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Editor’s Note
 This year has been a whirlwind of writing, artwork and restarting the learn-
ing process with a brand-new member taking on a difficult job. Many changes 
have been made this year, with members coming and going and redefining our 
positions.

 That being said, we’d like to invite anyone who has even the slightest inter-
est in writing and/or artwork to join us next year! Future grade 11s may also join 
the Lit Mag through their Arts Option course.

 This year’s committee consisted of Holly Faria (11) and Alethea Ng (9), 
also receiving support from Elizabeth O’Meara (11). Staff who have contributed 
to this year’s magazine are Ms. Oelmann – the wonderful teacher who has, as 
always, been an amazing source of information, and sturdy rock to depend on – 
and Ms. Loeb, our passionate art teacher providing us with outstanding student 
artwork. Thank you as well to the communications department for their help.

A note from the “graduee”: 
It has been quite a journey, working on the Lit Mag these past two years. At times, we 
were short on staff. But somehow, we’ve managed to squeeze by and produce a won-
derful magazine in the process. 

I wish to thank every individual who has played a part in the process, specifically 
Alethea who has taken on a huge share of editing the layout while picking up the 
program for the first time. Being a part of this committee has been rewarding beyond 
words and I hope you enjoy the final product of our hard work.

We also must bid a tearful goodbye to Ms. Oelmann as she departs. This edition is 
dedicated to you, and all of the love you’ve put into this magazine over the years. I 
was only here to publish two editions with you, but I can only imagine what it must 
have been like to lead the magazine from its start up until now. Rest assured that your 
legacy will remain throughout next year’s chief editor Alethea Ng and future mem-
bers.

Best of luck to next year’s editors!

Holly



CALLING ALL ASPIRING WRITERS!

 That phrase was what LCC’s Middle and Senior School saw one 
morning as they walked into school: posters stuck up all around the 
school alerting them to a contest for writing and art—and as every-
body knows, LCC students love contests.
 The poster went on to say that the contest was for all Middle 
School, Senior School and Pre-U students. As 2015 is the Unit-
ed Nations’ Year of Light, all submissions with the theme of light 
would be accepted.
 The prize for the winning submission would be a special place 
in the Arts and Literature Magazine, as well as a $25 gift card from 
Chapters.
 The Arts and Literature Committee would like to congratulate 
Dorothea Vlahogiannis, the winner of this year’s contest, with her 
submission, Watercolour Landscape (right)!

Arts and Literature Magazine Contest
Theme: Light

The Arts and Literature Committee
 Holly Faria (11) and Alethea Ng (9)



Dorothea Vlahogiannis (11)



Danova Gardilcic (10)



Rachelle Collins (9)



Biting Through Export A’s
by Evan Gardiner (11)

 Smoke sails past my tired blue eyes. The smell of rich tobacco walks down 
the sandbag stairs, on which I sit. As the clouds subside, an aging beard emerg-
es to cloak my face, like the 
winter’s snow blankets this mountain town. But don’t let the white snow fool 
you. Little is pure here. Little is left. As time passes like the mortars over our 
heads, I find it easier to bury 
myself deep in these trenches. I lean against one wall of mud as I stare into the 
collage of dirt, rocks and chicken wire on the other side. I suppose I could grow 
old here, but I’d rather die. Not in a heroic “I’d rather die!” final statement, but 
most of us see death as a fair option after weeks in these trenches. 
 We established an unofficial ceasefire for Christmas. The lucky ones even 
got to go back to some pretty French town. Time-travel to some picturesque 
postcard village where 
horse-drawn sleighs carried strong men selling pelts down the main street. I 
was allowed to go to Fampoux in December of 1914. It snowed so heavily the 
24th, I was stuck in the post office trying to mail a letter to my wife and soon-
to-be-born son. I felt guilty for leaving them in an attempt to live out my child-
hood fantasies of defending my country, of honour and loyalty. But there is no 
honour here, nothing heroic about fighting like dogs and dying like one.

Sabrina Segal (9)

The postman’s daughter, Élisa, 
caught my eye the minute I walked 
into the office, a small log cabin in 
the heart of town with a few rooms 
rented out upstairs. Swift conver-
sation and her evident fascination 
with my time in the trenches led to 
the proposition of dinner. I stayed 
and was blessed with a filling meal. 



