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Winter
Amy MacDonald   Gilpin Elementary

I know it is winter when. . . 
I see snow� akes and frosty trees.

I can see some icicles.
I hear the sleds going down the hill.

I hear children laughing and singing a song.
I smell the candles and the warm � re.

I smell sweaty mittens.
I taste hot chocolate.

I taste the snow falling on my tongue.
I feel the wind and cozy hats.

I feel the snow and I make snow angels.
My senses tell me winter is here!

Bonjour l’hiver
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Long ago there was a very short, grey totem pole.  His name was T immy.  He lived in a village with people, trees, water and salmon that were drying. One hot and toasty evening, two young men looked at Timmy.  �ey thought he was too short and skinny.  �ey decided to make him the tallest totem pole.

B u t  T i m m y  d i d  n o t  l i k e  t h a t .   H e  l i k e d  h o w  e v e r y  d a y  k i d s  w o u l d  g a t h e r  a r o u n d  h i m  a n d  c l i m b  o n  t o  h i s  b a c k .   H e  l o v e d  h i s  l i f e .   H e  d i d n ’ t  w a n t  t o  b e  t a l l e r .

B u t  t h e  n e x t  d a y ,  r i g h t  b e f o r e  t h e  k i d s  w o k e  u p  t o  g a t h e r  a r o u n d ,  T i m m y  w a s  s a d l y  c u t  d o w n .   H e  w a s  a d d e d  t o  a n o t h e r  t r e e  a n d  b u i l t  i n t o  a  t a l l e r  t o t e m  p o l e .

H o u r s  l a t e r ,  T i m m y  s t o o d  u p  w i t h  t h e  t a l l  t r e e s .   � e  s u n  w a s  b o i l i n g  a l l  o v e r  h i s  h e a d  l i k e  a  � r e  b u r n i n g  o v e r  h i m .   T i m m y  r e a l i z e d  h o w  t a l l  h e  w a s .   T i m m y  w a s  i n  b i g  s h o c k .   H e  c a l l e d  o u t  f o r  

h e l p  b u t  n o b o d y  c o u l d  h e a r  h i s  v o i c e .   H e  w a n t e d  t o  s h r i n k .   H e  u s e d  a l l  o f  h i s  m i g h t  t o  s h r i n k  b u t  



Home   Jackson Adam   Aubrey Elementary

My kittens looking out the window
excited to play with me,
crying for company

My brother reading me a book
at bedtime 

Pumpkin bread baking 
in the oven

Delicious meals my mom 
prepares for our family

� e warmth of the � replace
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Les dons de la nature 
Audrey Clark   École Marlborough Élémentaire

La sensation des vagues sous le bateau,
Ma main trainant dans l’eau fraiche.

Regarder coucher le soleil d’un canot,
Les couleurs de rouge, jaune et orange dans le ciel.

L’océan bleu
Qui re�ète dans mes yeux.

La neige douce tombant du ciel,
Une belle couverture blanche sur la ville

Les oiseaux perchés dans un arbre
Chantant pour moi,

Les �eurs de printemps,
Florissant dans mon jardin vivant.

Les roses, tulipes et les marguerites,
Dansant dans le vent.

La Nature.

Word PlayI Love NatureLilian S
hi   Gilpin ElementaryI  l o v e ,

� e  b e a u t i f u l  w i n g s  o f  a  b u t t e r � y ,
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Home 
eva Liu   Brantford Elementary

Home is love
Home is joy

Home is ful�llment
Home is where I belong

Home is where I feel relaxed
A place to feel safe

A place to �nd comfort
A place where I give my heart to

A place I will never forget
A place that I depend on

Home is what I depend on
Home is where I trust to keep all my secrets

A place where my heart is
A place to be protected

A Mother to a Daughter 
Niya Luddu
Buckingham Elementary

From the day that you came into this world to the day that I die,
I will cherish you with all my love
I will help you be the best you can be, maybe even better
You brighten up my world and make my life complete
When you feel down, I will comfort you 
You are my whole wide world
You are my sunshine, my princess,
My everything
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Winter is when… 
sunny sun    
Buckingham Elementary

Jolly children are laughing all around town.
Graceful nutcrackers are dancing in Santa’s workshops.
Exquisite snow�akes are falling on porches and roo�ops.
Frigid icicles are dripping o� tree branches.
Garish colours are fading as white snow falls.
Fragile snowmen are melting in the slippery yard.

