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foreword
 2017 marks the thirtieth year of the Young Adult Writing Contest. 

We celebrate this milestone with an extra special anthology. Our usual categories 
are augmented with the unique category of memoir, giving teens the chance to 

share their real life experiences which shape who they are today.  

 We are grateful for all the support this contest continues to receive from 
the community-- the teens themselves, as well as parents and teachers. 

Thank you.

 We extend a special thank you to our contest judges: 
Martina Dominique Aspen, kc dyer, Stephanie Fenton, Heidi Greco , Alexander 

Hock, Denise Jaden, Mads Jensen, Bonnie Nish, Heinz Senger, Sylvia Taylor, Lisa 
Voisin,  and Jane Whittingham. With almost 400 entries submitted this year, 

our judges were challenged to select only 24 winning entries—a difficult task! 
The judges offer congratulations to every single teen who entered the contest for 
the courage and willingness to share their work for others to enjoy. They are all 
winners in their own right and are encouraged to continue their creative writing 

pursuits.

 To our donors, we thank you for your generosity and support, without 
which this contest could not move forward: Beth Barlow, Black Bond Books, 

Central City Films, Fast Signs, Imperial Hobbies, Means of Production, National 
City Films, Pacific Coast Catering Group, the Surrey International Writers’ 

Conference, and the Surrey Now-Leader. Thank you so much for making this 
event possible.

 Finally, thank you to the staff of Surrey Libraries for their dedication and 
commitment to this contest through their critical behind-the-scenes work.

 We hope you will enjoy the talent and creativity presented in this 2017 
Surrey Libraries’ Young Adult Writing Contest anthology. Here’s to hitting future 

milestones with this wonderful contest.

Sincerely,

 

Ellen Wu
Teen Services Librarian 
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Comics1st Prize—Thoughts by Jenna Hill
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Thoughts by Jenna Hill continued
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Thoughts by Jenna Hill continued
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Thoughts by Jenna Hill continued
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Thoughts by Jenna Hill continued
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2nd Prize—Miss Goldfish by Camille RetuyaComics
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Miss Goldfish by Camille Retuya continued



10

Miss Goldfish by Camille Retuya continued
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Miss Goldfish by Camille Retuya continued
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Miss Goldfish by Camille Retuya continued
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 3rd Prize—The Rock by Jaden Lee



The Rock by Jaden Lee continued

14



The Rock by Jaden Lee continued
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The Rock by Jaden Lee continued
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The Rock by Jaden Lee continued
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Honourable Mention—Cinnamon Rolls
by Gaganpreet Sangha
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued
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Cinnamon Rolls by Gaganpreet Sangha continued



 1st Prize—The Voice, The Chains and Jamie Quake

There was one day when Jamie Quake and I got into a terrible fight
He punched and he whacked, I kicked and I smacked and we fought 
until the day turned to night
Then we both ran off all bumped and bruised and turned our back 
on the fight
Each pretending like it never had happened, but the voice inside said 
it wasn’t right
I pushed the voice to the back of my mind and ignored what it 
had to say
So it slapped chains on my wrists and surrounded me with bars, 
but I was stubborn and pushed it away

The next day when I went for a walk around the park I brought         
my bars along
But I couldn’t play or laugh or smile because something told me it 
was wrong
But then everything changed when I saw Jamie Quake sitting 
sorrowfully on the ground
With chains on his wrists and thick metal bars following him around

At that point a spark went off somewhere deep inside my head
And the voice came roaring back to life: “now is your chance!” 
                                  it said
I strode across the park to the place where Jamie Quake sat
I seated myself beside him and I gave it to him flat

by Matthew Hiebert
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“I’m sorry” I said, and then went on “I should’ve been nicer to you”
His face lit up and he replied “I’m sorry, too”
Then a key turned inside the locks and our chains clattered 
to the ground
The bars that seemed so thick before disappeared without a sound

The next day at school I saw Jamie Quake walking down the hall
He smiled at me and the voice inside said 

“that wasn’t so hard after all.” 
                                                          
      THE END

 

The Voice, the Chains and Jamie Quake by Matthew Hiebert continued
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 2nd Prize—Glass Full by Mehroop Saini

He said yellow paint represents happiness
So I drank a glass of yellow paint
I forced it down my throat
I allowed it to spread through my veins
I tried to smile but my lips remained upside down

So I drank a can of yellow paint
I gulped in every saturated drop
In an attempt to find joy
I let it flow through my mind
I tried to laugh but a sob found its way out

So I drank a tub of yellow paint
I chugged it down my sore throat
I strained it to settle in my bones
I tried saying I love myself
But my tongue twisted and out came silence 

So I drank an ocean of yellow paint
I drowned myself in the liquid 
And let it engulf me 
I drank it consistently 
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Until my eyes cried out yellow,
My blood changed to yellow, 
And my soul dripped in this toxic pigmented liquid

I drank it all down my groaning throat
And ran towards him
I consumed every drop but why don’t I feel happiness?
He smiled bitterly,
It’s merely a colour representing happiness

I looked at myself
Yellow paint seeping through my skin
Yellow paint seeping through my eyes
Yellow paint had devoured me

With melancholy laced through my smile
I asked,
What’s a sad colour?
He said blue paint represents sadness
So I drank a glass of blue paint

  Full Glass by Mehroop Saini  continued
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MEET TIMMY

-------------------------
he is in his mid-thirties
a straight white male
who mostly can’t dance, and never 
tries.
he has 1 friend, his cousin jimmy
they meet every third tuesday
and talk about real estate.
he thinks he dreams in colour
but that’s because
he only ever sees in grayscale.
timmy lives alone
and usually only leaves the house
to buy microwave dinners.
he has a collection of paintings in 
the attic
he won’t permit anyone to see.
like they would pay enough attention 
to see
anything of his
(the tearstains on his smile)
(go unnoticed, always)
(as scrutiny is impolite)
sometimes on saturday nights
timmy sits and watches infomercials
and he can forget

 3rd Prize—Meet Timmy by Amanda Lauridsen
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 Honourable Mention—Impoverished by Rafi Arnouk

A glowing sun emerges past the blanket of the ocean
Over the canvas of a deep black sky, it sets glowing hues into motion 
Rivers of blue dance across the once dark abyss
Synchronizing with the yellow shine of the sun, colorful bliss
Signifying a new day in Haiti, the land of the tall mountains
Where the citizens here eat from scraps and drink from old fountains
On most days, there isn’t even water in the fountains’ streams
So the adults have to obtain water, by trekking through nature’s extremes
They have to go through the heat, the pain, enough to drive one insane, 
Illustrating the fact that reality here isn’t like the sunrise, the pretty skies
In Haiti, life can be dark under the deceiving disguise  

Imagine what it’s like for the children inhabiting this nightmare
Believing that all their dreams will be crushed, nothing to ignite their flare
The time comes to rise and shine, they humbly devour a tiny bowl of rice
After all, they haven’t eaten in nearly a day - this should suffice
The older of them leave to assist their parents with work at the farm
This work is arduous, torturous physical labour, delivering 
them undeserved harm
But they need the income, however miniscule it may to be to survive
Though they should have been at school in this time, learning skills to help 
them thrive
However, education is difficult to access in this nation
Due to a lack of affordable schools to accommodate Haiti’s population
Without proper education, Haitians can’t escape these 
poverty-stricken streets
Trapped in a life of anguish and torment, with no possibility of release
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This is the tragic life of the impoverished,
Hopes for a better future, abolished
Not one of them deserve to be placed in these conditions 
Not more than you do, no one should be in such positions
Haiti is ridden with political conflict, corruption, fighting impossible 
to quell
Fatal natural catastrophes, undoubtedly tragedies, nothing less than hell
Earthquakes, destroying houses, claiming lives of innocents,
Shattering faith, crushing dreams, displaying what the term natural 
disaster represents
But inside the piles of obliterated structures and burnt rubble, 
 there is hope
There is a desire built inside the young ones to restore Haiti’s greatness, 
to bring it back to the top of the rope
They believe that with assistance from other nations, Haiti will rise past 
the days of poverty and prosper with coming generations
Always remember, this is the tragic life of the impoverished, but with 
determination, it can be polished

Impoverished by Rafi Arnouk continued
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 1st Prize—Picking Blueberries

1

he awakens before 
the arrival of the sun
combs his hair; ties his turban
and prays until 
the birds arrive 
then, he waits for the bus

2

he was a doctor once;
and worked with the little kids
now he works for the blueberries
and the striations 
of the little shrubs
and the sun flares
smattering the stories of
his paper-crinkled hands 
on the berries

3

when the vespertine shadows
trace his back
he tallies his pails
picks up the empty lunch box
and heads home on the bus.
and as he goes to pray,
he glances at the worn out portraits 
of his children

 Senior POETRY 
by Shaheen Virk
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he asks me “have you ever been with a girl?”

once
she was fair with freckle-splattered cheeks
like copper paint on a white canvas
her laughter was the crackling fire that kept me warm on frigid nights
she had a burning energy she saved only for me
she taught me that flames were not to be played with 

he asks me “have you ever kissed a girl?”

once
she wore the ocean in her hair
and her heart in shades of cool
her lips met mine the way the sea kisses the sky 
entwining us in amaranthine beauty
I bathed in the feeling of lips on lips like milk
She taught me that being gentle was not being weak

he  asks me “have you ever touched a girl?”

once
and when I felt the scars coursing through her stomach and thighs 
like glaciers on another planet
I knew she was an otherworldly piece of earth 
She scraped the numbness off the walls of my mind
And let vulnerability grow in its place 
She taught me what it was to truly feel

 Senior POETRY 
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 2nd Prize—Once by Erin Kroi



he asks me “have you ever loved a girl?”

once
she smelled like the earth after summer rain
and I dreamed she tasted of cherry wine
I pulled at the strings of fate in hopes that I could hold her
But time was not designed to let the moon touch the sun 
She taught me to fight for what I wanted or it wasn’t mine to keep 

he asks me “have you ever been with a girl?”