 I was born Émile, in December 1914, in Trois-Rivières. My father, Corporal 
Chartier, was a hero to me, off fighting for my freedom, giving me the right to go to 
school, to vote, to sing “God Save the Queen” as loud as I will. So when my glori-
ous war hero of a father never returned, I had to learn to accept his fate. It was not 
until my 15th birthday, in 1929, that my broken mother handed me an old cigar box, 
saying it had belonged to my father. I was excited for my initiation into a man’s life 
of smoking the same tobacco that my father smoked in the trenches, biting through 
Export A’s. But I was not taken away by the smell of tobacco, or by the craftsmanship 
put into this box. I was taken away by its contents. Piles of letters all hailing from 
Fampoux, France. The texts were filled with hollow apologies, like a drunkard’s cries 
echoing off the limestone walls of an empty church. I no longer wear my father’s 
name with pride; I am a forgotten child, since my father lives in delusion, somehow 
convinced I had not been mourning him my whole life.
 

How such a poor town in a war-torn country could produce such savory meat, 
and potatoes and squash and beans, I still do not know. But the meal left me ill; 
I had not eaten so well in so long. I ended up staying there for three more days 
as the snow sealed off the village. On my final night, as I finished another letter 
to my family, I saw candlelight seep through the crack between the floorboards 
and the large oak door. The hinges creaked as Élisa appeared with no intention 
for conversing.

***

Rachelle Collins (9)



Little did I know, I would be deployed through that same town to 
fight in Arras during the Second World War. As a grown man I had 
finally discovered the lies I had been brought up with and found 
little comfort in the darker truth. On leave, I was in the post office 
during the summer of 1940, in the town of Fampoux, as a bearded 
man handed the postman a letter. “Have a nice day, Mr. Chartier”, 
the postman replied to him as the snake slithered out the door.
 I’d like to think he knew I was there, not so he had the chance to 
meet me, he doesn’t deserve that, but rather so he was reminded of 
what he had forgotten back home. I’d want him to know that I would 
never degrade myself to be like him. It still puzzles me how stars 
aligned to make my father and I stand in the same room, over 22 
years since I should have first met him. If he had been only a minute 
later I would never had seen his weary blue eyes. I wanted to stare 
deep into them. I wanted to see what he saw. The moment he walked 
out I had finally received my due glimpse of my father, but all he saw 
was another soldier writing a letter back home like he had years ago.
  The army claims to promote honour and loyalty, but he was a 
coward and was only loyal to the French snow that now hides the 
bodies in these trenches.

Zach  Goldenberg (9)



Jamie Dorfman (9)



Wine for the Prince (A Short Story)
by Danova Gardilcic (10)

     A girl dressed in a simple white gown rapped lightly on the poles supporting a 
brightly colored tent and waited for the soft “Enter” from within. Upon hearing the 
quiet command she peered carefully into the tent, blinking in the dim light. No mat-
ter how many times she visited, the gaudy décor never ceased to amaze her. The air 
smelled like jasmine today and the fragrance that wafted from glowing torches was 
so heavily perfumed she could almost taste its spice. Gauzy red scarves and spangled 
gold tapestries decorated the walls, casting soft shadows over the cushions and rugs 
that littered the floor. And there, in the room, like a grand centerpiece, lay a boy on a 
magnificent bed swathed in a plethora of finely woven silks. The boy was dressed in 
the traditional white and gold garb of a prince in battle, complete with a sword at his 
hip and a headscarf woven with silver thread. However, this prince looked nowhere 
near ready for battle. His face was pallid and sallow, his dark hair hung limply in his 
eyes, and his features were set in a pained grimace. 
 “How are you faring?” the girl asked gently. 
 “Fine,” the prince replied tersely. 
 The girl gave him a dubious look and eyed his military uniform pointedly.
 “You are lying in bed in full battle regalia and scowling at the air above you! 
That is fine?”  
 The boy glared at her and declared, “I am a prince! I should be out with my 
warriors on their mission, not stuck in camp with the women and children!”

