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TEXT BY THE GENESIS CLASS

We’ve got days and days,
Years and years
Of stories 
In this class.
We have lots to tell.
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Quelle initiative inspirante que le projet 
Quebec Roots ! D’une année à l’autre, il 
donne l’occasion à des élèves anglophones 
du Québec de s’exprimer librement sur 
les préoccupations et sur les sujets qui 
concernent leur génération. Au moyen 
de l’écriture et de la photographie, ces 
jeunes nous invitent à en apprendre 
davantage sur leur communauté, sur les 
enjeux auxquels ils font face ainsi que sur 
les traditions qui caractérisent différentes 
facettes de leur vie. 

Grâce à cette expérience des plus 
enrichissantes, ils apprennent à jouer 
avec les mots et les images, à en découvrir 
toute la portée. En osant aborder des 
sujets préoccupants comme l’intimidation 
et l’homophobie, ils aident à prévenir les 
préjugés et à les combattre.

Je tiens à saluer tous les efforts déployés 
par ces jeunes talentueux qui contribuent  
à la très grande qualité de l’édition 2019.  
Je suis heureux que le festival Metropolis 
bleu leur offre cette tribune et je remercie 
la Fondation de favoriser d’aussi belle 
façon les échanges interculturels.

Chers lecteurs et chères lectrices, je vous 
invite à apprécier les œuvres qui s’offrent 
à vous dans le cadre de cette nouvelle 
édition de Quebec Roots! 

Jean-François Roberge
Ministre de l’Éducation et de 
l’Enseignement supérieur
Minister of Education 
and Higher Education

Quebec Roots – what an inspiring 
project! Year after year, it provides 
Quebec’s English-speaking students 
with an opportunity to freely express 
the concerns and issues that matter to 
their generation. Through writing and 
photography, these young people allow 
us to learn about their communities, the 
challenges they face and the traditions 
that shape various aspects of their lives.   

Thanks to this most enriching experience, 
they learn to play with words and images, 
and to discover their significance and 
impact. In daring to tackle issues of 
particular concern, such as bullying  
and homophobia, they contribute to  
the prevention of prejudice, as well  
as to the on-going fight against it.  

I would like to congratulate these 
talented young people for their efforts, 
which contribute to the exceptional 
quality of the 2019 edition. I am 
pleased that Blue Metropolis Festival 
provides them with this opportunity 
and I commend the organization for 
encouraging intercultural exchange in 
such a wonderful way.

Readers, I invite you to enjoy the works 
on offer with this new edition of  
Quebec Roots! 
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Quebec Roots, qui célèbre cette année son 14e anniversaire, est 
certainement le vaisseau amiral de nos programmes éducatifs. 
Rendu possible grâce au soutien financier du Gouvernement du 
Québec depuis 2005, Quebec Roots a non seulement donné une 
voix aux élèves du Québec, mais il leur a permis de s’exprimer 
librement sur des enjeux qui les préoccupent.

Conçu avant tout pour stimuler le goût de l’écriture, le 
programme est arrimé au cursus scolaire et permet de développer 
plusieurs compétences transversales, pour lutter, tout compte 
fait, contre le décrochage scolaire.

La présente édition a mis à contribution 160 jeunes provenant 
de sept écoles anglophones, incluant une école du Grand Nord. 
Les textes et les photos qu’elle contient reflètent les enjeux, mais 
aussi les valeurs et les traditions familiales de ces jeunes et de 
leurs communautés.

Quebec Roots, celebrating its 14th anniversary this year, is 
undoubtedly our flagship educational program. Made possible 
since 2005 thanks to the financial support of the Government of 
Quebec, Quebec Roots has given a voice to students across the 
province, allowing them to express themselves freely on issues 
that are important to them.

Developed primarily in order to stimulate an interest in writing, 
the program is linked to the school curriculum, promotes the 
development of several cross-disciplinary skills and ultimately 
provides support to keep young people in school.

This year’s edition was produced by 160 students from seven 
English-language schools, including one in the Great North. 
Their writing and photography are a reflection not only of their 
communities, the challenges they face and their values, but also 
of their family traditions.

William St-Hilaire
Présidente-directrice générale 
et directrice artistique
President, General Manager, 
and Artistic Director
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JOLIETTE HIGH SCHOOL
WHAT’S BEHIND OUR MASK  

AUTHORS & PHOTOGRAPHERS:
Maicy Baker
Philip Bélanger-Beauchamp
William Bélanger-Beauchamp
Victoria Berry
Ariel Boyer
Élodie Desroches
Tess Desrosiers
Madison Dugas
Marc-Olivier Fortin
Selvin Galdamez Castro
Alice Gosselin
Charles Gosselin
Jesse Harquail
Evan Koshar-Barcelos
Naomie Lalonde-Rouiller
Tony Mastroianni
Devon McBride
Kayleigh Pike
Mathieu Pivin
Magan Sanders
Colby Wilson
 
MENTORS:
Writing: Raquel Rivera
Photography: Pierre Charbonneau
Teacher: Lea Beddia
 



MORNING ROUTINE 
TEXT BY MADISON DUGAS

The bathroom is a magical place where I go in looking like crap 
and come out looking acceptable. First is foundation, then 
setting powder. Bronzer is next, and after that is highlighter. 
Finally, brows and mascara. During the process I feel the cold 
sponges, the rough brushes against my skin, and the precision it 
takes not to mess it up. I look less pale, less round, and less sad. 
My depressed feelings are hidden well behind my mask  
of makeup.

