mom at home. I walked down the hall to my mom’s 
room, and when I opened the door, I saw my mom with the blonde man. 
I did not say a word to my father when he got back, and my mother did 
not tell him either. All she said was, “Things are not working out be-
tween us.”
     I snapped back to reality and looked at the pilot. He was holding his 
forehead like he had a headache, and his legs were shaking. For the third 
time, I asked him, “Are you all right?”  He replied, “Just a slight head-
ache. I get them all the time.” I continued to worry, not because he had 
a headache, but because he was shaking. Why would he be shaking? I 
started asking him if he was okay every few minutes, trying to make a 
game out of it. Every single time he had the same answer, “Just fine.” In 
my opinion, I think he was just saying that so he wouldn’t frighten me. 
Too late--I was frightened! Panicking, worrying about what would hap-
pen if he was unable to fly the plane, and it went down, and . . . I DIED!  
I asked the pilot, “Has this ever happened before?”  Before he replied, 
I knew he would say “Yes” just so he would make me feel safe. Sure 
enough, he did just that. I knew that this wasn’t normal and something 
bad was going to happen. I had a feeling the pilot did too.
     I heard a loud bang, and suddenly the plane dropped. I turned my head 
and saw the pilot on the ground. He was twitching, with spit coming out 
of his mouth and his eyes rolling back deep into his head. I jumped up out 
of my seat and went over to the pilot. I knew exactly what was happen-
ing. The pilot was having a seizure! The plane dropped again, throwing me 
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back into my seat. If the pilot wasn’t flying the plane, who was?
     Out of desperation, I leaped into the pilot’s seat, taking the controls 
and pulling up on the handle. It was just in time to miss the trees the 
plane was about to hit and to save my life. I pulled on the controls again 
to make the plane fly straight. I looked quickly around the plane and 
saw the pilot lying on the ground. He was very still, lifeless. On his head, 
he had a radio set. I quickly reached over and took it off the dead pilot’s 
head. I found the on button, pressed it, and screamed, “My name is 
Brian Robeson! My pilot has had a seizure, and I need to fly the plane! I 
don’t know how to fly the plane!” Nothing, nobody, not a soul replied. 
“Doesn’t anyone care if I CRASH?” I screamed. Then I waited and started 
to cry.  
     It lasted only a few minutes. I grabbed the headset off my head and 
threw it on the floor, smashing it into tiny little pieces. I looked at the 
fuel gauge hoping for the best, but it was only half full. I thought that 
would be enough to fly for another two hours before I would run out of 
gas and crash. I took a deep breath and tried to picture the plane land-
ing to put good thoughts into my brain. I thought if I was lucky, I would 
find a lake to land on. When I looked out the window, I saw nothing but 
forest. It was getting hard to see out of the window because of all of 
the rain pounding on the glass.
     I looked back at the lifeless body lying there, and I yelled, “IS THIS A 
DREAM?!,” smacking myself and screaming, trying to wake myself up. 
Then I realized that I wasn’t going to wake up from this very real night-
mare! I was stuck here. Stuck in a plane I didn’t know how to fly, in the 
middle of a forest, in the rain.
     BAM!  I looked out the right side window of the plane to see that the 
wing was broken off and on fire. “This is it!” I thought. Like a miracle, I 
saw a lake appear out of the fog. Practically jumping for joy, I screamed, 
“I am going to land this plane!” I pushed down on the controls as soon 
as the tip of the plane passed the edge of the water. I was coming down 
like a rocket towards the water. As soon as I was close to the water, 
I pulled up on the controls and the plane tipped, hit the water and 
flipped!
     Upside down and confused, with water rushing into the plane, I 
pulled myself out of the broken opening and swam up to the surface of 
the water.  I could see the shore and started to swim toward it.     

GRADE 10• APPLEBY COLLEGE

THE CASE OF THE MISSING CHILD
BASED ON THE CATCHER IN THE RYE BY J. D. SALINGER

Catherine Lee

     “SO YOU ARE..?”
     Bernard Marx thumbed through the thin stack of files absent-mind-
edly, and observed its handsome owner with a skeptical eye. The tall, 
auburn boy of age two-and-twenty, sitting with legs crossed on the 
tired chair, beamed. 
     “Jack Merridew, patrol officer and detective, handpicked by the 
honorable Mustafa Mond himself, at your service.”
     “Right. About time the government came into this matter,” splut-
tered the obese man seated in the office box at the back corner, 
wagging his half-eaten BLT sandwich menacingly at Merridew. 
     “It says you have criminal records?” Marx said.
     “Yes, but that wasn’t me.”
     Merridew’s bright eyes glinted in amusement as a confused ex-
pression came upon Marx’s face. He tapped his temple in response.
     “Former DID patient. All cured, of course.” He chuckled. “Besides, 
who doesn’t have criminal records today?”
     “Hmm.”
     Marx rose from his seat, and so did his companion, who quickly 
crammed his leftover cuisine into his mouth and stumbled to a stand. 
Both men firmly shook hands with Merridew, who returned the ac-
knowledgement with vigor. 
     “We really appreciate you coming here, Mr. Merridew. I hope we 
are not inconveniencing you on such short notice. My friend and I will 
be back after a day off, once we take our minds off this case.”
     “Enjoy your time to the fullest. You gentlemen must have gone 
through some rough business. I’ll take care of the situation while you 
take your needed vacation.”
     “Holden!” barked the other policeman. A frail, skinny figure of a 
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boy, barely gone through high school, emerged from the back of the police 
station. His dark pupils stared fearfully at Merridew between wide eyes. 
     “How kind of you to remind me, Gluttus!” Marx pushed the teenage boy 
forward, whose salute to Merridew was as awkward as a greeting could 
be. His eyes were fixed at nothing in particular, but something far away. 
      “This is Holden Caulfield, who will be your apprentice during your 
stay. I’m sure you won’t mind him following you in your endeavors? He 
will do anything for every nickel and dime you have to offer.”
     “Excellent. The more the merrier is my logic.” With a slight bow, the 
policemen were out like buffalos, leaving a trail of dust behind. Merridew 
gave Holden a quick smile, his bright eyes giving a hint of lunacy.
     “Let’s get started, shall we?”
     Holden, half staggering across the office, grabbed hold of a single 
piece of paper from Marx’s desk, which he passed shakily to Merridew.
     “Tsk tsk. Missing boy once again.” Holden nodded in agreement. To 
his amazement, the detective crumpled up the paper into a magnificent 
ball, which was promptly inserted into the barren garbage bin.
     “Sir?”
     “Holden, you must see here that there is slim chance the boy is still alive.”
     The apprentice opened his mouth in opposition but thought smarter.
     “Any family relations the child has?”
     “A father. He visits the firm occasionally but does not seem to know 
anything worthwhile to be a clue.”
     “Ah, well, we have someone to break unfortunate news to once we 
reach the brink of this case. What is the father’s name?”
     “Ed Boone, a widower who lost his wife when disaster struck.”
     “Which makes him currently unemployed.”
     “Uh-huh.” Another dazed look. 
     “Bring me a pen and paper then, Holden. It is always better to taste 
the bitterness before it hits you.”
     Holden staggered once again to bring the detective the requested 
items, which were appreciated. After a couple of tests to check the func-
tioning of the exhausted-looking pen, Merridew wrote with impeccable 
handwriting on the browning paper. When he was done, he stood up 
abruptly, throwing Holden off balance. Merridew marched outside and 
inserted the note in the rusty post box. He slammed the metal door shut 
with an air of satisfaction.
     “We are done for today, Holden.”
     A blink.

     “Already, sir?”
     “Yes. Meet me tomorrow at the firm when the sun rises. I’d like to 
give you more precise time, but my clock may not match yours.”
     “Good evening, then, Mr. Merridew.”
     “Good evening, Holden.”
     Merridew’s smile changed to a sneer as Holden’s figure disappeared 
from his sight. He opened the mailbox, fished out the note, and tucked 
it into his shirt pocket, patting it like a winning lottery ticket.

~~~
     “Soma. Delightful stuff, isn’t it?”
     Holden hollered in fear when a man clad in black approached him 
at the St. Benedict Cemetery. It was far from sunrise, which made it 
difficult to trace the unexpected visitor’s silhouette. Holden scrambled 
on all fours, scraping his palms on whatever debris was sprawled out 
on the ashen ground. His sunken eyes screamed for help as the man 
walked towards him, boots clunking, looking down.
      A streak of lightning was enough to reveal a shovel in mid-work, a 
pile of grey soil, and a clumsily filled hole that could fit a large dog. The 
man howled in annoyance, then fell quiet. A smirk. A muffled snigger. 
Then, the man gave out a roar of laughter, which froze every blood cell 
circulating in the teenager’s veins. 
     The man abruptly stopped laughing.
     “You never fail me, Jack.” 
     In one motion, he crouched and leaned uncomfortably close to 
Holden’s face. 
     “How long have you taken soma, boy?”
     “…Three weeks, s-s-sir.” 
     “The time when consumers are brought to delirium, am I right?”
     A pair of bright eyes flickered like will-o’-the-wisps under the man’s 
mask. Holden let out a muffled squeal upon recognition. Tears rolled 
down the boy’s dirty face. 
     “And sometimes, the side effects can be ultimate loss of control over 
your mentality.”
     “I…I didn’t mean it. I didn’t! Honest! I…I…”
     “I know.”
Holden faced the man, in between sniffles and hiccups. He spoke out 
almost inaudibly.
      “What now?” he whispered.
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     The man stood immobile.
     “There is no cure for soma.”
     “Is forgiveness too much to ask?”
     “I cannot provide you with it.”
     The man gripped the handle of the shovel lying helplessly on the 
cold ground. He drew it back over his head, poised to strike. Holden 
gazed at the shovel, first in horror, then in relief.
     “Finally.”
     “Yes. Finally.”
     The man struck.

~~~
     “How was your day off?” Merridew greeted the two policemen with 
cordiality.
     “Magnificent, all thanks to you, detective.” 
     “I am pleased that I have been of some service to the country.”
     “You’ve done a terrific job, detective. Of course, it is unfortunate that 
the boy wasn’t found. But, you found the murderer. Already dead you 
say?”
     “Yes.”
     “Can you identify him?”
     “I’m afraid not. He was in quite a state; I must have been too late.”
     “His murderer is Ed Boone himself?”
     “He fits the puzzle splendidly.”
     “And we aren’t able to reach contact with him after that.”
     “That’s right.”
      “Well, either way, we couldn’t have come to a better solution. God 
bless you!”
     Marx returned to his seat, letting out a contented sigh. Merridew, 
taking off his eagle-emblazoned officer cap, nodded farewell to the 
gentlemen. He turned to leave, but stopped short.
     “Ah, how silly of me! Almost forgot.”
     Merridew seized the shovel leaning against the far corner in the 
office. He briskly trudged out of the office, cheerfully dragging the 
blackened weapon behind him. 
“Good morning!”

GRADE 10 • MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

PAUL JEKYLL AND PROFESSOR HYDE BASED ON 
THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE
BY ROBERT LEWIS STEVENSON

Aadil Khan

March 19th 2004 

RAIN TRICKLED OVER THE STREETS OF LONDON as the 
howling of sirens took the night. Detective Utterson and his partner 
drove to the Jekyll residence over on Blenheim Street.
     Utterson pulled up to two police cars already there. 
      “I’ll take over investigations,” said Utterson to the officers as he 
flashed his badge.  “What’s the status here?” 
     “Family of three, father – Charles, mother - Lisa and son – Paul.     
Paul has been missing for three days.”  
     “I’ll talk to the parents. In the meantime, don’t touch anything.”
Utterson headed into the living room where Charles and Lisa Jekyll 
were seated.
     Utterson had been a detective for twenty-one years, dealing with 
things like theft and murder. He was a man of a rugged countenance, 
never lighted by a smile, backward in sentiment, lean, long, dusty, 
dreary, and yet somehow lovable. He sat down across from the couple 
while his partner pulled up a chair and took out a notepad and pen.
     “Good evening. My name is Detective Roy Utterson, and this is 
Detective Rodger Phelps.”
     “I’m Charles Jekyll, and this is Lisa,” said Charles. 
The two were heavily distraught. Lisa wept while Charles tried to 
keep his composure. 
     “I know you two are in no position to talk right now, but I need 
you to answer my questions if we have any hope to find your son. “ 
     “We understand, Detective,” said Charles. “We’re willing to help in 
any way we can.”



36    InCITE       InCITE    37

     “I’d like to start from the beginning. What can you tell me about Paul?”
     “He’s a twenty-year-old University student. Here is a picture of 
him,” said Charles as he grabbed a family photo that showed them on 
vacation somewhere. 
     Utterson took the photo, examined it, and then gave it to his 
partner to note down observations. 
     “Last time you saw him?”
     “He’s been visiting us for the past two weeks, but for the last three 
days, he’s been gone.” Lisa replied as she continued to cry. 
    “Phelps, please continue asking questions. I’ll have a look around, if 
that’s o.k.,” said Utterson as he got up. 
     “Paul’s room is the one on the right upstairs,” said Charles.
     “Thank you,” replied Utterson. 
      When he got to Paul’s room, he stopped and analyzed his 
surroundings. Utterson took his time looking around. He noticed 
Paul’s book bag sitting in a corner. He unzipped it but found nothing. 
As time progressed, Utterson began to look in places that normally 
might not be checked – behind the closet, around the study table or 
behind the T.V.  As Utterson looked under Paul’s mattress, he found 
something. It was a tarnished leather bound journal. 
     Utterson sat down with the journal and began to flip through it. 
The more he read, the more he frowned.  He was astonished with his 
findings. When finished, he went back downstairs.
     “I believe this is the reason why your son is missing,” Utterson said 
walking into the room.  
     “What have you found?” said Charles.
     “A journal written by Paul from when he started university.”
     “How is that supposed to explain why he’s missing?” Lisa said. 
      Utterson sat down and opened the book. Phelps sat attentively 
along with the parents of Paul, waiting to see what he found. 
Utterson cleared his throat and began to read out loud. 

November 23rd 2003

Entry #34

     Living away from my parents is harder than I thought. I have no 
friends and am depressed. I feel like a ghost, wandering through the 
halls. Hopefully, things will get better. 

                                                             Paul Jekyll 

Utterson skipped a few entries, and then continued:

December 2nd 2003

Entry #44

 We got a new chemistry professor – Professor Hyde. I really 

like Professor Hyde; he makes chemistry interesting.  Hopefully he can 
help me; I want to learn even more about chemistry. I’ll talk to him 
tomorrow and see if there’s any way I can stay behind to ask him some 
questions. 

    Paul Jekyll

     “I don’t see where this is leading,” Charles said. 
     “Keep listening,” Utterson replied. The Detective looked over at his 
partner to make sure he was taking down notes, and then continued 
to read, 

January 12th 2004

Entry#83

 We’ve been spending a lot of time in the lab. He has been 

teaching me so many things about chemistry. Today he brought 
something up just as I was about to leave. He asked me if I had ever 
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pondered the character of man… something about separating a man from 
his morals. I had never thought of such a thing but it intrigued me. I told 
him I was interested. The Professor then told me about a project he was 
working on. It was a potion that was meant to “separate a man from his 
morals and walk on the wild side. He said that he trusted me and needed 
someone to help him. I don’t know why… but I said yes. 

                                                                     Paul Jekyll

January 13th 2004

Entry#84

 Just imagine the power for man to change at will. He could go from 
being boring and always trying to be nice – like me, to a man that’s wilder 
and not afraid to be bad…not afraid to… give in to dark impulses. I hope 
we can do this.

                                                                     Paul Jekyll

March 9th 2004

Entry #121 

     Today he came to me with the finished potion. I couldn’t believe that 
it was done. We marveled at what we accomplished. He asked if I would 
try it… I did. I put the glass to my lips and drank it in one gulp – yet I felt 
nothing. 