Julianne Cairns (9)

 The girl glowered back 
at him, “But you are gravely 
ill, and will die if your men 
don’t get you the Philoso-
pher’s Stone-” 
 “I know,” interrupt-
ed the boy bitterly, “I have 
heard it countless times; the 
Philosopher’s Stone is the 
sole miracle that can save 
me from this cursed illness I 
have carried since birth. All I 
must do is drink wine made 
from a goblet forged of this



Stone every day, for the rest of my life.” 
 “But why do you look so miserable?” asked the girl incredulously.
 “I am royalty, the future king. A king must be all-powerful so that he can prop-
erly rule over his people. Who wants a king who is forced to depend on wine to 
live?”  the young prince answered despondently.
 “I want you as my king! You should not throw your life away just because you 
fear you will not be good enough!” she cried.
 “But what is the purpose of my life anyway?” he said in a hollow tone. “Why 
should I exist if I can’t even perform the role I was born to execute? When my sol-
diers return with the Stone, I will not take it. I would much rather die than live a 
life of no purpose as a king without honor. Why should I live such a pointless exis-
tence?”
 The prince scowled up at the young girl and she was taken aback by the deter-
mination and hopelessness on his face. 
 Then the boy abruptly said, “Tell me a story” and she regarded him, surprised.
 “Tell me a story,” he insisted again, with a pout on his face.
 “You look like such a child,” the girl chuckled sadly, but she nevertheless began 
to spin her tale.
 “Once there lived a young date farmer who spent his days harvesting dates 
and selling his wares in the small village in which he lived. One day he was walking 
through the market when a boy accidentally knocked him down and bruised his 
face. A kindly merchant invited him into his tent where he gave him some ice, how

Ashley Gold (11)

ever, while the farmer 
was sitting in the tent, 
he heard a strange 
noise coming from 
behind a drape that di-
vided the tent in two. 
He asked the mer-
chant what the noise 
was, but the merchant 
simply said, ‘I cannot 
tell you, as you are not 
a merchant’. Curious, 
the man left the tent, 
when he was suddenly 
struck by a horse and 
scraped his arm.



 The compassionate merchant once again invited him into his tent and gave 
him a salve for his arm, but then, the farmer heard the mysterious noise again and 
demanded to know what it was. But the merchant simply said, ‘I cannot tell you, as 
you are not a merchant’. Disappointed, the man left the tent when unexpectedly an 
elephant bumped into him, knocking him over and cutting his leg.”
 “What a foolish farmer!” interjected the prince “He has such bad luck!” he 
laughed, and then the girl continued.
 “The friendly merchant once again came to the farmer’s aid and bandaged his 
leg, but once more, the man heard the strange noise. He begged the merchant to tell 
him what hid behind the drape, but again the merchant simply said, ‘I cannot tell 
you, as you are not a merchant’. The date farmer was desperate so he swore that he 
would become a merchant so that he might learn the source of the noise.”
 “He’s becoming a merchant just to find out what that noise is? That is the most 
ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard!” the prince chortled, then the girl went on.
 “The merchant told him ‘Travel across the desert, sea and mountains to find a 
golden lamp, oil and wick and then you will be a merchant.’ So the date farmer made 
his way across the scorching desert until he found the golden lamp. He took the 
lamp and swam across the tempestuous sea until he found the golden oil. The farmer 
took the oil then made his way through the treacherous mountains until he found 
the golden wick. 
 The prince 
snickered, “All 
that misfortune, 
just to learn one 
secret!” Then the 
girl went on with 
her story.
 “Finally, the 
date farmer took 
the golden lamp, 
oil, and wick all 
the way back to 
the merchant’s 
tent. Once there, 
he pulled back 
the drape, lit the
 lamp, and what 

Eleni Skindilias (11)



makes me happy. Is not the fact that you are able to better someone’s life a good 
enough reason for existing?”
 All was silent for a moment as two children just watched one another, each 
wrapped up in their own thoughts.
 “I hear the soldiers returning,” said the girl suddenly “I must go. I will inform 
them of your decision to not drink the wine of the Philosopher’s Stone.” 
 Then, with sparkling eyes, the girl leaned down, kissed the boy on the cheek, 
and made her way out of the tent. However, just as she opened the tent flap, the boy 
cried out “Wait! Tell them… tell them that I will drink the wine, but only if you de-
liver it to me, with another story.”