I tell him 
“once”
he says

“that’s hot.”
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 Senior POETRY 

VIEW FROM THE TENTH FLOOR WINDOW 
OF A HOTEL IN BEIJING

5 a.m. stutters past on a yellow bicycle / and 
the city stirs in summer delirium / I want to 
make my heart cicada thrum, my body / a mess 
of chatter and asphalt.
How can I be homesick for a city 
who doesn’t know me ? 
  — There’s dust / in my bones
scattered and torn skyward, there’s a palm full 
of ink / like a bruise. July blossoms.

Watch the sky turn ashy / it lingers like grief.
Watch the lights falter. Just like that / time’s up.
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Honourable Mention—Lake Superior

They say the lake is alive,
That you feel her presence 
As soon as you feel the
Stabbing cold in your lungs.

They say you can feel her gaze
On your skin, chilling and heavy
Like the swirling mist.
She crawls towards you,
Caressing your skin
With whispered promises
Of revenge,
Of possessiveness,
Of immeasurable loneliness.

They say the reaper stays away, 
Skittish of her smoldering rage
And terrifying-freezing ruthlessness.

Eyes report how she drags
The sailors and their boats
Down, down, down
With her three-clawed hand.
What they cannot see, however,
Is that she also keeps them as
One would pin butterflies - 
Perfectly preserved and dead.

They say the lake is alive, and
Full of billowing hair 
And translucent fingers (and toes)
Where light refuses to enter. 

 Senior POETRY 
by Monica Nam
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Junior Short Stories

 Her neighbours cut their trees down as the sun rose.

 Leaf-laden branches hit the asphalt, stirring up clouds of dust. She covered 
her ears against the shriek of the chainsaw, small hands shaking. Autumn’s brisk 
breezes sent leaves fluttering across the street, each one a drop of crimson blood.

 After, she knelt by a fallen tree. Acorns still clung to its branches. 

 She picked one. It sat warm and solid in her hand, lustrous brown in the 
sunlight. She carried it back to her own yard and planted it right there and then, 
digging the hole with her bare hands.

  “I promise I will never leave you,” she whispered to the beginnings of a tree.

 On her birthday her mother set a crown of crimson leaves on her hair and her 
father set a cake before her, candles lit for her to wish on. She blew out the flames 
in a single mighty breath and announced that she wanted to walk all the way from 
sea to sea. She wanted to climb the highest mountains and watch the sunrise from a 
faraway shore and sail into that sunrise for distant lands.

 Her crown shifted on her head. The shriek of chainsaws looped in her 
ears. Boats weren’t made from nothing. Her mother cut her cake for her. Her father 
snapped a photo. There was a promise there, too, unspoken 
but unbreakable.

 Her smile faded a little around the edges.

 Stay, she told herself. Stay, stay, stay for them.

 She grew taller, fed on cake and stories, and her tree grew taller, fed on 
sunlight and water and fertilizer. She pressed its leaves between the pages of her 
journal and watched them shift over the seasons, green, gold, blood red—a flipbook                                    
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of the years, a calendar with no numbers. She woke early to watch brisk breezes carry 
leaves into the dawn, to watch the birds stretch their wings and sail into the sky. They 
had no words with which to promise, no houses, no pasts to hold them back. 
 She pressed her fingers against the young bark of her tree and asked if it 
dreamed of the sky.

 “Humans are voyagers,” said her history teacher.“We always have been.”

 She flipped through her journal and thought, why are there no different leaves?

 In elementary school they learned about verbs, action words. You kept a 
promise. Made a wish. Followed a dream. Blazed a trail.

 Tree, family, home. In her memory a little girl sank the anchor of a promise into 
the ground, not knowing where it would lead. She breathed in, out, and let it dissolve.  

 Trees grew slowly. Always towards the sky. She pressed her fingers against 
young bark and whispered a forgive me.

 She hugged her parents goodbye on the doorstep of their home. She hugged her 
tree and plucked one last leaf to tuck into her journal. The branches rustled a farewell. 

 A warm spring breeze sent cottonwood catkins flying past her into the sunset. 
Birds sang, returning to their trees, their homes, their families.

 “It’s not forever!” she called. She hiked her bag over her shoulder 
and began to walk.

 Families engaged in their own migrations. The flourish of a signature, and 
trucks loaded with belongings—their feet were temporary 
upon the land. 

 When he was little he saw a documentary on space travel and watched 
transfixed as humans left footprints on the moon. 
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 Outside that night, the moon shone full and clear—the same moon as always, 
but it looked different now that he knew it had been touched, however temporarily, 
by human feet. The stars were snowflakes sprinkled across the night sky. The city 
lights could dull their brilliance, but not their beauty. 

 The gnarled old tree in the yard towered over him, already on its way to the 
world beyond. A shooting star streaked across the sky, then another.

 “Make a wish, birthday boy,” said his mother.

 There weren’t enough. Looking up gave him vertigo, made him stand on his 
toes as if he could fall away into a world of galaxies and constellations. Not enough, 
not enough, the Earth was a speck of dust and he could see so little.

 “I want to go to space,” he said. “And I want to have a spaceship, and it has 
to be a good spaceship, the kind that can go anywhere. I’m going to wish on all the 
stars in the universe.” 

 His mother sighed. She hugged him. “It might be a long time before
you can do that.”

 “Yeah,” he said. He kept his eyes on the stars. “But it’s not forever.”

 It wasn’t forever. He wasn’t for ever. Some finite periods of time were   
shorter than others. 

 He grew taller. He grew older. He grew closer to not growing at all. 

 He was a blink, a blip in time. The universe was unfathomably old and vast 
beyond his ability to comprehend.

 Maybe in a few decades, maybe in fifty years, maybe in a century and a half  
or two, maybe then it would be possible. How long did he have?

 Be practical, he told himself. Don’t throw your life at an impossibility. 
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 He climbed the tree in the yard and stared up at the stars. They were 
beautiful enough that he almost forgot he’d never reach them. 

 He found an old journal in the attic one day, a different leaf pressed between 
its every page. Green,   gold, blood red. He thumbed through the pages, curious, if 
reluctant to invade the privacy of the former owner.

 A yellowed piece of folded paper fell out. He opened it up and decided it 
was okay to read after all.

 To the one who finds this:

 Hey. I’m running through journals awfully quick at this point. I’m gonna 
leave this one here, where I used to live. Maybe you’ll find it neat. 

 I’ve been to lots of places. You can read about them. I sketched some stuff 
and wrote some notes. It’s not the real thing, but maybe that’s okay. 

 Maybe you like it fine right here. It’s a lovely town with a lovely tree. Maybe 
reading’s more than enough for you. I had a friend who loved to read. She said 
that for her, the words came alive.

 Maybe you want to stay. Maybe that’s the verb that makes you happy. 

 But maybe you’re a voyager. Humans often are.

 And if you want to explore the whole of everything, I just want to say: It’s 
worth it. I’m not the promising sort of person but I promise it is, to choose the life 
you love.

 I’m not saying to throw your life away. I’m saying that if you really want 
something, you should throw your life towards.

 Your first responsibility is to yoursel f. Live for yourself. Don’t let your 
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anchors drag you down.
 Please just take care of the tree in the yard. I promised it something once, 
safety or company or life, but it wasn’t the sort of promise I could keep, you know? 
No human can really promise forever.

 But we blaze trails. We hand things down and pass them on.

 Good travels, friend.

 No one can really promise forever.

 He returned one last time to the tree of his childhood home.

 The birds sang as they flew out into the dawn. Autumn leaves spiralled 
down and blew away, each one a drop of crimson blood. For a human that colour 
meant life, but to a plant it meant death. 

 For the fallen leaves a voyage was a tumbling journey led by the whims of 
the breeze. For a bird it was a migration. For an acorn it was a fall, or a human 
hand, ferrying it across space like ships might ferry the humans themselves.

 He climbed the tree of uncertain fate and plucked acorns from its branches. 
Somewhere in its future there could be a chainsaw, or a transplant; a little girl 
sitting among its branches, or a family dwelling within its planks; the earth, or the 
sky. Somewhere in his future there could be a ship, or a telescope; home, or wishes, 
or the great unknown; days or months or years. 

 The acorns sat warm and solid in his hands, like promises. Where they’d be 
planted, he did not know.

    

Voyagers by Linda Bian continued
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2nd Prize—The Crow’s Feather

 That morning began just like every other morning. When I arrived at school I 
hurried to class, neatly arranged my school supplies on my desk, and sat down right 
before the bell rang. Most of the other students were ready on time as well. After the 
bell rang, Patricia, Mary and Adam took their seats. Grayson and Dexter were late to 
class, and they came in panting. 

 Only then did Mrs. Miller look up from her desk.

 “Good morning class,” she said. 

 “Good morning Mrs. Miller,” the class replied flatly. 

 “Alright, let’s begin with the morning announcements,” said Mrs. Miller, as 
she walked up to the front of the room. I never paid much attention to the morning 
announcements. Every day they were relatively similar.  

 Usually, Mrs. Miller returned to her desk after the announcements. Today 
however, she caught my attention. For some reason, she walked to the far-left corner 
of the room.  

 “Today we are very excited to welcome a new student to class!” she said. 
There was an audible gasp. Beside Mrs. Miller was the place where there had always 
been an empty desk. Now there sat a strange-looking girl. She looked at us with a 
funny gleam in her eye, as if she was somehow amused. I was quite surprised. I 
hadn’t even noticed her. I’d assumed that the desk was empty like always, for the girl 
hadn’t made a sound. 
Mrs. Miller asked the girl to stand. She rose from her chair so gracefully that it 
seemed like she wasn’t even human.