                                                                    Paul Jekyll 

March 11th 2004 

Entry#123

 I woke up next to the Professor’s dead body. I don’t know what to 
think or do…I think it’s the potion….I know it’s the potion. I remember 
going to sleep in my own bed last night…something went terribly wrong. I 
don’t know how long it will be until people realize he’s missing. 

                                                                    Paul Jekyll

     Utterson looked up at the couple and saw their ghost-white faces 
staring in awe. 
     “Paul did mention Professor Hyde once or twice,” gasped Charles 
in shock.
     “Yes he did…and I believe he told me about some chemistry 
project that he was working on,” said Lisa, “But he didn’t bring up 
anything about the character of man, morals, or dark impulses.”
     Detective Utterson wiped the sweat off his brow and began to 
read the final entry in Paul’s Journal - 

March 16th 2004

Entry #124 

 What am I? Don’t know where to go, what to do, who I’ll hurt. 
I saw it. I saw my face turn black and the features beginning to melt 
and alter. I saw the…metamorphosis. I think of the duality of man; of 
the two natures that resided in my consciousness. Even if I could be 
either, it was only because I was radically both; from an early date. . . 
I had learned to dwell with pleasure on the thought of the separation 
of these elements.   I’ve transformed…into one that lost all ties to 
morality… one who let dark impulses indulge him...I killed a man for 
goodness sake. I must leave, and not return until I find a cure. To my 
mother and father, if you are reading this, I bid you farewell. 

                                                                       I don’t know anymore.
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GRADE 9• BAYVIEW GLEN SCHOOL

IF ONLY I HADN’T
BASED ON WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE’S HAMLET

Noor Hashim

I L OIoOOKED INTO HIS EYES and saw the fear and hatred he possessed. 
He radiated with emotion, until the air was tense and cold. I took a deep 
breath and reminded myself I was only doing what was right, nothing 
more. I looked down at the knife; it gleamed back at me, taunting, dar-
ing me to kill. I prepared myself for what was to come. I pulled the knife 
back and stabbed. Hard. My arm sailed forward, and I realized what 
I had just done. I stopped abruptly, inches away from his chest, and 
looked him in the eye.  
     “You wouldn’t,” he said, “you would never kill me. You wouldn’t dare.” 
     The anger in my chest swelled and my voice came out cold and 
pitiless. “No, I wouldn’t. I wouldn’t. But you. You have the nerve to 
try and poison me. To slaughter me for no reason. It’s not normal 
circumnstances and because of that, I’ll have to kill you. It leaves me no 
choice.” 
     His eyes widened, “No! It’s all a mistake. It wasn’t for you, it was for…” 
     I looked at him suspiciously. “For who?”  
     He looked sideways at the knife in my hand, and I noticed his right 
hand slowly reaching towards it. I pulled my hand back and silently 
cursed myself for being so stupid. He’d made me let my guard down so 
he could steal the knife. There was no more stalling; it had to be done 
before something else happened. I stabbed again. This time, it was a 
direct hit, and ,as he fell to the ground, I turned away; I couldn’t bear 
to look. He struggled for awhile and then he was dead. I leaned down 
and gingerly pulled out the knife, my hand trembling. A wave of nausea 
overcame me, and I sat down; I had murdered my own brother.
     I burst into the room. “He’s been murdered! Someone’s murdered 
Hamlet!” I cried. 
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     His son, Hamlet, looked up. “Murdered!” he exclaimed. “It’s not 
possible! But, how?”
     His eyes were brimming with tears and I could tell he was trying to 
keep them in. Pity welled in my heart. I wanted to tell him it was my 
fault, all my fault. But I couldn’t, and never would be able to. Instead 
I replied sadly, “I walked into the kitchen and there he was, lying 
on the floor. Beside him was a  knife. I’ve called the police and they 
should be here soon, but I don’t know if they can help.” I felt bad, yet 
there was nothing I could do; if only I hadn’t acted so impulsively. I 
had let my emotions get the better of me. It was too late. The police 
came and went. They had found no evidence: I had done it clean. 
Nobody suspected a thing. I could tell Hamlet was broken by his 
father’s death, and I feared for him. 
     My deceased brother’s successful company fell into my hands, 
and I handled it well, making it even more prosperous. Money rolled 
in, and soon I was richer than I had ever dreamed of being.  A month 
passed and I married my brother’s widow, Gertrude, to help her with 
the stressful time. We had a happy marriage, but Hamlet didn’t seem 
quite right. He kept glancing over at me, a mistrusting look in his eyes. 
I thought nothing of it at the time.  
     One day, Hamlet surprised us with tickets to a show playing 
that night. I was touched, and Gertrude and I went to the show 
with Hamlet. It was enjoyable, although during the murder scene 
in the show I got a bit edgy. I still hadn’t gotten the picture of my 
brother lying on the floor out of my head. It haunted me in my sleep, 
tormenting me, reminding me of what I had done.
     Ever since that night, Hamlet  seemed to have gone crazy. He 
spoke nonsense. He spent most of his time with his best friend, 
Horatio. They talked earnestly in low voices, and I feared for their 
sanity. He talked about the ghost of his father that frequently 
appeared in his dreams. He claimed that it had told him that I’d 
murdered it. I wondered how he had discovered it, and eventually 
came to the conclusion that it was simply his insanity. 
     I decided to send my friend, Polonius, to keep an eye on Hamlet. 
Unfortunately, Hamlet’s madness seemed worse than I thought, 
and Hamlet murdered dear Polonius. It was a sad event, and I hated 

breaking the news to his children. Polonius’ son was traveling at the 
time and I couldn’t contact him. But his daughter, Ophelia, was hurt 
by his death. She was Hamlet’s lover, and she loved him so much even 
though he was the cause of her father’s death. I felt horribe for her 
when Hamlet’s madness got the better of him and he denied his love 
for Ophelia, telling the poor girl to go to a nunnery. She went insane, 
singing rhymes and picking flowers. She was in a morbid state. Soon 
after, the poor wretch committed suicide, drowning herself in a river. 
Gertrude was saddened by her death and grieved over her. Laertes, 
Ophelia’s brother, was broken by his father’s and sister’s deaths 
and vowed his revenge with Hamlet. I felt a little bad for Hamlet, but 
realized he had done too much damage. He had murdered two people 
and knew my secret, so I decided to let Laertes get even with Hamlet. 
     I proposed a fencing match. The first to get three hits would win. 
I spoke to Laertes earlier and gave him a gun to put in his pocket for 
the match to kill Hamlet. I also decided to take a poisoned drink to 
offer Hamlet. Everything seemed perfect, and I relaxed.  My secret 
would be safe, and the only other soul that knew about it would 
soon be dead. Gertrude and I made our way to the fencing arena and 
sat at the front; the fencing match had almost begun. I put down 
the poisoned cup near me and looked at Laertes. I gave him a small, 
imperceptible nod, and then the match began. 
     My heart hammered as I watched the match progress; Hamlet 
scored one, then two hits. As he was closing in for his third and final 
hit, Laertes pulled out his gun and shot Hamlet in the stomach. He 
doubled over and quickly retaliated by stabbing Laertes in the chest. 
Suddenly, Gertrude gasped and I looked over at her. In her hand was 
the empty cup; she’d drunk the poison. “I am poisoned!” she cried, 
and then she was dead. 
     Hamlet looked up from his wound, “What is this? Treachery! Seek it out.” 
     Laertes leaned on his elbow and to my horror, exposed me. 
“Hamlet,” he said. “The treachery is in this room. Your uncle. It’s him.” 
     Hamlet glared at me. He strode over to Laertes and grabbed the gun. 
As he advanced towards me, I thought of how alike my death was to 
that of my brother’s. As I died, a heartless smile crept on my face. I was 
justly served for what I had done, but if only I hadn’t done it.



44    InCITE       InCITE    45

GRADE 9• THE BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL

GEORGE II
BASED ON HENRY V

Chantelle Lee

THERE ARE ALWAYS PROTESTERS.

Even through the thick, bulletproof windows of the limousine, I can 
hear them. I never did before, but today I do, as clearly as a whisper in 
my ear. 
     “If you really want us to go to war, then you should be the one to 
fight!” one girl shouts, sitting on the shoulders of a burly man. “Let 
the blood of our brothers and fathers be on your hands!”
     I close my eyes and, pretending that she can hear me, mutter 
what has become my mantra, “His cause being just and his quarrel 
honorable…”  
     I love this office. Great men have sat here, and many more have 
desired to sit here. Now, it is my domain. Now I am the Great Man. 
The other great men before me have sent many men to their deaths. 
Why couldn’t I? Wait, am I really sending them to their deaths? After 
all, if a father sends his son to a corner store to fetch a jug of milk, and 
the son is struck by a car, is the father to be blamed for the accident? 
Hell no! It is the son’s carelessness that is at fault. I am sending our 
young men to bring justice and order to this world, not to die. In this 
endeavor, if the soldiers should meet their untimely end, it is their 
mishap which fells them, not my declaration of war. How could it ever 
be the Great Man’s fault?
     Once again, I am overcome by all of the obstacles that have 
suddenly sprung up in my path that are now my responsibility. 
Responsibility. I’ve never liked that word. I hate the whole image 
that word conjures up in my mind. I always try to run from it. But 
being born to the greatness of him cut off all of my escape routes. 
But I never wanted to be like him. I just wanted a life of an ordinary 

man. But no, that was not acceptable to him. He wanted me to follow 
in his footsteps, and I could never truly be happy being like him. I 
never thought I could handle the responsibility that comes with this 
position, but he worked me harder than I’ve ever worked before to 
get me to where I am now. 
     So here I am, once again, leading this country to war. I bet he’s 
immensely proud of me now. Every day I have to pray to God that 
I won’t spend an eternity suffering in Hell because I’m sending my 
country to war yet again. 
     My mind continues to drift back to what that girl said on the street, 
and in all honesty, I don’t understand how I am responsible for the 
spilling of their blood. I’m not responsible for making sure that every 
individual soldier comes back home safely. My goal is not to keep all 
of our soldiers alive – it’s to win this war.
     Damn that girl. Damn him. Damn them all.  
     I don’t care what they say. Who are they to question me? I’m the 
goddamn commander-in-chief, and if it’s anyone’s right to send our 
army to war, it’s mine. Really, these people should be on their knees 
thanking me! I’m going to finish off the job that he never could. I’ll be 
remembered as the hero that he never was. My name will go down 
in history for this deed – books will be written about how heroic I 
was, how even though everyone was against me, I overcame all the 
obstacles and stood out amongst the rest. I will be the most famous 
Commander in Chief there ever was. From this day to the ending of 
the world, but we in it shall be remember’d. 
     I’ll forever be known as the Warrior President.
     “Mr. President, they’re ready for your announcement.”
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GRADE 10• CRESCENT SCHOOL

BLOOD SUCKING FIEND
BASED ON BRAM STOKER’S DRACULA

Benjamin Pitfield

     THE DOCTOR’S OFFICE WAS FREEZING on that warm day in April 
when I first poked my head in the door. I got a referral from Doctor 
Barnes three days prior, saying I needed some intense blood work. I 
remember that distinctly, as he made absolutely clear what a “fine, 
eccentric man” Dr. A. was.
     Walking through the deserted waiting area to the receptionist’s desk, 
I drew my sweater tighter around me. I was reaching into my bag for my 
day planner when the receptionist burst in, looking distraught. She was 
hastily buttoning the top of her blouse closed.
     “The sign says: ‘Back in five minutes.’ I put it up three minutes ago. 
Why are you in here?” she asked.
     Her tone, in reflection, was belligerent, but I was too struck by the 
woman to notice. It was not beauty that attracted my attention - she 
was, in fact, a rather plain woman - it was the pallor of her skin. It was a 
light grey, lacking any normal coloration. 
     “I… well … I have an appointment for Dr. Acu-”
     “Yes. Of course. You must be Mr. Stoker. Have a seat.”
     The last comment of hers was a command, not an offer, and I did 
her bidding, seeing no reason to get riled up over the anger of a menial 
secretary. So I sat and waited for fifteen minutes, aware of the passage 
of each second. After that time, I arose and, once again, approached 
the receptionist’s desk. Before I had gotten more than five feet from 
my chair, she turned and arose from her chair, quickly exiting to a 
small alcove behind. Leaning over the top of her counter, I saw the 
appointment book for the doctor’s day. Mine was the only appointment 
in it. I rang the bell for service. No answer. I rang the bell again.
     “The Doctor will see you now,” said the pale receptionist. I spun to 

see her standing behind me. Her skin seemed slightly greyer, and 
once again she was buttoning up the top of her blouse. She stumbled 
over herself, and I rushed to her side, but before I reached her, she 
regained her balance, waiving me aside. She staggered drunkenly 
to her desk and slouched there, her head in her hands. Perhaps Dr. 
Barnes had said that the receptionist was the eccentric, I thought, 
trying to remember exactly what he said to me.
     I hung my jacket and bag on a hook, and walked down the 
hall towards the treatment rooms. From behind me, I heard the 
receptionist call, “Room number three,” followed by the dull thump 
of what I assumed was her head hitting her desk.
     The further I made it down the hall, the colder it got, and the 
longer the relatively short walk seemed. The hair on the back of my 
neck stood on end, and I was struck by an unceasing urge to turn tail 
and flee. I made it to room number one, which was on the right, and 
then room number two which was on the left, but I couldn’t see the 
door or any indication of room number three. I was about to return 
to the waiting room, when I spotted on the ground a small number 
three, and what appeared to be a trapdoor handle. Stooping over, I 
grabbed the handle and pulled lightly. The door budged, but didn’t 
open. I put both hands on the handle and leaned backwards, dragging 
the door upwards until I heard a click, and the door would raise no 
further. I stood, and walking to the other side of the trap door, saw a 
dark wooden staircase leading down into a dusty, dank cellar. I turned 
back towards the waiting room, determined not to descend the 
creepy stairs in the creepy office of a creepy doctor who had a creepy 
receptionist.
     “Mr. Stoker.” Hearing my name, I froze, wondering where the 
voice was coming from, wondering if it was just my imagination. “Mr. 
Stoker, please come down.” The voice was gentle and warm, as if 
the speaker was smiling while speaking, but most importantly, it was 
coming from the pit.
     I moved to the door in the floor and, putting my left foot on the 
first step called, “Who’s there?”
     “It’s me Mr. Stoker, the doctor. Please come down so that we can 
start.” 
     With all my heart, I did not want to continue down the stairs, but 
the tests had to be done, and the voice was very calm, very soothing. 
So, placing my trust in the voice, I descended into the depth of the 
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doctor’s office. As my foot touched the floor at the bottom of the 
stairs, a light overhead flipped on, momentarily blinding me. I threw 
my hand to my eyes. From above me I heard a click, and then a bang 
as the trap door slammed closed. When it was safe to see again, 
I moved my hand and opened my eyes to see a pale white figure 
dressed in black robes standing in front of me.
     “Y… you’re the doc..ctor?” I stammered.
     The pale figure smiled, revealing bright white teeth, two of which 
descended to form fangs, one on each side of his mouth. “That I 
am. Now please Mr. Stoker, I have a busy schedule today, so can we 
begin?”
     I nodded, recalling the blank day schedule on his secretary’s desk.
      “Then please, lie down on the table,” he said, indicating a hard 
wooden slab with leather straps and metal buckles attached to it. 
     I didn’t move, staring incredulously at the restraining devices. He 
laughed. 
     “This is a painful procedure. You will be put to sleep, and restrained 
so I don’t slip while doing my work. Believe me, it’s in your best 
interest to have them.”
      I didn’t like the straps, but I let him push me onto the bench where 
I lay down. He took the restraints and buckled me down.
     “There then. That’s not so bad, is it?”
      I nodded. 
     “Good,” he said. “Now we just need to add the gag. To stop you 
from biting your tongue off.” He gingerly placed the piece of cloth in 
my mouth and tied it behind my head. 
     “Now the anesthetic,” he said, reaching for something behind my 
head, which is the last I can remember.
     When I next awoke, I was in my bed at home, my coat and bag 
at my feet, the sun peaking through the drapes of my bedroom. At 
first I thought it was all a dream, but getting up, I felt a thousand 
jackhammers pounding my skull, and, looking the mirror, I noticed my 
skin had lost some of its healthy pinkness. Also, on my neck I noticed 
two small pricks which could have been the teeth marks from an 
animal. 
     To this day, I’m not sure what happened at the doctor’s office that 
day. All I know is that now I prefer my meat rare where I once enjoyed 
it well done, and that I will never be returning for another visit to Dr. 
Acula, ever.