Thomas Yang (8)

do you think he saw?” 
 “I have no idea, but 
I do hope it was worth his 
trouble!” laughed the boy 
prince “What did he see?
 “I cannot tell you, as 
you are not a merchant” fin-
ished the girl with a devious 
smile.
 The boy’s mouth 
dropped open. “What? That 
is it? I do not get to learn 
the secret? Why did you tell 
me such a pointless story?” 
he cried
 “That story represents 
life,” she said calmly
 “But the story was 
pointless!” exclaimed the 
prince
 “Ah, but you laughed, 
did you not?” replied the 
girl “And when you laugh, 
you are happy, and that



 

Les élèves de 7e année en français langue 
d'enseignement se sont vu lancer un défi! 
Ils devaient créer une histoire en pigeant 

au hasard des éléments du schéma narratif. 
Malgré le niveau de difficulté élevé que cela 

comportait, Vanessa Ross et Evan Mag-
gio ont produit de véritables petits bijoux! 

Voyez par vous-mêmes!
 

Mme Hétu

Projet de français de 7e année
Langue d’enseignement

Ella Waxman (7)



 

Circuit Gilles-Villeneuve 
par Evan Maggio (7)

 Je regarde autour de moi et je suis saisi par le moment. Les estrades sont 
pleines et je suis estomaqué quand je pense aux milliers de personnes qui regardent. 
Je sens l'adrénaline qui pompe dans mes veines. 

 « Bonne chance Max! » me dit Enzo, le capitaine de mon équipe de course.

 J'ouvre la porte du véhicule et j'entre dedans. Je pense à mon grand-père: Fer-
nando Alonso. Il a gagné cette course il y a plus de cent ans. Dans le temps où ils 
utilisaient encore des autos normales. Je peux le faire. Je frappe l'ignition et des ail-
es sortent des parois de la voiture. Je pèse sur un autre bouton et le moteur gronde. 
La voiture flotte sur place 50 mètres dans les airs. Je regarde dans l'autre voiture. 
Le réputé Jean Bouchard me fixe du regard. Il est connu comme le conducteur de 
course le plus agressif et je sais qu'il ne reculera devant rien pour gagner.

 « Bonjour Mesdames et Messieurs! Bienvenus à la 200e Formule 1 du Circuit 
Gilles-Villeneuve! » crie l'annonceur.

 La séquence commence. Trois, deux , un, zéro! La course est commencée. 
Bouchard prend immédiatement mon espace et me force près de la muraille. Je le 
dépasse et il frotte mon auto par derrière. Je perds contrôle et je descends mon alti-
tude pour éviter un acci dent. Quatre autos me surpassent avant que je puisse rentrer 
dans la course à nouveau. Après 69 tours épuisants, je suis de nouveau en deuxième 
place. Je dépasse Bouchard près de la muraille et il essaye de m’écraser contre celle-ci. 
Je fais une manœuvre évasive et il frappe la muraille. Une réaction en chaîne s’en-
suit avec les autos qui s’écrasent contre lui. Je n’ose pas regarder en arrière. Je passe la 
ligne d’arrivée et la foule rugit. 
 
 - J’ai gagné! 
 
 Qu’en pensera mon grand père?



 

Julia Hornstein (Pre-U)



 

Le stylo magique
par Vanessa Ross (7)

 «Maman! J'ai besoin d'un nouveau stylo pour écrire mon histoire de 
français. Peut-on aller chez Bureau en Gros?»
 -Oui, Annie.
 Dix minutes plus tard, ma mère et moi marchons sur les rues de Qué-
bec. On entre chez Bureau en Gros et achetons un stylo de bonne qualité, 
et très cher.

 En rentrant à la maison, je commence à écrire mon histoire qui parle 
d'une jeune fille qui marche dans les bois durant la nuit et qui, soudaine-
ment, se fait attaquer par des monstres. Le lendemain matin, aux nouvelles, 
le journaliste parle d'une jeune fille qui a été attaquée par une bête incon-
nue. 

 En rentrant de l'école, j'écris une autre histoire qui se réalise. Pendant 
les jours qui suivent, je fais des productions écrites qui prennent vie! Est-ce 
une simple coïncidence? Ou peut-être que mon stylo est magique. 

 Je décide d’écrire une histoire qui parle d’un garçon en Afrique qui est 
capable de trouver de la nourriture pour tous les gens de son village et ceci 
arrive. Je commence donc à écrire des contes sur la prospérité et l’aventure.