 “Class, this is Evelyn Darkwood. I’ve heard she’s an exemplary student. We’re 
pleased to welcome her to grade eight, aren’t we?” said Mrs. Miller.

 “Yes Mrs. Miller,” the class replied.

by Ava Popowitz
Junior Short Stories
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 Throughout the day, I couldn’t help but occasionally look over at the new girl 
Evelyn. I wasn’t sure what it was, but there was something peculiar about her. Was 
it her long, sleek, jet-black hair? Or was it her ghostly pale complexion? Maybe it 
was her penetrating, dark grey eyes? I couldn’t figure it out. All I knew was that she 
didn’t seem normal. 

 At recess, while I was sitting in the corner reading, I overheard Patricia and 
Mary muttering.

 “That Evelyn, she’s so creepy!” whispered Patricia.

 “I know, she gives me chills!” Mary responded. 

 I wanted to ask the other boys about Evelyn, but I didn’t have the guts. After 
all, I didn’t have any friends. Sometimes it felt like people didn’t even notice I was 
there. So, I decided to keep my opinion to myself. 

 The next day, when I was getting a snack from my backpack, I noticed a 
feather on the bottom of my locker. That’s weird, I thought. Why is a feather 
in my locker? 

 I reluctantly picked it up. It looked like a crow feather, so I threw it on the 
ground. Crows weren’t the type of creature I wanted to touch.

 Suddenly, I saw something shimmer on the back of the feather. I picked it 
up again, and saw that there was writing on the feather! It did not appear to be in 
pen or pencil. It looked like the writing was part of the feather itself. It read:

To the Wise One,
Please meet me at the back of the school in the place behind the hole in the 
fence at recess.  -E. D.  

 I panicked when I realized that E.D. were Evelyn’s initials! Why had she 
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left me a note, and why was it written on a feather? Also, the place the note said to go 
wasn’t even part of the school grounds. I gulped. 
 
 I knew it wasn’t a good idea to do what the note said. Besides, why was it 
addressed to ‘the Wise One’? Maybe it’s not for me. My thought was interrupted by 
the blaring recess bell. Suddenly, I felt a strong pulling feeling, like a magnetic force. 
I dropped the feather as my feet began to move. I was barely controlling my legs. I 
walked down the hall, out the door and outside. I tried to stop, but the pulling force 
wouldn’t let me. Soon I arrived at the hole in the fence, and stopped abruptly. 

 I climbed through, and looked around. It was eerily quiet. The only sound was 
the cawing of some crows circling overhead. One crow wasn’t flying, and was perched 
on the fence. The crow was still as stone, and seemed to be staring right at me. I felt a 
chill run down my spine.

 I looked around, and then suddenly there was Evelyn in front of me! I stumbled 
backwards in fear. 

 “Hello Wise One,” she said softly. 

 “Uh... hi,” I responded.

 “I am pleased you received my feather.”

 “Yes... but why are we here? We aren’t allowed to be here.”

 She changed the topic. 

 “Peter, what do you think of crows?”

 “They’re filthy and annoying scavengers,” I said in disgust. 

      Evelyn began laughing. She laughed so hard I didn’t know if she’d ever stop. 
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 “You’re talking about city crows, but there are other kinds of crows. There is a 
kind of wild crow that lives in tribes. These crows must earn their wings by completing 
the process of companionship.”

 “Okay,” I said, confused.

 She continued, “The process of companionship involves the crow 
morphing into a human. Then they must choose another human to help them with the 
process. Finally, the two of them must complete trials of 
trust together.” 

 It took me a moment to realize what she was getting at, but when I did I felt a 
lump in my throat. 

 “Wait, do you mean to tell me that you’re a crow?”

 Evelyn nodded, then pointed upwards.

 “Those crows are my tribe, the Crows of Darkwood Snag. They’ve all 
earned their wings, but I haven’t. Peter, would you agree to complete the process of 
companionship with me?”

 Baffled, I didn’t know what to say. Everything was happening so fast. Before I 
could think clearly, I felt the same pulling force as before, and then the words left my 
mouth.
 “I agree,” I said.

 In the days that followed, every recess Evelyn and I would go through the hole in 
the fence, and work on completing the trials one by one.

 Some trials were easy, like building rock towers. Others were more difficult, like 
balancing on top of things, and falling off, trusting that the other person would catch 
you. One even involved doing a handstand on top of the fence, and trusting the other 
person to hold you up. 

The Crow’s Feather by Ava Popowitz continued
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 Some trials seemed so crazy I couldn’t believe it was even possible to 
accomplish them. However, when I considered backing away from any trial, I felt the 
same pulling force again. It was getting stronger.

 One night I thought to myself, why are you doing all this for Evelyn? You just 
met her, is all this worth it? I knew that if my parents found out what I’d been doing, 
I would be grounded for a long time. And I couldn’t let that happen. Evelyn needed 
my help, and I felt strangely drawn to her. 

 As the days passed, I began to trust Evelyn more and more. I felt relieved 
when I realized how alike we were. Just like me, she knew what it was like to be the 
quiet one, the shadow in the corner. I didn’t think of her as strange anymore, because 
now I knew the truth about her. I looked forward to recess, and completing the trials.

  Finally, the day of the final trial arrived. It was a cloudy Saturday, and no one 
was at the school except for us. I was supposed to jump off the roof of the school, 
and Evelyn would catch me at the bottom. I wasn’t afraid, because I trusted Evelyn. 
She had never failed me in any of the trials before. I was certain this time would be 
no different. 

 As I climbed up the ladder to the roof, I felt more confident than ever before. 
Completing this trial was my own decision. I wanted to do it. 

 When I jumped off, I felt a warm   wind swirl all around me. I remember 
feeling strong arms catch me. Then everything went black. 

 When I awoke, I saw a crow beside me. I lifted my arms and was shocked by 
how much lighter they felt. Something was different. I felt much smaller than before. 
I opened my mouth to speak, but I cawed instead. Then I saw the crow beside me 
take flight. New instincts told me what I had to do. 

 I lifted my wings, and flew up to join Evelyn. Together we flew away, and for 
the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged. 
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3rd Prize—The Fable of the Cat, the Monkey and the Chestnuts

 Once upon a cold winter’s night, there was a small cottage. 
In the cottage, there were two animals: a soft, grey Cat, and a 
brown mischievous Monkey sitting by a warm, crackling fire with 
chestnuts slowly roasting over it. The Monkey was tempted to eat 
the chestnuts and he said to his feline friend: 
 “Your paws were made to get chestnuts out of the fire, just 
like our master’s. It is the absolute truth!” The Cat was flattered by 
this statement. Attempting  to get a roasted chestnut the cat got a 
roasted paw instead. She continued to make for the chestnuts, and, 
after much effort, retrieved one. The Cat continued, and fished out 
the rest of the chestnuts. This took a while, and much pain was 
issued. When she finished, she turned around to see that the evil 
Monkey had eaten not one, not two, but all of the crispy chestnuts! 
Whilst the Cat suffered and toiled, the Monkey lounged about and 
ate!  Now the cat was hungry, very angry, and wanted revenge. So 
the Cat murmured the monkey: 
 “Your hands have been made to tend the fire-logs, just like 
our master’s. I’m sure of it!” The Monkey agreed that obviously, 
this was the truth, and went to tend the hot fire. The Cat was now 
unfurling her fatal trick. The Cat reached over and pushed him 
“clumsily” into the roaring fire! 
 Now, you must see, dear reader, that monkeys aren’t 
fireproof, and the monkey burned like dry tinder. When their owner 
came to collect the chestnuts, he was shocked to find fresh, cooked 
monkey (not chestnuts), roasted to perfection. 
 “Well, dinner’s on, Kitty!” And, mon amis, if cats could 
smile, this cat would be like the sunrise.

by Levi Giesbrecht
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Honourable Mention—Dream Catcher

 Dreams are powerful things. They swirl around you every night, 
taking you on adventures, and showing you things you didn’t think possible. 
I know that magic exists, but Mama and Papa don’t agree with me. They say 
everything is scientifically proven, and that dreams are completely useless. 
I’m going to show them, though. I’m going to build a dream catcher.

 Just a few more wires and I’ll be done. To make my dream catcher, 
I wove twine around and through a wooden ring, like a net. Then, the most 
important part was hanging the charms at the bottom, to make it magic. I 
chose one of Mama’s old lockets, Papa’s good luck button, and a picture of 
the three of us. I hung it on the wall, and crossed my fingers. If all went well, 
tomorrow it would be filled with dreams.

 As Mama and Papa came to tuck me in that night, I showed 
them my dream catcher. “It’s lovely, dear.” Mama had said. Papa seemed 
confused, though I couldn’t see why. “But honey, what’s it for?” he asked me. 
I frowned. Wasn’t it perfectly obvious? “You use it catch dreams, Papa. What 
else would you do with a dream catcher?” He and Mama exchanged their 
look, the one they always did when I talked about magic. I couldn’t see why 
they had so much trouble believing. Were all parents like that? They left the 
room and turned off the light, leaving me to wait for the dreams to come.