A SMILE
TEXT BY TONY MASTROIANNI

I see a girl staring at the ground with no shine in her eyes,  
but tears drip. I ask her how she is.

***
I should probably wipe away my tears before anyone teases me 
even more. “It was just a joke,” but obviously not. I’m not sure 
if he’s looking at me. I’ll pretend everything is ok. I have to hide 
my pain.

THE JUDGMENTAL LOOKS
TEXT BY WILLIAM BELANGER- BEAUCHAMP

I hate how people only think “straight”, even in 2019. Today, a 
boy or girl can be whoever they want. What I hide is that I am 
patient, obsessed with cleaning, manual, friendly, scared, and 
a hard worker. But what makes me an easy target is that I’m 
empathetic. I want people to see that I am confident too.

The hardest part is being honest about who you are with friends 
and family. I want their opinion of me to be good. I want them to 
approve of me.

PINEAPPLE
TEXT BY MARC-OLIVIER FORTIN

I know a fascinating girl who thinks she’s God’s curse. But 
she’s a pineapple. She might be a bit rough and unpleasant on 
the outside at times. But on the inside, she’s the sweetest. My 
favourite. She builds a fortress around herself because she’s 
scared. She has been hurt so many times before, she can’t bear 
breaking once more. I want to show everyone I love you.
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photo by victoria berry

BEHIND THE MASK OF A CAMERA
TEXT BY ALICE GOSSELI

What you see in pictures isn’t real. Families don’t want to 
disappoint their relatives so they take unreal pictures. They don’t 
show what is really happening before the picture is taken. The 
photographer says, “3-2-1, cheese!”. My family keeps quiet. We 
put a smile on our faces. Everyone is standing tall. The picture 
was nice.

LOST SOULS
TEXT BY EVAN KOSCHAR-BARCELOS

I remember soldiers flying back into bloody water.
I remember crawling in mud, thinking of the life I left behind.
I remember letters that I wrote that never got sent.
I remember the cold gun held against my forehead.
I remember feeling alone and scared.
I remember telling my family I wasn’t scared.
I remember thinking that I never should have left you.



JO
LI

ET
TE

 H
IG
H 
SC
HO
OL
 9

AROUND MY THOUGHTS
TEXT BY PHILLIP BELANGER-BEAUCHAMP

My cheeks were red, my eyes were watery
I could recognize my mask laying upon my makeup stand
My room was a mess, just like my thoughts
My head was stuck, just like a traffic jam.

I was drowning
Falling apart and crumbling, like my makeup
I couldn’t come back up
Something was holding me down.

 
                                                                                       

photo by maicy baker
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ADDICTED
text by victoria berry

I crave the feeling of leaving my worries and problems behind 
to experience life.  I have to hide this feeling and be grateful, not 
demand too much.  But exploring is like a drug; it’s always on 
my mind, and I’m addicted. When I leave, I come back home to 
appreciate even more. I love learning about things by exploring 
and talking to different people. I love running around and not 
knowing where I’m going, or what I’ll see. I hide these feelings at 
school, but I look out the window and daydream about running 
out of school and driving away. Travelling has brought me so 
much joy, and I don’t think I could ever stop.

photo by marc-olivier fortin
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WHAT IS FEAR?
TEXT BY ARIEL BOYER 

Afraid of being alone
Or of not being good enough?
True feelings aren’t shown
You simply bottle them up as a bluff

Dreams roam free
like dancing northern lights

But fear makes insults true
Permanently sticking, like a tattoo

photo by marc-olivier fortin
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FAMILY FIGHT
TEXT BY ÉLODIE DESROCHES

I sit at the dinner table, trying not to cry. I just listen, without 
saying a word, but my ears hurt with all this screaming. Please, 
stop it. Why can’t family members get along? This violent war 
is making me feel empty, like a dead body. I just listen, without 
saying a word.

BEHIND THE MASK  
OF MY INSTAGRAM PHOTOS
TEXT BY MAICY BAKER

I take a hundred photos of myself. They don’t please me,  
so I take a hundred more. “They’re all the same,” they tell 
me. But I know my eyebrow is higher in this one, and my shirt 
has a wrinkle on another. In the 50 remaining, analyze every 
millimeter. A smudge in my glasses, my thighs taking up too 
much space, my hands placed awkwardly, my hair.  
Delete, delete, deleter. 10 remaining. My skin is too pale, so I edit 
and keep 3. I choose a filter. 2 left. I ask my friends to choose, 
but they say they’re the same. I panic and feel miserable. I won’t 
post. Last chance. I run to my sister. She picks the second one. 
I examine it one last time. It’s perfect. I post it. I’ve only got 
enough makeup for the #nomakeup, #wokeuplikethis. I wait 
anxiously for my first like and comment. Not even a hundred 
likes after an hour. Delete.
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photo by victoria berry
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I’M HURTING
TEXT BY MADISON DUGAS

You know, the pain pressing down on your chest, and the ache 
behind your eyes because of the crying. I’m going to smile like 
nothing’s wrong. They made their decision without asking  
my opinion. Now I have to sacrifice one of them every week.  
I need parents, not part-time visitors. I keep telling myself that 
moving on doesn’t mean forgetting, and that I can’t start the 
next chapter of my life if I keep re-reading the last one. It means  
I have to choose happiness over hurting.