GRADE 10• LAKEFIELD COLLEGE SCHOOL

TRUE STRUGGLES

Piers Eaton

Will you find the balance?
Between the highs and the sorrows

But if you’re not strong today
Will you be weak tomorrow?

Knowing is not enough
These fights are won with force

How should I intervene?
Or should I let it take its course?

Why is nobody safe?
The struggle has started for some

I still wait here in fear
I cannot become numb

Because the higher you are
The longer the fall

And from way up there
Reality looks so small

But tonight please stay clean
These drugs, they destroy your heart

My sweet sister, where have you gone?
Don’t let the needle tear us apart

Please see you are better than this
You can fight for what you love

But can you fight yourself?
But will you rise above?

Will you win against the hate?
Will you win this fight?
Will you still be in pain?

Will you do what’s right?

Because the longer you live
The more you will learn
And if you wait too long

You might just miss your turn.
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TRANSLATED BY GEORGE HERBERT PALMER
 
“You won a wife full of all worth. How upright was the heart of true 
Penelope, the daughter of Icarius! How faithful to Odysseus, the 
husband of her youth! Wherefore the story of her worth shall never 
die; but for all humankind immortal ones shall make a gladsome song 
in praise of steadfast Penelope.”
 

REMEMBERING PENELOPE
INSPIRED BY HOMER’S THE ODYSSEY 

Diana Draghici

GRADE 10• THE BISHOP STRACHAN SCHOOL
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GRADE 9• GREENWOOD COLLEGE

THE BREAKING OF HOLDEN CAULFIELD
BASED ON J. D. SALINGER’S THE CATCHER IN THE RYE

Scotty Sussman

OONE MORE DAY. One more day in high school. One more day 
feeling worthless. One more day feeling hated. One more day to get 
beat up. One last day to be here.  This is my last day. Holden Caulfield 
1997-2012. 
     I have finally broken. School is hell for me.  Each day I go in with 
low expectations and I leave feeling worthless and horrible. First of 
all I’m failing, which sucks. Second of all everyone seems to hates me. 
I don’t really have any friends. I have acquaintances but no real good 
friends. The guys that are on the basketball team stick together, the 
goddam intellectuals stick together, the guys that play bridge stick 
together. Even the guys that belong to the goddam Book-of-the-
Month Club stick together. I have no group. Just me. 
      At school, I blend in. I like to blend in. No one really notices me, 
and I’m good at it.  All the teachers barely know my name. I’m just 
“bud” or “kid.”  I don’t try. I never did. I don’t know if I want to grow 
up or be a child again. I just want my feet to take me to the finish line 
so I can end this era of my life. Anyway, I’m sort of glad they’ve got 
the atomic bomb invented. If there’s ever another war, I’m going to 
sit right the hell on top of it. I’ll volunteer for it, I swear to God I will. 
     To be honest, I hate my life. I’m depressed. I see the world through 
a grey lens.  Life is a tasteless and lonely place for me. The kids in my 
class, they are fucked up. Their egos are huge and they are selfish 
bastards. It’s okay, I don’t care if you don’t want me to sit with you 
at lunch, or if you don’t want to sit beside me in class. It’s perfectly 
fine not to care about anyone else’s feelings but yours. People never 
notice anything. Today, one of you gave me this look right in my 
eyes saying, “Are you going to cry? He’s going to cry isn’t he? Wow, 
he’s such a faggot.”  I felt it in my gut. It felt like I was stabbed or 
something. It was the feeling after you swallow a big pill and it gets 

hard to breathe. If you are reading this, it’s your fault. Every single one 
of you.  You’re all phonies.
     My sister. Oh do I love you. Phoebe.  This, this right here is for you:  
you are my everything. You have taught me so much. Know I love you 
okay? Your love was not enough for me to stay with you.  You have 
taught me so much. You are going to go far in life, Phoebe. You’re the 
most intelligent, understanding, and mature child there ever was.  Just 
know, Phoebe, I love you.
     Every day is the same. I wake up and go to school. It happens every 
day. Sleep. Sleep is the best time of day. It’s the only time I can get away 
and be in my dreams. It’s the only place I don’t have to deal with all of 
you bastards at my school. Night time is all mine.  My world. When I go 
to bed, it’s like a dark paradise. I never have to think about anything. 
It’s the closest thing I have to death. It’s all I’ve got. I never want to 
wake up. Soon I won’t have to.  I just woke up, and I really wish it was a 
nightmare because when I have those, it isn’t real like this one is.
     I didn’t know it would come to this. That’s what happens when I’m 
on my own. My tears won’t make it better and I know that. Nothing can 
make this better. I’m going to miss Mr. Antolini. He’s such an amazing 
guy. I’m sorry I freaked out at you. You’re so clever, sympathetic, 
likeable, and kind. I have learned so much. I’m going to miss Carl Luce. 
You have taught me so much about being an adult. That knowledge 
won’t come in handy now. I’m going to miss those ducks in Central Park, 
the alcohol, the cigarettes and sex. Oh life was good at the time, now 
it’s fucking shit. I hated my childhood and I know my adulthood will be 
the same. 
     Don’t forget me when I come crying to heaven’s door.  The dreams 
and the aspirations I had mean nothing now. I’m on my way to the lilac 
clouds of heaven. That’s my home now. The rough rope feels tight 
around my neck. I can feel the sides of my throat touching each other. 
It’s a very soothing and safe feeling. You know? My fucking family needs 
some new chairs. This one just won’t stay put.  The cold surface of the 
chair gives me a chill down my spine. Rocking back and forth the chair 
starts to lean. My legs are shaking. My knees are trembling. My hand 
is shaking and sweaty as I pull the rope up and tighten the knot. “I’m 
going to do it,” I keep whispering to myself. I’m free. This is for you, 
Allie. I’m with you now.   
     P.S. Mom, Allie’s doing great. He misses you. 
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GRADE 10• HILLFIELD STRATHALLEN COLLEGE

AN UNCHANGED PLACE

Erika Gusenbauer

  C  CHANGE IS AN INEVITABLE PART OF LIFE. Everyone complains 
about it at some time or another, but that doesn’t stop things from 
changing. Some changes are big and can be noticed right away. Others 
are so small that they go unnoticed until the oddest of times.
     Disney World was, and still is, a popular vacation spot for young 
families. My family was one of the many that made a place for it in our 
hearts. Growing up, I travelled there numerous times; it was one of the 
few places that the whole family, grandparents included, felt comfort-
able visiting. However, as the children got older, our interest in Disney 
faded, and our annual vacations became less and less frequent until 
they stopped entirely. That is, until my grandparents’ sixty-fifth anniver-
sary. We all agreed it would be fitting to be “welcomed home again,” to 
celebrate a special occasion in a place that we associated with so many 
family memories. So after much organizing and many phone calls, we 
were off to Disney, with the excitement of four-year-olds.
     From the instant we arrived at the same hotel and were greeted with 
the same standard “Welcome home,” my excitement was replaced with 
a feeling of uneasiness. I could not pinpoint its root, but I could certainly 
feel it growing with each activity. It grew as my family visited the same 
litter-free parks, rode the same rides, ate the same ice cream by the 
same pool, and even at night when we slept in the same pullout beds, in 
the same blue and yellow rooms that I remembered. It was as if nothing 
had changed, like I had been sent back in time as some sort of cruel joke. 
That very thought consumed me until I finally cracked.
     It was our fifth day in Disney, a beautiful day with a clear sky, so I 
told my parents I was going to take a walk. Along the way, I stopped 

in the bakery and was faced with the familiar long line-ups. I took 
my place in line and eventually I made it to the counter. When I got 
there, I looked at the treats and noticed they were the same as those 
I gawked at when I was younger. Not one baked good had been 
replaced or modified in the slightest in over five years. It was those 
identical baked goods that broke me. With a fleeting look at the mer-
chant  - the poor man probably thought I was disgusted with him - I 
turned on my heels and left. I continued walking, trying to calm my 
nerves and convince myself someone wasn’t playing a sick joke on 
me, when I realized where I was. I was in the identical spot where, on 
our last vacation, I had accidentally gotten separated from my par-
ents. They had spent the better part of an hour looking for me, sick 
with worry. This time, even though I was in the same circumstance, 
they would not be looking for me; they probably wouldn’t even be 
worried. I realized then that I had grown up much more than I had 
realized. I was no longer a lost child waiting in fear for my parents 
to find me. I was a confident young adult whom my parents trusted 
would return to the hotel safely. I had not noticed myself changing 
because all around me at home, I was surrounded by change. It had 
taken a trip to an unchanged place to show me that much.
     Some people claim they are not good with change. They complain 
so that  it is easier; they spend their whole lives trying to stop it, and 
still they fail.  Maybe the more practical thing to fear is the absence 
of change, for without it we cannot progress. Embrace the magic of 
change and let it change you.
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GRADE 10• PICKERING COLLEGE

TRUTH TO POWER
BASED ON TO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD BY HARPER LEE

Jason Liang

  I  ITWAS IN 2009 WHEN I REALIZED that my dad and I had a 
difference of opinion.  I loved my country deeply as did my dad, but he 
wasn’t supportive of US foreign policy. My brother Scott was like me; 
he studied political science and was hopeful of a career in American 
politics. Being seventeen, he was idealistic and thought that America 
could save the world. After Mom’s death during the 9-11 event, Scott 
became even more supportive of the US war against terrorists. Mom’s 
death also resulted in dad being both parents. He was a man of strong 
principles and was always teaching us about the necessity of being 
honest. At the same time, he had a challenging job as the New York Daily 
News editor. He was so good at his job that he was known as Addison 
“the attacker” Fish. Even though he was highly respected, there were 
many times that he ran into difficulty because of his strong opinions. 
We lived in New Jersey, but we might as well have lived in Manhattan 
because of how much time we spent there. Dad always took us to his 
office to show us his unpublished efforts. In other words, he had a lot of 
articles that simply could not be printed because of their content. Dad 
was big on teaching us right from wrong.      
      We lost our mother during the horrific 9 11 event; it was a terrible 
blow to our family. For days after Mom’s death, we ate very little and 
were quite unmotivated.  Dad and Scott were arguing over every 
little thing. The loss of Mom was really affecting the family dynamics 
in every way. It was very hard for Dad to take over Mom’s job.  After 
all, he had his newspaper job as well as being a father of two idealistic 
kids. However, he became ever stronger in his focus to teach us sound 
morals and correctness. That was when he started to take us to the office. 
His purpose was to teach us about the troubled world and America’s 
contribution to it. In his eyes, 9-11 was more than a terrorist attack, but 

GRADE 11• ST. CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

HAIR
INSPIRED BY RAPUNZEL

Sarah Power
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Scott and I disagreed.
     We didn’t witness the beginning of Afghanistan’s troubles but we 
knew much about it. Also, terrorists destroyed the Twin Towers on 
September 11, 2001. In the name of peace and defence, the United 
States of America and NATO declared war on the Al-Qaeda group. It 
was a critical time in our history as Americans. Dad wrote an article 
about the Afghanistan War, and it caused a lot of repercussions. He 
published his thoughts about how he believed that the war was a 
cover for the US government. He also wrote about foreign policy 
- the way in which the U.S. interacted with foreign nations and set 
standards of interaction for its organizations, corporations and 
individual citizens. Dad did not support the foreign policy; he believed 
that it was a way for the US to interfere with political issues in other 
countries. When the article was first published, there were hundreds 
of critical blogs and emails pouring into newspaper headquarters 
about Dad’s article. His boss was not too pleased about his actions 
and gave him a stern warning. Dad’s article also caused trouble while 
we were at school. Being at an elite university, we were hanging out 
with the sons and daughters of big shots from around Washington, 
so our peers knew a lot about what was going on in political circles. 
They called us names such as traitors, aliens, and one even told us 
to stop studying political science since we didn’t love America. As a 
result, Scott was extremely angry with Dad and did not talk to him 
for a long time. I was always asking why he hated the country so 
much, but the answer always seemed so complex. At the same time 
and to everyone’s surprise, Dad was asked to resign. We found out 
later that the FBI was involved. To both Scott and me, it was very 
strange. Why did the government want Dad to resign? Was it because 
of the articles? After all, America is a free country. We’re allowed to 
express our views.  Had Dad gone too far? Was there something we 
didn’t know? I was very confused and tried hard to understand what 
Dad was saying about the government. Was the U.S. really hiding 
important information from the citizens? Was it really interfering in 
other countries’ business?
     Back then North Korea and South Korea were in an extremely 

tense situation. They were about to start a nuclear war, and it would 
have destroyed our world. Luckily, the U.S. government and United 
Nations stepped in and stopped the potential disaster. Weeks after 
the resignation, Dad wrote an article on the Internet about how he 
strongly disagreed with the U.S. getting involved in issues in Asia. 
According to his article, “On March 26th, 2010, a South Korean Petrol 
Ship was on its shift taking rounds near the border line from North and 
South Korea. Around midnight, the ship sent out a rescue message and 
it sank into the sea minutes after.” After the “accident,”investigative 
teams from the United States and the United Nations arrived and 
tried to find out the cause of the explosion. This really intensified the 
relations between North and South Korea. Dad pointed out, “Why 
should the US have any involvement in North and South Korean issues? 
The US needs to stop being a bully and focus its attention on the home 
front.” That was the statement that really changed everything. There 
were hundreds of supporters and Dad had home pages on Facebook 
and other social networking sites. Scott and I still didn’t fully support 
him until the police came in one day and took him away. We had 
already lost our mother; we could not afford to lose our father.
      We waited for hours until he came home. We rushed to comfort 
him because we had never seen him like that before. I knew something 
must have happened at police headquarters. That night, Dad was 
crying with Mom’s photo in his hand. I was starting to get the real 
picture. The police had come because Dad wrote articles that were 
causing a lot of concern in Washington. Apparently, the government, 
through the police, had threatened Dad that, if any more articles were 
to be written, he would pay very heavy consequences. Dad refused to 
tell us what those consequences would be, but I knew that they were 
severe.  I could not believe how our government could do something 
like this. I finally started to see the light. I was shattered at the thought 
that America could use threatening tactics against one of its own 
citizens. Later on that night, Dad showed me more articles that he 
wanted to publish, but for the safety of the family he could not publish 
them. After I went to bed, I heard Dad shredding the articles. I knew 
then that America was the real terrorist. 
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GRADE 10• RIDLEY COLLEGE

THE RAVEN - INTERPRETATION
BASED ON “THE RAVEN” BY EDGAR ALLEN POE

Miles Smith

Once on a sad, hopeless night I pondered, weak from burdens carried so long
I started to remember the forgotten song

While my eyes became heavy, there was a strike, strike at my bedroom door.
“It is merely a visitor,” I muttered, “the knocks ghostlike –

Only this, and nothing more.”