 That night I dreamt I was at the movie theatre. I was the only one 
there, and everything looked distorted, as though I was looking through a 
kaleidoscope. Oddly though, instead of a movie appearing on the screen it 
was a video of my parents talking. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, 
but their faces looked serious. Mama looked as though she was about to 
cry, but as I tried to shout out to her, I felt myself being shaken awake. As I 
opened my eyes to Papa’s face, I wish I could have stayed asleep a couple of 
seconds longer.

by Audrey Kemp
Junior Short Stories
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 I had an appointment with the dentist, so I wasn’t able to check on 
my dream catcher until the afternoon. I raced in to my room and pulled the 
dream catcher off the wall. It felt rather warm to my touch, and I could have 
sworn it felt heavier than it did the day before. I gently pressed my forehead 
into the netting, feeling warmth tingle through me. The next thing I knew I 
was swirling through the air in a sort of tornado. I landed down in a sunlight 
meadow. It was quite odd. I had expected to end up in my movie theatre 
dream. I didn’t remember ever having a dream that took place in a mead-
ow, so what could this possibly be? I decided I may as well explore, and 
started walking towards the patch of trees nearby. As I was walking, I heard 
something coming from behind me. Turning around I saw a family of three 
having a picnic. Something about them seemed familiar. Maybe it was the 
baby’s smile or the mother’s dress, or the way the father laughed. Suddenly 
it hit me. This was my family! The baby was me, and there were Mama and 
Papa. We all looked so happy sitting there together. The dream was lovely, 
but I knew it wasn’t mine. It must have been one of Mama’s dreams since 
she was always talking about the time when I was a baby. I didn’t think it 
was possible for me to catch Mama and Papa’s dreams. All of a sudden my 
dream catcher became much more interesting.

 The trip out of the dream was more or less like the way in, and I 
landed back in my room, still holding the dream catcher. I thought about 
telling Mama and Papa about my discovery, but the way they had looked at 
each other yesterday flashed through my mind. “No.” I told myself. “They 
wouldn’t believe you.

 That night, I ended up in the movie theatre again. This time, I could  
an imagination.” Mama said. “That’s not it. Having an imagination is one 
thing, but you’ve heard all this nonsense she says all the time. Catching 
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dreams? Ridiculous.”Papa replied. Mama opened her mouth to argue, but I 
was being woken up again, and this time I was so upset I was almost glad to 
leave.

 The next time I picked up the dream catcher something felt wrong. It 
was unbearably hot and it kept vibrating in my hands. Curious to see what 
was inside, I pressed my forehead to the netting like before. This time, I 
landed in a dark, spooky cave. Shadows seemed to dance on the walls, and 
the place radiated a feeling of fear. My heart started beating much faster 
than usual. I kept turning my head from side to side getting more afraid each 
time a shadow moved, until suddenly, I felt a cold hand on my shoulder! I 
shrieked, and right away I started swirling back up into my bedroom. I real-
ized my mistake now. I had caught someone’s nightmare. 

 When I landed in my bedroom, the catcher was still in my hand. It 
was shaking like crazy, getting harder and harder to hold. Finally, something 
burst out from the netting. It was a mass of darkness, and it sent chills down 
my spine. As it escaped into the hall, I was filled with dread. The nightmare 
had escaped, and I got the feeling that was very bad news.

 Instead of dreaming of the movie theatre, I was in the cave again. 
The dream went exactly as it had in the catcher, with the shadows and the 
hand, and I woke up to the sound of my screaming. Mama was sitting by my 
bed. “Bad dream, honey?” I nodded. She had big circles under her eyes, and 
I got the feeling she had had the nightmare too.

 As long as the nightmare was in the house we all had the same 
dream every night. None of us admitted it, but I could tell from the looks on 
their faces that Mama and Papa were just as scared as I was. I wondered 
how Papa’s scientific brain would explain all this away. One night, I decided 
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to try to catch the nightmare. I could hear my parents tossing and turning in 
their sleep, and I quietly crept into their room. Just like how I knew how to 
hold the catcher to my forehead to enter the dreams, I knew to do the same 
thing to Mama and Papa. All of a sudden the dream catcher felt too heavy to 
carry, as though the nightmare had gained weight during its time out in the 
open. Before my parents could wake up, I quickly scurried back to my room. 
I took one last glance at the catcher, and hung it back up on my wall.

 It’s been five years since that night, and yet I’ve never touched the 
dream catcher again. My parents think it’s because I’ve outgrown magic 
and my imagination. But really, it’s because I’ve never forgotten just how 
powerful dreams can be.
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Senior Short Stories 1st Prize—Perception by Aidan Galan

 In my dream I was lying next to my mother, small again and nestled in 
the warm curl of her body. My belly was full and my brother was sleeping next 
to me.  We were born at the coldest time of the year. When our mother was 
no longer able to feed us, we crawled blinking out from under the porch where 
she had hidden us and searched for food in the cold village and beyond. There 
was never enough to eat; memories of the hunger stir me from my sleep under 
a pallet at the edge of the dump. The sun is out now and the crisp air bites my 
dew-covered fur. I’ve been alone for a while.  

   Today is no different; the morning brings bitter hunger. I don’t like being 
around people, so I stay away from the homes of the village. 
My brother was the brave one. One day, a small person came by and spoke softly 
to us. I watched cautiously from a distance. My brother approached her, his tail 
tentatively wagging. She spoke in a gentle voice. I salivated as I watched my 
brother eat the bread she offered.  

 But there is reason to fear. I hear people yell at me and I have come to 
know my name. I am a large black puppy named Get Lost, and I live amongst 
the other things they don’t want.  

 One day after the snows melted my brother and I were distracted trying 
to pull apart a bag of fish guts, when we found ourselves suddenly surrounded by 
a group of young people. Their voices were kind but their laughter was not. My 
brother, braver now since the incident with the bread, went over to them. One 
of them grabbed him and spun around to carry him away despite his protests. 
I tried to follow at a distance, but I felt the sting of rocks pelting my body. They 
laughed as the rocks bounced off my brittle ribs; I still feel the bruises, but they 
are good because they help me to remember how much people can hate.  That 
was the last time I saw my brother.

  Today in the landfill there is a smell I don’t recognize. I’m on edge but I 
am starving. The dump doesn’t have much to offer, but I am determined to find 
something. There is no alternative.
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   As I climb onto a pile of soggy mattresses, I look towards the road on 
the opposite side of the dump. As usual, there is a rusted-out pickup truck en-
tangled in the grass on the edge of the road under the trees with the white bark, 
but I now see what my nose has warned me of—a van with no back windows. 
A man and a woman get out and the man opens the back doors and grabs a 
long pole with a rope on the end of it.

     I look at that stick and remember my mother. I can see her running 
when the loud, sharp noises made the crows rise up from the road.  She left my 
brother and me trembling behind a stack of tires, and led the men away from 
us.  She darted down the path to the river and then reappeared, circling back 
to us, and that was when we heard another bang and saw her suddenly drop to 
the ground. Her soft white paws twitched briefly and then went still.  We knew 
that we would never feel the warm caress of her muzzle again.

 I watch the two people at first without moving; it had not helped my 
mother to run. There is no loud noise and one of the people, a woman, has 
walked past the garbage pile and down the gravel road beyond the bend. I may 
not be in danger today. Perhaps the one with the stick is just planning to throw 
it on the growing pile of things they have no use for.  Suddenly a twig snaps in 
the brush. The woman has come up behind me. Now I must run. This is Panic. 
I am all legs and flashes of black fur trying to get my feet under me; despite 
being cold, hungry and damp I do not want to always be still...I want to chase 
and chew and be strong enough to run. Get Lost is back on his feet, hurtling 
away from the one who tricked him! I head for the open space down the gravel 
road between the rusty truck and the van.  

 I see the pole descend and the rope tightens around my neck. The man 
wielding the pole pulls me towards the van. Get Lost is not giving up! I twist 
and spin and try to get the rope off my neck, but with every move it cuts into 
my skin and makes it harder to breathe. I am hauled into the back of the van. 
Is this how it all ends? Will I be still now? The woman returns and gets into the 

 Perception by Aidan Galan continued
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Perception by Aidan Galan continued

vehicle with the man. “Nice catch,” she said. “He fought hard for a starving dog.”

 “I pulled three from this dump last month when they threatened another 
cull. By the look of him, this one wouldn’t have lasted much longer.”

 I wish I knew what to make of these people. Their intentions must be 
cruel; the rope is gone but my neck still hurts. I don’t like being in the van.  I 
smell exhaust and we lurch over the potholes in the road leading past the village. 
The smells of homes greet me briefly and then I am sick in my box and that is all I 
can smell. 

 When the motion stops, the doors open. 

 “He’s been sick in his kennel, poor guy. Border Collie cross, maybe 6 
months old.  He’s malnourished and dangerously underweight,” the woman 
announces as she lifts my shaking body to the ground. I am pushed, pulled, and 
half-carried into a building. They put me in a small room with a tiny door to an 
outdoor room that smells of pee. The floor is hard and cold beneath my paws. I 
hear many of my kind, barking madly. There is no peace.  

 After an hour the big door opens and the woman enters with a dish.  
I show my teeth as I’ve seen others do. I go clomp, clomp, and she leaves me 
alone. I sniff the bowl. Food! I eat, despite still feeling sick. I find a smooth round 
red object in the corner and I eat that too.  

 I wake up to the door opening again. I press up against the far wall.  A 
man enters with another bowl of food and something he calls a “toy.”  
He sets them down and reaches out to me.  I go clomp, clomp again and he 
draws his hand back quickly and leaves.   

 “Wallace is showing signs of aggression.” I hear the man speaking to the 
woman outside my room. “It’ll be hard to get him adopted. Let’s call a rescue in 
to assess him and see if they can take him. We’re full and don’t have space for 
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dogs with issues.By the way, have you seen the red ball I put in with 
him last night?”  

 I am Get Lost/Wallace, and I am safe because they are afraid of me!  
I eat awkwardly from the bowl. I eat the “toy” too. I can never be sure when I 
will eat again. I go out the small door to pee and smell others of my kind.  The 
rooms and wire keep us apart. None of us are at ease; we’re not hungry but we 
are trapped and our voices make it obvious.    