ANXIETY
TEXT BY JESSE HARQUAIL

When I overthink things and look into my future, I get anxiety. 
I think about all the stuff I’ll have to deal with after graduating 
high school, like getting an apartment. How will I be able to 
afford everything? I worry about future problems that aren’t 
relevant yet, and I can’t think straight. My stomach starts turning 
and sometimes I vomit. It feels like I’m being choked.
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photo by kayleigh pike
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photo by ariel boyer
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HER HOUSE
TEXT BY TESSA DESROSIERS

People think I’m all sunshine and rainbows just by looking at me, 
but they don’t know what’s really hiding under the shadow of 
the mask. It takes practise to hide, but it’s my task. People think 
they know me well, but not everything is show and tell.  
I put it on when I leave him to hide the pain, so people don’t ask 
questions. It’s better that way, so I don’t see their reactions: they 
will pretend to be worried, and then leave. I’ll just sit and read.

LETTER TO MY MASK
TEXT BY MATHIEU PIVIN

Dear Mask,

I never take the time to thank you. Every morning I place you 
over my face and proceed with my day. You are my shield to hits 
of negativity. Sometimes I feel alone; like a random pepper grain 
in a salt shaker. On the rare occasion that there might be another 
lost pepper grain, I might let them look inside you, but it’s rare.  

Mask, you’ve saved me from a lot of misery. Staying behind you 
makes me carefree about others’ opinions of me. Your inside is 
full of dreams and happiness. Keep up the good work, and never 
let me down. Thank you.
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KINGSDALE ACADEMY
GEESE WRITING

AUTHORS & PHOTOGRAPHERS
Kaleb Adams
Alex Anstey-Ferguson
Alyssa Barone
Elizabeth Bell
Inara Carter
Ava Crotty
Vera Crotty
Marissa De La Cruz
Jamel Furtado
Evelyn Jimenez-Castro
Gacia Kouyoumdjian 
Trinity Leston
Sienna Salvati
Fiza Shah
Scarlet Van Rantwyk-Carroll
Samantha Villegas
Isaac Witcher
Nathan Zeliger

MENTORS
Writing: Monique Polak
Photography: Pierre Charbonneau
Teacher: Melina Arcamone
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WHAT YOU NEED TO KNOW ABOUT GEESE
TEXT BY SAMANTHA VILLEGAS, AVA CROTTY, SIENNA SALVATI, TRINITY LESTON, GACIA KOUYOUMDJIAN

a group of geese is called a gaggle.
When they’re in the air, they’re called a skein.
Goose is actually the term for female geese;
Males are called ganders.
Geese are large water birds with long necks.
Some have blue stripes on their wings. 
Geese eggs hatch after 25 to 30 days.
Baby geese are really, really cute. 
Some geese migrate every year. 
Geese eat seeds, nuts, grass and berries.
Geese can live almost everywhere – except not inside our houses!
Geese fly in a V-formation. 
Geese are related to ducks and swans. 
Geese are sometimes raised like chickens for their meat or eggs.
I was once at a birthday party, and I tasted goose. It tasted like pork. It was good. 
Male geese protect the nest, while the female geese sit on the eggs. 
I wouldn’t like sitting on eggs because I might break them. Also I don’t think sitting on eggs 
would be comfortable. I’d rather sit on a comfy chair.
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IF GEESE WENT TO SCHOOL 
It would be weird if geese went to school. I don’t think they’d line up for the bell.
They’d be noisy when Ms. Arcamone was taking attendance. Plus it would be hard to tell them apart.  
Geese don’t have pencils or notebooks, so learning would be hard for them. 
If they wrote notes, they’d only write HONK HONK HONK.
I’d rather be a kid than a goose because I don’t want to be noisy like a goose. 

I want to be quiet and kind. 

PHOTOGRAPHING GEESE
TEXT BY TRINITY LESTON, GACIA KOUYOUMDJIAN, ALEX ANSTEY-FERGUSON, KALEB ADAMS

This is what happens when you try to take photographs of geese: they don’t stay still. Some of the shy ones fly 
away. Maybe they’re photo shy or their parents didn’t sign the release forms to let them be in photographs. 
You can take a picture of geese if you are quiet and still as a statue. It helps if you stay at least five feet away. 



KI
NG

SD
AL

E 
AC
AD
EM
Y 
22

ONCE UPON A TIME
TEXT BY EVELYN JIMENEZ-CASTRO, ALYSSA BARONE, NATHAN ZELIGER

Once upon a time, there was a family of geese. Their name was the Clumsies because 
they were always dropping stuff – their food, their feathers… everything!