Abalone 
Bryden MacDonald   
Stoney Creek Community School

Shiny as a diamond that has never been touched,
Rough as a very old book buried,
Oval as a newly hatched egg,
Swirly as a spinning vortex and the universe,
As sketchy as a polka dotted horse,
Abalone

Nature’s Power 
Itamar Titievsky 

Stoney Creek Community School

�e splashing of the waves,
�e mighty strength of �re,

�e fresh air in the morning, speak to me.
�e wet grass in the garden,

�e trees that stretch into the sky,
�e heights of mountains, speak to me.

�e bloom of �owers,
�e rhythm of the wind,

�e tweeting of the birds, they speak to me,
And I imagine Nature’s power

Blossom 
Ava Carroll    
Suncrest Elementary

It blossoms
Gently, one petal at a time
Each opens on their own
Like waiting for a clock to chime
When this happens, it means it is fully grown
And when it �nally opens,
It looks like a burst of colours,
In very so� motions
It blossoms

Who Are You? 
emilia Cerda-Riveros    

Cascade Heights Elementary

I see you walking towards me through the snowstorm.
I start walking towards you.

You come right in front of me and I say “Who are you?”
You smile with your diamond white teeth,
“I was lost, but now I found you,” he says.

“You are my grandfather!” I whisper.
As I hold his hands, he slips away.

I wake up.
It was just a dream.

AGES 8-10PoetryPoetry AGES 8-10
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 I was staying at Luna’s house for the night. 
Her parents were out shopping.  I was reading a 
book called Tornadoes 101 when Luna called my 
name with an exclaimed look on her face.  
 We looked outside.  �e wind and rain 
that had been going on for days seemed to be 
gradually getting worse.  We both sighed with 
disappointment.  We wanted to play outside.
 Luna looked at me, her curly brown hair 
all messed up and with a crazy look in her hazel 
brown eyes.  “Why DON’T we play outside?”
 “YOU’RE CRAZYYYY!!!!!” I screamed.  
“It’s freezing and wet.  What would we do anyway?”
 We put on shiny raincoats and walked 
outside.  �e wind was crisp and the rain was ice 
cold.  I could feel the cold, fresh air go up my nose 
and ice cold water drizzled down from my wet, 
silky, black hair onto my face.  Surprisingly, it felt 
calming.
 We walked around her huge back yard.   
I was in awe of the grass because it was covered 
in dew that shined and sparkled like crystal 
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 Il y a très longtemps, près d’un océan,  
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Trip 
Zohra Nikjo    

Lakeview Elementary

Take-o�
Enjoyable, delightful,

Entertaining, amazing, thrilling,
Absolutely-wonderful, strangely-boring,

Rushing, good-byeing, packing,
Incredibly-tiring, overwhelmingly-long

Return

She dreams in darkness
Black and white
And
White and black
�e shadows and clouds
�at cover her whole
She dreams in darkness

She dreams in darkness 
Until one day
When Light
Came walking in
Not even looking at her
But embracing her whole
She dreams in darkness

She dreams in darkness
Unable to see anything else
But the glow that Light gives
She ached with longing
Longing to show him the shadows
She dreams in darkness

She dreams in light
Blinded by her love
Walking side by side
Never touching
For he would burn her
She dreams in light

She dreams in light
Looking for him everyday
Showing him the stars
And constellations
�at align
She dreams in light

She dreams in light
Laughing at everything
Smiling at her future
Trusting him with everything
Embracing him with all her might
She dreams in light

She Dreams   sabrina Xie   Capitol Hill Elementary

PoetryPoetry AGES 11+AGES 11+





21Word Play“Oh! Oh n o
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 “Hey, Rose, how ‘bout a movie?” Loretta 
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Word Play

Graveyard Boy don’t �ll your head too much, because you might explode due to this sciamachy
Graveyard Boy you’re quite pathetic you know you can’t even have a delusion of happiness

Graveyard Boy this philophobia will catch up to you one day.  Mommy should have raised a baby girl, you
can keep a better son

Graveyard Boy your laxness is appalling, are you really just so hollow?
Graveyard Boy you’re just another one to feed the ravens, don’t worry about the fun and games, you

can keep an eye
Graveyard Boy the skeleton next to your closet door is whispering your dirty secrets and your victims
Graveyard Boy you should really clean up the still-beating heart o� the �oor, it’s made quite a mess of

your brain
Graveyard Boy they thought you needed pity, but you need emotions of your own

Graveyard Boy you got your name because everyone thinks you’re already dead, who knew they were
right

Graveyard Boy
No Matter 

How Many times
You clean the blood

O� these walls
�e walls of your mind

Will be
Forever 
Stained.