 The next morning the large door opens up again, revealing a new 
woman, not carrying a dish or a toy. I show her my impressive teeth. But she 
doesn’t leave. She holds out a piece of something that smells like meat. I re-
member my brother struggling and yelping as he was carried away, and I press 
myself against the cold wall of my room, shivering. I do not trust people.  

 But then I remember the bread that my brother got from the soft-
spoken girl. Her voice was like the voice of this woman, calm like the leaves 
rustling gently in the white-barked trees. It suggests that I don’t have to be 
alone. My brother was brave, and maybe it is time for me to be brave. I creep 
over and sniff the food she offers me. I’m startled to feel her touch on my 
ear, my muzzle. I stand there for a long time, stretching my lips up but then 
forgetting to show my teeth. I take the food and move closer towards her. She 
explains that she will “foster” me, and I think that means that she will keep 
rubbing my ears and giving me treats. I am Get Lost/Wallace and I am not 
alone any more. 
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Senior Short Stories 2nd Prize—The Aftermath of Constellations

It is from stardust we come and to stardust we shall return. 

 I jerk my head to the left, lock my hands around my attacker’s forearm, and 
drop. I bring my elbow up three times. Groin. Neck. Face. I push backward, drop to 
one knee, drive a fist into his right leg. My breath comes in short bursts, my palms 
are clammy. But I have escaped. This time. 

 I clear my throat. “Again,” I say. 

 Spencer shakes his head – a mute refusal. 

 “Again,” I insist. 

 He rolls his eyes but obliges, wrapping a thick muscled  arm around my neck 
just tightly enough to simulate a real chokehold. I hesitate. 

 “Fight back, Evelyn.” But I can’t.

 I can’t fight. I can’t breathe. I can’t think. 

 Memories that I’ve tried so hard to bury assail me. 

 His arm around my neck, his breath hot against my skin. His twisted face lit 
only by the glow-in-the-dark stars taped to the ceiling. 
I go wild, straining to break free, but Spencer doesn’t let go. 

 “Don’t let him control you,” he grits out. 

 The weight of his body on mine, driving me into the mattress. My futile 
struggles, the rawness of my throat as I scream. His hands on me, touching me, 
holding me down, forcing me to touch him.  

 I scream and Spencer releases me. I tumble to the floor in a tangle of limbs. 
Gradually, reality returns and I blink back tears of frustration. Another setback. 

by Linda Xia
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The Aftermath of Constellations by Linda Xia continued

 Spencer pulls me to my feet, yanks off his helmet. “That’s enough.” 

 “No,” I say. “He’s still out there. He’s going to try again.”
 I need this. Since the Incident, I’ve barely slept. I am afraid of what might 
lurk in the dark, of the memories, of him. And I hate that I am afraid. 

 “I’m ready.” Spencer clenches his jaw. “Hell, Evie, every time you 
scream?” He shrugs one shoulder, guilt etched across his face. “I keep imagining 
it. I should have been there.” He throws his helmet to the blue mat. It bounces 
once, then rolls away.

 “It wasn’t your fault.” I turn to face our reflections in the mirrored wall. 
“I need to know that I’ll fight.” I look at Spencer, pick up the helmet, hold it out to 
him. “Please.” He sighs his weary acquiescence. “Tomorrow.” He takes the 
helmet, jerks a thumb towards the changing rooms. “Give me a sec and I’ll walk 
you home.” 

 I want to tell him not to bother, but my throat constricts at the thought of 
braving the night alone. The door slams shut behind him. 

 He closes the door. I try to step around him, reach for the doorknob. 
He reaches for me. 

 I shake my head but I can’t get away. Before I realize it, I’m out the door. 
Spencer yells after me but I don’t stop. I need to outrun the fear, the guilt, the 
shame. 

 Counting the seconds. 60 in a minute, 120 in two, 180 in three. He 
reeks of alcohol. I am suffocating.

 I’m sprinting now. Footsteps pound the pavement behind me and panic 
envelopes me. He’s here. Not just in my head, but really, truly here. I force my 
aching legs to move faster.

57



The Aftermath of Constellations by Linda Xia continued

 And then he is there, slamming me into the ground, immobilizing me. I 
thrash frantically. Then Spencer’s voice penetrates the haze of fear and I realize 
that it’s Spencer who’s holding me down, that it’s Spencer who’s just stopped me 
from running straight into traffic. My muscles go lax.

 “You can let me up now,” I mumble. 

 He rolls to his feet.“What were you thinking?” 
I feel tears well up in my eyes, “I don’t know.”

 “You weren’t stopping,” he says, his voice flat. “What were you running 
to?” The damning answer is reflected in his eyes. 

 “I don’t know,” I say again. I doubt honesty is the best policy right now. 

 Realization hits him hard. His eyes go wide, his shoulders slump. “You 
were running from me.”

 “Not you,” I hasten to reassure him. “I didn’t know it was you.”

 But he’s not listening. “If I hadn’t – if you’d – I’m sorry. I need to go.”

 “Spencer,” I say, my voice cracking. But he’s already gone. Constellations 
glisten above, mocking me with their all-knowing eyes.

 I run the rest of the way home. My hands tremble as I let myself in. The 
television drones in the background, the canned laughter doing nothing to soothe 
my frazzled nerves. My father reclines on the couch. He doesn’t even look up as I 
pass through the living room.

 I catch a glimpse of my reflection in the hallway mirror and freeze. My dark 
hair has come free, framing a face I barely recognize. My legs are scratched and 
bruised, my palms speckled with blood. My father finally looks up.
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 “There’s leftovers in the refrigerator,” he says.  
 I don’t move. He glances away. And suddenly the words come 
bubbling out.

 “I need to tell you something.” 

 He nods absently. As if I’m just another inconvenience to be dealt with.
Something snaps inside me and I storm back into the living room. I yank the      
remote control from his unresisting grip, turn off the television.

 He exhales sharply. “What is it?” 

 “I need you to be my father.”

 “I am your father.”

 “No, I need you to listen to me. I need you to— ” His phone rings and he 
holds up a finger.

 “Give me a moment,” he says, already turning away.

 “No,” I snap.

 He looks startled. “No?”

 “No,” I repeat. “For once in your life, could you please just listen to me?” I 
can hear the hysteria in my voice.

  He hesitates, and for a moment, I allow myself to hope. And then he’s  
reaching for his phone and I’m heading for the door because I can’t be in this 
house for another moment without going insane. 

   “Evelyn,” he says. I keep walking. “What do you want from me?”

 I turn around but don’t stop. What do I have left to lose? “I want you to 

The Aftermath of Constellations by Linda Xia continued
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stop blaming me. I want you to look at me and see me and not the baby who cost 
you the woman you loved.” I clench my fists, holding back tears through sheer 
force of will.  “I don’t want to have to ask you to care.” 

 “Evelyn,” he says again. I wait for him to say something else. 
Anything. But he doesn’t.

 I don’t know how I find myself on the edge of the cliff that overlooks our 

sleepy little town. I don’t know why I’m not surprised when he finds me there. 
This time, there’s no panic, no fear, just a comfortable numbness that infiltrates 
every vein and artery in my body, leaving me empty inside. 

 He grabs me, his arm—an unwelcome weight—settling around my neck, 
ready to render me unconscious.

 My body moves without conscious thought. I look to the left, lock my 
hands, drop. I bring my elbow up. Repeatedly. He swears, his voice ragged, as 
cartilage gives way. I push backward, drop to one knee, drive a fist into his leg. 

 I hear voices shouting and belatedly realize that I am screaming loud 
enough to wake the whole town. Beams from flashlights cut through the under-
brush. But while I’m distracted by the thought of rescue, he’s not. He throws me 
to the ground and I see stars as my head hits hard-packed dirt. 
 My world goes dark.

 When I come to, he’s holding a gun. 

 “Let her go,” someone says. I recognize that voice. He presses the gun to 
my head, the dim night sky casting an eerie glow over his face. 

 “Stop right there,” he orders.

 But Spencer, brave, sweet, reckless Spencer doesn’t. 
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 There will come a moment in your life when you will realize that the 
choice you make now will define you for the rest of your life. 

 This is mine.

 Time seems to slow as my attacker raises his gun. He points it at 
Spencer. He disengages the safety. 

 I make my decision.

 Fear and love mingle to create a cocktail of sheer determination. I surge 
to my feet, launching myself at him, throwing my body in front of the gun. 
Gunfire cracks t hrough the air. Momentum drives us both back. For a moment, 
we teeter on the edge between solid ground and empty air and then—

We stumble into nothingness.

 As we fall, I  can hear my father’s voice pleading to a deity he doesn’t      
believe in, telling me that he loves me. I can hear Spencer screaming my name, 
protesting that th is can’t be how my story ends. 

 I can see the stars above, blindingly, brillia ntly bright, taste the coppery 
sweet smell of blood in the air. Wind buffets me; I feel weightless. And then I 
don’t feel anything anymore.

There is a rightness about it all.

For someday, we will all be constellations.
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Senior Short Stories 3rd Prize—A Crowning Choice

 I am an abomination. 

 It is the mantra that has lived with me everyday since childhood, the belief 
that’s been schooled into me since I learned to talk. My father tells me this every-
day, since he noticed I favour my female playmates more, that my eyes linger too 
long on the courtiers’ daughters and that I can’t imagine ever marrying a man. His 
words are the reason I loathe the part of me that loves. His discipline is the reason 
that I have never been loved. 
 The mantra echoes again as relief floods through me when his last breath 
shudders from his lungs. 

 I am an abomination. 
 Guilt and relief play a dangerous game in my gut as I look down at the 
motionless white-haired man before me, courting the fact that he can never hurt 
me again and that I am an abhorrent excuse for an heir. 