One day, the Clumsies decided to fly to Kingsdale Academy in Pierrefonds. When they 
landed on the schoolyard, they wanted to hire a teacher. 

The Clumsies met Miss Monkey, an English teacher on her lunch break. The Clumsies bit 
her on the back. Miss Monkey yelled, “Ow!”

The Clumsies apologized and offered her a job as their teacher. 

“Maybe,” Miss Monkey said. “Give me a day or two to think about it.”

Miss Monkey finally agreed to be the Clumsies’ teacher.

Lesson #1 was: Don’t bite your teacher.
Lesson #2 was: Don’t be Clumsy.

(But they were always clumsy because they were the Clumsies.)

I SEE THE GEESE
TEXT BY INARA CARTER

I see the geese poop all over the playground. 

Sometimes kids step in the goose poop. 

When they walk up the stairs the whole stairway stinks.  

Geese can also fly, but we can’t fly. 
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FUNNY GEESE 
TEXT BY KALEB ADAMS

Geese sometimes use their beaks to poke each other in the back. Maybe they do it by 
accident, but maybe they do it for fun.

I wouldn’t poke another kid in the back. But maybe I would tease my little brother and sister 
and say, “No TV! No TV! No TV!” 

I sound like a goose when I say that! 
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GEESE MINDFULNESS
TEXT BY VERA CROTTY

Every day at school we have Mindful Minute with Ms. Arcamone. 
We sit quietly in our chairs and relax and close our eyes. 
Mindful Minute helps us stay calm at school. 

When I look out the classroom window, I see geese flying around, 
Looking for food, or sometimes sitting. 
I feel calm when I watch the geese.
 I don’t hear their noisy honking because I’m inside. 

For me, watching the geese is another Mindful Minute.
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GEESE FOR PETS? 
TEXT BY ISAAC WITCHER, SCARLET VAN RANTWYK-CARROLL, 
SAMANTHA VILLEGAS

Geese would be good pets
Because they poop outside
And fertilize the grass.

But when you’re trying to sleep,
Geese might honk and wake you up. 
Then, in the morning, you’d be cranky!

Inside, a goose might poop all over the house!
He’d play with my cat, thinking it’s a toy.  
He’d leave goose prints on my homework.

We’d put our goose outside, 
And keep it on a chain so it wouldn’t fly away.

LETTER TO A GOOSE 
TEXT BY JAMEL FURTADO, ALYSSA BARONE, MARISSA DE LA CRUZ, 
EVELYN JIMENEZ-CASTRO 

Dear Mr. G,

We hope you are having a wonderful vacation. How was your flight to Florida? How long 
did it take? We hope you are going to the beach with Mrs. G. Are you collecting seashells? 
Have you seen any sea animals like dolphins and seahorses? 

Our playground is covered in snow, You should only come back in spring because it is 
minus 29 with the windchill here today.

‘Bye for now, old friend,
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REPORT CARD FOR A GOOSE
TEXT BY SCARLET VAN RANTWYK-CARROLL, 
FIZA SHAH, ELIZABETH BELL

Name of Student: Stinky Honkalot

Math: 30%
Stinky is not performing well in math because he honks instead 
of calling out the answers. Stinky often gets sent to the detention 
room, but that doesn’t seem to be helping. Maybe we should try 
sending Stinky to jail instead!

French: 20%
When it’s time to hand in his devoirs, Stinky flaps his wings 
and blows all the papers off his teacher’s desk! When it’s time 
for grammaire, Stinky copies his friend’s work. Shame on you, 
Stinky! 

Phys. Ed: 50%
During gym, Stinky tries hard, but he throws the ball too low 
because he is so short.

History: 10%
In history, Stinky only wants to learn about goose history. 
He shows no interest in human history. Also, in history class, 
Stinky never remembers to raise his hand. He just calls out his 
questions which is very rude!

English: 80%
English is Stinky’s best subject. Stinky writes a lot of funny 
stories about geese. Keep up the good work, Stinky!
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LINDSAY PLACE HIGH SCHOOL
TOPIC: GENESIS

AUTHORS & PHOTOGRAPHERS
James Boucher
Matthew Des Brisay-Mayo
Grace Gyetvay-Cruz
Brandon Keyes
Austin Knight-Gagnon
Karine Hébert
Aja-Li Tynes
Kyle Macdonald
William Marchand
Nadia Martyniuk
Adam Mitchell
Daniel Page
Brooke-Ashley Santini
Joaquin Segura-Gonzalez
Elektra Skoularicos
Alexa Weiser
Kayla Young-Hamilton

Mentors
Writing: Monique Polak
Photography: Thomas Kneubühler
Teacher: Sylvie Jackson 
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WELCOME TO GENESIS
Gen·e·sis 
noun: genesis; plural noun: genesises
the origin or mode of formation of 
something.
(Source: Google Dictionary) 

photo by sylvie jackson
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POLARITIES 
TEXT BY THE GENESIS CLASS

We’re all different.
Some of us are troublemakers.
Some of us had trouble made for us.
But we’re all equal here
In Room 280.