Graveyard Boy
Isabella Funaro   Alpha Secondary

PoetryPoetry GRADE 8GRADE 8
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 Every person has that inner voice.  �e one 
that tells you to keep going and motivates you.   
�e one that is the reason why you`re good at so 
many things and so talented.  �e problem is I 
never really had that voice, all I got was the bottom 
of the deal.  �e one that makes you feel worse than 
you thought was possible and makes you feel as 
though tomorrow isn’t worth it.
 �e clock that hung up on the wall made a 
noise that I got lost in.  A certain “tic” that made 
the trees outside more interesting than whatever 
my teacher was rambling on about.  Time seemed 
to �y away like everything that I had learned in the 
night while I was sleeping.
 “Ugh, can you hurry up?  Both of us know 
you’re going to fail this grade.”  She sat cross-legged 
on the �oor next to my desk.  She is the half of 
me that tears me down.  My Blurryface.  High 
cheekbones, thin �gure with perfect features all 
wrapped up in a ponytail.  She was everything  
I wasn’t.  
 She followed me back home from fourth 
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 Re�ection. 
 
 She follows me wherever I go.  Always jeering 
and judging.  I pass by windows, look down at 
clear puddles, and glimpse at mirrors.  She is 
always there.  I try not to look at her; to ignore that 
she’s there, that she is not my problem.  �e thing 
is, she is.  Every time I try not to acknowledge her, 
my attempts are in vain.  She is my problem, and 
mine alone.  My eyes settle on the gum-littered 
concrete below my feet, safe from the window. 

 Although I don’t look, I know what she’s doing.  
It’s the same every day.  She stands there curtly, 
waiting for me to pollute my positivity with her 
negative nature.  Her presence alone is enough to 
ruin almost all of my high spirits.  No Breanna.  
Don’t let her beat you down.  Keep your head up 
high, and force a smile.  Don’t infect others with this 
plague of negativity.

 Step by step I try to walk away from her, 
but I cannot; this is something she knows.  Her 
menacing glare sears against the back of my skull, 
daring me to turn around and face her; daring 
me to do what I’ve been itching to do ever since 
this started.  So, I do. Slowly, and shakily I turn 
around to face the vile monster that has become 
of the innocent, well natured girl that I used to 
know.  �e positivity, and kindness that had once 
emanated from her was a delight that would always 
pull me away from the nudging darkness inside.  
Now, she is nothing but a disease waiting to grasp 
my sanity.  She is the darkness.  

 

�e moment our eyes meet, she twists her face into 
an ugly sneer, and I want to shrink into the frail 
girl that she has created.  She starts to open her 
mouth, but I already know what’s to come.  As a 
snake spits its venom, the girl in front of me spits 
her poison.

 “What do you think you’re doing, walking 
around with your head so high?  You have nothing 
to be proud of.  No one cares about you.  I mean, 
why would they?  Just look at you.  All the other 
girls are thin, while you are quite the opposite!  
You’re dumber than a stump, and your nose is 
bigger than a balloon.  �e only thing you’re 
capable of doing, is being a loser.”  She sco�s, 
pressing down on her nose to mock the shape  
of my own.

 Her words hit me hard, and I �ght back the 
tears welling in my eyes.  �ey threaten to burst 
out, but every bit of dignity I have le� keeps them 
back.  This has gone on far too long.  She needs to be  
stopped now.

 “You know what?  I don’t care.  I don’t care that 
I may not be the most athletic girl in the grade, nor 
the prettiest.  I am who I am because this is who  
I choose to be.”  I walk up to the window holding  
my re�ection. 

 An idea rushes to my head and I can’t help but 
laugh inside.  I do something and all the coldness 
melts away, revealing a girl that I never thought  
I’d see again.  I look straight at my re�ection,  
and I smile.