 “King Broden has passed. The glory of his greatness falls to his only child 
and living relative…” the advisor announces to the nobility present, and bows to 
me “...Princess Aila.” I restrain my tears as I tremble with rage. There was no glory 
in that man, devoid of all compassion and kindness, keeping me away from the 
one person that might love me. 

 “However,” continues the advisor, “Her highness may not  ascend to the 
throne until she marries…” he pauses, and with a pointed look that turns the fire 
of my rage to crystal, specifies, “a man.”

 I’m not sure if I’m empty or if I’m simply feeling too much for my heart to 
weather, as he details the suitor my father has selected for me. I know who he 
is; I’ve met him plenty of times. I also know that he is not a bad person by any 
means, but still my heart rises against the thought of him. The advisor forges 
forward with the date the wedding should take place, if I am to accept the crown. 
It feels like he is hammering nails into my heart, but I endure it. I endure as I have 

by Peyton Swain
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for a decade, bearing the burden of love that is wrong. I last until the assembly is 
dismissed, but once my back hits the inside of my bedroom door, I dissolve. 

 I sob for hours, sprawled on a bed far too big for one person. I hate the 
luxury of this exorbitant palace, knowing that it comes at the cost of the people 
my father should have been protecting. I lie in that room, lost in grief, dreading 
having to accept the terms of a lifetime of loneliness. Part of me says I must be-
come the fair, just ruler the kingdom of Alderra cries for, but the rest of me wants 
nothing more than to flee.

 The sound of the door opening interrupts my contemplating. It’s Nia, my 
former handmaiden and the friend I’ve had since childhood. I haven’t seen her for 
months, as my father ordered her to another wing of the palace when he suspect-
ed my feelings for her.

 “I heard about the king,” she says, looking concerned.

 I stand up, revealing the mess my face has become.

 “What’s wrong?” she asks, “I thought you’d be relieved. You’re the heir to 
the throne now.”
 “I’m relieved he’s gone…” I admit, as I begin to tell her about the stipula-
tions complicating my coronation. 

  She walks across the bedroom, taking in the situation. Her gaze scans 

the world outside the chamber window, watching the city outside. Its livelihood, 
its brilliance, even its millions of lives lived everyday cannot compare to the won-
der I see in her eyes. 

 “You know…” she begins in the soft way that reveals she’s dreaming yet 
again, pondering possibilities most wouldn’t ever conceive of, “you could do so 
many things for them.” 
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 I know she’s talking about the people. They are the principal focus of her 
thoughts every time she wakes up with the sun, and that they are the last thing 
she reflects on as she fades into every night. This kindness is fundamental to her 
identity. 

 My reply is forlorn, “But I don’t love this man.” My hollow, despondent tone 
seems to anger her. 

 “Doesn’t it seem like a small price to pay?” She demands, her cool demea-
nour transmuting to magma, as I see that kindness turn to exasperation. She is 
warm like an ember and hot like a flame. My wonderful, selfless Nia. 

 “Is it not worth the influence you would hold, the lives you could lighten, 
to marry a man you have no love for? I know you do not love this man, but I know, 
with all my heart, that you love this country.” 

 Her eyes yield the pain of her empathy, showing me her conviction and her 
courage, the storm of justness and altruism that makes me wish she had been the 
princess from the very beginning. 

 “Nia…” I begin, in a voice void of  strength.

 “Don’t tell me you’re not going to do it.”

 “I just can’t!” I insist.

 “It doesn’t matter that you don’t love him. Ruling Alderra is so 
much more important!”

 “It’s not just that I don’t love him!” I explode, “It’s that I love you!”

 Her eyes widen slightly, as the gravity of what I’ve finally confessed sinks 
in. I look away, bracing myself for the backlash, for her to tell me that I’m an 
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abomination like everybody else does, but it doesn’t come. Instead, I feel her 
hands gently take my mine. I look up at her to find softness touching her lovely 
features, understanding dancing in her emerald eyes. When she speaks again, her 
tone is sympathetic, “Aila, you say that you haven’t been loved, that you’ve been 
all alone this whole time, but I don’t think you know just how much I’ve fought 
to still be here for you. You are the rightful heir of this kingdom. You are not to 
be controlled, or shamed, or imprisoned. You should not stand to be forced into 
something against the very core of your values.” 

 Her hands tighten around mine. I look at her, into her, into those endless 
eyes and all the words ready to spill forth are halted in their tracks. So much fear 
lives in me, so massive and ugly that I’m not sure if any amount of hope or love 
could overcome it. So I remain silent, gazing at her with a plea that is some part 
for mercy, and entirely for 
her forgiveness. 

 She sighs and her gaze drops from mine. She starts to leave, slowly cross-
ing the vast bedroom, and it feels like she’s taking my last shreds of hope with 
her. Sh e pauses at the door and turns.

 “I will always love you, no matter what you choose, but I love them too,” 
she says softly, gesturing out the window to the sprawling metropolis beneath.

 Then she is gone. She leaves me there to return to my woe. 
I remain sprawled on the bed, flicking through all the emotions I’ve ever felt. 
There is pain. I can never deny that, but woven into the tapestry of resentment 
are the moments that held it together. Playing with village children on the shores 
of the sea. Spending days spreading clothing and food to the elders in the streets, 
who smile at me as if they possess more than I ever have. Profound conversations 
with Nia that went deeper than the ocean and farther than the stars. These 
experiences were tucked away from my father’s knowledge, little beacons of 
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starlight in the otherwise barren universe he imposed upon me. I spent my entire 
life believing I would never be loved when I could have chosen to be loved 
by these people every day.
                                                                                             

Nia is right. It is my right to take the throne. It is my right to let Alderra know that 
it is not wrong to love the way I do. After all these years, I do still believe in love, 
because above everything else, 
I believe in her. 

 I wish I could say that as I had laced my gown and polished my crown 
that the fear melted away from me, but it raged larger and more terrifying than 
ever before. Only this time, I did not submit to it. This time was going to be the 
first of many of standing up and paving a better way. Not just for myself, but for of 
my people. 

 I march through the many corridors towards the throne room, where my 
father’s nobles and officials wait to hear my decision, but I will not be giving them 
a yes or no answer. With my hands braced against the smooth wood of the doors, 
I inhale, finally breathing in all that I’m meant to be. Nothing can be the same 
from the moment I enter this room. I pray my father knows that I will never be a 
weak little girl again, and I push open the doors.
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Senior Short StoriesHonourable Mention—Sector 209

 That night, we were running. Like maniacs.

 Because truth be told, maybe that’s what we were; a couple of rag-
tag freaks hightailing it down a no name street as the rain pelted our arms, 
our legs, soaked us through until we could feel November in our bones. We 
were laughing up a storm, Sherwood and me, louder than the one that was 
hammering around us.

 I’ll admit, we could have picked a better time to leave, while there 
was still light smudged across the horizon. But Uptown Redview at two a.m. 
was a different world. It made you feel excited and scared and wild all at the 
same time. It was like running through a cemetery; stone-dead and quiet 
but you could still feel someone’s heavy eyes glaring at you with heated 
purpose. Although the darkness was intimidating, my feet knew this earth, 
had shaped it too many times over the years to forget its feel. If I’d wanted 
to, I could have made this run with my eyes closed. Literally.

 The rain was letting up when we finally reached our destination. We 
were both pretty good runners, but it was Sherwood who touched the base 
of the metal fence first. He had a fat grin slapped on his face as he turned to 
look at me.

 “You run like a girl, Margot, you know that?” he smirked, shaking his 
brown locks so that a tiny army of droplets pelted me.

 “I am a girl, idiot,” I shot back, shoving him to the side.

 “My point exactly.”

 I scowled at him before hooking my fingers into the chain link fence 
and staring through. The air on the other side seemed heavier, too full of 
shadows and secrets to be part of such a quiet town like ours. Past this 
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fence was something dangerous. Past this fence was something forbidden.

 Past this fence was Sector 209.

 A vast wasteland. Savage. Insidious. Deadly.

 It was like our town’s own Area 51; a black hole where society leaders 
could just dump all the dirty laundry that refused to be washed off with 
a bit tyranny and detergent. That was the rumour that swarmed Redview 
Hill anyway. The more they tried to convince us otherwise, the more we 
questioned.

 What were they hiding?
 Prisoners? Failed government experiments? Aliens?

 I guess that’s where my interest sparked. From the unknown. It  
became routine for me run there every night, sweat dripping from my face and 
curiosity from my mind. And that’s how I met Sherwood, too. 209 had drawn 
each of us in with her sweet candy taste and in the end, we couldn’t fight off 
the poison that lay underneath.

 I looked up at the crisscrossed patterns of rusted metal that made up 
the fence. It looked to be a decent climb if your feet knew where to step and 
your hands where to grab.

 “So are we going, or what?” I asked, anticipation evident in my voice.
Sherwood cocked an eyebrow at me and adjusted the camera that swung 
wildly from his neck like a pendulum. “What’s with the sudden rush, Margot? 
Are you scared?”

 “I’m not scared. Just making sure that you weren’t gonna chicken out.”

 He stared at me with doubt etched onto his face. “We’ll be safe as 
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long as you brought the gun.”

 I nodded and lifted the hem of my shirt to expose the weapon; a 
semi-automatic that should’ve been resting in my dad’s drawer. The sight 
of it made me feel giddy, dangerous, powerful. I’d handled one on my own 
before, but never with the intent to kill. Sherwood nodded at me and in near 
unison, we grabbed the fence and began to climb.

  What we were doing was illegal, true, but no one paid much 
attention to two kids creeping around in the dead of night. And I mean, 
at our age, what else could we do? We were already dancing the fine line 
between adolescence and adulthood and we weren’t exactly the poster 
children for morality. We needed one last act of rebellion before reality hit 
the brain, before we were forced to surrender our wild side.

 We needed to know what was in Sector 209.