 Bientôt, il y a du maïs qui pousse en hiver, de l’eau à volonté dans 
tous les pays, de la vie sur Mars, etc. Le monde est un meilleur endroit 
et c’est grâce à moi, mais je ne dis mon secret à personne. Je ne veux pas 
que quelqu’un le vole pour l’utiliser pour faire du mal. Je garde mon stylo 
magique pour moi. 



  No matter. She had dealt with exponen-
tially larger challenges. 

Ducking into a crouch, she rushed forward, esti-
mating how many feet she was above the armed 
men, and, coming up with the correct distance, 
leapt from her place on the wall and knocked the 
lot of them out with swift and hearty kicks. 

 The Eastern Tower of the king’s palace now 
stood before her. Smirking under her hood, the 
young thief stepped forth and made quick work of 
the lock thanks to the picking skills she had long 
since acquired. The treasury was on the fourth 
floor, she recalled, if her

Brooke Gold (9)

The Moonstone
By Coral Rajchgot (11)

 That there was never moon nor stars in the sky held one advantage; every night 
was the perfect night for a burglary.

 It was with ginger steps that the thief, hooded in white, ascended the palace 
wall, each protruding stone another vantage point from which she could swing her-
self higher. Years ago, each leap upwards might have frightened her, might have even 
caused her heart to skip a beat, but that had been when she had first joined the guild. 
As the leader of the pack a decade later, each movement was balanced, nimble – pre-
cise. She knew just which rock had a groove in which she could settle her foot, just 
how far to reach, which limbs needed the most weight focused upon them to create 
the most efficient swing. Any casual observer would remark her movements looked 
almost effortless – and indeed, so practiced were they that such movements almost 
were second nature. Her own critical eye had honed them to perfection – the same 
eye that discerned the worthiness of young ones during their climbing trials. 

 At long last, she had scaled the protective wall, and now stood poised atop 
the edge, peering around the hem of her hood. Scoping out the area, she spied four 
guards along her pathway, standing guard over her goal destination, the polished 
ivory and marble of the Eastern Tower. 



grasp upon her heart. 

 The moonstone. The most valuable piece of treasure in this entire room, at 
least in her eyes. None knew its origin, but it lay almost discarded, a shameful treat-
ment if any, for as soon as she caught its uniquely indigo gleam, the thief dove, and 
scooped it up into her hands, holding it up to inspect it. Dotted with whitish gems, 
and gradienting into soft mauves, it truly did resemble the night sky. 

 It was with all the care of holding an enormous breakable that the thief slipped 
the moonstone into her satchel, tying the sack tightly shut and giving it a careful pat 
to ensure its placement. 

 And now, for the escape act. 

 Running as fast as her feet would permit her, she rounded the bend of the 
grand staircase. Leaping from the windows was out of the question – no matter 
what, it was always too risky, not only for obvious reasons, but for those of subtlety – 
one was almost certain to be seen if they were to undertake something so foolish. 

 So focused was she on speeding forth that she bashed into the hearty chest of a 
young man, and fell backwards rather unceremoniously, winding herself. 

 “Fool!” She cursed, her temper momentarily getting the better of her. Her hand 
clapped over her mouth, but by then, it was too late.

Like it? Read the rest of Coral’s story at:
http://greatscottmarty.livejournal.com/706.html

Eloïse Macintosh (Pre-U)spies and sources had been truthful.

 And indeed, that was exactly what 
she found there – a treasury. Veritable 
mountains of gold lined the entire room– 
coins, bars, idols, and anything and ev-
erything in between. Hundreds of locked 
chests lay buried in these piles, fenced 
by the rarest of jewels. Each and every 
gleam caught the thief ’s needy eyes, but 
there was only one treasure that had its



From the Inside, Out
by Emilia Gaul (9)

Inside
Why are you hiding?

From me? From yourself?
Oh, the dirty laundry!