Reflection   Breanna Lu   Burnaby North Secondary 

WORDS Writing Project

ProseProse GRADE 8
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Artificial Happiness
Hannah Cui
Burnaby North Secondary

Cheery yellow imprinted on the backs of eyelids
Radiating bright joyful warmth
Wax crayons smeared across open sketchbooks
A masterpiece of smudged � ngertips
And naive, endless imagination
Of hopeful tomorrows and
Wishful thinking
� e future is bright, joyful, warm
Yellow
� e colour of arti� cial happiness

A dream   Zeenath Aleaf   Alpha Secondary

she knew they did their best, and that was all that mattered,
she knew they did their best, yet all her thoughts were scattered

the morning calm, the summer sun; that was what she dreamed of                                                                                                        
to break out of the same old path,                                                                                                                                            
a puppet with her strings cut

to go away, to say goodbye,                                                                                                                                         
the stars were an escape,                                                                            
to move on, to change the world,                                                                                                                                           
leave nothing in her place

to feel waves of heat, to taste summer berries,                                                                                                                                         
to bask in their sweetness,  
to change the fortune life carries,                                                                                                                                         
to think away the bleakness

one day she’d be brave enough,                                                                                                                                          
her captivity surceases,                                                                                                                                 
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Sad Faces 
Nico santiago
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

Sad faces, pretty places
Tired eyes view salmon skies
Our hearts sink like the setting sun
Before we close the blinds

Busy people, restless minds
Each person, an ornate town
With crowded streets going round and round
An enigma of emotions surround 

At eventide we lay
But we do not rest
We muse a million thoughts
�at equate to nothing

Tears dri� down our cheeks
Staining our clean bedsheets
Like how we’ve been marked
By our broken hearts

But we run
From the acid rain
And �nd
Our umbrella of joy

Like moths, we are
Attracted to the glow
Happiness is our light
�at we chase and follow

We are like roses
Even with the thorns
We can blossom
And bloom vivid �owers

Sad places, pretty faces
Undeserving of a frown
Sad faces can be happy
Just turn them upside down

Blue 
Tavin Roe
Cariboo Hill Secondary

Blue water 
Blue sky 
Blue people 
Blue everything 

Travelling on this boat for days, weeks, months, 
All I’ve come across screams blue 

A once �ery and passionate people, 
Extinguished by the �ames of war 

Aleppo is now nothing more than remains. 
�e remains of a society long lost to strife
Destroyed by those who claim they’re helping 

�e greed and hate that has surfaced back home,
Is an enigma inviting a solution.

But does it exist? 

Why do people of faith commit such monstrous acts? 
Is there really a God that supports this strain of cruelty? 

�is is certainly not what we were taught. 
Hopefully where we journey, this isn’t the custom.

Hopefully where we settle, they will accept us, 
Accept me

Hopefully I won’t be an unwelcome shadow, 
Hopefully I won’t be 

Blue

Word Play

PoetryPoetry GRADES 9 & 10GRADES 9 & 10
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Poem Ponder   Troy Chong
Burnaby North Secondary

�e white computer screen
Stares blatantly back at me
Waiting eagerly for my �ngers
To obtain a green signal from my brain
To start typing 
Meaningful, eloquent words.

I am experiencing the symptoms
Of writer’s block
Where my creative juices have dried up
Like a lonely, decaying orange 
Uninspired to peel away its layers
To �nd itself again.

�e clock ticks away 
Minute by minute
As I procrastinate and ponder
About themes and poetic devices
With the choice of
Free verse, haiku, or limerick.

I feel the weight of despair
As the words I have chosen
Are rejected by the stroke
Of the backspace key
As I overthink the usage of
Metaphors, alliteration and similes.

My dream is to create a poem
From my lucid imagination
Di�erent from all others
And now that I sit here a�er all the worry
And ponder again
I realize that…
I just did.

Tumbling in the Dust   skylar Ferguson
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

Green again, grey again, gone again—
Replaced by a cerulean sky—
A �erce carnage of colours, or,
A circus of the senses:
I fancy I can recognise
�e green �ora; the forest
Amidst �ecks of the grinding rocks,
�e soil,
And the in�nite sky.
My mechanical beast renders
A gleeful cacophony of
Clangours, clinks, rustles 
And cracks like cannon-�re
�at growl and roar in my ears
As the fragrance of the fuel
Glistening in the gravel
Fills my nose—
�is was a reckless farce;
A fool’s ga�e
With ferocious consequence:
I fell
Causing the motorb48.9 TJ
T*
[(T c)-.1(o cr)6(u)-5
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Le Matin   simon Huang   École Moscrop Secondaire

Alors que j’ouvre les yeux à la lumière orange éclatante qui perce à travers les
rideaux, le chant des oiseaux réveille mon cerveau pleinement de l’obscurité

profonde.
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The Empty Street   Nicole Liang    Burnaby Mountain Secondary

