




Foreword
On a recent morning drive to work, I heard an educational consultant 
explain that she’d been invited to help a school with their communication 
problem; that is, students were so attached to their screens that they were 
not talking to each other. She went on to suggest that the problem was 
pervasive and persistent, not only at the school but also in the homes of 
the students. 

Walking into TDChristian that morning, I was relieved to see the 
students gathered in happy clumps, chattering and connecting beautifully. 
The surface of things looked healthy. Yes, there were clearly some who 
stood slightly apart, some all alone, and some staring at their screens—but 
things looked good... for most. 

That said, I see much beneath the surface in a year of school. I read 
many stories, biographies, and personal essays that reveal difficult strug-
gles. Some are anxious, fearful, lonely, and disconnected. 

Others are dealing with significant complication: drugs, abuse, self-
identity, anorexia, anxiety, depression, loss, faith and doubt. It’s all there—
if we have eyes to see and ears to hear. 

Our challenge as a Christian community, then, is to see behind masks 
and beneath surfaces. It is to know as we are known and to love even as we 
are loved.

phil vriend
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andrew giuggio
“Are you ready, soldiers?” That 
was the voice of the intimidating 
Sergeant Paul who runs a war re-
enactment program at the Simcoe 
County Museum. This program 
provides adults, teenagers, and chil-
dren with the experience of being 
soldiers during World War I.

While I watched Sergeant Paul 
run the re-enactment program, 
I admired his commitment to 
the role. The realistic attitude he 
displayed impressed me. When he 
talked to the soldiers, he screamed 
at them the way a Sergeant would. 
That is what made the students so 
interested in him.

When the tour began, the Ser-
geant took his troops to visit the 
train station. He told them soldiers 
would travel on the train to their 
destination. Then, he walked to the 
end of the tracks to a big old black 
train in front of which he explained, 
“Once they leave this stop, they are 
going to become soldiers.”

Sergeant Paul kept his promise 
to his future soldiers. He told all 
the participants to grab a gun and 
helmet. Each and every student 
stood there, helmet clipped on, 

rifle in hand. Suddenly, something 
changed about his attitude. He went 
from being a nice calm man to one 
who yelled at the top of his lungs. 
“Listen! Now you are soldiers, and 
things are going to be different. 
I’m going to train you like soldiers 
would have been trained.” The stu-
dents’ and teachers’ eyes widened 
with excitement. “March behind 
me,” he said, bringing his army over 
towards the training area.

Sergeant Paul had each of his 
soldiers line up two feet apart. 
He would call instructions to the 
soldiers. If the soldiers did as he 
said, he would call a different in-
struction. If someone had failed to 
complete the instruction properly, 
he would walk over to them, tell 
them what they were doing wrong, 
and make them do push-ups. Then 
Sergeant Paul told them to line up, 
single file. He took them through 
a training exercise. It was a blast 
to watch. Each soldier anxiously 
waited for their turn, guns pressed 
against the side of their hip. Once 
Sergeant Paul said “go,” the soldiers 
would have to start running. The 
first obstacle they would encoun-
ter was a practice for balance and 

agility. There were four wooden 
poles separated far apart. Ropes 
were attached to the ends of the 
poles. The ropes intersected with 
each other, making a giant X. The 
soldiers would have to jump over 
the rope to practice their agility. 
After completing the jump, they 
had to bayonet a sack hanging off a 
wooden beam.

The future soldiers had great 
reviews for Sergeant Paul and wrote 
comments about him. “He wanted 
things done right,” one student said. 
“He was so real with us,” another 
wrote. When I went through one of 
the review sheets, one of the ques-
tions caught my eyes: “Has your 
opinion of WWI changed after this 
trip?” An overwhelming num-
ber had circled the “yes” option. 
Sergeant Paul made a difference 
in these students’ lives. He gave 
them an education and taught in a 
way that caught the participants’ 
attention. When he was yelling, he 
demonstrated what is was like for a 
soldier to receive instructions from 
a Sergeant. Then, when it came 
time to teach the participants, he 
turned back into a teacher. This ap-
proach kept his soldiers engaged.
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To experience heaven, you must 
first die. To experience life, you 
must first be born. To truly under-
stand what it is like to live forever, 
to watch as the world changes 
around you, you must first die and 
then be born again. To know that 
the world is changing around you 
is a truly terrifying thing. You can 
watch the world burn but still carry 
on living, never leaving a mark ex-
cept your footprints on the ground.

I have seen many things in my 
lifetime. The Victorian era was 
a particularly low point. Women 
were forced to wear constricting 
corsets and layers of clothing, told 
not to speak, and prevented from 
doing anything. The politeness was 
almost nauseating, yet it seems a 
nice change from nowadays. But the 
people seemed fake, like they forced 
smiles, like they really didn’t care.

Then came the factories: the 
loud, big, dirty buildings clouding 
the sky with smoke and soot. I hat-
ed them at first, for they polluted 

the air, but the men assured me that 
they were necessary for life, for 
moving forward. But the factories 
led to imperialism, the belief that 
taking countries from others was 
not immoral, that it was okay, that it 
wouldn’t come back later and make 
them regret it. I have lived since the 
dawn of time, and even I have never 
heard of anything so wrong, so cor-
rupt, so prideful.

Of course, out of imperialism 
came nationalism, the belief that 
your country was better than any 
other, that it was superior. It was 
ridiculous, really, but no one could 
be convinced otherwise. No one 
listened to reason; no one really un-
derstood. We are all human beings, 
so how is one country, even with its 
different beliefs and languages, bet-
ter than any other?

Next came militarism, the belief 
that every country should main-
tain a strong military capability. I 
believe it came out of nationalism, 
because everyone was prepared to 

The Torment of Eternity,
Part One: 1900–1919
janet armstrong

fight, to defend their country. But 
why? Why was everyone so afraid 
that people would attack? Were 
they afraid that other countries 
would get jealous of their power, 
of their superiority? Was that the 
driving force behind this? Was that 
what led to war?

The war came, and with it, the 
shooting, the blood, the terror 
that froze the hearts of many. The 
alliances seemingly forced every 
country to pitch in and help the 
war effort. The men all went off to 
fight the “enemy,” to destroy them, 
to kill them all after those posters 
and advertisements—propaganda 
they called it—had finally gotten to 
people’s heads. I didn’t fight in the 
trenches—I couldn’t—but I have 
heard the horrible stories about 
them. They were wet, smelly, full of 
death. There was little food, little 
hope of survival.

Then the soldiers came home. 
After four long years, they finally 
came home. But nothing was the 
same; nothing would ever be the 
same. We made Germany pay for it, 
for all the losses, for all the dam-
ages. But why? Why let one country 
pay for something that wasn’t only 
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their fault? Because of all those al-
liances, all those treaties, all those 
people who wanted all the enemy 
soldiers dead.

Then came the art of the return-
ing soldiers. No one could under-
stand it, but they didn’t care about 
that. The horror they had seen, 

the death, the destruction: they 
just had to get it out and express it 
in any way that they could. Even 
I couldn’t understand it, not even 
with all my years of seeing people 
around me fade away into darkness. 
I know now that they were suf-
fering, but the doctors all called it 

“shell shock.” It was horrific, what 
they did to try and cure them, but 
they couldn’t be cured. They would 
never be cured.

5

Jadon Pascal van Alphen
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The first curse word a mirror ever 
teaches a girl is a soft exhalation 
cut off sharply—

then spun and twisted till it’s no 
longer reflected as simply a 
word.

Till it’s reflected as a curse, a 
weapon, a needle.

It injects us with its poison and our 
eyes to spill over so our hearts 
can pool at our fat feet or soak 
into our sleeves because we were 
told that’s where we’re supposed 
to keep our hearts anyways:

On our sleeve.
Or perhaps it’s more like a lump of 

putty
Shaped like a five year old’s drawing 

of a heart
Left out in the open so anyone can 

see it
So that anyone can steal it or break 

it or touch it or twist it, and 
mash it out of shape and leave 
it raw, fat and bloodied for us 
to try and stick it back together 
with our oh-so-essential-for-
everyday-life eyelash adhesive.

And don’t try and argue that you 
don’t need it.

After all, if you want to be beautiful, 
you need to know how to make 
your fat self pretty.

So don’t be scared to plump your 
lips—a little pouting never hurt—

And be sure to paint yourself with 
bedroom eyes so that maybe 
you can learn what it’s like to 
experience love.

Shape your brows and thin them 
out so you can fill them back in.

Paint your fat face with pale 
porcelains, soft pinks, and a 
shimmering dust.

Maybe by the time you know how 
to do it properly, you’ll be able to 
out-paint Picasso.

But Picasso never had to worry if he 
winged his eyeliner properly.

That’s just my problem.
Because my mirror is sure that 

everyone else is just naturally 
that much better than fat me.

And don’t bother to deny it.
We can’t have facts without fat.
Fat is just the beginner’s word, 

though.
Like how a child might learn to say 

cat or dog or cow, or another 
word turned curse by our 

List of Curse Words I’ve Learned  meggie hilborn

waistlines.
Because a cow does nothing but 

eat the grass grown in it its own 
feces and get fat.

I hear the words, “Look at that fat 
ugly cow,” and I can’t help but 
chew my lip and stare at my feet,

Too scared to look up and see my 
fears realized in their disgusted 
stares.

Stares directed at me.
I’d much rather just see my own 

hatred because at least with 
mine, I can always look away.

Look away from your mirror and 
read your magazine before you 
go to bed.

If you don’t, then you might forget 
the most important thing about 
being beautiful.

Being yourself, right?
Because there’s nothing more 

beautiful than a genuine smile.
But why don’t the smiles of the girls 

in the magazine have chipped or 
crooked teeth?