We’re all a mess in here.
Collectively, we’re a really big mess.
But we’re also one big family.

Miss J and Karine are always there for us.
If you have anything private to get off your chest,
You can go to them.

We’ve got days and days,
Years and years
Of stories 
In this class.

We have lots to tell.

 

GENESIS: THE BOOK OF JOHN
TEXT BY NADIA MARTYNIUK, AUSTIN KNIGHT-GAGNON 

Every morning we walk through the doors of Room 280 into the 
Genesis classroom. This class holds over 20 years of stories. So 
in December, we interviewed John Goff, one of the teachers who 
founded the Genesis program. 

We began by asking John why he decided to start Genesis.
John told us, “There were some Lindsay Place students who 
would rather hide in the bathroom stalls or under the stairs at 
the blue doors than attend classes. They were scared and came 
from various backgrounds. High school wasn’t giving them what 
they needed to succeed.”

We also wanted to know if, like us, John’s students faced 
judgments. John told us that at the time the program was 
founded, there even some teachers were against it.

Some of John’s answers made us laugh; others made us think. 
That first Genesis class was made up of students who were taken 
from their hiding spots and placed in an environment that made 
them feel safe, heard and seen. 

We have something to say to those students: thanks for helping 
to get this program started. If you’d ruined it, we’d never have 
had the chance to be here.
We are artists, we are athletes, we think outside the box. We are 
proud to be part of the history you’ve left us. 
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TEXT BY ALEXA WEISER, AJA-LI TYNES, KAYLA YOUNG-HAMILTON

Sometimes you need to end something before you can begin 
something else.
We first started at Lindsay Place in Grade Seven. It was a new 
school, with new people. The worst sound was hearing our 
names on the intercom: “Aja-li! Alexa! Please report to the 
office.” We heard that announcement way too often.

Meeting her was like meeting a piece of ourselves. She loved 
everything we loved: Justin Bieber, shopping at Fairview, 
hiphop. She agreed with everything we said. We spent hours 
talking about everything and nothing. There was nothing too 
dark,  private or embarrassing to tell this girl. It’s difficult to 
be teenage girls, but that didn’t matter because we had our 
best friend. 

Wait a minute! 
Why were people looking at us like that? 

“What? She told you what? She told you my dad  
was touching me?”
Why would she make that up? 
“I’m so sorry! I don’t know why I said that. It slipped out. 
You’re still my best friends, aren’t you?”

We wanted so badly to believe it was an accident.
But stuff like that kept happening…. 

Other kids believed the rumors. 
They judged us.
We were alone – again. 

Our moms said, “It’s no big deal. You’ll find new friends.  
She doesn’t deserve you in her life.” 
Teachers told us,  “Suck it up and focus on school.”
The guidance counselor said, “Fake it till you make it.”

That friendship died. 
But we moved on. 
We found better friends – like each other.

photo by grace gyetvay-cruz



LI
ND

SA
Y 

PL
AC

E 
HI

GH
 S
CH
OO
L 
35OUR STORY

TEXT BY THE GENESIS CLASS 
If only the world was a little kinder.
We are not all the same.
But in this class, there’s potential.
What we hate is disrespect
What scares us most is not being who we thought we would be.
What if we don’t end up being what our parents hoped for us to be?
One thing we know for sure is that we’re not perfect.

The hardest thing we ever had to learn is to be true to ourselves (and math).
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36 EXCLUSION

TEXT BY JOAQUIN SEGURA-GONZALEZ

Sometimes I feel like everyone is judging me. 
Sometimes I feel like I’m judging everyone else. 
Ever feel that way? 

photo by aja-li tynes
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We’re a class of 25. 
All of us have so much knowledge, so many different points of view.
We lean on each other for support; sometimes for school help, sometimes for day-to-day things. 
We fight sometimes, but it’s just like a family fight. 
When you care, arguing is normal. 
You yell, you listen, you speak, you hear, you forgive. 
We are family.

Emily is curiously aloof.
Juliano and Grace are strongly committed to avoidance.
Ash and William are creative, looking at ways to be seen and unseen. 
Brandon and Austin are empathetic, as long as things are fair. 
Lex and Alexa are leaders.
Joaquin and Adam are kind, trying to get, but also avoid attention.
Jordan and Brooke are hilariously intimidating.
James, Matthew and Elektra are selfless and self-reflective.
Kaleigh and Daniel are determined to succeed and determined to be right. 
Kyle and Nadia are compassionate – you can’t break that.
Aja-Li and Kayla are loyal.
Logan and Ariella don’t want to be who others thought they were.

Ms. J and Karine are stuck with all of us ...and love us all. 
Together, we are Genesis. 
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THE VOID

THE VOID, PART 1
TEXT BY ANONYMOUS

Someone told me to write about the void because she thought it would 
make a good story – or poem.
That someone was an adult.
That adult thought it was a metaphor for how we navigate the world –
It wasn’t.  