 It was pitch black by the time we made it to the other side and I 
could feel blisters biting my fingers raw. Our first step into the wasteland 
was calm, the rain finally stopping its assault on us. The only sound that I 
heard was the quiet shuffling beside me as Sherwood pulled out a flashlight 
and shot its beam straight ahead.

 I felt like a kid who was just visiting the fair for the first time. My 
eyes were huge and my mouth gaping as I looked around. Real plants 
sprouted up from the ground, large and bulky, nothing like the synthetic ones 
that were created in our LifeLabs. Within the underbrush, something glinted 
as the light captured it and I crouched to pick it up. It was a can with the 
words ‘Coca Cola’ written across the side in neat, curly letters. It smelled 
sweet, like the kind of stuff that syrup is made from. I wanted to know what 
it tasted like, and maybe if I was a child, I would have let the last few drops 
of brown liquid near the bottom slide down my throat. But I was too old to 
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be so careless and Sherwood had already moved on to something else.

 “It’s like one of those air cars that they show us in History class,” 
he called out to me when I had finally caught up. He was making his way 
towards a massive gray object with two flat plates sticking out of the sides 
like wings. Vines had grown all over its rusted body and it looked like an old 
bird that was lying in its nest.

 “Here,” Sherwood said, tossing me the flashlight and the camera. 
“Take my picture.”

 “You don’t know what’s in there. You should check around first 
before you—”

 “You’re such a goody, Margot. Just take the picture” he yelled back, 
laughing at me. I sighed as I watched him jump into the front seat and 
pretend that he was piloting the air car.

 It was so easy for him to disregard the danger that certain things 
held, because to Sherwood, life was one big joke. Not the kind where the 
punchline could make you fall out of your chair, holding your stomach as 
peals of laughter bubbled out of you. It was more like a grade school gag; 
predictable and somewhat comical, but nothing to be afraid of. That’s why 
he had agreed to come with me in the first place. He lived for danger, for the 
feel of adrenaline rushing through his veins while he took death head on.

 I, on the other hand, lived for the answers. There were too many 
secrets bottled up in our little town and they mesmerized me. My mind 
was always asking questions and it wouldn’t be satiated until it found an 
explanation. I guess we were compatible that way; the thrill-seeker 
and the inquisitor.
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 We must’ve been there for hours because when I looked up through the 
trees, the sunrise was already brushing against their leaves. 
We started back towards the fence with our clothes smeared with dirt and our 
legs covered with scrapes. It was an easy cover up if our parents tried to get 
nosey; we’d met up early near the old creek to catch the good 
fish before dawn.

 We had to be ten minutes away from the fence, almost out, almost safe.

 That’s when the trees began to move. At least that’s what it looked like 
when those two things jumped out. Large, greasy creature with bellies swollen 
like an old toad’s. Wisps of phlegm ran down their decayed chins and their 
drum-like feet pounded an ominous rhythm on the forest floor.

 There was a scream and I don’t know if it came from me or Sherwood, 
but it made me run. It was as if the air had turned thick, like old smoke, and it 
became harder to breathe. Harder to get the oxygen to the brain and make my 
head stop spinning.

 “Margot!” Sherwood screamed, almost breathless. He put up his fist 
and extended his thumb, pointer and middle finger.
 The action seemed to move slowly in the air, taking its time to fully 
register in my mind. But then it did.

 The gun.

 My hands fumbled around my waist until they closed around the cool 
body of the weapon. It finally occurred to me how real this was. How possible it 
was that we were about to die and no one would know where to look for us.
 I shook the thought from my head. Hands trembling, I brought the 
weapon up to my chest and turned around swiftly.

Just as the beasts were closing in on us, my finger kissed the trigger.
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Memoirs 1st Prize—Ode to An Eating Disorder 

When I was twelve years old,
An eating disorder decided to rent out the back of my brain
Though, it was more so a time share 
Letting itself come and go whenever it pleased

Like a pushy car salesman,
he decided to stick around for a while.
Pitching this sale, this addiction, 
how it’s enough to overpower anything.
my  hobbies, my relationships, my heart, bones, and teeth.

Some days he would wrap around me with skeletal arms,
In an attempt to comfort me.
Bones rattling with mine, in sync,

Other days he would make me eat in front of a mirror, 
show me how every mouth full gets interrupted somehow, 
How food really doesn’t taste that good,
When it comes back up.

And I’ve always had a problem with biting my fingernails,
Until I found a website that can calculate
the calories in them,
And suddenly the habit stopped.

“Don’t worry,” he would tell me, “we’ll find new habits.”
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Little did i know those would consist of:  

 Running around the block six times after everyone’s gone to sleep
 Learning how to trick a heart monitor into thinking you’re stable
 Buying clothing three sizes too small so you’ll have room to shrink.

I met a girl in treatment that was afraid of washing her hair,
because she thought shampoo might have a nutritional value.
I thought she was insane, 

Until that same girl
asked me for tips on how to hide weights under my hospital gown,
Because she’d seen me do it for a while now,
And i never got caught. 

I realized that people must think I’m insane, too.

This car salesman,
With his beaming smile, suede suit, his polished shoes and slicked back hair,
He talks me into killing myself.
Assuring me that I can run on empty for a while, 
because this car’s amazing on gas,

This car salesman, he lowered the price just for me,
made me an offer i couldn’t refuse 
He tells me that if I’ve already cut down to three crackers and two throat 
lozenges a day,
I might as well just stop eating all together, because what is the value in doing 
so anymore? 
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And some days I beg him to keep talking,
keep letting me in on his secrets
And some days I force my palms against my ears, 
and with the ounce of energy  
I have left, I beg him to stop.

Because I know fainting is not just another word for a spontaneous nap
And that cutting a strawberry into thirty-two pieces to make it last longer 
isn’t acceptable at a family picnic.

But when he talks, it isn’t my choice.
it isn’t my choice to think that nobody, including myself,
will ever love me, if food sits in my stomach
When he tells me that my worth should come in nothing above a double-zero
And if it ever does,
I might as well just give up.

And this isn’t how I wanted myself to turn out,
But, more often than sometimes I don’t have a say in it.

Five years, i have been swallowed into his game.
But the sad thing is that nobody ever wins, 
Whatever prize that is promised

Five years, he’s taught me to be afraid of airplanes. 
Not because of heights, 
Because of  flight attendants constantly offering 

“Pretzels or peanuts?”
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“This is normal,” he would tell me, “everyone else is crazy.” 

But I’ve realized that these thoughts don’t belong to me,
They belong to him. 
The car salesman inside my head, 
The one who has taught me that refusal and denial trumps this idea of 
acceptance or self-love,
These thoughts, they belong to him.

He told me it was normal to sob after every meal, 
To skip social gatherings, because social gatherings meant food.
five years, consecutively, I skipped Christmas, birthday parties, Easter,
Because I learned to not be okay with a turkey dinner.
My grandma would tell me that  

“it’s okay if i just have a salad or, a glass of water, so long as i join.”

But I didn’t want to sit there, only to be stared at in pity
And when my family asked where I was, I told them
“I wasn’t feeling well.”
Leaving out details like,

“I’m scared to eat in front of you.”
Or, “I’m scared for you to see my skin shrinking around my bones.”

And that no, I didn’t want them to visit me in the hospital,
Because I was staying in the mental ward, 
and I didn’t want them to be embarrassed of me.

This illness affects more than just the people who are poisoned with it,

No, this illness,
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It affects the mothers, 
Having to take summers off work to go visit their kid in the hospital,

Having to attend appointments with:

 Family doctors
 Phychiatrists
 Psychologists
 Dieticians
 Mental health counsellors
 Therapy 
 Support groups

Having to make calls to the school, explaining why you aren’t there,
For sleepless nights, 
checking if you’re still alive,
still breathing,
if your heart’s still beating

It affects the best friends, 
Having to watch you suffer in front of them, daily
Missing concerts you’d  planned to see together,
because you know you’ll spend the night in an ambulance.

It affects the fathers
Leaving them powerless, 
Knowing that they can’t save you from this monster under your bed,
because this one lives inside of you
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It affects the bodies. 

Dear body, forgive me. 
For the hostile conditions I put you in,
For the scales I make you stand on.
For having hollowed my bones at fourteen,
For turning this temple into a jail cell, 
for not giving you time to rest. 
For eating your muscle, for rotting your teeth,

For constantly telling you that I hate you.

For not letting you get your heart broken by a teenage boy
because I’m too busy breaking it with emergency room visits, 
when it stops beating properly, when it fills up with fluid
And please forgive me when it happens again, 
You have to,
Because it always happens again. 

My doctors told me that there is no bargaining with an eating disorder.
That you are either recovering from it or dying from it,

That it is harder to repair mental damage than physical.
That, my weight and height are on the “healthy” side of the spectrum 
now, but my thoughts are still severely ill,
But that will take time to heal,

And yes, this car salesman,
he takes up residence in my brain,
But I can trick him into leaving every now and then, 
and I can lock the door,
And watch him lurk along my street, instead.
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Memoirs 2nd Prize—Parisian Picnic

 Evening had begun to fall on the City of Lights, and still the streets 
were crowded with tourists and locals. L’Arc de Triomphe stood steadfast, 
watching over Les Champs Elysées as the avenue burst with strangers. Lovers 
of art or not, The Musée d’Orsay and the Louvre were still packed. Then, 
rising tall over everything was the beacon of French romance. Paris was alive.

 A family squabbled at the edge of a fountain. The youngest, nine, 
dipped his feet in the water, despite the many warnings from an increasingly 
angry father. The two eldest, twelve and fifteen, sat on the surrounding ring, 
trying to avoid the splashing of their younger brother. As the younger of the 
two unwillingly met his cold attacks, she lashed out to the dismay of the 
mother, who separated her children quickly. Finally, the eldest boy sat quietly, 
trying not to complain as he massaged his aching feet.  