Why are they wearing clothes that 
cost more than my entire closet 
in the pictures?

How come they always have men 
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holding their gazes with lips 
touching as if they were hands 
folded reverently in prayer?

How am I supposed to be myself if I 
can’t use Photoshop?

Because, surely, that’s the only 
way you can achieve such raw 
natural beauty.

Fake it till you make it, right?
Because somehow we think this is 

okay.
We think people like me are okay.
People like me who have 

conversations with their 
reflections and end up in tears.

Conversations which only get 
worse and worse as we learn 
more and more curse words.

Fat words.
Cow words.
Ugly words.
Stupid, worthless, waste-of-space 

words.
Pig, freak, liar, idiot, stupid, take-a-

long-walk-off-a-short-pier words.
Maybe if you throw up, then you 

won’t be so hideous.
Maybe if you could just suck in your 

gut, you would look nicer.
Maybe if you had a boyfriend, you 

could be...
Beautiful.

Better.
Pretty.
Because that’s really all I want to 

hear them call me.
Pretty.
Because to me, to be those six 

letters is the closest I can be to 
perfection.

But they can’t see the version of me 
that I see.

They don’t hear the words I throw 
at my reflection….

They don’t hear the words my 
reflection throws back…

That doesn’t matter though. None 
of it does.

After all, the magazines and mirror 
did get one thing right.

Being yourself—who you are—that’s 
what really matters.

Not how you look.
Not how well you can paint.
That’s a qualification to be a 

painter, not a human being.
To be a human, not beautiful.
Because there really is something 

special about a genuine smile.
A shy blush.
A laugh.
Something you can’t just paint onto 

a face.
Something you can’t find by losing 

weight.
Something you can’t Photoshop.
There’s something profoundly 

captivating about just being you.

Amy Hilborn
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Dear Ma,
I just got to France a week ago. 

There’s no need to worry though. 
I’m still in training, so I won’t be 
anywhere near the front lines yet. I 
can’t wait to go there though. Right 
now the training’s really boring. 
Our Sergeant has the idea that it 
would be best for us to run in laps. I 
feel sorry for everyone who gets in 

trouble; he makes them do push-ups. 
He’s also having us practice moving 
in and out of our ranks. It’s really 
boring. I just want to go and fight. 
I was told that my regiment would 
be heading to the front lines soon. I 
can’t wait! When I finally get there 
I will be able to make a difference in 
the war.

Your son, Phillip

Dear Phillip,
I’m glad that you’re doing well. 

We all miss you here at home. Your 
Dad’s been up to no good recently, 
tinkering with his tools in the garage. 
As for your sister, she’s working hard 
at school trying to keep up with all of 
her work. We all want you to come 
home soon.

Love, your Mother

Letters from the Trenches colleen winter

Zac Mullan
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Dear Mother,
I just got to the front lines. It’s 

different than I expected. I guess that 
I expected them to be really glorious, 
but instead there’s just these long, 
dirt pits dug into the ground. They’re 
filled with water, and the worst part 
is that the Germans throw even 
more water into our trenches! We’re 
constantly soaked. And there’s the 
rats; they are awful. They’re always 
there—I won’t go into details about 
them, though. I just can’t wait until 
I’m able to come home and see you 
all again. As for Dad, he’s always 
up to no good according to you. Just 
wait; whatever he’s doing, it will be 
just fine.

Phillip

Dear Phillip,
I’m sorry to hear that you’re 

having a hard time now. Hopefully 
things will improve with time. Do 
you know that Frank from next door 
got caught enlisting underage? His 
parents were furious. I think that you 
should write him a letter telling him 
about the hardships of war. I think 
that his parents would feel better if 
you did so. And I found out he was 
being nasty to Claire about you being 

in the war. Can you believe that? I 
feel so sorry for her. Apparently, this 
has been going on for months. Claire 
just finally had enough and exploded 
at him. 

Your Mother

Dear Phillip,
I haven’t heard from you in a 

while. I’m getting worried about you 
now. In your last letter you seemed 
to not be having a good time over-
seas. Now it has been months since 
I heard from you, and I don’t think 
that’s a good thing. We’re all missing 
you, and we just want to know what 
is going on with you. So please just 
answer us because if we don’t know 
what happened to you, it’s worse 
than knowing.

Your Mother

Ma,
I know it’s been a while since I 

last wrote you. I’ve tried. Over the 
past months, I’ve been sitting here, 
my pen almost touching the paper, 
but I could never find the right 
words. So much has happened since 
I last saw you, and I can’t talk about 
it. The only reason why I can write 
this is because after recent events 

I’m being sent back home for good. 
I’m here for one more month and 
then I’m back.

Your son, Phillip

Mr. and Mrs. Smith,
My name is Albert Frost. I was 

your son’s commanding o≈cer. I 
don’t know how to say what I have to 
tell you. I know that no matter what 
I say, it’s going to come out wrong. 
I’m writing to tell you that on the 
fifth of October, your son was shot 
and killed. I really don’t know what 
else to say. I can tell you that your 
son was a hero. He saved so many of 
us in the past few months.

Sincerely, Albert Frost

Once the river chooses 
its way, it flows for 
centuries.

Today 3:24 pm

 Messages ContactMarjorie Wan

Grade 11 Proverbs
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Wooden boards, left 
to right: Calvin Bijl, 
Aaron Moloney, and 
Brandon Scholten; 
Mark Dekker, Matt 
Vandekemp, and 
Breanna Wong; 
Kevyn Downer, 
Laurentiu Dabija, and 
Dolapo Olabintan

Model train: 
Matthew Reid

Facing page: 
Matthew deVries
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 There are many things you can 
learn by scrubbing a wall. Not only 
do you learn how hard it is to get 
the wall to look freshly painted, it 
also reminds you to look at the big-
ger picture, to persevere, and to be 
patient. I’m sure you’re wondering 
why I’m talking about how a wall 
can teach you things, so let me back 
track a little.

Tuesday afternoon was beauti-
ful; it wasn’t warm, but the sun 
was shining, so you didn’t feel 
cold. When you see a group of nine 
teenagers walking down Queen St, 
in Toronto, you assume it’s because 
they’re going shopping, but that 
wasn’t the case with our group. 
After making beds all morning at 
The Good Shepherd, we were mak-
ing our way over to Portland Place, 
government-funded apartments 
for people who make low sums of 
money. After arriving and receiving 
an introductory explanation about 
what goes on within the walls of 
Portland Place, we were assigned 
different tasks. Some students 
scrubbed stairs, others cleaned the 

community kitchen, and the rest 
picked up litter around the prop-
erty. An hour later, the stairs looked 
a lot better than they had, and the 
groups switched tasks. My group 
of kitchen cleaners and I received 
the job of cleaning dirty walls. 
These walls, originally a starch 
white, were now a light brown 
for having been neglected so long. 
Ambitiously, I went for the dirtiest 
portion of the wall, a corner where 
a garbage bin sat. Many a drink and 
much sloppy food had been thrown 
towards the garbage can, but hadn’t 
always made it in. After a short time 
putting all my effort into getting 
this wall back to its original colour, 
I realized that this job was a lot 
more work than I had expected. It 
seemed as if no matter how much 
I scrubbed, the wall just wouldn’t 
get clean. Yes, the water slowly 
turned a murky brown, but the wall 
seemed to stay the same colour. 
Thinking the water was the issue, 
my group constantly refilled the 
bucket in an attempt to get the job 
done effectively.

As I continued scrubbing the 
wall, many people who lived in 
the building walked past me and 
commented on how great it was 
looking. I sheepishly smiled and 
nodded without actually believing 
a word they said. This continued 
for a while until I decided to stand 
up, take a step back, and see if what 
they said was true. To my amaze-
ment, the wall looked substantially 
cleaner. After realizing how much 
progress I had made, I felt another 
wave of energy, and I fervently con-
tinued cleaning the wall. Brick by 
brick, I made my way from one end 
of the wall to the other.

After a lot of scrubbing and 
many water changes, our shift 
ended. I was very pleased that 
my hard work had paid off. The 
wall appeared more like white 
than brown, and I wasn’t the only 
one that thought so. As my group 
gathered around the door and 
casually waited to leave, I did some 
final scrubbing before taking one 
last look. Satisfied, I put down 
my  brush.

Brick by Brick lindsey vanofwegen



13

I’m sure you want to know why 
I’m so proud that I cleaned a wall. 
What’s so great about a wall? It’s 
just a wall. But it’s much more than 
a wall. It’s a welcome to newcomers 
at Portland Place. Where once there 
was a dirty corner with a stinking 
garbage can, there is now a bright, 
clean corner. This helps foster a 
positive reputation for Portland 

Place. This shows that with just a 
little hard work, you can make a dif-
ference. It’s really similar to life in 
general. We often are so caught up 
in our little problems and trying to 
make it through the day that we for-
get to take a step back and look at 
life as a whole. God has blessed us 
with amazing lives and opportuni-
ties, but sometimes we forget about 

all of that because we failed a math 
test or fought with our friend. Life 
gets better. It can take time, and it 
can be hard, but it gets better. Sure, 
I didn’t polish the whole building 
or end world hunger, but I blessed 
the lives of residents and workers in 
this apartment building, and for me, 
that is enough.

Burdock Elephants
francesca rotondo, 
danielle bouwers, 
olivia wells
In an environmental block project, 
we removed burdock from 
TDChristian’s property. Common 
burdock is an aggressive plant 
that took over certain areas on 
the school grounds, shading out 
other native wildflowers and 
quickly covering up newly-planted 
native trees and shrubs.