I stroll down an empty street, 
Casting shadows 
Like a crow’s silhouette 
Against a clear sky, unbound 
And limitless, on a road far greater than I
Yet still I walk with a lone destination

Headphones in, sweet thrums of music
Curtain me from the murmurs
Of countless lives unbeknownst to me
For moments of isolation and escape
My feet touch my own world, my own stage
Peaceful and undisturbed by other actors

�en jarring and shattering,
My sole slips, a struggle between
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That One Time in the Parking Lot    
Alice Park    Burnaby Mountain Secondary

I’ve never seen you cry before                    
Until now
�e tears were of
Homesickness
Frustration
�e past
And a sorrow I could never understand

It felt bad
Because I could only o�er
My unknowledgeable words
My hand, my kisses
I couldn’t help you
You who had sacri�ced so much
Simply because I called you dad

I cried along with you
Helpless in front of your troubles
We were silent
As hot tears ran down both of our faces
I held your hand tight
So you wouldn’t
Leave me

We sat there
In the car 
In the parking lot
Next to a �ickering light
At 6:20 pm
Crying, quiet as mice
It was a secret
�at fathers cried

You pat my head and
Let. 
Go. 
Of my hand
You were distant
Embarrassed you had let me see
�e tears of a father

I kissed your cheek
My tears leaving stains
You turned away
Told me don’t cry
Told me don’t worry
But I did
Looking at you wipe your eyes

You sent me o�
Making sure that
I didn’t look like I was crying
Because you knew what vulnerability
Did to children
But I cried when I was out of sight
Of your watching eyes

Once you were gone
I touched my tears
�ey had little weight
Compared to yours
Yours, �lled with sacri�ce
A deep melancholy
�at shocked me but then again
I’ve never seen you cry before 

PoetryPoetry GRADES 9 & 10GRADES 9 & 10
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L’histoire perdue    
Ida Niksirat   École Moscrop Secondaire

Plusieurs pensent que l’histoire est oubliée quand on oublie de la mettre 
Sur du papier

Ce n’est pas vrai
L’encre ne veut pas, ne peut pas, tout documenter
L’encre danse sur le papier seulement dans les mains des humains
Et les humains aiment oublier
Aiment oublier les désastres qui créent leurs créations
6 millions personnes tuées à travers 6 ans
Mais la croix gammée �otte toujours

220 000 esprits « ennemis » détruits par deux avions
Des bombes atomiques sont créées chaque jour

Les écoles résidentielles étaient faites après la deuxième guerre mondiale
C’est vrai que c’est di�cile d’y croire
Et pourtant nous sommes encore les héros de toutes les histoires
Vraies ou fausses
Écrites ou pas

Beaucoup pensent que l’histoire est seulement dangereuse quand on 
L’oublie

Ce n’est pas vrai
L’histoire est aussi dangereuse
Quand
   On
  L’ignore

Sometimes when I’m writing, I’ll grip the branches of a tree and start to climb.
�e branches will snap, and hit the ground.
I’ll watch them tumble beneath me.
�e ground will shake, and I’ll fall, my hands painful.
I’ll keep writing,
that’s what I do.

GRADES 9 & 10 PoetryPoetry GRADES 9 & 10
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A little boy sat on the lawn of his backyard.  He 
raised his head, catching a glimpse of the murky 
sky �lled with thousands or even trillions of 
bright shining stars.  Each star has a di�erent 
destiny.  Not only a di�erent destiny, but a 
di�erent tale to tell.  �e North wind blew into 
a breeze, but a voice toppled the sound.  A voice 
�oating towards the little child, a familiar voice.

“Everett my boy, what are you watching?” the 
boy’s Grandpa asked.

“I enjoy watching the stars.  Not a single one is 
the same size.  Not a single one has the same 
voice,” the little boy said.

“�at’s true, every star in the sky is like every 
single person in the world.  You are pretty smart 
Everett,” his Grandpa laughed.  His grandson was 
smart for his age.

“Grandpa, if every single star is one of us...”  
little Everett asked, but his Grandpa interrupted.

“�at’s right grandson,” his Grandpa replied.

“But Grandpa Cyrus, if every single star in the 
universe is one of us, who would then be the 
giant sun?  �e sun is a star, isn’t it?”

Cyrus looked at the sky like he had been asked 
one of the hardest questions.  “Who is the sun? 
No one is, right?” the old man pondered.

“Everett, that is a very good question, but I’m 
afraid I cannot answer that question,” Cyrus 
replied sadly to his grandson.