Alas, it was distinctly the bleak month known as December
And each part of the flame die upon the ground, upon the cold wooden floor

Was I ever eager for morn, - for my instincts were forborne 
For they derived from the books encasing sorrow – sorrow for the lost Lenore- 

For the divine, blessing the Earth with her presence, whom the angels name Lenore- 
Nameless here for evermore.

And each curtain tells in tale told its tale in a language unknown
Thrill overtook me – filled with fantastic terrors not felt before

So now, to the beat of my heart, I stood repeating
“Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door-

This is it, and nothing more.”

Then with newfound courage, I conveyed the message
“Sir,” spoke I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

The fact is I was napping, and you so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping on my chamber door,
That I scarce was sure I heard you” – Here came wide the door

Darkness there and nothing more.

I stared deep into the darkness, fearing what might lunge 
Doubting my abilities, dreaming things no man has before

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore!”
This is whispered, and came the answer, “Lenore!”-

Merely this, and nothing more.

Back to bed, awake with fright, all my senses open to the night
Soon I heard a knock louder than before

“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what it is, and this mystery explore;

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;
 ‘Tis the wind and nothing more!”

I opened the pane and stepped onto the frame
In stepped a stately raven of the days of lore

No curtsy from he, not stopped for an instant was he
But, with the state of mind of a lord or lady, sat he above my bedroom door-

Perched upon Pallas’ bust, above my bedroom door-
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

Then this blackbird turned my sadness into smiling
By the conduct it followed, and the appearance it wore

“Though thy crest be short and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven, 
Ghastly grim and ancient raven wandering from Nightly shore-
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night Plutonian shore!”

Quoth the raven, “Nevermore.”
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GRADE 9• ST. CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

KEEP BURNING
BASED ON TO KILL A MOCKINGBIRD BY HARPER LEE

Sarah Wong

 TIK-TIK-TIK.
      I turned my face to the gentle warmth of the sun.
     Tik-tik-tik.
     I inhaled the wonderfully heady scent of camellias.
     Tik-tik-tik.
     And I counted down the minutes until I could have my next dose of 
morphine.
     My addiction was an evil, ravenous thing that had hounded me 
ever since I was introduced to the painkiller after my hip surgery. The 
doctors thought that they had weaned me off the morphine, but little 
did they know of the drug dealer whom my daughter, Jess, visited 
once every two weeks for me. Jess, of course, did so reluctantly and 
often begged me to try to quit the drug. If I had my way, I’d have 
taken another dose much earlier rather than bearing the excruciating 
withdrawal symptoms, but when faced with the choice of pleasing Jess 
or going to a rehabilitation center, I picked the former.
     I tried to steady my shaking fingers on the arms of my chair, and I 
looked out at the black-paved road from my seat on the porch, searching 
for some distraction, for something that would make the time fly by.
     Tik-tik-tik.
     Soon enough, two small figures came into my field of vision—Jeremy 
and Jenna Finch. They were both swaggering along in their baggy 
jeans, scuffed-up t-shirts, and hats worn backwards. Every step was 
accompanied by a soft clink from a chain strung from Jeremy’s belt 
loops and the soft scuffing of Jenna’s shoes against the sidewalk.      
     A deep-seated sense of disapproval washed over me. Jenna, feeling 
the weight of my glare, took her eyes off her yellow-cased iPod. She 

spared a quick, startled glance at me before turning scarlet and training 
her eyes on the sidewalk. Jeremy, who was older and not as easily 
unnerved, took his earphones out of his ears and called a greeting to me.
     “Yo, Mrs. Dubose!” he shouted from the sidewalk. As he raised his 
hand in a wave, his shirt pulled up, revealing red boxers peeking out of 
jeans worn much too low.
     My fingers continued to shake, and sweat started to bead on my 
forehead. I sucked up a thread of saliva that was making its way from 
my mouth to my chin. I wasn’t in a very forgiving mood.
     “Don’t you say yo to me! You say good afternoon, Mrs. Dubose!” I 
berated him. “And what in god’s name are you wearing? I swear, the 
next time I see you, you’ll be covered in tattoos and pointing a gun at 
my face. But I don’t expect anything else, what with your father running 
around defending violent, alleyway gang trash. Why, if your mother was 
alive, she would be crying in shame to see you like this!”
Jenna finally turned to look at me, and I was surprised to see fire 
burning in her brown eyes. She opened her mouth to say something, 
but Jeremy stopped her, whispering something unintelligible to my 
ears. Jenna tensed for a moment, as though preparing to argue with 
her brother, but caught herself at the last moment. With obvious 
indignation, Jenna looked away from me and followed her brother 
down the street, no longer slouching, but walking proud and erect. 
     Grumbling, I slowly raised myself from my chair and used it to 
steady myself. My forehead was slick with sweat, and my fingers shook 
uncontrollably; I felt as if I was sick with a fever.
     Tik-tik-tik.
     “Jess!” I yelled. It must be due time for my dose of morphine.
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     The next day, I awoke to a faint trembling in my hands. My last 
dose must have been wearing off. Groggily, I swept back the covers 
from my bed and stumbled over to Jess’s washroom. Now, where did 
she keep my morphine?
     I fumbled around in her medicine cabinets and then in the cabinets 
under the sink. I unearthed a clean needle from Jess’s jumble but 
could not find even a drop of morphine. Finally, I came across a 
shampoo bottle half-full with a clear liquid. I smiled in triumph and 
started to draw some of the liquid into the needle. 
     I could already feel the morphine running through my veins, like 
a river washing away my pain and worries. It was my liquid bliss and 
relief, slowly drowning me in a destructive sea.
     Suddenly, a shrill scream sounded. I looked around in confusion, 
trying to find the source of the scream, until I realized that it was 
coming from downstairs. I hobbled down as quickly as my aged, 
decrepit legs could manage, still gripping the needle in my hand.
     “Jess!” I barked as I stepped onto the porch. “What on earth is 
making you...”
     My voice trailed off as I took in the sight of my house. Toilet paper 
was strung from the eaves to the yard, and egg yolks glared at me 
like tiny burning suns from the windows. My eyes travelled across 
the porch where fragments of white egg shells were littered, and 
they instantly caught a flash of yellow. I narrowed my eyes and saw a 
yellow-cased iPod with earphones trailing from them.
     And I couldn’t help but laugh. A horrible rasping sound choked out 
of my throat, nearly causing me to double over and lean on the porch 
railing for support.
     “What is so funny?” demanded Jess. “Our house, it’s...”
     “Oh, shut up, Jess,” I interrupted between my fits of laughter. 
“Those kids... They have spunk. What nerve!”
     I shook my head in disbelief and glanced at the needle still in my 
hand. A powerful resolve took over me, and I threw the needle to the 
porch. It shattered on the wooden planks, spilling out the morphine 
inside.
     Those Finches, they had fire in them. And by God, I still had some 
fire in me yet.      

GRADE 9• ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE

CROSSROADS
BASED ON OF MICE AND MEN BY JOHN STEINBECK

Justin Laird

IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL WARM EVENING in the city of Toronto. The 
city lights were shining brightly, and the lights of the CN Tower were 
reflecting beautifully off of the majestic Lake Ontario. The lake was 
littered with grand sailboats and ferryboats filled with people enjoying 
the beautiful evening. As George and the rest of the guys walked 
along the streets of Toronto, he was amazed by all the tall buildings. 
He had been to many cities but had never seen anything like this one. 
The streets were crowded with people laughing and joking as they 
made their way to the many different hot spots in the city. Every city 
block they passed was filled with restaurants and pubs. Although 
there was so much going on around him and so many things to see, 
George couldn’t stop thinking about Lennie. He wondered what sort 
of trouble he might be getting into and, for a moment, he felt panicked 
and regretted leaving him behind. He then thought about the look on 
Lennie’s face as they drove off, and now he was feeling guiltier than 
ever.
     His thoughts of Lennie were disrupted when Slim tapped him on the 
shoulder and said, “Hey man, you all right? Looked like you were off in 
another world there.”
     George replied, “Yeah, bro, I’m all good. Just gettin’ pretty thirsty.” 
     “Well, just one more block, man! Wait till you see the place that 
we’re goin’ to; it’s awesome! We go there every time we come to To-
ronto,” explained Slim. 
     “I hope it’s not too expensive ‘cause I don’t have much money to be 
throwing around,” replied George. 
     Carlson jumped in, “Oh don’t worry bro, it’s your night off! Just have 
a good time!” When they got to Queen Street, they turned the corner 
and arrived at The Slippery Slope. 
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     “This is it, George! The Slippery Slope has been around for the last 
twenty years, and there’s a good reason for that: there’s great food, 
bands, and the girls that hang here are pretty hot,” said Slim. 
     “Sounds good,” George said. The men all entered the bar and 
George thought to himself, ‘Slim wasn’t kidding! This place is sick!’ Every-
where he looked, he saw beautiful women and the music playing was his 
favourite kind. They sat down at the bar and ordered a few drinks. 
     Carlson yelled from down the bar, “So George…what do ya think?” 
George raised his glass and smiled.
     After a few drinks, all of the guys except for George decided to get 
on the dance floor when they saw a group of women they were all eye-
ing. George didn’t feel much like dancing; he always felt as though he 
had two left feet when it came to that. Instead, George ordered him-
self another drink and his mind drifted off once again, thinking about 
Lennie. He wondered why he felt so responsible for Lennie and what 
the future with him would hold. Lennie had got them into so much 
trouble through the years, and George wondered how much longer 
it would be before they would have to run off again. Deep down, he 
knew that it was only a matter of time before Lennie would do some-
thing he wasn’t supposed to. Would all of that worry go away once 
they had their own place? George wasn’t too sure. Suddenly, he felt a 
hand on his arm and quickly snapped out of his daydream. Next to him 
sat the most beautiful woman George had ever seen. He realized that 
she had said something to him, but he wasn’t listening. 
     “Sorry,” George said. “I didn’t realize you were talkin’ to me.”
     “That’s all right; I just said, looks like our friends are having a great 
time together,” replied the beautiful woman as she pointed to the group 
dancing. 
     George answered, “Yeah, sure does. Why aren’t you up there danc-
ing with them?”
     “I’m not much of a dancer,” she said. “In fact, I usually don’t come 
to these sorts of places. The only reason I’m here is ‘cause it’s my best 
friend’s birthday and this is where she wanted to spend it.  Oh, I’m Lucy 
by the way,” she said. 
     “George. I’m George. It’s great to meet you, Lucy,” George replied.       
“Where ‘ya from?”, George asked. 

     “I live about an hour away in a small town called Kettleby, where I 
run my parents’ horse farm. I love it there, the country air, the peace 
and quiet, nothin’ like the city,” Lucy replied. 
     As Lucy spoke, George couldn’t help but stare at her. Lucy had 
long wavy brown hair that looked like silk and deep blue eyes that 
sparkled. She spoke so softly and George could tell that she was as 
sweet as can be. George and Lucy spent the rest of the evening talk-
ing about how they grew up and what their lives were like, both real-
izing that they had so much in common. They talked about their plans 
for the future, and George felt so comfortable with Lucy, he told her 
all about his plan to one day own his own farm. The only thing George 
left out was Lennie and, for some strange reason, George did not 
want to tell her about him. Lucy then told George about her hopes 
for the future. She spoke of getting married and settling down on 
the farm. She talked about family and how important that was to her 
and how someday she wanted to be a mother and have two or three 
children. George felt so connected to Lucy, like he had known her for 
years, which confused him because he had never felt this way before. 
     “I can’t believe the two of you have been sitting at this bar all this 
time, man,” Carlson said as he wrapped his arm around George. 
     Carlson definitely had had too much to drink. 
     Then Slim appeared and said, “Well guys, it’s been a fun night but 
we’d better head out. We have to be up at the crack of dawn tomor-
row to bail that hay.” 
     George suddenly felt his heart sink. He didn’t want to leave Lucy. 
They exchanged their numbers and he promised to call her and add 
her to his list of friends on Facebook. 
     On the ride home as most of the men slept, George couldn’t stop 
thinking about Lucy and what their life could be like. He imagined 
them getting married, living on a farm and raising children together. 
George never imagined this kind of life before. He then realized that 
he could never live this dream with Lennie in his life. Although he 
loved Lennie, he knew that he could never trust him around Lucy and 
definitely not around children! For the first time, George really felt 
like he wanted a life of his own, one that didn’t include Lennie. 
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GRADE 10• ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE SCHOOL

THE BALLAD OF 
JAMES GATZ BASED 
ON F. SCOTT FITZGERALD’S
THE GREAT GATSBY

Reilly Howe

The flowers smelled of pale gold,
matching the buttons of her dress,

and pallor of the paint covering my car.
These golds are unmatched by

the gold we once enjoyed.
The gold of our age,

the gold of our youth,
the gold of our loves lost,

the gold of a fresh picked Daisy,
the gold of throwing your

cares away, Carraway,
and the gold of a passing sunset.

Bespectacled eyes
will see us all

in our 
never-ending chase for 

this fools gold,
which traps the poor

and the rich alike,
in a vicious circle,

spending our future
trying to reclaim our past.

Dearest Nick,
old sport,

I work endlessly,
pedalling backwards,

to reach the gold
that I used to want.

But the heat that
forged this Valley of Ashes

is not warm enough
to heat our hearts,

frozen in time,
looping in reverse,

reaching and stretching
and tearing muscles

just to get back what we
already have, but have wasted

on the vain,
who sneer at us

on the courage of 
our own liquor.

So we beat on,
backs against the current,

borne back ceaselessly 
into the past.
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GRADE 9• TORONTO FRENCH SCHOOL

CONFESSION
FROM THE TALE OF CAIN AND ABEL, GENESIS 4

Kathleen Chen 

CCOVENFORT IS A TOWN that should have been on a postcard. If 
you had decided to visit it one year, two months and twenty-two days 
ago, you would have known why it was the postcard that nobody ever 
bought, hidden underneath the one with a horse and carriage against 
a background of Christmas. It was a printing error, an elbow bumping 
into the mouse by accident. At least, that was how they made it look.
     If you had known me, you would never have imagined that I would be 
capable of doing it. I was just Cain. Or rather, I was just Abel’s brother. I 
was the follower. The rejected worshipper. The coward. You would have 
understood why I kept it a secret. You would have wondered why I con-
fessed to him, and to him alone.
     Erosion is the wearing down  of land over an extended period of time. It 
is a brutal killer. A rock will explode if the water trapped inside it freezes. 
Rain sweeps away particles, scarring the ground in the process. Water also 
corrodes sediments by dissolving ions. When erosion strikes, mountains 
can be reduced to sand.
     If you were to walk through Main Street, you would pass by Number 
204. If you were to knock on the door and pretend you were advertis-
ing your window cleaning services, Naamah would open up. You would 
have an epiphany.
     She was beautiful.
     So was Abel.
     Mom would always complain about me. Why couldn’t I be more like 
my younger brother? It seemed like he was the older one, the role mod-
el. The nagging never ended. Even friends noticed, and commented. But 
I was igneous.