Instead of cutting the whole 
plant down, we just removed the 
burs from the plants; without 
the burs, the plant is harmless. 
We gathered a ball of burs and 
dragged it across the branches 
of the burdock plant; as we did 
so, more burs from the burdock 
plant stuck to it. Instead of having 
twenty yard waste bags full of 
burdock plants, we only had one 
bagful of burs. We removed all 
burdock burs from our property 
in two periods, rather than the 10 
periods needed with the previous 
method!
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Left: Flower dissection diagram by Kyu Min Lee
Above: During a frog dissection, Njavwa Chailunga takes 
notes with the help of a friend.

Quinn Kavaner
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Be bold, be italic in a 
world of plain letters.

Today 3:24 pm

 Messages ContactRachel Feddema

Grade 11 Proverbs

Above: Diorama by Willem Loopstra
Right: Bowls by Tessia Orlandi

Alex Tsui
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caleb mathai
Dmitri Mendeleev was a Russian scientist responsible 
for discovering periodic law: the fact that the properties 
of chemical elements recur in regular patterns when the 
elements are rearranged according to mass. Mendeleev 
and a German scientist named Julius Lothar Meyer 
created the periodic table of elements. The original table 
that Mendeleev created had blank spaces for elements 
he knew existed but had not been discovered. He even 
described the properties of these unknown elements, 
such as Germanium and Technium. Along with periodic 
law, Mendeleev also discovered critical temperature, the 
temperature at which gas can be liquefied by pressure.

shone xu
Alfred Nobel invented explosives, so for the letters “B,” 
“E,” and “L” I drew explosives. He also created the Nobel 
Prize, so I drew the letter “O” like a Nobel chemical medal. 
I drew the first letter, “N,” like the element Nobelium, 
which was named for Nobel.

trevor eygenraam
Alessandro Volta started experimenting with “metallic 
electricity” in 1792, which resulted in him inventing the first 
electric battery. He experimented with different types of 
metal, testing if their flow of electricity was weak or strong, 
by placing the metal disks on his tongue. The picture of the 
battery symbolizes his invention, and the tongue represents 
how he came to invent it.

16



17Grade 11 Physics students design, create, and race cars. 
Then they do the math.
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“I’m going to read you a differ-
ent bedtime story today,” my dad 
said to little eight-year old me. He 
pulled me into the bed beside my 
sister and opened a colourful book, 
Living with Down Syndrome. My 
dad read to us about short people 
with slanted eyes whose lives were 
full of laughter and smiles. Then 
he turned to my sister and me with 
shiny eyes, and he quietly explained 
to us that the baby in mommy’s 
tummy was going to be like the 
people in the book. Our little sister 
would have Down syndrome. At 
the time, I didn’t understand what 
impact this Down syndrome thing 
would have on the new child or 
our whole family. Everyone in the 
book seemed relatively happy, so 
this Down syndrome thing must 
not be a big deal. However, when 
my youngest sister, Mathea, joined 
our family, I soon began to realize 
that it was definitely a big deal and 
would change my life forever.

As the oldest child, I always 
received a lot of attention from my 
parents, although that attention 

also came with extremely high 
expectations and many responsi-
bilities. When Mathea was born, 
however, she attracted all my 
parents’ attention like an iron rod 
to a magnet. It was understandable, 
considering the numerous health 
issues she dealt with in her first 
years of life, but at the same time, it 
caused conflict between us siblings. 
Because of the new baby, my other 
sister, Bethany, had to move into 
my room. Bethany and I have never 
seen eye to eye, and this new physi-
cal closeness and the competition 
for our parents’ attention did not 
aid our relationship. When Mathea 
came into our family, she came with 
a bang. A new baby is a lot of work, 
but a new baby with a disability 
is three times as much work. My 
parents had to juggle their busy 
jobs; doctor’s appointments; visits 
to speech therapists, physiothera-
pists, and occupational therapists; 
meetings with specialists; and even 
the terrifying open-heart surgery 
Mathea received at seven months 
old. I had to quickly “grow up” and 

accept more responsibilities in 
order to relieve my parents of some 
of the huge workload. I had to do 
more chores, learn how to cook, 
do well at school, and take care of 
Mathea and Bethany. I do not de-
spise Mathea or my parents for this 
time, as it taught me about work 
and responsibility, helped prepare 
me for my future, and shaped me 
into the hardworking person I am 
today; however, I often look back 
at this point in my life as the end 
of my childhood, and I often wish 
that I could have at least made this 
transition a little more gradually.

People with Down syndrome 
learn how to do things slower than 
most people. This was very hard for 
me to learn to deal with. Watching 
Mathea’s incredibly slow process 
of learning to walk was painful, 
but even worse was the agony of 
communication. All around me, 
I saw other babies at church or 
school, who were Mathea’s age or 
younger, toddling around and form-
ing words, while my sister was still 
struggling to lift her head off the 

Icebergs and I alyssa chong

K
ayla W

ood
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floor; she couldn’t even keep her 
tongue inside her mouth, let alone 
make comprehensible sounds with 
it. It was now that I really began 
to understand what this Down 
syndrome was really about, and I 
hated it. I became very angry: at 
my friends for having “normal” 
siblings, at my parents for not being 
there for me, at Bethany for not 
helping out more, even at Mathea 
for having an extra chromosome. 
However, I was mostly mad at God 
for inflicting this disability on my 
sister, and I began to drift away 
from my faith.

Middle-school age is a turbu-
lent time in everyone’s life, but for 
me, there was the added burden of 
my sister and my family situation. 
Because I could no longer turn to 
my faith for strength or comfort, I 
began to turn to music. I discovered 
the immense power that music 
possesses, and I used it to channel 
my intense emotions. So my love 
affair with music began. Playing 
the piano helped me to express 
my feelings and block troubling 
thoughts from my mind. Instead 
of breaking down in tears, I could 
calm my body and spirit with the 

sweet melodies of Bach, Brahms, 
and Beethoven. Although music 
could not fix my problems, it could 
distract me from them and put me 
in a different state of mind, almost 
like a drug. Although I do not have 
fond memories of my tempestu-
ous middle-school years, if it were 
not for Mathea and the emotional 
roller-coaster she sent me on, I 
probably would never have fallen in 
love with playing music, nor have 
become so dependent on it.

What was even harder to watch 
than my sister’s struggles to learn 
were people’s reactions to her and 
her disability. Mathea eventually 
learned how to walk, run, and jump 
like any other child, but her speech 
was still very delayed. Our immedi-
ate family could sometimes make 
sense of her babbles and attempts 
at communication, but no one else 
could comprehend what she was 
trying to say. My parents and I 
learned American Sign Language 
and taught Mathea some basic signs 
in order for her to communicate 
without having to talk, and while 
this alleviated many frustrations 
within our household, it gave rise 
to many misunderstandings and 

judgements as well. Many people 
I knew couldn’t understand why 
Mathea couldn’t talk clearly at 
three years old, and they would 
either judge, accuse, or pity us. But 
even worse than the sympathetic 
words or uneducated attempts at 
parental advice were the looks. The 
confused looks people would give 
when they watched a four-year old 
babble like an infant. The shocked 
and horrified looks people would 
give at the swimming pool when 
they saw the huge scar that runs up 
Mathea’s chest that no bathing suit 
will ever hide. The disgusted and 
judgmental looks people would give 
at the library when Mathea grew 
frustrated and threw a tantrum 
because no one could understand 
what she was trying to say. The 
seemingly sympathetic looks people 
would give when they watched 
Mathea struggle with basic motor 
skills, when in reality they were 
watching with a disgusting amuse-
ment, relieved that that was not 
their child. The looks on people’s 
faces always gave away what they 
were really thinking, and many 
times it made me so sick to see their 
expressions that I was tempted to 
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wipe it off their faces with a flat 
palm and a snap of my wrist.

The stigmas that surround men-
tal disabilities are cruel and loaded 
with such derogatory connotations 
that it makes talking about my 
sister very di≈cult for me. Down 
syndrome and mental disabilities 
are very personal subjects that I am 
very passionate about, although I 
am hesitant to discuss them with 
people I am not close with. It is 
not because I am ashamed of my 
sister, but because of the way that 
mental disabilities are viewed. The 
way that someone who is black or 
gay would feel uncomfortable to 
hear words like “nigger,” or “fag-
got,” in casual conversation, is how 
I feel on a daily basis when I walk 
through the halls and hear people 
say, “You’re a retard,” when their 
friend does something silly, or 
“That assignment is so retarded,” 
when they think it’s a stupid or 
mundane task. It breaks my heart 
when I hear people utter “freak” or 
“psycho” when they see a man with 
autism, because those are the words 
that we have been conditioned to 
associate with mental disabilities. 
I know those words to be hateful 

and untrue; however, my attempts 
to stop them have been futile, as 
it seems much of the world just 
doesn’t seem to care about the feel-
ings of a “retarded freak.”

Down syndrome has been an 
integral part of my life for eight 
years now. Like the people in my 
dad’s bedtime book, Mathea is 
now able to talk so that people can 
understand the majority of what 
she says. She writes letters, counts 
by two’s, and is learning how to 

read. Like the people in the book, 
Mathea always remains bright and 
optimistic, despite her health issues 
and learning delays. As for me, I 
love my beautiful sister with all my 
heart, and I will continue to love 
and support her for the rest of our 
lives together. However, in a world 
that judges every book by its cover, 
I worry for her future, and I hope 
and pray that how other people 
judge and treat her won’t damage 
the content of her story.

Siyi Tang
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julia mcadam
A speech given at a TDChristian assembly
Hello, my name is Julia McAdam. I am part Scottish, 
part English, and part Ojibwa. Because of that last one, 
I won’t have to pay taxes, I’ll get a free ride to most 
universities, and I’ll receive other benefits that go along 
with having a status card.