THE VOID
TEXT BY WILLIAM MARCHAND, ADAM MITCHELL, DANIEL PAGE

Milk in the void. This is how it started, with a goofy boy making a goofy 
decision. Throwing milk up into the void, which is a simple hole in the 
ceiling in our classroom. Who knew such this decision would bring 
people who don’t talk to each other closer together?  
In life, often, the greatest stories start with the silliest ideas. The Void 
is one of these ideas that brought together a group of teenagers who 
some might say had nothing in common. Twenty-five different people 
were brought together by one nonsensical joke about a hole in the 
ceiling. An empty space was all it took to get kids who didn’t like each 
other to get along. The void has made a difference in my years in 
Genesis. 
The void symbolizes a lot more than just a goofy hole in the ceiling that 
has had some questionable things thrown into it: shoes, a red balloon, 
a doorbell…. 
There’s something to be learned from the void, something not 
immediately apparent, something more meaningful than anyone could 
have imagined to come from a missing ceiling tile: when you put your 
differences aside, you can make something great out of nothing.
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photo by elektra skoularicos



LI
ND

SA
Y 

PL
AC

E 
HI

GH
 S
CH
OO
L 
40

photo by karine hébert
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WE RUN
TEXT BY KYLE MACDONALD, JAMES BOUCHER, BRANDON KEYES, MATTHEW DES BRISAY-MAYO

We run, 
As one.
Every morning
For 50 minutes, we run.
Outside; inside.
In circles. 
Sometimes with Jillian or Shaun T.
We don’t always want to, 
But we do it
Together.
Afterwards, we learn, cry, fight, laugh,
Judge, do our own thing,
Our days come and go.
Sometimes we talk; sometimes we don’t;
Sometimes we help each other; sometimes we don’t.
But one thing’s for sure, 
We run. 
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OUR SCHOOL 
Écoles musulmanes de Montréal was the first Muslim school in 
Canada. It’s small but its heart is big. The halls are full of the sounds of 
teenagers who speak many languages. 

Our school was founded by Dr. Amin in 1985 because he wanted 
students to feel comfortable with their culture and their religion. 

Like many other schools we wear a uniform. Girls wear grey blazers and 
a hijab or headscarf, while boys wear blue shirts and grey pants. Unlike 
other schools, we pray at lunchtime and we have Arabic and Islam 
classes in addition to our regular classes. 

photo by imtiaz ahmed
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ISLAMOPHOBIA FOR
TEXT BY QASIM MUGHAL

I for ignorance
The mosquito and it’s abundant existence
S for savagery
The hyena kills without mercy
L for loyalty
The chameleon and it’s minor visibility
A for anxiety
The elephant who tramples on their sanity
M for manipulation
The mouse who walks into the trap without conciliation
O for outrival
The sabre-toothed tiger and it’s rough survival
P for pessimistic
The racoon, forever egoistic
H for hypocrisy
The lion and it’s political supremacy
O for obedience 
The pika, virtually non-existent
B for betrayal
The fox left the crow in denial
I for integrity
The Pegasus and it’s imprecise reality
A for animosity
Speed is a snail’s worst enemy

Islamophobia for…
I am not sure
But I am waiting for the day
When our religion will be considered as pure
By one and by all
Just like the wild animals 
Who live together 
Without fear, without brawl
 

photo by qasim mughal
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A WORLD OF BLACK AND WHITE
TEXT BY YOUSEF ELMANSSORI

I live in a world of black and white,
Where everybody thinks they’re always right
I might be compassionate and full of heart,
however they might call me a `schizophrenic in the yard`
They might have a strict set of rules,
That they believe is always true,
But I don`t think they`re always right,
Just as how the moon shines light,

I live in a world of black and white,
where everybody might not be always right,
Not everything is as simple as writing black on white,
There might be other colours that show more delight,
We aren’t all little grains of sand,
And that doesn`t make you any less different,
We all have a code that we go by,
And that’s why we should respect all human cries,

I maybe live in a world of black and white,
Where everybody might not be always right,
I think we are all different from one another,
Just like jelly and peanut butter,
But that’s just a dream of hope,
which people will not call `dope`
In turn they follow their own ways,
And neglect what others have to say,
I live in a world of black and white,
where not everything is always right.

photo by yousef elmanssori
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TEXT BY MEENA YASSIN

Walking into another day where color defines who we are
And what we can do.
Walking into another night where some are judged and arrested
by crews.
Racism, you are heartless and as sharp as a knife.
You play with human’s lives
You never think twice before acting
You only judge as you please, and to your liking
Please think about victims who are scared to come out
Please think about those who now hate to be in crowds

People shouldn’t be judged because of the colour of their face
Racism in a society should never have its place.

photo by yousef elmanssori
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DREAMS OF THE FUTURE
TEXT BY BENBITAT ZAKARI

Don`t believe in violence
start believing in peace
as if you are a unicorn
or a kitty

If you read this poem
let your mind be free
truth is love
with peanut butter
truth is eating candies
with chocolate

if you want to be free
then dream it!

photo by yousef elmansori
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IN OUR MUSLIM COMMUNITY
TEXT BY IMTIAZ AHMED

There is so much diversity
There are many cultures
Making it colourful

Different types of language
Different types of customs
And various types of food

From different parts of the world
Either from Europe, Asia or Africa
We are all united
Under one belief
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CLOTHES
TEXT BY TEEHAM ISLAM

Muslim women normally wear a hijab or headscarf. It is not because 
they are putting on a mask like a thief; it is because they respect the 
religion and themselves. It also does not mean they’re hiding their 
identity or that they have no feelings inside them. 