Everett started, “Grandpa, I have been  
wondering about this too.  �e sun isn’t really  
a regular human.

“During the night, the sun hides away in the 
darkness, behind his best and only friend; the 
moon. We usually forget that he exists in the 
night sometimes.  But he is always around us.  
Always protecting us.  Always watching us.  
I believe……
�e
Sun
Is
Love.”

Grandpa looked at the smart little boy in awe.   
He has a point.  Without further due of thinking, 
his eight-year-old grandson started again.

“Love hides under the moon, who I understand 
as ‘hate’.  It is true, Grandma Yee used to tell me 
before she died, “�e things we hate the most 
generally end up to be the things we love the 
most.’’  

�ose words were just sounds when I �rst heard 
them, but they hit me hard a�er the accident.  
�e love always hides under the hate.  Grandma 
Yee said, “Everett, you are a big boy. Forget and 
forgive the person who hit me.  You might hate 
him, but in the end, you will appreciate what he 
did. Love always comes a�er hate.”

�e full moon soared over the big universe 
of stars, shining on the tears rolling down the 
cheeks of Cyrus.  Nevertheless, his little Everett 
will become the sun one day.

The Boy Who Watched Stars   
Alex-Foyang shen   Burnaby North Secondary

ProseProse GRADES 9 & 10GRADES 9 & 10
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Speak ladylike
Arrêtez de nous assimiler dans votre melting pot of sexes
Because it’s 2017
Et c’est le temps d’abandonner les croyances sexistes
Et anéantir le déséquilibre entre nos paychecks

Speak ladylike
Nous ne restons plus silencieus es
Il fait trop longtemps que nous submit to your orders
Alors n’utilisez pas vos mots comme du lacrymogène
Because we have thick skin
Et ne nous attaquez pas avec vos actions comme une matraque
Because sticks and stones won’t break our bones

Word Play

Maple Syrup 
Taryn sabot

Cariboo Hill Secondary

When I write
It feels like my heart is coated in syrup, or some other thick, slow substance. 

�e words should drip away onto the page and 
I know exactly what is needed to be said, 

And what I want to say,
But as I let it all soak onto the paper

Every word feels wrong 
Somehow,

As if there’s a right answer.
Which there isn’t. 

A journal is not a math worksheet. 
But I suppose it’s ironic

Because the words on the page,
�e words I write that look so wrong together,

Feel more genuine than the words 
I speak…

Poetry 

Poetry GRADES 11 & 12GRADES 11 & 12
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Word Play

Walking through the empty �elds 
Of places I don’t know.

�e atmosphere is still yet blank, calm yet desolate.
A cool breeze blankets over me,

As the whoosh of the wind causes trees to dance, swaying gently 
My footsteps break the branches beneath, roots snapping violently.

I can feel the air gaining momentum,
Vehement gushes of icy, rough winds.

�e birds are calling frantically, �ying in swarms over my head
I see the shadows, dark and mysterious

Perhaps they are trees, yet my unconscious says otherwise
�e �gures in the woods, they haunt me continuously.

I see the silhouettes coming for me, like a wolf a�er its prey,
And I run

Fast, away from the trees, away from reality. 
Adrenaline �ows through my veins as my legs pump vigorously. 

I halt abruptly, catching my breath, heart racing
I turn around, anticipating the worst.

�e air has become tranquil again.
�e trees are motionless, the birds, quiet.

In what seemed like a matter of seconds, the woods have hushed.
As if it has two personalities of its own.

Yet I can’t stop but ponder the �gures I saw.
�e ambiguous unknown,
�e presence in the woods.

The Presence in the Woods
Constance Fung     

Burnaby Mountain Secondary

Swing Out 
Billy Lin
Burnaby North Secondary

Barely Necessary

I kneel,
Fiddling with my shoe laces;
My ears are pounding
My heart,
the same

I ask for her hand and we smile
“You again?”
And o� we swing

Rock Step

�e music starts
�e beat drives my feet

Rock Step, 
I pull her closer and
Step,
Swirl her under my arm

Step
Into my favourite part-
Eyes meet-

Rock Step
Stop and listen to the music
Rock Step,
Step,

Step

Stop

I face the crowd
the typical-
the already-made-its, the teal suit jackets
I feel malaise in between the dancing mazes
Something tells me this isn’t the usual
In her absence, a happy place seems a funeral

“Life” 
Clare Hardjowasito
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

If life were like a battery,
�en boy we’d all be dead.