Outside
The tangled web we weave

Gets more and more tangled
With every lie, every secret, everything 

you deny

Inside
I remember looking, deep, into your 

eyes
Seeing the beautiful aura of joy
Where did that go? I miss it…

Outside
This faint flicker, hesitant

To give off anymore of that glow
That fire is slowly burning out

Inside
There is an echo of a heart

That once was, now only used to beat
I yearn to hear it live again

Montana Black (Pre-U)

Outside
Oh, you used to be a pearl

A force to be reckoned with
Now you’re hiding in your shell

Inside
The life is drained from your eyes

But, it’s in there, somewhere
Frozen in time

Outside
Unrecognizable, you’ve changed too 

much
I keep what you used to be with a tight 

clutch
 Now, you are something I only used 

to know



Grade 8 Abstract Paintings

Thomas Yang (8)

Isabella Tucia (8)

Savina Cammalleri (8)



“Everything Is Going to Be Okay.”
Jiwon Jeong (7)

 In the time of the sweet 80s hour, Terry Bazzle, master of all the things, was 
sharing some sweet 80s tune and a sweet 80s speech in a bar. He stopped in the mid-
dle of a performance, because he sensed that someone in the audience was crying. 
The tears belonged to a woman whose name was once Marianne Horner, but had 
eventually forgotten her identity because of a car accident. Amazingly, she turned 
out to be Terry's dead wife's long lost stepsister. She was as sad as she was drunk, her 
life was bad and she was stuck in a strange town without any money. 

 The hero was quite surprised and he asked a manager to hand her a mic to 
speak out her story. The woman started out by saying she was addicted to gambling 
ever since she followed her father to a casino. When she was 22, she signed up to the 
casino which made her lose all the money. They wrote her name on a banned peo-
ple list because she was not only unable to pay back, but her attitude was strictly not 
impressive to the players. If she was found again in the casino she would be immedi-
ately arrested. Marianne had stopped going for a few days, then she started sneaking 
in, and eventually won a million dollars. When the people there checked the banned 
people list they realized it was the same person so they took all her prize money and 
kicked her out. Apparently she bought a lot of drinks with her leftover pennies and 
she didn't know where in the world she was going. Then the car accident came. 

Sarah Luxenberg (9)

Marianne woke up with 
an unfortunate case 
where she lost her mem-
ory. After she finished 
this story, the 80s people, 
instead of feeling sorry 
for her, were laughing. 
They laughed 
because the story was 
ridiculous, and they also 
laughed because of her 
pathetic appearance.



 All of a sudden Terry sshhed the 
audience to silence and went 
towards Marianne who was 
humiliated and continued to sob. 
He sat down beside her, put his 
hand on her shoulder and said, 
“Everything is going to be okay.’’ 
When she disagreed, Terry said it 
once again: ‘Everything is going to 
be okay.’ Yet again, Marianne 
disagreed and Terry spoke the 
same first few words but added, 
“No matter how bad it is, there you 
are. So everything is going to be 
okay.’ The crowd, including her, 
was really confused at this.

 Keep in mind that Terry was a half traveller as he was a famous performer and 
had been to places. In fact, one of the places he had been to was Africa and he, too, 
was stuck in a strange area along with his depression after his wife's death. His quote 
might be overly confusing and have left all the crowd thinking, “I mean if we are 
overly sad because something bad had happened to us why do we have to care that 
we're still here? Wherever we are.” 

 But imagine how Bazzle offered free education and foster care to a child who 
had gone through many torments and abuses. And imagine telling that child that 
no matter how bad it could be, he is still himself and he is valuable as everyone else 
around him. And no matter where he is, he is still here, he is okay, no matter how 
much he has to suffer. Terry learnt that there are some places that are bad or good 
and he clearly knows the only way to make himself feel better is to remind himself 
he is still here and he is okay. He knows Marianne is a poor, awkward drunk woman 
who had been unwise with her money, but he keeps telling her everything is going 
to be okay, even though she can't go back and fix the past, she could always solve her 
problems for the future. And wherever she is—in a strange town or abandoned is-
land—she is herself, she is still here, and she is okay.

Robbie Cruvellier (9)



The Sakura
Holly Faria (11)

My life is like the Sakura
One moment, I am alive and blossoming
The next, I am the lowest of the low
Trodden into the ground, nothing but dust 
and dark shades of my former brilliance

They say that the cherry blossom is the national symbol of Japan
But I wonder, how can that be? 
When they are so short-lasting and die so quickly.
But truly, they represent the true beauty of the Japanese people

A lesson in 

transience and 

appreciating things 

that are 

short-lasting

Holly Faria (11)



The Sakura is my life
Out of a whole year, I might only rise once
And that time will be the time of my prime
Yet I die out so quickly

Sometimes, I attempt to change my luck around
To stop the cycle from repeating itself
But the Sakura will never truly die, like me
For next spring it is always prepared to bloom again.