There is an issue that a lot of people believe to be 
non-existent, but in truth it may just not exist for you. 
It does for me, and I feel the need to inform people it is 
real—being Native does not make me lucky.

In 1880, the church established residential schools 
with the motto, “Kill the Indian and save the man.” A 
whole race of people was degraded to something that 
had to be fixed. Children as young as four were taken 
from their families and forced to forget their heritage. 
They were punished if found speaking their native 
language or praying to their creator.

Unfortunately, when you hear a year like 1880, you 
may think “But that was so long ago”. It is—135 years 
ago, to be exact. However, the last residential school 
closed in 1996 marking 116 years of operation. Still, 
even after two decades of being out of operation, the 
ripple effect is ongoing. 41% of aboriginal youth drop 
out of high school, and 34.4% live with a lone parent. 
That’s compared to 17% for the rest of Canadians liv-
ing with a lone parent. A 2009 study found that even 
though Indigenous people makeup about 2% of the 
Canadian population, over 10% of all youth involved 
with the Children’s Aid Services are Indigenous.

Canada has tried to mend its wrong by giving 
money, land, and other benefits. This sounds great until 

you have to deal with the other aspects that come along 
with being the descendant of a residential school survi-
vor, or you yourself have to live with those memories.

I love my heritage and love how sincere and in tune 
the tribe I come from is. Everything has a meaning, and 
everything is related.

My grandmother didn’t remember much about 
living on her reserve. Her mother, father, and siblings 
were all forgotten. This is her story.

At the age of four my grandmother was taken from 
her family and forced to go to a school until she was 
fifteen. She never talked much about her time at the 
school, but it was so bad that she lied about her age, 
telling the school she was sixteen so she could marry a 
random man to get out.

He wasn’t nice and didn’t treat her well. She started 
drinking and doing bad things to ease the pain and to 
forget. She ended up never being in a stable relation-
ship and had six children with different men.

Her children were separated from each other and 
went through the Catholic, Native, and family child-
welfare services, from foster home to foster home.

Because she misused bad substances, her health be-
gan to deteriorate. She developed cancers, liver failure, 
a bad heart, and other organ failures. In all my memo-
ries of her, she was never really lucid, and she was 
always acting wrong for the situation at hand. In 2014, 
she passed away from multiple health problems.

Out of all my grandmother’s daughters, my mom 
was the youngest. She was never in the same foster 
home for too long, and as a young teen she lived on the 
streets of Toronto. Just as my grandmother had, my 
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mother developed bad habits that still haunt her today. 
By the age sixteen, she had a son, Dennis, whom she 
put up for adoption, hoping he could have a better life.

Two year later, at the age eighteen, I was born, and 
she started to piece her life together in the hope that 
she could give me a good life. When I was fourteen 
months old, we were staying at a shelter when a couple 
offered my mother a job at their company as a secre-
tary, also offering for the lady to babysit me while my 
mom worked.

Soon enough they pretty much adopted my mom 
and me and helped raise me. When I was four, my mom 
had my twin sisters and lived common-law with my 
now stepfather. For most of my childhood, we still lived 
off of welfare from cheque to cheque, but we made do. 
I now live with that lady who helped us, and she’s as 
much my family as anyone else blood related to me. In 
my family, out of all my six aunts and countless cous-
ins, only one has finished university. I plan on being 
number two.

Being Native has really made my life di≈cult, but 
I’m trying to break the cycle and be the best I can. 
Now that you know my story, I hope you can see that 
something from decades ago is still causing people pain 
today. People you may know; people like me.

This is called Canada’s greatest shame. Instead 
of owning up to it, they have often given what some 
would consider hush money. For something so huge 
and something so devastating, it’s insane that not 
enough people know. I hope this gave you some insight 
about what Indigenous people have gone through and 
are still going through today.

Siyi Tang
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I’ve never considered myself a 
writer. I’ve referred to myself or 
been referred to as many things: 
artist, actor, singer, performer. But 
a writer? No. I don’t write. Despite 
my teachers’ assertions about my 
writing ability, I don’t consider my-
self someone who writes because 
they’re good at it. I only write when 
I have to. Or at least, that used to 
be the case. But lately I’ve found 
myself writing of my own accord, 
plagued by ideas that won’t be si-
lenced until turned into words, and 
harangued by metaphors, similes, 
and descriptors begging to be spun 
into poetry. I don’t even like poetry. 
However, I’ve found a sense of com-
fort in spitting these thoughts onto 
a page, be it emotional word vomit 
or beautiful prose. When thoughts 
are constantly bouncing around in 
your head, screaming and howling 
and demanding to be heard, there is 
something freeing in forcing them 
into the tangible world. They are 
words, so they are real, and they 

feeds my soul more than knowing I 
instilled someone with the knowl-
edge that they are not alone. No one 
should feel alone.

I chose this particular topic 
because my mental illness is, for 
better or for worse, a part of my 
identity. I will always have to cope 
with it, and although the thought 
scares me, I know the only choice 
is to keep on going, doing, living. 
Reaching out to others is one of the 
greatest acts of strength you can 
accomplish. I am still learning that 
I possess this strength.

I’ve suffered with depression, 
an anxiety disorder, dissociation, 
and body image issues since I was 
about twelve. Combined with the 
chronic pain of IBS, it has always 
been di≈cult to accomplish daily 
tasks such as school, social situa-
tions, and chores while managing 
my symptoms. Absences are com-
mon, and I often find myself behind 
in school. I’ve lost credits, missed 
out on trips, and generally had my 
school experience ruined by this 
combination of illnesses. School 
became a word associated with suf-
fering, and it could send me into an 
anxiety attack at its mere mention. 

Mired in a muck 
of mental mucus
samantha rea
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are valid. They are real, so I am in 
control. I control the story of my 
writing; I can exaggerate, drama-
tize, downplay or glamorize any as-
pect of my life. To have control over 
something, anything, is supremely 
important to one who feels a slave 
to the fates in the whirlwind of life.

Talking about myself has never 
been easy. My life is not glamor-
ous, interesting only in its unique-
ness for someone of my age. While 
stress, pain, heartbreak and sadness 
are inevitable in life, few seventeen- 
 year- olds would say their largest 
goal is to simply live through the 
next day. But such is the nature of 
mental illness, a misunderstood 
disease that affects far more young 
people than it should. The major-
ity of my poetry is inspired by my 
mental illnesses, so in a way, I sup-
pose, it has made me a better writer, 
maybe even a better person.

Although I’ve often wondered 
what good this illness could serve, 
I’ve noticed that one of the most 
poignant influences of suffering 
on my life is my highly-developed 
empathy. When someone tells me of 
their pain, I can say, in all honestly, 
I understand. There is nothing that 
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that keeps me going sometimes. I 
guess you could call it some inner 
strength, or maybe the survival 
instinct intrinsic to most animals. 
I don’t think it is either of those 
things. Rather, it is the support of 
those around me that allows me 
to stand when all I want is to fall. 
Knowing that I’m important to 
someone or I make a difference in 
their lives is often one of the only 
things I have to hold on to. I am so 
grateful for the friends and family I 
have in my life, even though I often 
question if I deserve their love and 
support.

Few non -writers can say they 
feel compelled to spill words onto 
a page, but this is how I express my 
being. It has helped me find a way 
to turn grotesqueness into some-
thing almost beautiful, to create 
art from pain. With pen, pencil, or 
the keyboard on my cell phone, I 
will write. I will continue fighting 
to express what drives me. I will 
create art that invokes imagery and 
that resonates within the core of a 
perfect stranger. I will string words 
together until I find the perfect 
combination to instill within others 
the understanding of what living 

Questions of “who am I?” became 
increasingly harder to answer as I 
found my identity lost in the thick 
fog my brain had created. Coping 
is increasingly frustrating because 
I’ve tried every medication and 
therapy under the sun. Counsel-
ling, antidepressants, cognitive 
behavioural therapy, diet, exercise, 
meditation—you name it, I’ve prob-
ably tried it.

The frustration mounts when 
I keep trying to get better, yet it 
never seems to yield any success. I 
always find myself at the bottom of 
the same pit I’ve languished in for 
five years, and it’s getting harder to 
motivate myself to climb out when I 
can’t even see the sun anymore. Ev-
ery time I seem to make headway, I 
lose my grip and I slide back down. 
Mental illness, for me, is a crippling, 
shameful, debilitating mess and I 
wouldn’t wish it upon my worst 
enemy. I’ve lost so many years of my 
life to this disease, years that should 
have been filled with joy, excite-
ment, and experience. I am sad, I 
am angry, and most of all I am tired. 
I am incredibly tired of fighting a 
losing battle.

I wonder what exactly it is 

with this feels like. I will write for 
others, but most importantly, I will 
write for myself. That is what a 
writer does, and I am a writer.

Meggie Hilborn
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Dans notre classe de 10ième année (French/History block) nous 
avons regardé le film québecois, « Le Survenant ». Ensuite, les 
élèves devaient écrire une réflexion au sujet des personnages, 
de l’histoire en générale, et de la fin du film. Ici vous pouvez 
lire la réponse de naomi gray à propos de la fin du film, une 
réponse extraordinaire pour son réalisme en concernant la vie 
humaine.