     There are three main types of rock: sedimentary rock, metamorphic rock 
and igneous rock. Igneous rocks were born from magma. The hard from 
the soft. The brave from the frightened.
     When it happened, Mom was traumatized. When she was not at the 
hospital, she was crying. Hiding her fear from her favourite son. But she 
was unable to hide that he was her favourite.
     If it had been me, would she have done the same?
     Do not bluff yourself - you know the answer.
     Abel was so difficult to hate. You would have figured that out quite 
quickly.
     He was one of those people so perfect it killed you. It was impossible 
to find a reason to argue with him.
     Even if you had found a reason, you would not have been able to break 
it to him.
     Until you snapped.
     My breaking point was Naamah.
     The mineral lonsdaleite is made of carbon atoms. It is rare both in nature 
and in the lab. When meteorites of graphite impact the earth, a diamond 
is formed out of the heat and stress. But, this alien diamond is more than 
extraordinary: it can withstand fifty-eight percent more pressure than an 
ordinary diamond. The outsider outdoes the home champion.
     I met her at the skating rink. It was outdoors. I was taking a walk. She 
was the only one there. I watched her race around in her hockey skates 
and boot cut jeans. When she finished, I said hello.
     We introduced ourselves. Chatted for a while. She told me she was 
number  204. I said I was number 318. She said she had always liked the 
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number eight. She liked the way it never finished, going around and 
around in a serpentine. I then asked, isn’t infinity the same? Then she 
replied, eight’s final. It’s decided what it’s going to be. Infinity hasn’t.
     Later, I realized. I was infinity about to be pushed upright.
     I was with Abel when I saw her again. We were at the skating rink.
     Abel said hi first. He always got things first. You would have known 
what was going to happen by then; it was obvious.
     She smiled, more than polite.
     I said hello.
    She smiled, polite. I was not sure she even recognized me. I was 
already disappearing behind my brother’s shadow. Beside him, I was 
invisible.
     Before I could refresh her memory, she turned to talk to Abel.
     It was then that I found a reason to hate him.
     But I could not tell him. It would hurt me more than him.
    Sediments, eroded material, settle in a pile. After a while, they are 
compressed, pressure turning them into sedimentary rock. They often 
contain fossils, dreams. You can see layer after layer. You can observe the 
progress. 
     So, I decided I would try again.
     Mercury.
     If you could have heard my conversation with Naamah, even you 
would have pitied me. Through the phone, I reminded her who I was. 
Asked if she was available to chat. She declined my offer. Said she was 
taken.
     Highly toxic.
     You would have understood why I was very angry. Once again, Abel 
had taken what could have been mine.
     I beat him up. He did not resist much. I suppose he was not accus-
tomed to being outdone. Surprised that Cain would dare to touch his 
sacred skin.

     I guess you are surprised too.
     I banged his head into the ground. There might have been a dent. I 
did not want to look.
     It was the first Wednesday of February.
     Liquid metal.
     There was a lot of blood.
     I dialed 911. I made up some trash about a man with a beard attack-
ing us both. I gave myself a black eye to make my story more believable.
     But I could not believe myself.
     You know how it feels to try to lie to yourself. It never works.
     Nevertheless, I tried to trick myself into thinking that it was a night-
mare. A side effect from my sleeping pills. I was going to wake up even-
tually. It was going to be all right.
     But I knew that nothing was ever going to be all right again.
     The Chinese once thought that mercury would give eternal life.
     Naamah was informed that Abel was in the hospital. He had stitches 
along his lip. His face was badly bruised. He had a severe concussion.
     She had barely known him at that time. After the accident, she knew 
him less.
     I would have called her again. But when I heard “Naamah,” I heard         
“Abel.” And I was reminded of my sin.
     If it had not been for me, a postcard of Covenfort would have been 
everywhere. Every store would have changed Covenfort to Hannen-
dale or Derbridge, claiming that it was a photo of their own town. But 
Abel’s torn face ruined the picture. Even if it was in the background.
     He had forgotten everything. What made Abel Abel had disappeared.
     Of course, he went through therapy. He did well, as he always had 
before. He began remembering things.
     I told him.
     He refused to believe it.
     He was too much of a saint.
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GRADE 12• APPLEBY COLLEGE

TAMED BLINDNESS
FROM HEART OF DARKNESS
BY JOSEPH CONRAD

Delaney Cox

WE SAT IN FRONT OF MY DESK for a long time without uttering 
a word, so long that it unnerved me to such a point where I had to 
become mobile myself. And as I paced, he sat in an alarmingly tranquil 
state, watching the night engulf the last streams of the light of day 
outside the window. 
     After several moments, I revisited my position in my chair and faced 
Marlow, my composure regained. He continued to sit motionless, like a 
poised sculpture or idol, his eyes reflecting his current absence of reality, 
as he began to speak:
     “My car broke down fifteen miles outside the prison gates. It took me 
another four hours to reach it by foot, and the only sense of direction I 
had were the far-off searchlight towers through the trees.
     “No one truly understands the feeling of overwhelming solitude 
until you are immersed in it. The exhaustion, the weakness….and the 
darkness. How it floats at a predator pace, striking anxiety into the 
heart…
     “However, my travel soon enough came to an end when I finally 
reached the giant wrought iron gates; their infinite height and tangled 
mess of barbed wire fencing were intimidating. I felt dwarfed and 
helpless before I even entered. 
     “I was met out front by a young guard who abruptly rushed me inside 
as soon as my feet crossed the threshold. Without a word, he guided 
me swiftly through the heavy and dull hallways, its cement block walls 
serving double duty as both barriers to the old and a caged reality of 

the new. The pair of us reached a door, and without a word passing 
between us, I was brought directly into an office. It was there I met the 
warden. 
     “A middle-aged man with an ever-conquering bald spot, he seemed 
an unlikely companion to the prison’s authority. Although a head 
shorter than I in height, he more than made up for it in width.  The air 
was instantly tainted with the scent of a dishonorable character. With 
the most abrupt of introductions, the situation was presented to me: 
    “‘Kurtz, the Head Guard,’ the Warden began, ‘has taken control of 
the West Wing. He has adopted a management style of an extreme and 
dangerous nature.  From what we know, it is only he who now guards 
the inmates in the wing—’
     “‘Then why do you not send over extra guards?’ I interrupted, on the 
brink of annoyance at the thought of my journey having been of waste. 
‘Surely if that was the only problem, you wouldn’t have to send over an 
investigator like me for such a simple matter?’
     “‘But that, Officer, is the very reason you were called!’” the Warden 
cried. ‘Kurtz has managed to singlehandedly gain complete control of 
the West Wing! There have been no fights, no break-outs. Complete 
control. He is a truly remarkable man, Kurtz; tremendous skills.’
     “‘So then what is the problem?’ I inquired. 
     “The Warden paused, simply staring at me with his beady, dark eyes. 
“‘He isn’t well, Officer. Mentally, I mean – disoriented.’ He stalled again, 
as if he had to choke out the next words. 
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     “‘Officer, there…there have been fifteen prisoners sent to Death 
Row in the last two months, and it was Kurtz who sent them. He’s out of 
control. He needs to be stopped!’

***
     “My footsteps echoed off the silent walls as I marched down the 
corridor towards the heart of the prison. Night was still upon us, and the 
darkness flooded through the windows without fear of the lit hallways. 
Flanking each of my sides was a set of guards, provided by the Warden 
for protection. Little use that was to me, seeing as no guards had been 
allowed entry into the West Wing of late. No one knew what to expect 
once we crossed the threshold into this new world of uncharted madness.
     “My curiosity knew no bounds when it came to this man, and 
having my entourage talk incessantly about the many stories of him 
as protagonist simply fed the hunger. But words would not satisfy the 
craving – a face would.
     “Yet as we reached the entrance to the West Wing, the unanticipated 
happened. As soon as my hands touched the double doors, a single yell 
erupted from the other side. The cry stood alone for a few moments 
until it inspired an onslaught of uproar. The chaos propelled me 
forward and I burst through the barrier, only to find that it was entirely 
quiet once the wing came into full view. The silence was piercing; the 
tranquility alarming. And then someone was at the end of the room. 
     “Noticing our presence, he ran to meet us, his jump filled with an odd 
sense of excitement. ‘Hello!’ he cried, ‘Hello!’ Once in perfect view, I saw 
he was a very young man, almost a boy, whose bright blue eyes revealed 
an uneasy earnestness.
     “‘Sir,’ I said sternly, ‘Take me to Mr. Kurtz, immediately.’
      “He hesitated quite visibly, as if terrified to fulfill my wish, but 
eventually led me down the length of the room. All the way he 
passionately defended Kurtz. ‘He isn’t well!’ he cried, ‘He hasn’t been 
thinking clearly but he’s an incredible man! He just hasn’t been…seeing 
clearly!’    

     “Despite his protests, I was more focused on the cells we were 
passing and their occupants. Hidden beneath the shadows of their 
corners, all of them; none were fully visible, all captured in the darkness 
in the heart of this merciless environment.
     “We soon came upon an unmarked door which the young man 
opened for me. Its contents now revealed, the man immediately 
retreated and hurried off.
     “What I found inside disturbs me to this day. Encircling the room 
were dozens of photographed faces of men, all of which were labelled 
‘Exterminated.’ My mind raced back to the warden. ‘Death Row’ I 
thought, horrified. Kurtz hung them like trophies, with all their eyes 
facing him in the centre of the room, as if he were some sort of…god. 
     “‘You have come for me then?’ a powerful voice croaked from in front 
of me. 
     “He was frail and weak. His bones were beginning to poke out of his 
skin. His cheeks were sunken, his eyes bulging out of their sockets, his 
skin sickling transparent. There were drug capsules everywhere, tipped 
over or emptied.
     “And yet, here was Kurtz. 
     “And it was immediately evident that his power, his control, emanated 
from within. It was his voice. 
     “‘You have no idea, no idea at all.’ His words shot through my ears with such 
impact; everything else in the world was silent. I hung on to his every word. 
     “‘No idea of what?’ I protested. 
     “‘I had immense plans… They were in control!  Animals, trained! They 
are under my power…you don’t understand! They were souls saved, 
the most deadly of all men were disciplined– good God man, I tamed 
savages! And you’re going to ruin it all! The horror, the horror!’”  
     Marlow stayed silent for a few moments, his eyes glued once more to 
the window.
      “And that’s when I noticed it, Sergeant.”
     “Noticed what ,Marlow?” 
     “Kurtz…his eyes…the darkness of them. They were clouded over, 
Sergeant. Kurtz’s addiction…it turned him blind.”
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GLASSES
INSPIRED BY DOCTOR T. J. ECKLEBURG
IN THE GREAT GATSBY

Hali Czosnek
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TORMENT
BASED ON GARY SNYDER’S “THREE DEER 
ONE COYOTE RUNNING IN THE SNOW”

Cassie Cramer

  
 First three boys scatter
and then tormenter right after
 his                face  grimacing
 

I stand frozen a while      two minutes
in concrete tundra      of swings and slides

                          Tormentor’s back! 
            ripped sneakers, surplus jacket,
sees me:     malicious chuckle.

 
 Contradicting     Consciousness
  can’t watch     can’t not 

I recall the sting                              of hot wet tears
once mine              now theirs 

 
 Blissful shrieks,                   unaware
              yet
the resonance of ridicule  
    rings   in my ears 

 
The thud of bone against asphalt
 is  a warning
  to us all: 

Don’t get involved!
this          could          be          you
this          could          be          you

Again

 
                             3:30pm:
I walk through where they ran

To study how that news all got put down. 
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 IT WAS THE BEST OF TIMES, IT WAS THE WORST OF TIMES… 
It was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity….it was 
the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair.  It all began with the 
spring. And now the seasons of nature have come full circle, and it is 
spring once again, in both the literal and metaphorical senses of the 
word. Spring brings about a fresh start and a rebirth, yet often the 
chance of a rebirth brings about the realization that a past life was 
not the life that one wanted. Thus a rebirth becomes a rebellion. 
     Inequality has been a common plague since the dawn of time, 
yet it is when inequality reaches such an intolerable level that life no 
longer is bearable that the desperate yearning for change begins to 
strike. This is a level where people can no longer speak their minds, 
feed their children or even feed themselves. Every green leaf, every 
blade of grass and blade of grain was as shrivelled and poor as the 
miserable people. No matter the race, religion or background of a 
person, the most basic desire in the world is to be able to take care 
of one’s family. To see them grow in an environment where they 
cannot only be healthy, but where they can be free. This fundamental 
necessity was missing across the Middle East for a long period of time. 
In the winter of 2011, the bone-dry twigs of hope and possibility were 
ignited by a spark, which caused the long overdue flame of revolution 
to combust. 
     They were a people that had undergone a terrible grinding and 
re-grinding in the mill, and certainly not in the fabulous mill, which 
ground old people young. The mill, which had worked them down, 
was the mill that grinds young people old; the children had ancient 

CHARLES DICKENS’ TALE OF TWO CITIES IN THE 
CONTEXT OF THE ARAB SPRING

Eleanor Davidson

faces and grave voices. Upon the grown faces, and ploughed into 
every furrow of age and coming up afresh, was the sign, Hunger. It 
was prevalent everywhere. The fire slowly began to spread. Innocent 
women were openly shot on the streets of Tehran after merely 
criticizing the regime. A Tunisian fruit vendor burnt himself alive in 
protest of his mistreatment at the hands of the Tunisian authorities. 
These lives that were lost due to the unjustness of their repressive 
governments triggered a long dormant sense of rebellion, and a 
ferocious desire for freedom. So they took to the streets, in numbers 
that shocked the world. Fighting for the right to choose their leader, 
for the end to the widespread corruption. And so, with the infallible 
energy that desperation creates, people who could lay hold of 
nothing else, set themselves with bleeding hands to force stones and 
bricks out of their places in walls. Eventually, the integral stone was 
removed, triggering a steady collapse. Ben Ali, Mubarak, Gaddhafi. 
Tunisia, Egypt, Libya. Slowly but surely, the threads of tyranny and 
corruption were becoming un-knit across the Middle East. The spring 
turned to summer, and although the seasons continued their usual 
cycle, a blaze had been lit across the Middle East that could not be 
extinguished.
     Despite these vast changes, numerous countries in the region were 
still living under the twin sister plagues of poverty and repression. 
Repression is the only lasting philosophy. The dark deference of fear 
and slavery will keep the dogs obedient to the whip. Hope for all the 
basic needs in life continued to be nothing but an extremely distant 
dream for most people, and it was the goal of many governments to 
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DESERTED BOAT
INSPIRED BY THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA 

BY ERNEST HEMINGWAY

Emily Meyer

continue to oppress. This oppression in many countries is not only 
continuing, but also worsening. In the words of an old adage, “a 
cornered beast is the most dangerous.” The tyrants of the Middle 
East, in many cases, are on their last legs. They have finally become 
aware that their corrupt regimes are no longer sustainable. Yet this 
is not causing a regression in their brutality and violence. On the 
contrary, they have become rabid, vicious wolves, chasing innocent 
herds of sheep until their own final, dying breath. As bullies, their 
sole incentive has become the desperate proliferation of fear. Yet 
the revolution continues to spread, with the force of thousands upon 
thousands of people adding to its mighty inferno. Many autocratic 
despots have yet to be toppled, yet there is not a single head of state 
in the region that has not had their power singed and their deep-set 
roots set alight by the licks of flame that are spreading across the 
parched earth of the Middle East. 
     As the threads of tyranny and corruption are being un-knit, they 
are forming a new future. This is a future that is joining together 
the hopes and dreams that unite a people. These hopes and dreams 
create a force and a passion that no army, secret police force, torture 
or fear could possibly reckon with. Together they are knitting a new 
flag, and a world of hopes and possibilities for not only the current 
generation, but for countless generations to come. For, the footsteps 
had become to their minds as the footsteps of a people, tumultuous 
under a red flag. 
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STORM CLOUDS OVER EUROPE
A RETELLING OF JULIUS CASEAR 
IN THE STYLE OF P.D. JAMES

Isabel Joy

 BOOK ONE

THE DAY BEFORE THE BRUTAL STABBING at the European 
Commission headquarters, Prime Minister David Cameron stood before 
the delegates of the EU Economic Forum. Decades later, when this crisis 
was half-forgotten and yellowing headlines were stuck into scrapbooks 
captioned “Important Events,” Nick Clegg would look back on that 
March day as the opening scene of a tragedy. In his memory, although 
selective, he recalled a meeting with an aura of unease and fearful 
apprehension, in other words, a regular EU meeting. 
     A brilliant winter sun shone through the roof-lights of the modernist 
building in Brussels. As Cameron stood behind the podium, the wood 
glowed from the vigor and energy spent polishing it. A heavenly light 
illuminated the Prime Minister’s boyish face. 
     “Members of the EU, I stand before you to declare that Britain will 
never succumb to the reduction of its national sovereignty.” His hand 
ventured from the podium and began to make rhythmic, cutting motions 
in the air, a habit of his. “As long as I’m Prime Minister, Britain will be 
the leading power in the Continent, not a puppet of Brussels.” Spittle 
flew out of his mouth as if he were performing a Shakespeare play; Eton 
College and Oxford University had certainly taught him stagecraft. 
     The room was as silent as the Western Front on Armistice Day. David 
Cameron briskly walked away from the podium and resumed his seat 
beside Nick Clegg, his own personal lap dog. If Clegg feared that David 
Cameron’s bigoted attitude towards the EU treaty would mean that 
Britain would become marginalized and isolated, he did not show it.  