One day, my cousin asked her mom if she could make YouTube videos 
of herself singing. Her mom said “If your Dad finds out, he’ll be really 
mad.” So my cousin put on a burqa and started making videos. 

A woman posted a comment “Why can’t you show your face?.”

Someone replied “Why does it matter if she shows her face or not? 
What an amazing voice!” 
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TEXT BY BY ROFIA MESSAI

People only see one surface
All the time the same one, in black
But if we dig deeper we can see
Ourselves in the heart of these
Innocents
We are not terrorists
We do not despise people
We seek to know you, do as much for us
We all live in the same world
We must then form one
Always asking myself the same
Question
Can we form one nation?
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As if I had been thrown like shattered pieces of a vase, 
Now laying on the floor.
I’m that glass of wine you accidentally let go of,
Your unavailing grasp.
There are roses fallen and separated from that demolished vase,
Begging for life.
The red liquid asking to be contained again.
That’s how damaged I was when he broke me

They try to attach the remaining segments back together,
But I am not as perfect as I once was.
Similar to those particles; I will never be completely cemented
Other women have lived it,
Maybe because they wore shorts
Maybe because I wore a hijab.

But we won’t let ourselves down.
I am not the damaged girl I thought I was
We may be fragile as those flawed objects 
But we are worth more
Than the cuts and clarity of diamonds.

HIJAB
TEXT BY DINA MUHSIN

Lovely stares from strangers
Deadly glares from others
Many good people are supporters
Others look at us like we have disorders

Isn’t it hot in the summer?
A question heard in the ordinary
We wear this for God, our creator
Therefore He protects us from harsh weather

We wouldn’t leave it, even if they begged
Why judge a person for what’s on their head,
Rather than what’s in the head?
With this we feel blessed,
And not stressed.

We wear the hijab everyday
I know this might sound cliché
But without it, we would feel like strays.
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SOULANGES ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
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In 2019, our school will be 100 years old. There are twenty students 
here. We have lots of brothers and sisters. Our school has two rooms. 
One is kindergarten to grade two. The other room is grade three to six. 
Some of us live on farms. Every spring when we plant the soy crops the 
lady bugs take over. They infest our school; ladybugs on the walls, in 
the projector and the coat room. While they hibernate here all winter, 
we go cross country skiing in the cornfields or snowshoeing, and in 
January we skate at the arena in St. Polycarpe. 
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OUR AWESOME RURAL SCHOOL
TEXT BY THE STUDENTS IN MISS CLARE’S CLASS

This is our school.
And it rules.

It’s one of the smallest in Quebec.
And that’s something you can fact check.

Rumour has it that the farm next door is haunted.
There’s only one ghost that we’ve so far counted.

Two chairs side by side
One was rocking and there was no wind.

When something strange happens
Mme. Townsend says “Hello George”

In the schoolyard there is a wooly bear caterpillar
He lives in a tree and his name is Squillbur 

In the winter he has charms
He digs a hole with his many arms

He goes to sleep underground
And he doesn’t make a sound.
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WHEN I WAIT
TEXT BY TYLER DESHAIES

When I wait I play. 
When I play I say “hurray”
When I wait I breathe.
When I wait I’m a sunrise

When I wait I create.
When I create I smile.
When I smile I have a good day
When I have a good day
I say “hey guys!” 
When  I say “Hey guys” 
I have a happy day.



SO
UL

AN
GE

S 
EL

EM
EN

TA
RY
 S
CH
OO
L 
58

RECESS
TEXT BY TYLER WATSON

There is a big soccer field. There’s a fence around it. 
There’s a lot of nature, it is beautiful. Hawks rule the 
school. I have a corn field and on top there is an old 
broken barn. In the barn there are some white foxes.
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TEXT BY MYLIANE SAUVE
Farm: on our farm, we have a little dog named Lola. 
A happy family: my parents are separated, but we are a happy family.
My family: I have three brothers. They are cool.
In the morning I have peanut butter toast…. mmmmm
Lots: there are lots and lots of people in my family
Your family sure is not like mine.

TEXT BY MAIDA MUNRO

In the morning I like to wake up with an idea
I love to draw, it brings out my creativity.
I really like drawing sunsets
I get very inspired when I think of colors
The only reason I love spring is because of the colors
My creativity is so big that I could look at the sky
I see a pretty castle in the clouds
My creativity is like fairy dust
It makes nice things, 
Things like magic
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INTERVIEW
TEXT BY MYLIANE SAUVE

I interviewed my dad Michel because he is a farmer. 