Oui, la fin du film me plaît parce que c’est différent que les films 
que je regarde d’habitude. A tous ceux qui n’aiment pas la fin 
du film, je voudrais vous informer que la vie n’est pas toujours 
parfaite. Peu importe comment nous nous ressentons envers une 
certaine personne, quelque fois, ce n’est pas assez de leur forcer 
de changer la façon dans laquelle ils vivent. La fin du film est 
réaliste parce que nous n’avons pas reçu le même « et ils ont tous 
vécu dans le bonheur pour le reste de leurs vies ». C’est ridicule 
ça. Si tu n’as pas aimé la fin du film, tu es attrapée dans une 
réalité qui n’existe pas, une réalité où tout se termine parfaite-
ment. Dans la vraie vie, ce n’est pas que tout termine parfaite-
ment et tout le monde est content. Nous devons penser à propos 
du temps qu’on avait passé avec cette personne. Quelquefois, si 
la personne ne part pas, nous ne l’apprécions pas de la même 
manière. Survenant a servi sa raison d’être là, et puis il est parti. 
Les gens de la ville ont appris que les inconnus ne sont pas aussi 
pires que ça, et Angéline a appris comment s’aimer soi-même. La 
fin du film était parfaite pour tous ceux qui connaissent que la 
vie n’est pas remplie de soleil, des suçons, et des arcs-en-ciel.

The Debate Over 
Embryonic Stem 
Cell Research

daria terpstra

 The debate of stem cell research 
using embryos has been going on 
for quite some time. The human 
race has not decided on whether it 
will be fully accepted in our society, 
or fully rejected, and I don’t believe 
that we will ever come to complete 
agreement. This issue is very per-
sonal and deals with many moral 
questions. There are three main 
areas in stem cell research that 
help people to decide where they 
stand on this issue: whether or not 
humans are playing God in creating 
and healing living beings, whether a 
human embryo contains life or not, 
and whether the benefits of medical 
research outweigh the cost of the 
embryos.

First, people have many differ-
ent opinions about whether or not 
humans should be creating life or 
healing living beings through the 
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process of embryonic stem cell re-
search. People who are for stem cell 
research believe that, depending on 
their religion, humans were placed 
on the Earth in whatever way they 
choose to believe in, and now it is 
our duty as humans to keep our 
species alive. These people use em-
bryos to help cure serious diseases, 
and continue to make medical dis-
coveries that will help the human 
race evolve more and not go extinct. 
On the other hand, people who are 
against stem cell research believe 
that, again by who or what they 
choose, humans were placed on this 
Earth to live our lives, do what we 
can to help the world change, and 
then die.

Next, the question of when a 
child actually becomes a child plays 
a part in the ongoing embryonic 
stem cell debate. This is a big issue, 
as it also tends to tie into the con-
tinuous discussion about abortion. 
People who are pro-stem cell re-
search see an embryo as a group of 
cells that could help provide more 
information about curing people 
who are already alive. They do not 
think that an embryo contains life. 
However, people on the other side 

soon as they are conceived, and that 
we cannot justify taking one per-
son’s life before they are even born, 
even if they may save people’s lives. 
We don’t know what they could do 
if they lived.

In conclusion, the embryonic 
stem cell research debate is a long 
and complicated one that has a lot 
of variables and different opinions. 
In the end, your opinion is your 
own, and, there will always be 
questions and controversy about 
this  idea.

Be a tiger when you 
start, an ox when you 
end.

Today 3:24 pm

 Messages ContactDaniel Kooy

Grade 11 Proverbs

of this argument see an embryo as 
the beginnings of a child, and they 
believe that as soon as an egg is 
fertilized, a life is created, and that 
humans should not be able to take 
that life.

Finally, people must ask them-
selves whether the scientific 
outcomes of the research are worth 
more than the cost of the embryos 
used in the research. The answer 
to this question greatly depends 
on your answer to the question 
above. Pro-researchers say that the 
content gained from one embryo 
is worth the cost because of all the 
people that content could heal. 
Anti-researchers say that we cannot 
take the life of a child who could 
grow up to become a huge impact 
on our society.

I am against embryonic stem 
cell research. I personally believe 
that we should not be playing God 
or trying to heal people with deadly 
diseases. I believe that God put us 
on the Earth to die, but that it is our 
responsibility to honor him with 
our lives and do what we can to 
make a difference in the world we 
live in. I also believe that a child has 
a spirit, a soul, and an identity as 
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Lord of 
the Flies
brad blom
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Duffy
aj scott

I got my dog Duffy when I was just 
two years old. After considerable 
research, my family decided on a 
Shetland Sheepdog, which we felt 
was best suited for our lifestyle. We 
looked for local breeders and visit-
ed litters. We were not having much 
success finding the right puppy un-
til we came to a home that remind-
ed us much of our own. They had 
three kids and a few guinea pigs, 
just like us. We were introduced 
to a litter made up of a bunch of 
females and one male. The females 
had already been sold, leaving only 
the male, but we didn’t complain. 
My family sat in a circle around the 
puppies and played with them. All 
of the female siblings were nippy 
and seemed to be mean to the male 
puppy, whereas that little guy was 
incredibly friendly. He crawled 
right into my lap and snuggled up 

very start, McDuff—now nicknamed 
Duff or Duffy—was a very good 
dog. He was obedient and didn’t 
get into trouble, other than steal-
ing a shoe here and there. Over the 
years he has basically become my 
best friend. He snuggles us when 
we are upset or sad. He even licked 
tears off my mother’s face once. 
On many occasions, he has tried to 
break up arguments between family 

Four Haiku
kristen madrid

Me
I am really great
I’m super fun to be with
I am quite unique

Bad Eyes
My eyesight is bad
I wear glasses all the time
I see only blurred people

with me while the nippy sister pups 
bit each of my sisters. We just knew 
he was waiting for us, so we picked 
him.

We named him McDuff, for he 
is a Scottish dog. Then the breeder 
added “Wee Lad” to that name 
because, as we found out later, 
McDuff was a runt. But for what 
he lacked in size, Wee Lad McDuff 
sure made up for in heart. From the 

Jackson Taylor
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I Love Soup
carolyn kooy

I love soup.
Peel, chop, dice
Carrots, beans, maybe rice
Tomato, chicken, or hot and sour
put it together and let it simmer for 

an hour.
Water, noodles, meat
Time to bring on the heat.
Aroma wafting through the air,
Add some spice to give it flare.
Warm, satisfying, soothing sips,
Tastes so good I lick my lips.
Being content, belly full.
Oh maybe I’ll have just one more 

bowl.
I love soup.

members by nudging them with his 
nose or trying to crawl in someone’s 
lap. He even protects me when my 
dad wrestles with me. He is always 
my ally. Duff will not be left out of 
family devotions. He wriggles his 
way into the centre of our prayer 
circle. He participates in our family 
soccer and basketball games. He is 
quite the avid hiker, too. Duff al-
ways misses us; whether we’ve been 
gone a week or five minutes, he’s 
always glad to see us again. He also 
hates being alone, so he will follow 
you where you go. Duff has ridden 
to school with us almost every day 
of our lives. He sits next to us and 
wags his tail goodbye as our mom 
drops us off. He greets us in the af-
ternoon too if he is in the car. When 
my mom tells him “Let’s go get your 
kids,” he runs to the door to get in 
the car.

Duff is also great with other ani-
mals that we bring into the house. 
One time we came home during a 

rainstorm to find a sopping Duffy 
standing over our cat to protect her 
from the rain. They had all been 
locked out of the house. He even 
had a standoff with a coyote while 
protecting our cat outside on the 
driveway. Luckily, my grandmother 
took a broom to the coyote, and 
no one was hurt. We knew Duff 
was really special when he helped 
take care of our cat’s kittens. He 
was very protective of them and 
let them play with his tail. Our cat 
trusted him with all her kids, earn-
ing him the nickname “Uncle Duff.”

He’s a great dog to hang with. 
He seems to sense my moods and 
falls in tune with them. He is also 
not shy at all about letting me know 
if he wants to go outside or play. He 
will nose me and bark until he gets 
his way. At night he always seeks 
out the quiet of my room and lies 
down next to me. This makes my 
sisters mad, but Duff and I are bud-
dies and we like to stick together.

If you are cheap,
don’t expect good 
soup.

Today 3:24 pm

 Messages ContactAlyssa Scorizzi

Grade 11 Proverbs

Not Vain
I’m not vain at all
I pretend to be for fun
Inside I am deep

Rebel
I am a rebel
Not tied down by any rules—
Until mom comes home

33



Pixelations

Model and editor: Matthew Lloyd
Photographer: Laura Matheuszik



Providence Diomedi, Emily Gillissie, and Julianna 
Groot help Cheney Li film a bumper for The Pulse 
while Joel Porter supports from the sidelines

Daniel Bergsma, Jack Cabral, Tristan 
Blacha, and GianCarlo Plastina play a 
video game during some spare time

Chris Henein and Stefan Blacha play a 
version of Pong on their phones
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My Mentorship 
at  CogecoTV
adam cook 

January 26
Today was my first day at CogecoTV. 
I was assigned to help with the 
live broadcasting of bingo. I was 
in charge of setting up the set and 
the cameras as well as running 
the graphics during the broadcast. 
I was mainly shown around and 
directed by Anthony, the director 
for the night.

We started off setting up the 
cameras. We were originally setting 
up one camera that would film the 
host, but there was a problem with 
the monitor that he used to keep 
track of and verify the bingo num-
bers, so we set up three cameras. 
One was on the host, one showed 
the table so the viewers could see 
what numbered balls were called, 
and the third was a closeup on the 
current ball that had been pulled.

I set up the cameras and at-
tempted to fix the monitor, but to 
no avail. During the actual broad-
cast I was in charge of putting the 

graphics on screen. It was pretty 
relaxed because not a whole lot 
happens during Bingo, but I learned 
more about what goes into setting 
up and maintaining a live broadcast. 

January 28
Today I went in and worked with 
Chris on Voice Print, the reading of 
the local newspaper for the visu-
ally impaired. An older gentleman 
came in for that and then left. Chris 
finished that up and then showed 
me how he goes about putting 
together his weekly movie preview. 
Since he is “press” he has access to 
a website from which he can pull 
trailers for free and see all of the 
movies that are coming out soon. 
He did a preview for The Finest 
Hours and Kung Fu Panda 3. He cut 
the trailers together in a way that 
gave the viewers an idea of what 
they were about and then did a brief 
synopsis voice-over offering a sum-
mary of their current reviews.