We’re all stuck in our own world of technology.
Living day to day trapped in a false reality.

From tweets to twitter,
To the most likes on Instagram,
To try and be the best, most successful on social media.
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The Kingdom 
Paulina Yus
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

No sorrows expelled of fear
Nor a threat towards the premiere
For all loved in this empire,
�is was his kingdom.

�e hills burn with Aether’s lights
And they cheer his name on hopeful nights,
Until a sword was drawn and blood came cold
And fear struck his peaceful kingdom.

Every step I take the world crumbles
Eternal being of regret, I scream
I damned me these troubles
And here burns my gorgeous regime
�is is my kingdom.

If God forgives, then I beg to banish my sin.
�e future is bleak, so let this be the last you see of me
For I hid in despair and sob my last grin
Praying to the Great Spirit to let me be.
And I bid farewell to my lost kingdom.

Smoke �lls the empty dwelling
Cradling the bodies to hear no yearning
What once stood here has fallen,
�is was his kingdom.

Freedom 
June Lee
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

Freedom, 
How are you doing?
It’s been a while. 
Last I heard, you were travelling
With the West Coast wind.
Tell me, where have you gone?

Freedom, 
You used to say “come on”
in a way that still rings in my ears.
You would drive with the windows down,
Play a game of cards,
just like we would in grade school.

Freedom, 
You made me love chocolate milkshakes 
even though I never loved 
the bitter a�ertaste.
You had a way of smiling that had us 
at our knees.

But Freedom,
did you have a bionic heart?
Everyone fell in love with you,
but woke up to an empty bed.
Freedom, let’s catch up sometime.
I miss waking up next to you.

Word Play

PoetryPoetry GRADES 11 & 12GRADES 11 & 12
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Screaming 
Oona Forrester
Burnaby Mountain Secondary

Debilitated by my own anxiety;
Choking on words that don’t exist. In an imaginary world of fear
I wait for the cold constraints to li� from my chest –
�e chains don’t break anymore.
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Word Play

Th is was the day.  
Today he would � nally see the faces which 
haunted him in his dreams, and hear the voices 
that spoke to him in his mind.  
Suddenly, he felt empty.  He stu� ed his � sts into 
his pocket.  
I should’ve brought fl owers.  
His � ngers began to trace random words against 
the lining of his pocket, a habit he had conjured 
for situations like this.  Almost instantly, he felt a 
warm hand still his � ngers, holding them steady.  
“Baba! Baba!”  
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WORDS Writing Project

Hands around my neck.
Covered in sweat. 
Can’t remember why.
Panic envelopes me. 

As I �ail my arms and legs around to try and �ght, my eyes �y open.  I make eye contact with a man 
standing over a dresser… A dresser? 
 
Everything suddenly warps into focus.  I am in my bedroom.  I am okay.  It’s okay.  �e hands around my 
neck is actually my bed sheet.  �e man over my dresser is my poster of Albert Einstein. My breathing 
slowly returns.  I try and recall what I did last night, but I can’t seem to remember; I assume that I went 
through my normal routine then just went to bed...
Why am I �lled with so much anxiety? 

“Imagination will take YOU anywhere!”  Einstein says to me sternly.  He almost seems to move toward 
me.  I shake my head awake. 

My eyes fall away from Einstein staring down at me and onto my clock which reads 9:32 AM.  It screams 
“LATE!” with its red hot voice. 

Panic re-emerges and I throw the cover o� me.  I rush to get ready.  As I fall out of bed, I realize that I 
must not have taken my clothes o� last night as I am fully clothed, including my shoes… Normally this 
would concern me, but today I am late, and it quickly leaves my brain.  I grab my backpack, run down the 
stairs and �y out of the front door. 

It has been snowing for the last week, so the ground is covered in a white blanket while the sidewalk has  
a layer of thick ice covering it.  I attempt to move as fast as I can without slipping…
An empty lot covered in snow catches my eye.  �e lot looks like a bed, with two piles of snow near the 
sidewalk acting as pillows.  It almost calls out to me to crawl into it and sleep forever…
I shake my head and pull myself away from the bed, no matter how much I want to crawl into it… No!  
I need to get to school.  I have an English test today on… Hamlet?  I think it was… all the details from 
the last week seem fuzzy. 

I �nally reach the school doors and pull them open and am immediately greeted by a hug of warmness 
from inside.  �e school is quiet as �rst period is still in session.  Although, the air seems… strange.   
I cannot explain it, it just seems like something heavy is in the air.