Why must I be tied to such a strong symbol?
It traps me in its continuum, of ups and downs and forced rebirth
It is such a beautiful flower
And yet I always find myself inspecting for flaws

There are over 100 types of Sakura variety
But only one of me
And while I may take on a thousand different personalities
My one “self ” is constituted of a multitude of perceptions.

Spring has become the time of rebirth
Something I never considered before being exposed 
to a different side of the world
I’ve fully embraced it as myself now
I wonder if the pink I’d suppressed for so long was my true colour



Two that are One
Samantha Bloom (9)

Sparkling aquamarine
Harsh and peaceful

So eerily serene
Like glass wool

Or Dark Navy
Endlessly hopeless
Enormously scary

A giant abyss 

Both are the same
One Ocean

However with 
such different claims to fame

Eleni Skindilias (11)

Jenna Benchetrit (11)



Amy Dallaire (9)

Dream, Hope, Believe
By Giuliano Latella (9)

Growing up I have big dreams, 
To do great things, my goals may seem extreme.
I won’t give up, I will work real hard,
My mind is made up, perseverance guards!

My hopes are high, my faith is strong,
To hustle up when things go really wrong, 
I will not give in, my battle begins,
My patience grows, perseverance wins!

I will achieve success, I will not delay,
To persist, insist, training everyday.
I know the rules, when things get tough,
Believe in yourself, perseverance is enough!

Determined now, I am not a quitter,
No matter what, when the struggle is bitter,
The road is long, but my soul still strives.
I will get there soon, perseverance thrives! 



Tolerance and Acceptance
by Samantha Bloom (9)

Where Does One Draw the Line?

I have half a mind to flee
Eyes never straying from the path
But my daughter was strung up on the mango tree
And those who did it laughed

No one wants to hear you cry
Head down and they’ll say they’re sorry
Do they even care why?

Chenrui Zhang (9)

I am marginalized
I will no longer colour in the lines
Stop thinking that I will just be categorized 
I will no longer submit to your crimes 

I have half a mind to flee
Eyes never straying from the path
What will they do next to instill fear in me?
Those who do it next will feel a Dalit 
Nation’s wrath



Smoke in the Sky
by Dylann Lackstein (9)

We left the ghetto.
Is this good or bad?
What is happening?

I clutch my mother’s hand in fear.
They put us in an overcrowded cattle car.
Soon, we arrive in Auschwitz, Birkneau.

The skies are grey with smoke.
I’m scared,

I don’t like it here.
I am put to the left side, and my mother to the 

right.
She cries my name, until her voice fades away.

My stomach is twisting and turning.
I’m scared,

I don’t like it here.
What is happening?

I thought it was just a shower,
But now I can’t breathe.

Then I too become the grey smoke in the sky.

Jenna Benchetrit (11)

I am marginalized
I will no longer colour in the lines
Stop thinking that I will just be categorized 
I will no longer submit to your crimes 

I have half a mind to flee
Eyes never straying from the path
What will they do next to instill fear in me?
Those who do it next will feel a Dalit 
Nation’s wrath



Bradley Shepherd (10) Danova Gardilcic (10)

Grade 10 Black and White Art



Jessica Brender (10)

Emily Pruner (10)

Evelyn Renzi (10)



The Sea
by Holly Faria (11)

When the Wind Waves blow
I find myself washed amidst
Drifting through the blues
Floating in the sky
Or in the ocean

When the crashing waves sink me
Sink me to the bottom of the sea
I know that I’ll float to the top someday
Only to be pushed away by the waves once more

The salty sweet smell of the ocean
Sends at once joy and sorrow through my bones
Reminding me of past times, not necessarily good
Or bad

My past was spent on the shores of this ocean
At long last, I’ve returned to the scenes of my childhood
Feeling the tide wash over my feet
As I stand barefoot on the sand
Walking along the shore brings me relief
Hearing the familiar sounds of the ocean
They wash over me
Salty tears mixing in with the saltwater

Anne-Sophie Collier (Pre-U)

Tangible Love
Julie Goldenberg (10)

That night,
Moonlight simmered and your eyes glowed,

Like moon craters romancing in the near dark.