Chris and I had some pretty cool 
conversations about movies and the 
state of the industry. After he was 
done editing that, he went home 
and I went with Rory to film some 
footage for a story about the Acton 

Arena. When we got back, I had 
lunch and then helped him with the 
editing of a different news story. 

I had mentioned earlier that I 
wanted to be a voice actor, so he 
decided to let me do the voice re-
porting for the story. That was awe-
some because I learned more about 
inflection and how to talk while 
recording. Overall it was a good day 
and I learned a lot about what it 
takes to make a TV segment. 

January 30
Today I went to an arena in George-
town to help broadcast a hockey 
game. When I got there, I helped 
set up all of the cameras and audio 
equipment. I was assigned to the 
main camera, even though I have no 
experience with TV level cameras, 
but they let me do it anyway. 

After setting up we just hung 
around till the game was about to 
start. It was cool to get to know the 
crew I was working with. When the 
game started, I was really nervous. 
I was getting prepared for my every 
move to be seen on live TV, but 
once it got started it was a breeze. I 
just followed the puck and once in a 
while Chris Cox would tell me to do 
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something through the headphones 
and I would do it.

I can honestly say that it got 
easier as I did it, but I had trouble 
because I was standing the whole 
time and my back was in a ton of 
pain. Oh well, I managed. 

January 31
Today was my final but also big-
gest and busiest day. I headed to 
the main station in Burlington to 

do an 11 hour day of broadcasting 
“Hockey Day in the OHL.” It was 
a big thing and I was assigned to 
sound. I was pretty much in charge 
of muting tracks, fading music, and 
managing the interview mic audio.

It was kinda crazy because 
beforehand my mentor told me 
not to feel offended if he yelled at 
me. It wouldn’t be out of anger, 
he said, but out of stress. He was 
right. Everyone in the studio would 

be totally calm and laid back but 
as soon as we were up after com-
mercial break or a quiet period 
everyone would spring up, yell 
commands, and turn switches. It 
was nuts. We broadcast three games 
in one day. It was long, but it was 
really cool to be part of a real televi-
sion program. It was a great way to 
end my mentorship and I’m really 
glad I did it.
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n o a h  k a lv e r d a

Why do bad things happen to good 
people? This is one of the main 
questions the movie The Serious 
Man explores. Larry is a good man 
who always follows the rules. The 
people in Larry’s life do not appre-
ciate him and take him for granted. 
Larry’s story does not have a happy 
ending.

I also try to follow the rules as 
much as I can. Like Larry, I don’t 
always stand up for myself or give 
my opinion, and I don’t always take 
action when things go wrong. It’s a 
lot easier to accept things like fail-
ure than to put in the effort and try 
to change the outcome. In this essay 
I will compare Larry’s strengths 
and weaknesses to my own.

Larry is a good boy. He spends 
his whole life trying to follow the 
rules of his faith and life. He goes to 
work every day to support his fam-
ily, he sends his son to the Jewish 
school, and he tries his best to be a 
good husband. Larry is not perfect, 
as we see when a student isn’t hap-
py with his grade and bribes Larry 
to change it. Like Larry, I also try 
to follow the rules and do what is 
expected of me (most of the time). 
I follow the speed limit, I do some 
of my homework, I go to church. 
I’m also not perfect; I procrasti-
nate, which sometimes gets me into 
trouble.

Larry never stands up for him-
self when he gets pushed around 
by everyone in his life. His wife has 
an affair and then makes him move 
out. His kids steal his money, and 
only call him when the television 
isn’t working. While not quite to 
the same extent as Larry, I don’t 
always stand up for myself. I don’t 
get to make choices for myself and 
everything is controlled by other 
people. For example, it was not 
my choice to attend TDChristian 
for my grade 12 year. I would have 
much rather attended the local high 

school where there are more hands-
on classes.

The serious man Larry does not 
take action when things go wrong. 
Multiple times in the movie, Larry 
just lets bad things happen to him 
without doing anything to stop 
them or change the outcome. When 
his wife cheats on him, he just 
agrees with her suggestion for him 
to move out of their family home. 
When Si Ableman sends letters to 
Larry’s workplace, Larry never tries 
to find out where they come from. 
Although I am not as bad as Larry 
I don’t always take action when 
things go wrong. I find it easier 
to skip a di≈cult assignment and 
accept a bad mark than to put the 
effort into something and succeed. 
Larry’s lack of action stems from his 
low self-esteem.

Larry is a victim of circum-
stance. He is a good person, but 
even though he is a good person, 
bad things happen to him that are 
out of his control. By the end of the 
movie, his marriage is wrecked, his 
health is not very good and his kids 
are killed in a tornado.

In the third-last week of this 
previous summer, I fell off a ladder 

Noah
=

Larry?
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and broke my wrist. I had to endure 
the excruciating pain of multiple 
broken bones, as well as not being 
able to work the rest of the summer 
doing a job I enjoyed.

Larry and I are kind of similar. 
We both try to follow the rules as 
much as possible, but we are not 
perfect, and we are tempted into 
breaking rules sometimes. We often 
are not appreciated as much as we 
should be. We can occasionally be 
taken for granted. We both struggle 
with taking action when things go 
wrong and taking responsibility for 
our actions. Larry is a good person 
and a lot of bad things happen to 
him. Sometimes bad things happen 
to good people. It’s a good thing 
that Larry and I have had different 
life circumstances.

If you try to walk 
with a broken leg, 
you will fall.

Today 11:18 pm

 Messages ContactEmily Heming

Grade 11 Proverbs

39Dylan Liang



Photographer: Evan Kim
Model: Tessia Orlandi
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brendan flowers

Friday I bought a few shirts at 
Value Village and looked around 
my house for extra black shirts. The 
rest of the day mainly consisted of 
planning and designing the outfit.

Saturday My grandma taught me 
how to sew and I practised a little. 
Then I started cutting the shirts up 
and sewing them together to make 
the body of the jacket. This was 

followed by making the collar and 
the pocket. I enjoyed learning how 
to sew and seeing the jacket form 
from the shirts it had once been.

Sunday I added smaller details and 
made final changes. I finished sew-
ing the collar and added a button 
to make it look like a suit. I enjoyed 
this project: it allowed me to turn a 
simple piece of clothing into some-
thing functional and detailed.

Below, Lorissa VanGurp; right, Abiya Tamang



42

The secret to styling a little black 
dress lies within the world of ac-
cessorizing: picking your layers and 
jewellery carefully can make a basic 
outfit your own.

I like to think of an lbd as a 
bowl of vanilla ice cream. By itself 
it can be delicious and can have 
all the right things, or you can add 
your toppings. Think of jacket 
layers as your syrup (that’s your 
caramel or chocolate flavour), the 
ice cream’s flavour as the silhou-
ette of your dress (different styles 

suit everyone differently), and the 
goodies (chocolate-y crumbles and 
sprinkles) as your jewellery.

Everyone prefers different top-
pings, and everyone has the right 
to experiment and play with their 
look! I decided to share some of my 
favourite styling options when it 
comes to wearing a black dress.

bohemian Every bohemian at 
heart has these items in their closet. 
I like to style this look with layered 
delicate necklaces, a jean jacket, 
and brown wedges. How comfort-
able you are in heels is different for 
everyone, and an excellent alterna-
tive to heeled wedges are gladiator 
sandals.

edgy A classic (faux!) leather 
jacket is one of my most-worn piec-
es. It can add edginess to any look 
that seems too soft. I like to wear 
killer booties, or if you’re going for 
the non-heel option, combat boots. 
Combat boots are awesome because 
they can also dress down a dress 
that might seem too glamorous for 
class. For accessories, I like to wear 
a metallic statement necklace, and 
style my hair in a cool faux-shave.

urban The style I’m absolutely 
obsessed with lately. I love to work 
with different fun patterns and ac-
cessories here. I style this look with 
a flannel shirt tied around my waist, 
a bandana as a headband, and some 
fun layered chains. Thigh-high 

Little 
 Black 
 Dress

lauren stokes

A little black dress is the 
most versatile and essential 
piece in every girl’s closet—
no matter what type of style 
you have, you can dress up 
or dress down a plain dress 
that fits you right.

Model: Lauren Stokes
Photographer: Jadon Pascal van Alphen
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boots are my go-to with this 
look.

girly An easy and pretty 
option, indeed. I like to wear 
a simple cardigan and a cute 
belt, adding a statement neck-
lace and nude pumps.

classic This is my go-to 
for job interviews. A blazer 
can make any look seem pro-
fessional, and rocking pointed 
flats prove cute and comfort-
able! I also like to wear drop 
earrings as my bling.

Some girls like their ice 
cream plain, and some like 
it topped with every goodie 
they can find! Whatever style 
you prefer, you can rock your 
little black dress however you 
feel suits you the best. Happy 
layering!

Will Lochhead 43
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We are all affected by the family we are surrounded 
by. As I was growing up, I was lucky enough to 
have a loving mother and father, and brothers who 
weren’t half bad. We lived in a small house in the 
heart of Georgetown and had neighbours who were 
caring. We went to church and read the Bible after din-
ner. From a young age, I referred to myself as a Chris-
tian; I don’t remember a time I didn’t. I used to pray 
every night before bed and refused to say amen at 
the end so that God wouldn’t leave me alone. He 
was truly my comfort.