 The Louvre Pyramid gleamed in the lowering rays of the sun and 
illuminated the courtyard of the palace. The day had been long, and 
the family had subjected themselves to a marathon of sight-seeing and 
monument-exploring. The parents shared a guilty glance as they began to 
reconsider the trek.  

 “All right, we’ve got one more stop,” said the father. The rest of 
the family followed behind with one unified groan. The mother formed the 
caboose with her youngest, with the two eldest placed comfortably in the 
middle and the father keeping a persistent pace in front. The family marched 
forward, each pair of sneakers clicking against the uneven cobblestone 
streets.  

by Mattias Tome
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Parisian Picnic by Mattias Tome continued

 The father soon shared his family’s aching. Not even he was 
strong enough as a force of nature challenged their path. Heat became the 
aggressor in their promenade toward peaceful rest. It met them at every 
monument, every street, and every cobblestone. As the family approached 
their destination, it only grew stronger.  It extracted every last drop of sweat, 
and tugged each passing step closer to the ground, sparing no expense in its 
efforts. Soon, it started to gnaw at their minds. 

 “Stop bumping into me!” the sister complained.  

 “You’re the one walking into me,” retorted her older brother.  

 “Stop fighting!” their mother cried. She made them move to either 
side of the party, where they were able to scowl and mouth carefully chosen 
words over their parent’s heads.  

 “Hurry up!” the father called back, turning around with his frustration 
pointed toward his wife. Furious, her mouth shot open, indignation shooting 
like bullets at her husband—the result of a long, hot, meandering day. The 
bickering continued until exhaustion finally forced them to be quiet. The 
family continued forward without talking. 

  Night fell on Paris. The neoclassical architecture of the city was left 
in vast shadows as Helios yielded to the soft glow of streetlamps. And as he 
kissed his last goodbye, the town awoke. The family, finally reaching their 
destination, stopped. Because above them, the symbol of France began 
to glow. Shafts of light surged from each of its iron feet, and up, up they 
pointed. Each latticed beam was met with radiance, bouncing off of every 
inch of its industrial beauty. The Eiffel Tower stood strong, as it always did, 
lighting up the French sky to comfort and cheer. Astonish. Charm.  
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  One by one, each of the five foreigners felt their faces open. Smiles 
broke through. One even let a laugh escape. Stretched far below M. Eiffel’s 
chef d’œuvre lay the former marching grounds of the French military. Named 
after the Roman god of war, here blood was once spilled. An erstwhile symbol 
of militance, the Champ de Mars, now united hundreds. The family came 
together, and unpacked Father’s bag. Sitting in the field, they set their first 
supper on a long checkered blanket. The baguettes had been freshly baked 
that morning, and accompanied the local cheese on the family’s display. 
Wine was poured between the parents as their children played under the 
lights of Paris. The mother and father looked over at each other and dined 
happily, realizing that this was all that mattered. No museum or cathedral 
was equal to the raw joy of their moment. Paris smiled down at 
her people. They had been captured by the City of Love. 
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3rd Prize—I am a Girl

I remember when I was little
And I thought that after I got my hair cut short, I was a boy
I was ridiculed by my teacher when I told her 
A little disheartened, I asked her what difference it made
She told me, with a smile

“Well boys are… boys” 
Suddenly, she frowned

“And you’re just a girl”
Surprised, I thought to myself
I am a girl

I remember when I was 10
I wore an old tank top I found 
It was a little tight, hugged my undeveloped and chubby little body everywhere
But I felt like I could do anything in that top
My father saw me in it and yelled
He yelled and he yelled, but I didn’t know why
My mom later explained, he didn’t like how all my fat could be seen
I asked myself
Why is it okay if a boy had his fat hanging out, but not me?
Then, I remembered
I am a girl

I remember my first week at school in Canada
I joyously answered all questions, getting every single one right
But then one day, I got one wrong
A boy answered it after me, and got it right
He held his head up high, getting the teacher’s praise 
I frowned, beating myself up for getting it wrong
By the end of the day, I knew why I didn’t get it right
I am a girl

by Muskan Guglani
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All these failures, because I am a girl
All this ridicule, because I am a girl
Never good enough, because I am a girl

But then I remind myself

I am a girl
And I fight for my rights

I am a girl
And I will support every other girl

I am a girl
And I don’t give up

I am a girl
And that isn’t bad

I am enough
I don’t need to be anything more than what I am

Because I am a girl

I am a Girl by Muskan Guglani continued

82



 For the first approximate two-thousand, two hundred and sixty days of 
my life, I thought I was perfect. Not in the character-flaw kind of way that our 
inner narcissists exude, but in the “I’m here, this is who I am, so I must be 
pretty great” kind of way. The possibility that there was anything wrong with 
me simply did not exist. Being six years old, I’d definitely committed some ac-
tions that were far from perfect, idiotic in fact (I had sailed eight feet through 
the air into a tree on my bike before, and not to mention the time when I 
ripped my ear pretty much clean off) but those were merely bad choices by a 
good person. 

 I was just a kid, just a joyful little character without a care in the 
world, who could not have imagined anything would change that, but one 
day, something did. This something was a someone, on a day not particularly 
notable until the moment a fifth grader told me something that etched it into 
my memory, inked it permanently into the storyof me. 

 “Pass the ball!” I giggled to my friend Emma playing basketball with 
me in the school courtyard. The day was one of the last September scorchers 
of the year, but of course we didn’t care. All the little first graders were just so 
happy to play with our new friends. Most of us had just met weeks ago upon 
entering grade one, but it already felt like years to us. Emma laughed and 
threw the ball haphazardly. I watched it soar off the court several feet away 
from me and land next to some fifth graders.

 Being only six years old compared to their ten, I was a little nervous 
to approach the four of them, but I didn’t think they could truly harm me. I 
marched right towards the one who seemed to be their ringleader, and asked, 
very politely, for him to throw the ball back. Momma always told me that if 
you’re nice to other people, they’ll be nice back.

Honourable Mention—Larger Than Life: A Life Story
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  “Why don’t you come get it, you puffed up person,” 
the boy sneered back.

 “What does that mean?” I asked confusedly, halting a few feet away.

 “It means you’re a little fatass.” he taunted, giggles rising from his cronies. 

 “So  what?” I followed, feeling uneasy. My momma was always “pleasantly 
plump” and so was my grandma, and so was my auntie. They were my favourite 
people in the world!

  “It’s so gross, nobody likes fat people!” he cracked up, and the rest of his 
friends followed suit. They started to make other comments, but at that point, I was 
barely listening. In my head, everything was already breaking down. They threw the 
ball in my direction, still laughing, but I let it swish past me back onto the court.

 Although it was as sunny a day as any, I swore I could feel the vibrancy 
slowly leach from the world, could see the sun turn grey and the rainbow fade 
away, as if I was the star that gave my life its colour. For the first time in all my 
years, I felt like I was in the wrong picture, painted with different brush strokes by 
a shaking hand. I was not a part of the rich landscape of bright hues and childish 
pleasure. I suddenly heard my friends’ laughter for me to rejoin them not as an 
invitation but as malicious derision.

 I watched from another place, as the game went on. And seemed to go on 
forever. Recess could not have ended sooner. When the bell sounded, I felt a sense 
of relief, like I could escape this moment and scratch it off my life’s roll of film. I 
hoped that I could sit back down at my desk, and continue to learn, that I could go 
back to asking the curious questions that made up so much of me. However, there 
was only one question I wanted an answer to: Just how different was I?
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  Certainly, never once, did it cross my mind that the size of my body 
would be a problem to anyone. But every day from that comment on, it did.

 I started to notice, when I sat down for reading circle, that my legs were 
much bigger than the kids’ beside me. I started to notice that I was squishy 
in weird places and big all over. I noticed it every single day, and knew that I 
just wasn’t the same. When grade two came around, the class was tie-dying 
t-shirts, and it felt like everyone laughed when I needed a bigger size than the 
teacher had ordered. Ms. P told me it was perfectly fine, not a big deal, but 
I knew that it was. When we could finally sign up for track and field in grade 
three, I was elated. I was one of the fastest sprinters in the school on account 
of my unyielding drive, and I was so excited to win my first track meet. But the 
girls on the track remarked that I couldn’t possibly be third grade if I was so 
big. I won first place, but I lost my love for sport. It came back in grade eight. 
High school: fresh start. Right? I joined the volleyball team, and I was good at 
it. Apparently that wasn’t good enough to my teammates, who laughed when I 
wore knee-length shorts instead of booty shorts. Every game. I haven’t played 
sports since.

 None of those moments could compare to the greatest slap in the face. 
When I was in grade eight, that very same boy, now a senior, told me how 
much he liked my breasts. It was as if the clothing trends, the thigh gap craze, 
and the constant weight loss media weren’t enough to tell me that my worth 
was dependent on my body.

 That day back when I was six years old tore me apart. It taught me 
that every single good quality I had was cancelled out because I wasn’t thin. 
Never once before that did it cross my mind that being fat made me worth 
less than all the other kids, and it took me a decade to even start to believe 
otherwise. The crazy thing is, people still loved me. They always did, because 
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I was cheerful, happy, and wonderful. I was a stunning student, a talented 
writer, and a side-splitting comedian every one of those days since. I was 
never grayscale. Nothing about me was black and white. I absolutely radiated 
in everything I did. From the top of my wit to the bottom of my heart, I was 
vibrant. Dynamic. Electrifying. It took me years, so many years, to realize that 
those ten seconds of cruelty should never have negated the next ten years of 
being loved. Now, from the five-thousand, eight hundred and thirtieth day of 
my life, I know that I’m perfect.
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