     Nicholas Sarkozy and Angela Merkel looked at each other from 
across the room. No words were needed. They were to meet at Café 
Luxembourg.  

BOOK TWO

     Café Luxembourg was a five-minute brisk walk away from the 
European Commission Headquarters. It was an ugly red brick building set 
back from the main road behind a series of recently planted evergreens. 
A gravel driveway led to an aged wooden door. Grubby net curtains hung 
like last week’s snow at each of the windows. Crumbling stone steps led 
down to a private room. 
     “Angela!” Sarkozy said slyly as he raised his coffee cup.
     “Only coffee? Don’t you think we need something stronger?” Merkel 
said, the wrinkles on either side of her chin deepening. 
     “There is no need to drown our sorrows in alcohol! Yes, Cameron has 
an intransigent mindset, but I have a plan that will put him in his place.”
     Merkel gazed out of the large window behind Sarkozy, hoping that 
the garden view, curtained with a sheer flower pattern, would give her 
strength.
     “What is this plan, Nicholas?” There was a hint of irritation in her voice. 
She had never really liked Sarkozy, a man who considered himself a 
warrior of politics, when actually he was just devious. 
     “The issue here is that Cameron is determined to lead Britain and the 
rest of the wavering European states away from our goal of unification. 
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We must stop him. This is too important for Europe.” Sarkozy brought 
out his famous power digit, and thrust in the air with passion. “If 
Cameron causes the disintegration of the continent, our own positions 
will be damaged.  We are on the verge of gaining sovereignty over the 
whole of Europe, and his naked ambition is standing in our way.” 
     “Cameron is my friend,” thought Merkel. She ran her hands through 
her blonde bob. “I’m sure he is thinking of the well-being of the 
people,” she agonized out loud.
     “Nonsense, Angela. It is you that the people respect and want to 
lead Europe, not that self-important shopkeeper. Holland and Belgium 
are behind us.  Italy and Spain are too, and I’m sure the others can be 
persuaded to follow our lead.”
     There was a sense of unease in the room, like the viscosity of syrup 
dripping from a tipped spoon. Merkel’s mind raced. She felt like she 
was on a set of scales. Would she be the one to tip the balance? Images 
of David Cameron threatening the European project with his bigoted 
view of Germany flooded into her mind.  The British seemed to find 
it impossible to move on from the war seventy years before. Britain 
was now an insignificant country, no longer a world power and, unlike 
Germany, its influence was waning. Her piercing blue eyes looked 
meaningfully at the smirking Sarkozy. 
     “So, what shall we do, Nicholas?” 
     Outside, grey, heavy clouds inched towards the sun, trapping it at 
every angle, and slowly engulfing the ball of fire.   

BOOK THREE

     It was not until eight o’clock the following day that the European 
leaders assembled for the continuation of the EU Summit. By European 
standards it was bitterly cold, without any colour or cheer. The tired 
and disillusioned EU members gradually trickled in, the wounds from 
the previous day’s meeting still raw and painful. Nicholas Sarkozy 
began to put his plan into action. All that Angela Merkel and he had 
to do was plant the seed. The EU members would have no trouble 
cultivating it. In no time at all, furtive glances shot between the 
whispering groups, as they huddled in gloomy corners like drug dealers.
To Nick Clegg’s surprise, David Cameron seemed undeterred by all the 
private chatter around him as he sat alone, riffling through his papers. 
Cameron put this gossiping down to the reluctance of the minor 

nations to speak English, the only true international language, in 
acknowledgement of Britain’s natural dominance of the continent. He 
knew his speech this morning would put them firmly in their places.  
There was no future in this European power-grab and now was the 
time to kill it. He cleared his throat, ran a hand through his brown mop 
of hair, and once again took his position at the podium.  
      “Ladies and Gentlemen,” started Cameron.  He would not 
condescend to use any other language but English, even in this multi-
national forum. “I will make this brief.  I speak for Britain in rejecting 
the treaty on the table at this summit.”
     The assembled delegates could not believe what they were 
hearing as the translators hurried to put together explanations in twelve 
languages.
     Nicholas Sarkozy, his face as white and hard as the chamber’s 
marble walls, suddenly marched towards Cameron. 
     “Pour la France!” he yelled and plunged a long scalloped blade into 
the Prime Minister’s chest. There was a collective gasp and the EU 
leaders surged. David Cameron stumbled backwards; the blood from 
the first wound stained his crisp white shirt. The EU leaders yelled, and 
plunged their daggers deep into flesh.
     “Para España!”
     “Per l’Italia!”
     “για την Ελλάδα!”
     “For Ireland!”
     “För Sverige!”
     “Pentru România!”
     “За България!” 
     “Dla Polski!”
     “Para Portugal!”
     “Suomen osalta!”
     “Magyarország!” 
     Cameron leaned on the lectern, oozing deep red plumes of blood 
from multiple wounds.  His eyes bulged as Angela Merkel approached.  
She raised her shaking hand, which clutched a glistening Solingen 
blade. The final blow fell.
     “Et tu, Angela?” he gurgled; trickles of blood ran down his chin. His 
corpse slumped on the podium, like a bag of potatoes being dropped 
onto a market stall.
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THE TALE OF MR. LEWIS 
BASED ON SLEEPING BEAUTY

Zoe Knowles

 HI. MY NAME IS MR. LEWIS. You barely recognize me, but 
there are parts of me—my slanted shadow, my disquieting smirk—
that you do very well remember. I’m the man from the dreams you 
forget when you open your eyes. I’m your father, your brother, your 
boyfriend, your teacher, your dog, and I keep you asleep long enough 
to see me. It doesn’t matter if what I tell you is utterly forgettable. It’s 
what lingers that counts. It’s whatever part of me that you remember 
that makes me Mr. Lewis. Usually it’s the eyes. The almost-yellow 
orbs that entice you, mesmerize you, memorize you. You know me as 
Queen Mab, Morpheus, the Sandman, which all derive from my line of 
work. I am sleep for hire. 
     But this story isn’t about me, or you for that matter. It’s about 
her. The girl with the pretty eyes. Eyes like ghosts. The girl with the 
dark eyebrows and sharp stare and indelicate features. Briar-Rose. 
To save her from death, a fairy condemned the girl to a deep sleep 
for a hundred years. Simple enough. So, as requested, I waited for the 
princess to prick her finger on a spindle and fall over the threshold into 
my land. 
     Everyone has a different dream state, so my world always looks 
different. Sometimes my world looks like your bedroom, sometimes 
it’s the moon. But her state was original. I’d never seen so many trees 
so intrusive and green; the flowers were too pink, the sky too blue. 
But my opinion really doesn’t matter. She loved it and she was going 
to be staying there for a while, so it would be unfortunate if she were 
to hate it. She appeared at the foot of the thickest tree with the 
palest leaves in the center of the world. She sat there comfortably 

with her eyes wide open, which was normal, so I never could have 
expected this job to go so horribly wrong. 
     Enter Mr. Lewis with his hands in his pockets. “Hello,” I said in my 
usual polite tone with a hint of eagerness.
     She stared at me with those aurorally grey eyes. Even though I knew 
Rose’s name perfectly well, I asked her for it out of common courtesy. 
     “Well, Mr. Lewis,” Rose said, “I don’t mean to be rude, but I really 
should get going. I just met a woman with some strange contraption 
that I want to try out. So -” she glanced around at her surroundings 
while I stood still in front of her. “How do I leave this place?”
     I lowered my head slightly and smiled at her. Here’s where things 
went awry: usually I would shrug my shoulders and say that I don’t 
know, that I’m just like you and I don’t know where I am, let alone 
how to get out of it. But I couldn’t lie to her. Her gaze was too sharp, 
and I doubted she was the type to forgive liars. A century spent in 
bitterness and resentment isn’t exactly my idea of a good time. And I 
wanted her to be happy. So I told the job the truth. 
     Rose leaned against the tree, clutching her forehead, and we were 
silent for a long time. 
     “One hundred years,” she glared at me, suddenly angry. “What’s 
that supposed to mean? How can I be stuck here for a whole century?”
     “Rose, calm down—”
     “Don’t tell me to calm down! People don’t live for a hundred years; 
will I just wake up dead?”
      “No. I deal with magic sleeps. Aging and ageless slumbers are two 
entirely different departments.” 
     She scowled and crossed her arms across her chest. She argued 
with me for a long time until she got fed up with my calm responses 
and marched off into the woods. I followed several steps behind 
her until she screamed at me to leave her alone. Then we continued 
on our little walk. Rose soon collapsed and started to cry beneath 
a thorny red flower. Her tears made the sky turn dark and the trees 
bend to cuddle her. I felt it necessary to comfort her, to stop her 
from crying, so I lurched forward and wrapped her in my arms. I 
feared that my sudden movement startled her, but she curled into 
my chest so tight I felt her heart beat. Rose sobbed and the salty rain 
poured down, soaking us. I tucked my fingers under her chin and said 
something forgettable to make her feel better. She hugged me and 
I felt so solid, instead of the wispy smoke in dreams. One hundred 
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years later, I would see that moment as the one in which I fell in love with 
Briar-Rose. 
     During that century, Rose and I delved deep into the woods, 
eventually losing the pale, thick tree. I told Rose all my secrets. I told 
her how a prince was supposed to kiss her and she would wake up 
after a century of slumber. I told her how much I hated my career. 
I told her how much I loved my job. Once, she squeezed my hands, 
looked at me sweetly and told me she loved me. I’d never smiled so 
wide. Then we turned our attention back to the bright blue sky and the 
lush canopy on top of us. We would lie there for years. I vowed to stay 
with her forever. We would be happy because we loved each other. 
     One day, the sky was paler than usual. The colour was draining out 
of the world and towards the thick insipid tree. She jumped up and 
sprinted towards that tree. I shouted after he, but she ignored me. 
     “Rose!” I yelled. “Rose, what’s going on?” I knew what was going 
on. “Rose, wait!”
     We skidded to a stop in front of the thick tree. Colour from Rose’s 
world was filling it up until it was bright and white. 
     “It’s time,” she whispered, but not to me, and started towards 
reality. “That prince you were talking about, he just kissed me. I can 
feel it on my lips. I have to go now.” 
     “No, you don’t!” I grabbed her hands and squeezed them as if 
trying to remind her of our love. “You can stay!”
     She shrank into herself, “What do you mean?”
    “You don’t have to wake up when the prince kisses you. You can 
stay with me here forever. Just say the word and we can be together. 
Don’t leave me, Rose. I love you.”
     She stared at me sadly and I couldn’t understand why it was 
taking her so long to say yes and stay with me. She kissed my cheek. I 
grinned and spread my arms open for her to hug me. 
     Then she backed into the bright white tree. The last thing I saw of 
Briar-Rose was her ghost eyes. And then I stood there alone. Waiting 
for her to jump out of waking and hug me and kiss me. Waiting like an 
idiot. The world turned pale and empty because no mind was there 
to manipulate it. Then I walked away, hands limp at my sides, into the 
darkness, and I waited for the next job.

GRADE 12•PICKERING COLLEGE

CALL OF THE PIT
BASED ON CALL OF THE WILD BY JACK LONDON

Derreck Vietch

BUCK WAGGED HIS TAIL SLOWLY. His snow-white coat rubbed 
up tight against Pip’s upper thigh and side. A couple years ago, Buck’s 
head was at the same level as Pip. Buck found it remarkable how much 
Pip had grown.  Pip had recently become Buck’s most loyal friend. 
Buck used to only come to the General. Now, the General was gone 
more and more. Sometimes, weeks passed before the General walked 
through the high, thick front doors and Buck came barreling down the 
hallway to greet him. Pip and Buck were together almost every day in 
the summer. Buck escorted the children down to the pond where they 
spent hours tossing rocks and various objects into the water.  
     One quiet August day, Pip and his little sister went down to the pond 
for another day of fun. While the two were having a rock-skipping 
competition, Buck noticed a stranger at the far side of the big land lot 
on the other side of the fence. He was staring directly at Buck, hands 
gripping the fence. Buck rose to his feet and stood there motionless. 
The two stood there for a small while, until the man continued his way 
along the path between the two side streets. Buck kept his gaze at the 
man, until he disappeared in the distance. 
     That night, late, Buck was in the General’s office, sitting by the 
register, as his Master sat at his own throne. Buck heard footsteps ap-
proaching the door, and he sprang to his feet. As the footsteps grew 
louder, he sauntered between the General and the door.  The door 
creaked open, and Jeffrey, the butler, came in. He was not wearing his 
usual attire. Buck, startled at the unusual look and scent of the man, 
bared his long fangs and let out a growl. 
     “Quiet, Buck,” announced the General.
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     “That bloody mutt will be the death of me!” complained Jeffrey. He 
slowly made his way around the dog and into the seat across from the 
General. The tension in his voice was palpable. It was true that Jeffrey 
and Buck had their differences. When Jeffrey started working here a 
couple years ago, he had forgotten to feed him on a number of occa-
sions, and when he did remember to provide food, it wasn’t nearly as 
much as he got from the General’s wife. Jeffrey also did not like dogs, 
nor did he understand them. He would sneak up near Buck while he was 
sleeping and was always standing right beside Buck’s food bowl while 
he was eating.  
     The visit was short. There was some yelling, talk of money, and then 
Jeffrey left angry and in a hurry. 
     The next day was unusually windy. Pip rigged up his kite and set out 
into the field with Buck. Buck caught a whiff of a familiar scent and saw 
Jeffrey standing at the edge of the fence, and at the other side of the 
fence was that same stranger. This time, Buck ran up to the fence, right 
beside Jeffrey, and growled at the strange man.  The growl was ferocious. 
     The man was not at all fazed by the growl. He was staring at Buck as if 
he was at the horse races, picking winners. “Oh, wow. He really is huge. 
Will he fight good?” 
     “Well, he sure as hell wants to fight with me!” replied Jeffrey.
     Buck did not like this man at all. The fur stood up high on his back, his 
ears were pinned back, and he let out a fierce, bone-shaking bark. This 
sent the man’s hands off the fence and his body back about a foot. Then 
he cracked a smile.
     “How much?”
     “A thousand, but tomorrow’s my last day here. So, it has to be done 
tonight.”
     “Meet me outside with him tonight”.