As I grew older, I strayed from my faith mul-
tiple times and had given my heart back to Jesus 
at countless youth retreats; a sort of cycle. I was a 
girl trying to figure it all out, and felt completely alone 
throughout the process. My friends and I rarely talked 
about our faith, almost acting as if it didn’t exist. I as-
sumed they’d all figured it out, whether to keep their 
faith or abandon it. I, on the other hand, was constantly 
fluctuating between the two. While I had felt connect-
ed to God before, I had never had that moment. That 
moment when you know, irrefutably, that God is real 

and there for you. You hear about all of these inspiring 
moments from so many individuals and think, “Why 
has that never happened to me? Will it ever?”

Throughout my years of high school, there were 
endless events that made it seem less and less likely 
that God was real. The summer before grade nine, my 
dad nearly died from a heart attack and spent months 

Riley Marchand

because
i love you

h a n n a h  v a n r y s
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in remission. I tried to look at it positively, but all I 
could do was wonder why the hell that had to happen. 
A few years later I found out my uncle was suffer-
ing from a drug addiction. While he, my aunt and my 
cousins lived a ways away, all I felt was anger towards 
whoever was making this happen. Why did they have 
to deal with something as detrimental as heroine and 
cocaine?

These and more events drew me farther and farther 
away from God until he was nothing but a dot on the 
horizon. The world seemed like nothing but a hollow 
shell, each footstep echoing beneath me. I was going 
nowhere and looking for nothing. Questions jumped 
around my head daily. “Are we all here just to die and 
be buried in the ground we once walked upon? Is there 
a reason for my being? Do I really have a purpose?”

I walked around for three years, that dot on the 
horizon rarely growing larger. In grade eleven, I heard 
the news of a girl my age dying in a ski accident. She 
had veered off the track and hit a tree, dying on impact. 
I didn’t know her personally, but for some reason her 
death stuck with me. Erica Lamb was a ghost I’d never 
had the chance to meet in life, yet she followed me 
everywhere I went. After hearing about her death, I 
had so many questions. “Why did she die? Was there 
a purpose in her death? Did she even get a chance to 
figure out what she believed in? Did she go to hell if 
she didn’t discover her truth?” These thoughts flew 
through my head in a whirlwind of anger, each one 
worse than the last. It seemed completely unfair to me 
that someone could die so suddenly without warning. 
I couldn’t fathom the idea of a God who lets people die 

before they could figure it out. He would essentially be 
sentencing them to hell.

Question after question came to mind, each one 
receiving no answer. Then I thought of perhaps one 
of the most unnerving questions each of us can ask 
ourselves.

 If I died right now, would I go to heaven?
Yes.
The response was short, but it was not my own. I 

froze, completely numb. Pins and needles covered me 
from head to toe. My head was freed from this tempo-
rary sleep first, so I pushed another question through it.

Why?
Because I love you.
I was dumbfounded. No more thoughts could run 

through my head. I felt as if I was melting, the hard 
shell I’d surrounded myself with for the last three years 
finally liquefying. That dot on the horizon was speed-
ing towards me at a million miles an hour. In that mo-
ment I knew that I could no longer doubt the existence 
of God. He was real, and he loved me.

After this I knew in my heart what is true, even if I 
still had questions and times of doubt.

I grew up with questions that still remain unan-
swered, no matter how many sermons I sit through or 
youth retreats I attend. Growing up in a Christian fam-
ily does not automatically make you a Christian, even 
if it does affect you. I’ve always referred to myself as a 
Christian, but it wasn’t until that moment on a chilling 
afternoon in March that I truly became one.
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our Lord’s grace and forgiveness 
and using their minds to twist what 
we know is truth? We’ve heard 
about them before; they have been 
brought to judgement in the Good 
Book, so don’t be surprised that 
they’re lurking around your sanctu-
ary and stirring up dissent in the 
commons.

5These people that are causing 
discord in our once peaceful com-
munity resemble Saul, who was so 
close to grace and anointment, and 
yet he fell short when faced with a 
simple task and our gracious Father 
brought him down from his high 
horse. 6They are like Esau, in that 
they turned away from a beauti-
ful gift – and never reached their 
desired potential, even to their 
dying breath. 7As immoral as Lot’s 
daughters, their faith is as loose as 
their virtue, leading them to create 
nations of unrighteous people, con-
stantly in conflict with the Chosen 
Nation, their very roots coated in 
incestuous shame. 

8They are as disrespectful 
towards their bodies as Noah was, 
laying unabashedly in drunken, na-
ked shame. Like Nebuchadnezzar, 
they brazenly disrespect the temple 

of the Lord. 9But the disciples of 
the New Testament had it planted 
correctly in their minds, saying, “Do 
not bring slanderous accusations 
against such (celestial) beings in the 
presence of the Lord” (2 Peter 2:11), 
knowing, as they rightly should, 
that some things are sacred. 10The 
people polluting our church are 
simpleminded beings, dear fellows, 
who, when they don’t understand 
something, charge against it. They 
are akin to rambunctious bulls, 
drawn forward only by their natural 
instincts, their id working constant-
ly in their sinful bosoms.

11They are as jealous and conniv-
ing as the bros of Joe and conspire 
against the righteous like common 
criminals, like Ananias and Sap-
phira, hoarding up earthly cash as 
misers do, not surrendering their 
wealth to the Almighty as they 
should. Furthermore, they are 
destroyed by their bloated ideas of 
themselves, being struck down as 
Goliath was at the hand of David.

12These shameless fiends are like 
bacon sizzling in a frying pan. You 
are virtually powerless against their 
tantalizing aroma, seemingly an 
innocent affair. Yet be wary, for as 

1It is we, Charlotte, sister of Yvonne, 
and Emily, sister of Jennica, writ-
ing to all who identify themselves 
in the faith of Christ and feel his 
presence in their everyday life. 2We 
wish you good tidings of calmness, 
grace, and most of all that you will 
sense the comforting weight of 
Christ’s love on the daily. 

3Although we wished to write 
you about the beautiful salvation 
that has been granted to us, we felt 
that the purpose of our letter had 
to be slightly altered. Fight for the 
faith you have been blessed with, 
my dear comrades, and don’t let it 
be skewed by those who have en-
tered the holy body of the church. 
4These people that are sullying our 
sanctuaries? Taking advantage of 

The 
Vernacular 

‘Dude’
Paraphrasing 

the book of Jude

charlotte lefave 
emily blydorp
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you draw closer, the knowledge of 
the popping, sizzling grease behind 
the façade of deliciousness is never 
enough to turn you away from the 
inevitable burn. 13The self-serving 
beasts are also like group project 
participants who swear to complete 
their portion of the work, yet show 
up the next day with an apologetic 
look, an armful of excuses, and your 
shattered hopes in a handbag. 

14In the end, the Lord will come, 
riding on a white horse with eyes 
of blazing fire, ready to strike down 
the unfaithful nations. 15Judgement 
Day will come, and with it condem-
nation. As it is said in Psalm 1:6, 
“the way of the wicked will perish.” 
16And the people in your church; 
the ones who are quick to judge 
others and to complain of the 
undertakings of the followers of 
Christ; that are quick to fall away to 
temptation, and yet are also just as 
quick to jump into a conversation 
with complimentary words about 
themselves; that use false pleasant-
ries to misuse others for dastardly 
things. They too will be set in front 
of the Lord, who is perfectly just in 
his decrees of righteousness. 

17Now, my dears, I would like 

you to look back at Scripture, at 
the exploits of my first dedicated 
disciples. 18They did tell you about 
these people, so there is no need 
for you to be alarmed at the stench 
of sin that permeates your hal-
lowed hallways. 19You knew that 
these false prophets would be here, 
causing cracks in your communi-
ties and sowing seeds of doubts in 
your young believers. They are not 
members of the body of Christ and 
they only follow what their selfish 
mind tells them to do.

20But I wish better things on 
you than the fate of judgement 
that awaits us all. So meditate on 
the word and build your life on the 
laws written there, for you need to 
stand firm in your faith if you wish 
to stand at all. Learn how to pray, 
and in doing so anchor yourself – 
and your daily desires—to the Holy 
Ghost. 21Rid yourselves of things 
that are keeping you from fully ex-
periencing the extent of God’s love. 
Do not provoke the Lord, but wait 
for Him to come. And remember: 
He will return, so stay alert!

22Do not cast judgement on 
those who doubt, for we all have 
had doubts at some point in our 

lives. 23Learn to recognize when 
endeavouring to assist someone 
out of the tantalizing appeals of sin 
will only disturb your own faith and 
when your support in matters of the 
faith will be beneficial.

24Finally, I wish to dedicate this 
letter to our Father—for He is the 
only thing that can keep us strong 
through the spiritual battle that 
is our faith and the One who our 
battle is for. 25He is the only God 
who saves, the only One with the 
authority to do so. He is strong, 
powerful and made of love, and I 
will acknowledge His name for all 
my days. AMEN!

Qidong Liu 47
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Teachers telling stories through improv

Grade 9 Integrated Arts improv focus games

Mr. Klompmaker stabs a burlap enemy during
training exercises (photograph by Zac Mullan)
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Eyes that Hold Jesus
victoria graham
“Next!”

The kitchen was a world of steel. 
Silver and clean, everything was in 
use. Industrial machines clanged 
away, heard even above the raised 
voices, the clatter, and the bustle 
of people going about their duties. 
The air was electric.

“Next!”
The prayer ran through my 

head. Pray for the food, the staff, 
the volunteers. Pray for the home-
less outside the door. Pray for 
safety, for strength. Thank Jesus.

“Next!”
At the sound of the call, I rushed 

forward, a little tense, and stood by 
the serving table. The assembly line 
of staff were stationed around it, 
each filling plates on a tray. I took a 
tray and followed the others out the 
door and into the dining hall.