Sleep   Nicole evans   Burnaby South Secondary

ProseProse GRADES 11 & 12
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 Loving someone from the day you are born 
is absurd.  Is the love even real if it is obligatory?  
I question the past sixteen years of my life as 
I rummage through the drawers in my room, 
searching for a replacement for the necklace my 
sister had torn from my neck only moments ago.  
Why does she get to take whatever she wants from 
me?  I think ragefully.
 I pull a dull brown necklace out of a drawer, 
that drawer, the one that everyone has, the 
one that contains the bulk of the junk people 
keep.  Mine is �lled with the useless gi�s that I 
am spoiled with.  �e chain of wooden beads, 
however, brings back a memory of my seven year 
old self visiting my grandparents in India.  
 “… Six, seven, eight…” my grandmother 
counts in Hindi.  Her eyes are closed while her 
hands move slowly around the necklace.  She 
counts the beads soundlessly, reaching the same 
number each time.  It is so consistent, so reliable.  
I am mesmerized by the cycle until I look up to 
see my grandmother’s open eyes staring back at 
me. 
 “Come here,” she says.  I walk over to sit on 
the mattress that is long past overused. 
 “Do you know what this is?” she asks, 
gesturing to the necklace.
 “A necklace,” I speak in the same dialect.   
She chuckles.
 “�is is no ordinary piece of jewelry.  It is 
called a mala.  �ere are 108 beads that each have 
their own meaning.  Here, hold it like this.  You 
must touch each bead gently…” she continues but 
her words hardly register as I carelessly pull the 
necklace over my head.  It is tremendously long 
on my tiny body but I enjoy the grown up feeling 
that it gives me. 

 My grandmother smiles and I cheekily  
grin back.  
 “Keep it,” she says, “I have kept it for many 
years so now you take it.  Hold the beads every 
day and they will give you wisdom back in 
Canada where I cannot be.”  Her warm eyes 
glisten for a second but then close, continuing 
with her prayers. 
 I give it no additional thought, and I slap 
my feet down onto the tiled �oors and go about 
stomping around the house, showing o� the 
beads that ornament my neck. 

 �e reminiscence fades to the neglected 
necklace I hold now.  I realize that I am holding 
a piece of my grandmother’s love for me.  �is 
simple commodity used to be a part of her daily 
life.  She gave it up on that day for me.  �ere was 
no second guessing, just a simple sacri�ce made 
for her oblivious granddaughter. 
 I bring the necklace — the mala — delicately 
up to my chest.  I feel my grandmother with 
me through the mala.  �e 11,000 kilometres 
between us are gone and I can hear her low 
chanting once again.  I picture her sitting on her 
bed; her hands are motionless, resting on her lap. 

Mala   Yasmin Kochhar   Burnaby North Secondary

WORDS Writing Project

ProseProse GRADES 11 & 12
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 �e day appeared to be as any other, equipped 
with the typical exhausting incessant hum of 
societal expectations.  Needless to say, I was not 
feeling particularly at ease. So what better place 
to escape it all than the Library? A safe haven, 
a constant in my life, which came accessorized 
with very few variables. I teetered across the curb, 
precariously balancing my worries, my umbrella, 
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a cry, a plea, a request:  please listen to us   
Carol Zhang   Burnaby South Secondary 

Maybe it is unreasonable.  Maybe it is 
paradoxical…

I was a child once.  We all were.  I liked orange 
juice; I drank it a lot. I read books and played.
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The Rotary Club of Burnaby, would like to congratulate all those who participated in  
Burnaby School District’s WORDS Writing Project. Improving literacy is an important  
goal of Rotary. The club has been a proud supporter of this project since 1995. 

The Rotary Club of Burnaby works towards making a difference in the lives of those  
in its community. In this endeavour, the club supports a number of local initiatives  
that include:

•	 Bursaries for each of Burnaby School District’s secondary schools 
•	 Lunch programs for children
•	 Rotary Youth Leadership Award
•	 Adventure	programs	in	citizenship,	film,	forestry	&	environment,	 

technology and tourism
•	 Rotary Organized Adolescent Retreat (ROAR) that provides leadership  

development to a student from each of Burnaby’s elementary schools
•	 And much more ...

You too can make a difference. Come join us!
Come out to one of our Friday luncheon meetings.

For more Information:
www.RotaryBurnaby.org or RotaryBurnaby@gmail.com  

Facebook: Rotary Club of Burnaby / Twitter: @RotaryBurnaby