                                                        ***

     That night, after everyone had gone to sleep, the beautiful Scotch-
Shepherd plopped himself down in his usual place at the top of the 
stairs. 
     Jeffrey came through the front door quietly, but Buck was awake at 
the instant of any noise. Buck rose to his feet silently. Buck recognized 
Jeffrey’s scent. Having excellent vision in the dark, Buck watched for a 
few minutes as Jeffrey, carrying a rope, shuffled around softly on the 

bottom floor. Buck meandered down the stairs and towards Jeffrey. Jef-
frey had no idea where Buck was until Buck’s wet nose brushed his hand. 
    “Aha, there you are,” he whispered.
      Buck trusted Jeffrey. So Jeffrey knelt down, slipped the rope around 
Buck’s collar, and led the beast out the door and alongside the yard. A 
man was standing at the corner, the only light coming from a dimly lit 
cigarette. When Buck got closer, his nose kicked into gear. It was the 
same man from the other side of the fence! There was an exchange of 
money, and a passing on of the rope, and Buck was now walking along-
side the strange man. They stopped a little way down the road where 
the man slid open a van door. 
     By the time the man wrapped his arms around the one-hundred-
forty-pound beast, a quick snap of the jaws had left a deep cut on his 
left side. The man pulled vigorously on the rope and choked the life out 
of Buck. Buck kept trying to lunge at the man, but each time, he was 
forced in a different direction. He was back on his feet immediately. 
One time, he blundered and lost his footing on the rough asphalt. The 
rope was pulled really tight, and Buck got tired.
     Buck woke to the clashing of metal on metal. He was inside the van 
and it was moving. He tried to stand up but couldn’t. He was put into 
cage so small his tail was wrapped up to his snout. 
     The van stopped. Buck’s ear’s perked up and he heard the calls of 
other dogs and other people. He just wanted to be out of the cage. 
Then things happened very quickly. The door was flung open and three 
men with gloves on picked up the cage and moved Buck down onto the 
floor. Placed directly in front of him was a similar cage with a dog in it. 
This dog was growling fiercely, but not at the people. It was growling at 
Buck. His eyes were piercing and jet black. His mouth was foaming, and 
his tail was pointing straight back. There was a scar on his shoulder that 
was huge. People started creating a circle around these two cages. 
     Buck was scared. He did not understand why this dog was so deter-
mined to get to him. He hadn’t done anything wrong. He anticipated 
that the cage might not hold this dog much longer. Buck’s heart started 
beating very fast, and Buck bared his teeth and stood his ground 
before this dog. Then, Buck let out one great roar. For a second, it si-
lenced the crowd, and all that could be heard was the heavy breathing 
of both dogs. Not three seconds later, the front of the cages lifted. The 
muscles in hind legs were loading back and then, simultaneously, both 
dogs lunged.
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GRADE 12•RIDLEY COLLEGE

LOVERS CANNOT SEE
BASED ON WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE’S
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Ashley Roach

     ANTONIO SAT, ROCKING BACK AND FORTH in the chair at the 
back corner of the classroom, listening to the tick-tock rhythm of the 
clock, and waiting for the familiar ring that came at the end of each 
day. 
     He watched Bassanio, who relaxed on a chair two seats in front of 
him. His blond curls were glowing in a halo of sunshine that pooled 
in from the open window, and he was laughing. Antonio smiled as he 
listened.
     What would happen if he told him?
    Antonio glanced out the window then and saw the sun, struggling 
to brighten the drab winter sky. It was close to setting now. 
      There was a story Antonio’s father had told him once about the 
sunset, when he was much younger, a story that only a sailor would 
know. However, Antonio had long since forgotten it. 
      He shifted his focus back to the clock, and resumed watching the 
hands plod through, waiting for the bell. 
    It wasn’t really the bell that he was waiting for. 
    Solanio nudged him and Antonio spun to his left.
    “What?”
    “Do you have the time?”
    Antonio pointed to the clock on the wall. 
    “Right.” Solanio paused. “You still grounded?”
    “Yeah.”
    “It was a hell of a party.”
     “Thanks.”
     “Definitely worth it.”

    “Thanks.”
    “Did you get with any girls?”
    Antonio glanced over at Bassanio, and felt his face heat up. He lied. 
“Yeah.”
   “Nice. How many?”
   “Some.”
   “Nice.”
    “Thanks.”
    Antonio went back to waiting and watching the sunset. If only he 
knew what it was he was waiting for. 
    The thing about the sun is that sometimes when it’s setting, it 
flashes. Green. 
    The bell rang, but Antonio stayed in his seat. That wasn’t it. 
     A few of his classmates lingered, throwing him curious glances. He 
dipped his head in acknowledgement to a few, and dispersed the rest 
with a small wave of his hand. Finally, it was just the two of them. 
      Bassanio slung his backpack over one shoulder and sauntered over 
to Antonio. He grinned.  
        “We’re free,” he said. “So where to?”
          Antonio forced his lips to curl upwards. “Home.”
          “Still?”
        “Yeah,” Antonio said, dragging himself out of the chair. “Still.”
          Bassanio frowned and Antonio forced a smile for him. 
          “Sucks,” Bassanio said, patting him on the arm as they walked 
out the door, “Sucks balls.”
      When the sun sets, it produces a flash of green light. However, 
while the sun sets every day, most people have never seen the flash, 
because it can only be seen when certain conditions are met. 
     The two boys entered the hallway and were greeted by batting 
eyelashes and hopeful swoons. Neither noticed. 
       Bassanio walked down the corridor, and a path through the crowd 
materialized before him. His head turned and he met Antonio’s gaze. 
A moment. Then Bassanio continued walking and Antonio followed 
him, through the hallway and out the front doors.
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     They escaped to the front steps, looking down at the open court-
yard with its bland whites and muted greys, created from stone 
coated in snow. Yet the sun sparkled off of the fluffy mounds, making 
rainbows dance on the ready canvas. 
     “Where had you wanted to go anyway?” Antonio asked, raising an 
eyebrow at his friend.
      Bassanio rubbed his head. “Portia.”
      People can only see the green flash when the horizon before them 
is clear and the sky is clear. There can be nothing barring their vision. 
     “She’s hot,” Antonio said. He had overheard boys talking about her 
in the gym room. 
     “Yeah.”
     “Didn’t know you liked her.”
     “I - She’s got nice tits.”
     Antonio nodded. “Big.” 
     “Yeah.”
     Antonio looked up and their eyes met for a second. Then Bassanio 
pulled his stare away. 
     This is why the green flash is so popular amongst sailors, because 
when they’re out on the ocean the horizon is always clear. Once 
there’s a cloudless sky then the sailors are set, because there aren’t 
any trees, or houses, or other obstacles to block their view. 
      They began to descend the steps as Antonio clicked his tongue on 
the roof of his mouth.
      “Solanio and Salerio have been worried about you,” Bassanio said, 
running a hand through his blond curls. 
     Antonio snorted. “Yeah?”
     “They reckon you’re having ‘lady trouble’.
     Antonio glanced at Bassanio, and the two laughed. Antonio sighed 
softly. Ladies were the least of his problems. 
      “I’m not.”
      “Oh,” Bassanio said and his face relaxed into its usual smile. 
“That’s good then.”
       “Why?’
      “I wouldn’t want you to be having lady troubles.” 
       “Why?”
       A pause, Antonio waited. Bassanio spoke, “They suck.”
      Antonio flinched. “You’d know.”

      Bassanio became fascinated with a rock under the snow. “No, I 
wouldn’t.”
      Antonio didn’t hear him. “What’s the story there anyway? Besides 
her tits I mean.”
     Bassanio shrugged. “No story. I – I just was thinking we’d go hang 
out with her and her friends.”
     “Because you like her.”
     “She’s a likeable person.”
     “I know,” Antonio agreed, leaning against the hood of his car as he 
eyed Bassanio. “But do you like her?”
     The thing about the green flash is that, even when you’re in the 
perfect position to see it, you probably won’t, unless you’re waiting 
for it.  You have to be completely ready, because when it does hap-
pen, it only lasts for a moment. 
     Bassanio started at Antonio, and Antonio stared back. 
     Bassanio’s face shone suddenly, struck by a shaft of desire, and for 
a moment, the sun was envious. For a moment, he was struck speech-
less, unable to do anything besides stare, leaving his eyes open for 
any who wished to read them. 
     Antonio blinked. 
     “Maybe,” Bassanio said. “Like I said, she’s got big tits.” 
     “Right.” Antonio smiled. “Well, good luck with her. Tell me if I can 
help you in any way.”
     “I might need a wingman,” Bassanio suggested.
     Antonio considered it, for a second, but his heart hurt too much, “I 
– I’m grounded, but money or something for a date or whatever. I’ll cover 
that once I start getting my allowance again. Let me know, all right?”
     “Yeah.” 
      Antonio hopped in his car, “Anything to get you laid.” 
      “Anything to make you happy.”
     They both laughed and then Antonio drove away, leaving Bassanio 
waiting in the parking lot. 
     It was a shame that Antonio didn’t know the story about the green 
flash, because if he’d been able to remember, then he might have 
realized what he had been waiting for. That flash on Bassanio’s face 
that told him everything he needed to know. When next would both 
his horizon and his sky be clear, free of worries and women? Maybe 
not for years; maybe not ever.
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GRADE 12•ROYAL ST. GEORGE’S COLLEGE

O N J. A L F R E D P R U F R O C K’ S G R A V E
INSPIRED BY T. S. ELIOT’S POEM “THE LOVE 
SONG OF J. ALFRED PRUFROCK”

Michael T. Lemanski

On meurt toujours trop tôt - ou trop tard. Et cependant la vie est là, terminée :
le trait est tiré, il faut faire la somme. Tu n’es rien d’autre que ta vie.
— J-P. S.

LET US GO THEN, you and I,
To visit him, who has now passed
Into a world of shadows, cast
Onto a cave wall, awash with cold sweat;
Let us go, see the monument,
Erected above his stale room—
Checked into a hotel he can never leave.
And do not cry for him,
Do not speak of him.
Oh, do not ask “Why he now?”
Or even “Why he then?”
Let us go and make our visit.

In the place where souls go to rest
Life’s hells now redressed.

Order. Structure. Opulent construction.

No cats allowed.

He was a worried man, last I knew him
Deeply disturbed in his thoughts;
I liked talking to him—
[As long as you didn’t mention his hair.]
Somehow, he didn’t seem happy with toast
And always cursed when Margret brought him some.
I introduced him to yogurt and he loved it;
He insisted on it.
Will there be some for him, Mum?

In the place where souls go to rest
Life’s hells now redressed.

And now he will have time
To wonder, “Did I dare?” and, “Did I dare?”
Never to descend St. Peter’s stair,
Or again worry about his hair—
[They now say: Nothing. They are also dead.]
Coats, collars, ties and pins, all modest;
Now he won’t have for them the oddest
Use—
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[They now say: Nothing. * * See above * *]
He will forever say:
Did I dare
Disturb the Universe?

No.

When I went to the museum
I saw hung on a wall Nude Descending a Staircase
But I couldn’t see any nude there;
They laughed at me and said it was an idea.

I THOUGHT OF HIM.

I had tea with an old lady
Who said she knew Warhol
But had never spoken to him
And I asked her why she was afraid.

I THOUGHT OF HIM.

When I went sailing on Cape Cod
I fell off the side of a small boat they had rented me
But then two ladies covered in seaweed tried to drown me
And I rather liked it.

I THOUGHT OF HIM.

The narrative changed in media res and I didn’t mind…
   So when will this end?
Squeezed the universe into a ball?

  That’s STUPID.
   Who does he think he is?
 Will a green siren serve him his coffee?

       Stop.

GRADE 11•APPLEBY COLLEGE

ADELE BLOCH-BAUER I
1907

Viya Chen
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GRADE 12•ST. CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

EXCERPT FROM THE TROJAN DAMES
INSPIRED BY GREEK PLAYWRIGHT EURIPIDES’ 
THE TROJAN WOMEN - AS A FILM NOIR SCREENPLAY, IN 
THE STYLE OF HARDBOILED CRIME FICTION 

Caitlin Zurowski

THERE’D BEEN TENSION BETWEEN THE GREEKS, from the west side 
of the city, and the Trojans, from the east, but things got 

personal for private detective Menelaus when his wife, 
Helen, left him for the Chief of Police’s son, Paris. Down 

in his office, Hecuba, the Chief of Police’s wife, sits in 
a chair across from Menelaus, who has handcuffed his ex-
wife to the desk between them. Helen sits perched on the 

edge of the table, smoking a cigarette.

HELEN

Now, maybe it don’t make no difference to you if what I say 
has got a grain of truth, but I’m gonna’ tell you anyway. 
I’ve been framed, I tell ya! Maybe if I explain it nice and 
proper, you’ll see that I didn’t mean no one no harm.

 
 Helen takes a long drag of her cigarette; 

looks pointedly at the private detective, Menelaus, who crosses 
his arms.

HELEN

Where do I start, honey? It was that schemin’ floozy there 
who started all this; Paris was hers, don’t you know? And 
she was in cahoots with that wretched Priam, the chief of 
police. He shoulda killed that damned boy of his when he 

was still a tyke. It’s too late now, though; that little 
boy grew into the man that ruined this city, and my 

reputation.
 
Menelaus’ eyes narrow, Hecuba lets out a small gasp and presses her 

finely manicured hand to her heart.

HELEN

I’m not done, Detective. Remember those three rich women? 
All of ‘em lived in that swanky pad up on Mount Olympus, on 
the outskirts of town, you remember? Paris was the one who 

done judged that contest of beauty they had back in ‘42. 
Now, I’ve heard that Athena bribed him with guns and some 

men, sayin’ that he could use ‘em to run things ‘round 
here. And Hera, they say, promised that he’d rule the whole 

damn country if he’d choose her. Aphrodite, though, she 
knew what a charmer I was, and told that boy that she’d set 

him up with little old me. 

Helen shifts her weight, swinging her hips dramatically as 
she does it. Menelaus cocks one eyebrow, while Hecuba rolls 

her eyes.

HELEN

And, well, of course Aphrodite won that contest. I’d’ve 
been damn surprised if she hadn’t. But I’m telling you, 
hon, I never would’ve met the guy if it hadn’t been for 

her. How could I have known he wasn’t Greek? And with all 
that Trojan scum running around, this town would’ve been 

run by ‘em if Paris had chosen a different broad! You 
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wouldn’t be the big cheese! The Greeks run this town now, 
which wouldn’t have been the case had I not suffered ‘cause 
of that wise guy. I’m the victim here! Now the Greeks in this 

town look the other way when they see me, instead of 
givin’ me flowers like they used to. Now I know you’re 

sittin’ there thinkin’ that I’m still to blame for all 
this, and it don’t explain why I snuck around behind your 
back with that Trojan fella, but I got an explanation for 
that too! Paris had friends in high places, I tell ya. You 

can call him any name you like, Paris, or Alexander, but he 
had Aphrodite with him when we first met! And she’s 

a knock-out, you’ve seen her! And the dame’s got a ton of 
cash. How could I say no? Anyway, it’s like I said, it’s 

Paris who tore up this city with all that gang violence, 
not me.

There’s a long pause. Menelaus walks to the window and 
lights up a cigarette, looking out onto the street. He 

looks back at the two women in his office, taking them in. 
Helen, all dressed up, starts to fidget impatiently.

HELEN

It was you, you flatfloot! You let that man into our house! 
And then you hit the road! Off to Crete you went, leavin’ 

me all alone in our big ol’ house!

She takes a moment, putting out her cigarette on desk.

HELEN

Why did I do it, huh? Why’d I leave everything I got with 
you for some guy that gives me the heebie-jeebies? If 

you’re gonna punish anyone for this, honey, throw the book 
at Zeus! You got the gut to do that? Throw the book at him! 

He’s the head honcho, but that Aphrodite, she’s got him 
wrapped around her little finger. Go on, why don’t you 

arrest him? Aren’t you gonna say anything? Tell me that I 

should’ve come home when Paris was shot down, and left in 
that gutter? That ends a marriage, don’t you think? 

Menalaus looks right at her for the first time since she 
came into his office. Helen tries to move toward him, but is restrained by 

the handcuffs that bind her to Menelaus’ 
desk.

HELEN

I wanted to, darling, I did! Ask any of the Trojan 
henchmen; they’ll tell you. I kept tryin’ to sneak out of 

their houses, but the second man that I was was forced to 
marry wasn’t having any of that.