It was full to capacity with 
the needy. With everyone’s coats 
and winter gear, it was even more 
packed. A little overwhelmed at the 
sight, I carried the tray to an un-
served table, inwardly applauding 
myself for not dropping anything. 

I returned for more, until the food 
was served and empty stomachs 
became full. As people started to 
leave, we were instructed to start 
the clean-up: pick up the plates, 
dump out the bowls, throw out the 
garbage, recycle the plastics—mun-
danity at its finest. As I came to a ta-
ble, I was inclined to skip it because 
there was still someone sitting and 
eating, and it made me uncomfort-
able. Others were busy cleaning 
around him, as I was trying to do, 
yet it was hard to concentrate. My 
conscience rebuked my unwilling-
ness, daring me not to look away.

I met his gaze, and he smiled not 
unkindly. He had skin like coffee 
and deep, dark eyes. His coat was 
dark and zipped tight.

The truth was glaring at me: this 
was no homeless man. This was no 
“separate creature,” or some other 
category of person, or anyone be-
neath me. This was a human, flesh 
and blood.

I looked into his dark, human 
eyes and I saw myself. In an alter-
nate reality, I was the one sitting in 
a plastic chair at a plastic table in 
my dark coat, eating donated food 
under a low ceiling. I saw myself 

living a life I never would have 
chosen. I saw myself wallowing in 
suffering, neck-deep and inches 
away from drowning in hopeless-
ness. I saw myself hungry, cold, wet, 
tired, hurt, abused, poor, and—most 
of all—bitter and angry.

There was no bitterness or anger 
in those dark eyes, only grateful-
ness, and that stunned me most of 
all. His eyes were thankful and calm 
as he finished and rose to his feet.

In those eyes I saw Jesus: nailed 
to a cross, burdened with the sin 
and pain of the world, yet with a 
heart full of love for all those who 
betrayed him, forgot him, rejected 
him, and those who care more 
for fun than for panhandlers on a 
corner—me. I smiled at this man 
who stood up, nodded gratefully to 
me, and left. I smiled at this man 
who thanked me for cleaning up 
his table because I was forced to. I 
smiled at this man whose eyes held 
the Jesus who died so I could live.

He was gone.
The prayer ran through my 

head. Pray for the food, the staff, 
the volunteers. Pray for the home-
less outside the door. Pray for 
safety, for strength. Thank Jesus.
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Mr. B
nathan lise
In grades six and seven, my teacher 
was Mr. Bouwers. With a very 
weird sense of humour, a real love 
for his job of teaching us, and an 
honest goal to make his students 
better students and people, Mr. 
B—as he told us to call him—was 
the best teacher I have ever had. 
In grade six or seven, kids are very 
much rambunctious, distracted 
children, and even more so was I, 
always disrupting class with jokes 
and doing things to provoke atten-
tion in order to keep my reputation 
as the class clown. But Mr. Bouw-
ers taught in such a way that he 
was both teaching and distracting, 
so he was always more interesting 
than any joke I could make! He was 
my hero as a kid. Mr. B changed 
me into a better person; his actions 
taught me who I could become.

Other teachers sometimes said 
things like “Why can’t you be more 
normal?” to me when I did some-
thing particularly odd, but certainly 
not Mr. B. He saw that I was over-
playing my weirdness, and that, yes, 
I wasn’t the most “normal” kid, but 

no one really is; he really wasn’t the 
most normal teacher, so he certainly 
could relate. I remember one rather 
slow day where the bell rang for 
Bible class, and he began by leading 
us outside. “Can everyone stand up? 
Please follow me,” he said, and we 
followed him through the halls. We 
walked straight through the school, 
then outside across the playground, 
between the trees in the forest, be-
hind the fence we normally weren’t 
allowed to go past, into the school 
again, and then repeated in new 
looping patterns. He led us on for a 
full forty minutes without stopping; 
no one had any idea what we were 
doing. When we finally returned to 
class, he asked if we doubted him 
during the journey (which truly 
we did—even myself, his self-pro-
claimed biggest fan) and had a few 
people voice what they thought. He 
smiled. “We only walked for forty 
minutes. How do you think the 
Israelites felt walking in the desert 
for forty years? Much like you did, 
but multiply that time by—.” It blew 
my mind: what had seemed like 
a completely random task had a 
deeper, poignant meaning. Because 
he dared to do something so strange 

for the sake of our understanding, 
we really did comprehend what he 
wanted us to know.

Mr. B and I both loved non 
sequiturs and irrelevant juxtaposi-
tions, and if he caught me crying, he 
would coax me back to my happy 
self with an array of jokes and gen-
eral nonsense. Once, he was typing 
out individual memos about what 
we wanted to do when we grew up. 
I instantly felt awkward when he 
suggested being a doctor, and we 
both knew that my father said that a 
lot. I told him I didn’t know, and he 
responded, “Ferris wheel.” I didn’t 
understand. “A Ferris wheel. When 
you grow up, you want to be a Ferris 
wheel.” Then and there, he re-
moved my discomfort and replaced 
it with a smug grin. Yes Mr. B, 
when I grow up I want to be a Fer-
ris wheel! What else but humour 
could have made me feel happy and 
comfortable?

I still love the weird and odd, I 
still love cracking jokes, and I still 
love feeling like I’m different from 
others in a special way, but now I 
know there is a time and place for 
it. The classroom is now home and 
not a hellscape; I enjoy what I’m 
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learning and keep it humourous. 
Mr. Bouwers taught me much that 
is useful to me today, and now I find 
myself reteaching those lessons 
to others. He was a great teacher, 
and he is a huge reason why I’m 
not a half-bad student now. I really 

respect Mr. Bouwers because he 
taught me that strangeness could be 
so very useful, and it wasn’t a nega-
tive trait at all. I could stay the way 
I was and there was nothing wrong 
with that. Thanks Mr. B.

The path to success 
is confusing—bring 
a friend.

Today 12:41 pm

 Messages ContactJordie Martin

Grade 11 Proverbs

Student assistant Nathan Lise leads a group of
grade 9 students in improv exercises
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With Pain Comes Purpose
shauna lee

The sinful shadows of my past tread before me,
they are like memories stirred up in broken glass.
One by one they whisper lies in my ear,
triggering shame in the heat of the battlefield.
My spirit longs to forget the person that I was,
and with his strength I can let go of yesterday.
Voices tempt me from out of the abyss of darkness,
but your light replaces fear with victory.

Time goes on and people fade from my life,
straying along sinful paths; blinded by its darkness.
Many die from illness, while others die from age,
many are left to perish, forgotten in flames of war.

I cry out to you in anger as you watch your children fall,
and as blood is shed, my tears are split.
But through my grief and pain, you comfort me,
and remind me that you suffered much more.

I hang formidably from the lofty cliff top,
determined to make the climb.
My hands are stained with toil ,
and my heart aches for the journey to end.
I can hear the gentle whisper of your voice,
You urge me to go on and never let go.
Every stop, every aching gasp is worth it,
when I stand triumphant at the peak.

I stumble when I cannot go any further,
when the effort to achieve is just too much.
The effort to succeed and find purpose in life,
and the effort to please those who are never there for 
us.
I turn my back on you when I feel untroubled,
and desperately call to you in the mire of sin.
The pain is too much to bear at times,
but with pain always comes purpose.

Soon the pain becomes inevitable,
and you grant me peace day by day.
I find rest in my soul and feel unafraid,
for I can look at the storm and boast of your strength.
But, as the storm passes I become unstable,
I can feel the earth shift beneath my feet.
People come and go; kingdoms rise and fall.
I can feel the winds changing fast.
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adrian straatsma
Through the tough times
When I can’t find sleep at night
You take me under your wing
And I find refuge in you

Enemies follow and hunt me down
They surround me
But you come Lord and stand before me
You strike them down with your might

At the sight of your face they run and flee
They cower at your power
They run like leaves in the wind
Scattered like seed in the field

Mountains in Kauai
Make me feel so lowly
You are bigger than the biggest things
Bigger than the world, bigger than anything

We feel like a speck of dust
But in you we give our trust
We are so small but yet you still care
You love us but some are not aware 

Lord, you protect us, you are our shield
There is no need for fear
Your power is truly clear
You are our shield

Kate De Gier

Emma Guinness
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No Longer a Slave
emma guinness
Parts of this poem were inspired by Psalm 119:28, 
Psalm 69, Isaiah 40, and Psalm 139

I cry out to God through these chains that contain me.
I’ve been sold to the darkness, like a slave to sin.
Held behind these thick metal bars,
No worth, no purpose.
My soul is weary with regret.
I have become a stranger to the light.

I have fallen into deep waters that come up to my neck.
I grasp the edge like a child holding onto his mother,
Not wanting to let go, not wanting to drown.
But the flood sweeps over me,
I’m carried where there is no foothold.
Suddenly I feel free.

My God pulls me from these bitter trials I drown in.
He brings me up from the depths of the earth and 

releases me from these chains.
The heavy burdens are lifted from my shoulders.
He embraces me in His arms,
And all else is forgotten.
I am made new, I am alive again.

I have found a new worth, a new purpose in the Lord!
I have been forgiven and set free, like a dove released 

from its cage.

My slate has been wiped clean of all marks.
The devil cannot grab hold of me, for I am a child of 

God.
I sing a new song,
For I am no longer in suffering.

I will sing praises to the Lord for he has redeemed me.
Nothing can separate me from God’s everlasting love.
I am drawn closer to Him each day,
And nothing can hold me back.
I will not look to the past,
For what was, will never be what is.

Without God I am nothing, and would change back in 
an instant.

But you my Lord, will stay by me to the very end.
When I seek you I will find you.
You dwell high above me in the heavens,
And there, oh God, you will fulfill your purpose for me,
Until the day I come.

Megan Hudson
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