But tonight, the night is calm 
And sand-dollar freckles line your crimson cheeks

And your lips whisper soft metaphors.

The city lights glimmer over thickened waves,
And our yacht wavers through the cooling sunset.

And when moon craters melt to pink husk,
Our love dawns a new season,

And together we sail,
Against the current.



Dream On
by Gabriel Mashaal (11)

What if our dreams were a reality?
Would life then be such a formality?
Maybe the world would be free of sin

No one wishing to flee within.

Dreams are when we have a vision,
Not a math problem, or some simple addition,

They’re when we feel and laugh and cry
They suddenly end, we are left to ask why.

We wake up and wonder what could’ve been –
If only I had the talent to be the next Tony Gwynn!

This never-ending pattern happens, time and time again
Until one day it’s no longer a question of if, but when.

Some people, however, are too greedy for dreams
They want money, or treasure, obtained through sinister 

schemes
The worst part about them though, is not their greed
But the fact that around them, others fail to succeed.

Lauryn Oberman (9)



Eleni Skindilias (11)

The Trail of Tears
by Emma Kiddie (9)

They came tonight
And shook us from our beds
The silver moon shone high
Above the children’s little heads
Torn from our land
The trail is all that we can see
Shackles grip our frozen hands
Tears run down our icy cheeks
Army men dressed in green
Hostile brothers march us on
All of us hungry and none of us clean
We resent the ground we walk upon
People are dying left and right
And all our people do agree
Our trail may take us away from the violence
But our tears will not set us free



Alison Greenspoon (11)

Jenna Benchetrit (11) Eleni Skindilias (11)

Ashley Gold (11)

Grade 11 
Negative Art



Stomp!
by Philippe Miller (9)

Stomp! 
Stomp! 

Don’t let us stand up 
Keep us numb to the abominations 

Keep us dumb to the sweatshops 
Work don’t think 

 Keep us blind 
Helping them stay powerful 

This is what they think
Instead become cognizant 

Wake up 
Defy them 

Read a book 
Become alive through knowledge 

Knowledge is power 
Take away their power by gaining yours 

Fight back 
Revolt

Stand up 
Don’t be stomped on 

Stomp back 
Stomp! 
Stomp!

Michael Mastrogiuseppe (8)

Annie Wiseman (9)



Faith and Fear
by Gabriel Mashaal (11)

The intricate relationship between faith and fear
Something I’ve never been able to fully understand.
They both follow along quietly on my perilous journey
The whispers of a better future reaching for my hand.

Fear is all consuming, a fiery force dragging me back,
It makes me forget the reasons for which I have to move on.
It seeps into my mind from every side, engulfing and pulling
With it taking such a strong hold, hope seems to be gone.

Faith, on the other hand, plays the angel to fear’s dark evil
It allows me to see a brighter and better end.
It’s the only force strong enough to drive me continually onwards
Reminding me of the gifts that I cannot misspend.

Unfortunately, in this life, the two go hand in hand
It’s impossible to find one without the other.
Faith is the invisible arm reaching out to catch you
But lying, waiting in the darkness, will be its unrelenting brother.

Jackson Labell-Nevard (8)



Grade 9 Layered Tempera 
Paintings

Andrew Zhang (9)
Zoe Li (9)

Sarah Luxenberg (9)

Zach Goldenberg (9)



Nadav Sarid (11)

The crowd gets louder,
They know what happens next,
And so do you, 
It’s time to go,
Show them what you got, 
And why you’re here, 
Just before, you get on the ice, 
You think, 
Welcome to the show.  

The Show
Giuliano Latella (9)

It’s the big day,
First game of the year,
In front of your crowd,
First ever game, 
Time to get ready,
You have waited all this time, 
All while working hard, 
And now it is time,
Time for it to pay itself off. 

Big one tonight,
Hard work,
Dedication, 
And determination, 
Have got you here, 
Just do your job 
And the rest, 
Will come on its own, 
When everyone does that,
You win. 

What happens next, depends on you,
Your performance,
You are the master of your own destiny,
No one can control you, 
Create your energy,
And use it,
Become who you want to be, 
On the ice, 
Make sure no one beats you,
Not at your job anyway.
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