Hecuba let out another exasperated sigh, looking at Helen 
with disdain. Menelaus looks conflicted.

HELEN

Oh, honey, how could you throw me in the slammer now? I’m 
the victim here, don’t you see? 

Menelaus looks away from her at last, and puts out his 
cigarette on the windowsill. He walks back to the desk and 

sits down. You could cut the tension in the room with a 
knife.

HELEN

If you’d still rather I took the rap for this, then you’re 
a stronger man than I thought. 

Cue dramatic underscoring. Menelaus is taken aback, and the 
romantic nostalgia she had managed to build up is broken 
with this cutting comment. He lights up another cigarette.
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GRADE 12•ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE SCHOOL

DRIVE  -- INSPIRED BY LIFE

Julian D’Souza
RESTING MY HEAD AGAINST the cool glass of the window pane, I watch 
the landscape before me fly past at some one hundred and thirty kilometers an 
hour. Preoccupied by anxious thoughts of the future, I hardly notice the trivial 
chatter of the car radio or the dull hum of the engine. Tiring of the never-ending 
farm fields, I instead begin observing my father, calmly steering the speeding 
car through light traffic with a practiced expertise I’ve come to appreciate. He 
stares forward, gripping the leather-covered steering wheel in one hand, the 
other resting on the gear shifter, his face an expressionless mask. As his eyes 
scan the horizon for speed traps and police cruisers alike, he finally notices my 
gaze. “Your report card came today,” he says, snapping me from my distracted 
stare. His tone shows neither pleasure nor displeasure. 
     “And?” I question, my anxiety growing as the gravity of the statement settles 
into my mind. 
     “It doesn’t look good. How are you going to get into a good university when 
you can barely pass math?” he asks, his voice finally beginning to show some 
emotion. 
     I shift my gaze back to the passing landscape, unsure of how to answer his 
question. A fleeting glimpse of a gas station catches my attention. To most 
people, it would be nothing special, run down and old, a faded sign at the 
highway exit advertising fireworks, earthworms and cigarettes within. An old 
man sits in a sagging lawn chair, smoking a corn cob pipe at the front door of 
the store, his presence as permanent of a fixture as the gas pumps themselves. 
I remember when we used to stop here for lunch, my father and I. We would 
order fish and chips every time, sharing the meal at a wooden picnic bench 
overlooking the highway. I was more carefree then, concerned only with the 
eighteen-wheelers and dump trucks passing by. 
     We would talk, me babbling away about my opinions on the passing traffic, 
he occasionally interjecting with a small portion of what was a seemingly 
infinite wisdom. Once we had finished our meal, he would treat me to ice 
cream, the highlight of our stop. Then we would load back into the car and 
continue on our journey.
      I missed the simplicity of my youth, carefree and unconcerned about the fu-
ture. I missed the ease with which I lived my life. Most of all, I missed the bond 
my father and I had shared.

GRADE 12•MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

SAVED FROM THE SLAUGHTER
BASED ON ROALD DAHL’S “LAMB TO THE SLAUGHTER”

Letycia Henriques

THIS IS GOING TO BE A BIG SHOCK TO YOU, I’m afraid,” he said. “But 
I’ve thought about it a good deal and I’ve decided that the only thing to do is 
to tell you immediately.”
     Mary continued to gaze at her husband, eyebrows furrowed in confusion. 
     Patrick took in a breath and let it out. “I’m gay,” he said bluntly. “A 
few months ago, I met a man, Dakota. He was a new police officer at the 
station. I guided him through his first case - you know, the one where the old 
woman was drowning her cats? He’s an amazing fellow, and I’m sure if the 
circumstances were different, you guys would hit it off.” He paused, waiting 
for a reaction. He got nothing; Mary just stared at him, expressionless. “I 
developed feelings for him, which he returned. We were planning a way for 
us to somehow work it out. I was going to tell you right away, but then you 
told me you were pregnant, and I just ... chickened out. I kept it a secret and 
kept making excuses for not telling you, until Dakota helped me realize that 
we couldn’t live with this lie. I’m sorry,” he finished. Patrick cringed and gave 
out a frustrated sigh; everything he just said sounded like it was straight out 
of Brokeback Mountain. 
     It was strange that Mary hadn’t said anything, hadn’t given off one sound 
throughout his entire speech. 
     “So there it is,” he added. “And I know it’s a tough time to be telling you 
this, but there simply wasn’t any other way.”
     Mary continued to stare at him. Suddenly, she did the strangest thing: 
she laughed. Not just a simple laugh. First, a high-pitched chortle and then 
occasional, uncharacteristic snorts escaped her lips. 
     “Well, this is absolutely perfect!” she said after gulping down the rest of 
her drink and taking in a few breaths. “Abso-freakin’-lutely perfect!” She was 
a new woman. 
     Patrick simply raised his eyebrows, bemused at her strange reaction to 
what he thought would initially be sadness which could then turn into malice. 
“I-I’m sorry, but what exactly is perfect?” he questioned.
     “Everything is! It’s all going to turn out fine, and I don’t have to kill 
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anyone!” she answered.
     “Wait, what? You were going to kill someone? Woman, tell me what 
you’re thinking about right now, because I just can’t follow your train of 
thought!”
     At this, Mary became more serious, bitting the inside of her left cheek. 
“Well, darling,” she began. “You’re not the only one around here with 
secrets of adultery to share.”
     “What do you mean?” Patrick inquired.
     “You see, at last year’s holiday party, I started talking to one of your 
colleagues, Jack Noonan. Once I suspected that you were cheating on 
me, I used him for revenge. It was only meant to be like a one-night-stand 
or something, but I developed feelings for him which he returned,” she 
explained.
     “Okay, so you cheated on me once, but what does that have to do with?”
     “Good God, Patrick, will you let me finish?” Mary sighed and rolled her 
eyes in annoyance. Patrick simply took a step back, putting his hands up in 
surrender. 
     “And they say I’m the impatient one. Anyways, as I was saying before I 
was so rudely interrupted, one thing led to another and I found out I was 
knocked up. I told Jack about it, but he seemed to have mixed feelings. 
It was like, he was happy for my pregnancy, but at the same time, he was 
annoyed. He thought you could be the father. He calmed down when I told 
him the kid wasn’t yours, so--”
     “Wait, how did you know for sure that the kid wasn’t mine?” he 
interrupted. 
     Mary gave him another look of annoyance. “Because, dear, the last few 
times we were together, you--”
     “Okay, okay, yes, I remember what happened. Then why did you tell me it 
was mine?”
     “Shhhh! Let me finish explaining!” Mary shushed him, then cleared her 
throat. “As I was saying, when I told him the kid wasn’t yours, he calmed 
down, and told me that he loved me and wanted to be with me and his 
child. So, I came up with a plan.” She paused.
     “And the plan was...?” he asked.

“To kill you.”
     “Ki-kill me?” Patrick stuttered, not sure whether to laugh or scream. 
“Did it not occur to you that, you know, a simple, clean divorce would have 
sufficed?” he asked.

     “That’s what Jack had suggested for me to do as well, but I don’t really do 
divorce. It’s kind of tacky nowadays since everybody is doing it, and I would 
feel guilty for leaving you alone and, very likely, depressed for the rest of 
your life,” Mary answered. 
     “And that’s why you didn’t tell me about Jack and your child? So you 
wouldn’t feel guilty about my imaginary depression?”
     “Well, yes.”
     “So, you’d feel guilty for making me depressed, but not for killing me?”   
     “Well, when you put it that way ... yes.”
     Patrick became rigid for a moment, then stood up and rubbed a hand 
over his forehead, eventually coming to massage the bridge of his nose. 
Something very strange occurred in his head; it was like he discovered the 
sum of a difficult math problem, but there was no logic to the steps getting 
there. He’d been an officer for fifteen years, but even he wasn’t sure how 
he would talk about this around the coffee machine. He took in a deep 
breath and exhaled slowly, trying to calm his mind before moving to his next 
question. “When were you planning on...killing me?” Patrick grimaced. It 
sounded strange asking that question.
     “Today, actually.” He widened his eyes with her bluntness. But then he 
realized something. 
     “So, all that stuff about cancelling our dinner plans and wanting to make 
me dinner...”
     “Yes?”
     “You were going to poison me?” he concluded.
     “Well, no, although I did consider it.”
     “Huh. So you were going to at least give me a last meal.”
     “No, not that either. I was going to go downstairs, get the leg of lamb 
from the freezer, then beat you over the head with it. Then I was planning on 
cooking the lamb to hide the evidence. Jack would come in to play detective, 
and then we would just see what would happen from there.”
     “Okay,” Patrick said in defeat. He just couldn’t comprehend what was 
going on anymore. “So what changed your mind?”
     “Well, when you confessed about your homosexuality and that you had 
someone else in your life, I realized that if I killed you, this Dakota person 
would be sad. I didn’t want to have to kill him too, so I thought a divorce 
would have to suffice in this case, tacky or not,” she finished. 
     After a long pause, Patrick shook his head. “Wow, Mary. Just...wow. You 
really are something else, aren’t you?”
     Mary rested her chin on her hand and smirked.
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GRADE 12•HILLFIELD STRATHALLEN SCHOOL

DEMISE OF THE TOMBOY
INSPIRED BY CINDERELLA

Adrienne Buller

     I AM ABOUT SIX OR SEVEN YEARS OLD IN THE PHOTO, still 
in public school, still as awkward and androgynous as they come. I stare 
into the photograph, angling it in different ways as the overhead light 
slices across it with a defiant glare. I take in the gangly limbs, buried in 
my childhood uniform of denim overalls and Dinosaur Species of the 
Prehistoric World t-shirts. My Anaheim Ducks baseball cap is turned 
backwards, ears tucked snugly underneath. Ten years later, it is almost 
impossible to picture my current self sitting down with the precocious, 
carefree tomboy on the sheet of glossy paper. I imagine the latter would 
consider me an absolute sell-out. But that tomboy existed, before that 
traumatic day on the playground, before my naïve freedom and careless 
attitude was stripped away along with the muddy red sneakers and 
oversized tees. 
     The memories return with startling clarity, immersing me in the 
wonderful world of scraped hands, splinters and dirt-caked fingernails. I 
can smell the woodchips spread a foot thick under the swing sets, taste 
the dusty earth we kick up, careening across the field with clumsy feet 
swinging aimlessly at a deflated soccer ball. The sun is hot and I squat on 
the sidelines, catching my breath and fiddling with a dried worm. 
     I don’t notice their slow approach until their shadows blanket me 
with a chill, and from the exaggerated silhouette trio of ruffled skirts and 
well-groomed hair I know instantly who is closing in on me. I make a slow 
about-face in my cross-legged position, turning to face my tormentors: 
Anna and her henchmen, Christiana and Allana. From their coordinated 
outfits in frilly pastels to their coordinated names, these girls represent 
everything I despise. Together, they comprise every popular girl cliché in 
existence, bound in a swirling heap of Dr Pepper-flavoured lip balm and 
white strappy sandals. The look on Anna’s face is one of pure disdain, 
and I shrink from the gaze of these pastel girls, lined up like easter eggs 

GRADE 12 • THE BISHOP COLLEGE SCHOOL

INDUSTRIAL BIOHAZZARD
INSPIRED BY THE DAY OF THE TRIFFIDS 

BY JOHN WYNDHAM

Tiffany Wong
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on the hot ground, into the solace of my corduroy and canvas.  
     I can’t remember how she started the confrontation; I can’t even 
recall a single word of her sermon on “The Lameness of Me.”  All I 
remember is sitting painfully defiant as treacherous tears, which I willed 
not to fall, began to burn in my eyes. The torture, the sneers, the giggles 
– it continues for a lifetime until Anna spits on the parched earth at my 
feet and saunters away. I swallow the lump in my throat like a dry pill and 
rise, shuffling out of the playground and down the street toward home.  
As I reach my block, my feet break into a run, and I am gasping for air, 
cheeks slick with stinging salt water. I curse myself for my weakness, but 
what child doesn’t long for acceptance? In my comfortable, boyish world 
I hoped I could simply hide in the background, but fate felt otherwise, 
and in a single afternoon I am changed.
     The realization that I care how others perceive me, that I have always 
cared, is suffocating for a second grader who shields herself with 
hardcovers and mud castles. I don’t appreciate it at the time, but that 
moment on the front step was the demise of the tomboy. The death of 
her overalls and caterpillar brows peeking out beneath bowl-cut bangs. 
The end of a blithe disregard for rules and the end of kickball at recess 
with the boys. The girl who grows up from that moment still loves all of 
those things, and I’ll admit that I still pick up worms from the sidewalk on 
a rainy day so they’re not squashed by carelessly plodding boots, but a 
part of me hid away that sunny afternoon, and never fully resurfaced.
 Feet planted firmly on the wood porch, I lie stubbornly to myself and 
say, tears smudging on a muddied sleeve, that their words mean nothing.
The next day I go to the store with my mother and buy my first dress.

GRADE 9• ST. CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

AUTUMN
INSPIRED BY “TO AUTUMN” BY JOHN KEATS

Jodi Chiu
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GRADE 12•ST. MILDRED’S LIGHTBOURN SCHOOL

FALLEN ANGELS
INSPIRED BY A PHOTOGRAPH

Melissa Stolarz

LIKE A THOUGHTLESS BIRD. Green envy that caresses my skin.  
Awaiting blue flower tops that last only for a minute before they 
leave. Gentle breezes. Laughter in the sky. Running and laughing 
and opening up to the earth’s presence. Positive energy waving in 
and out. Salty beaches tingling your toes. My only memories are 
of grey flowers of non-existence. My beauty fades, and I am only a 
crumpled piece of paper. Writing patches over each page. Nothing 
but running and fleeing and trying to escape. Grabbing arms affecting 
my power to run...halting me, being transformed into something I 
could have never imagined. Rain starts falling, and the serenity of 
light flows through my mind. Alone. Grey, beneath the cloudy sky. Let 
the power of each cold drop fall like tears. So many tears. Drenched 
in something unheard of. Pounding of rain in my ears. The beating 
of my heart fast and faster. Stop. Nothing more. No more sounds to 
penetrate. Floating away now, crumbling away. Lost, yellow. Every 
thing turns yellow. Mind is racing, coming back to life. Butterflies, 
lots of butterflies, pacing themselves to a colourful trance. Reaching 
higher and higher, trying to grasp them, trying to hold on. I’m too 
late. I’m too slow this time.

INSPIRED BY MICHELANGELO’S LAST JUDGEMENT 
PAINTED ON THE SISTINE CHAPEL ALTAR WALL 
BETWEEN 1536- 41

Alyson Von Massow

GRADE 11• APPLEBY COLLEGE
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List of Participating Schools

APPLEBY COLLEGE

ASHBURY COLLEGE

BAYVIEW GLEN SCHOOL

CRESCENT SCHOOL

GREENWOOD COLLEGE SCHOOL

HILLFIELD STRATHALLEN SCHOOL

HOLY TRINITY SCHOOL

LAKEFIELD COLLEGE SCHOOL

MACLACHLAN COLLEGE

MONTCREST SCHOOL

PICKERING COLLEGE

RIDLEY COLLEGE

ROYAL ST. GEORGE’S COLLEGE

ST. ANDREW’S COLLEGE

ST. CLEMENT’S SCHOOL

ST. MICHAEL’S COLLEGE SCHOOL

ST. MILDRED’S LIGHTBOURN SCHOOL

THE BISHOPS STRACHAN SCHOOL

TORONTO FRENCH SCHOOL

Winners

SENIOR BAND

First place __________________________________________

Second place __________________________________________

Third place __________________________________________

UPPER BAND

First place  __________________________________________

Second place __________________________________________

Third place __________________________________________

MIDDLE BAND

First place  __________________________________________

Second place __________________________________________

Third place __________________________________________
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the end 