Q: Can you tell me about your job?
A: I am a farmer. I grow corn, soybeans, green peas and sweet corn.

On the farm there are two kinds of corn. One is for the cows and one is for people to eat. 

Q: What makes you happy?
A: When my kids are happy, when it’s sunny and warm, and when we are camping. 
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MY MORNING ROUTINE
TEXT BY MARILOU ANDRE

In the morning, I get up, eat, go in the car with my mom, sister, brother and me. 
We bring my sister to school. After that, we go to the barn and see my baby cat, 
my three rabbits and my sixty dairy cows. 

When I get on the school bus, I talk with the bus driver Brigitte. After school I go 
to my grandmother’s house. She has a cool job on a dairy and grain farm. She 
loves to decorate for the holidays and sometimes I like to help her. 
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I AM A FOSTER BROTHER
TEXT BY TYLER DESHAIES

My family is special because we are a foster home.
It is hard to be a foster brother because I don’t know the kids.
I need to teach the kids games, and be an example.

Saying goodbye is hard because I love them.
Meeting them is scary because I don’t know them.

They need a family and we have toys, a tv and a family to share.

It’s okay to feel like you don’t belong
Because that’s how I felt when I first started.

My mom feels proud to see her boys growing up
And helping the kids that stay with us.

THE PONY
TEXT BY ABDULLAH YEBOAH

I like to go to my grandma Beverly’s house. She has a farm with 
animals. Once I rode Jessie the pony. She went under the fence 
and I fell off. It was so scary I could not breathe.

TEXT BY SEKOYA MUNRO

My mom works with kids who have autism. She has games to 
keep them busy and to help them. She talks to their parents 
to learn about them. Once she was playing hide and seek with 
a boy during nap time and when my mom found him the boy 
screamed and almost woke everyone up.
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OUR ARENA

I was at the arena yesterday
Watching hockey players.
I would play
Except I don’t have equipment.

I wish I had the money for skates.
Only the spoiled kids have skates.

Junior has skates.
He plays center.
He says he isn’t a spoiled kid.
But we don’t believe him.

The arena smells like smelly equipment.
We hear the sound bang bang bang.
That’s the noise a stick makes when it hits the puck.
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ZAMBONI

 In October, our zamboni broke.
That means we have to clean the ice ourselves.

It’s a lot of work to clean the ice.
We’ve got five shovels and two brooms.
It takes us three hours to clean the ice.
We need seven kids to do it.

Junior loves to clean the ice.
Not because it’s good exercise.
Not because he likes to clean his house.
But because it means he gets to play hockey.
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THEFT AT OUR ARENA

A lot of stuff gets stolen at the arena.
For example:
Hockey tape, shin guards, gloves and helmets. 
That’s because a lot of kids here
Don’t have the money to buy that stuff.
So they steal it.

Usually we Inuit don’t steal.

Only sometimes we steal hockey equipment. 

We Inuit believe in sharing.
We have a community freezer down by the bay.
Hunters share their caribou, char and seal.
Everybody can go get food there.

We Inuit don’t lock our doors at night.
We trust each other.
Except at the arena.
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WHY I LIKE VIDEO GAMES MORE THAN THE ARENA

My name is Adamie.
I only went to the arena a few times in my life.
I like video games better.

My favourite video game is Call of Duty.
It’s nothing like hockey.
There’s no stick, no puck.

Call of Duty is about war.
I shoot people.
I don’t feel bad about it.

In real life, I’ve shot and killed a goose.
My mom cooked the goose
With a little bit of salt and lots of onions.
It tasted good.
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WHAT THE GIRLS THINK OF THE ARENA  

We are the girls of Akulivik.
We all go to the arena
To watch the boys play hockey.
Sometimes it’s boring.
Yesterday, one girl got bored.
So she threw a basketball on the ice.
The boys had to stop their game.

The boys don’t let us play hockey.
That makes us mad.
Maybe we need to stand up and tell the boys we want to play!

But we love to play volleyball on Tuesday and Friday nights
In the gym with Edna.
We learned how to serve overhand.
Laly liked learning how to serve overhand.
It made her feel strong.

We are the girls of Akulivik.
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WHY SEWING IS BETTER THAN HOCKEY

We sew in Culture class.
We make parkas, mittens, kamiks, and sealskin purses.
We love to sew
Because it’s part of our culture.

Our great-grandmothers sewed everything.
They didn’t buy clothes from the store.
Like us, they used caribou skins, sealskin and fox fur to make clothes.

Maggie, our Culture teacher, makes the patterns.
We use the patterns to cut the skins and leather.

The hardest part is making parka pockets.
Sometimes, we feel like giving up.
But we don’t.
Because we want our parkas to keep us warm
In December, January, February and March.
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BASKETBALL AND ME

I was thirteen when I first played basketball.
It was at school,
In the gym.
At first, it was hard for me to make a basket.

A week later,
I made my first basket.
It was during gym class.
I shouted, “Yes!”

In June, I saved up to buy Under Armour basketball shoes.
I bought them when I was in Montreal.
I saved the money from my summer job at the Northern,
Stocking the shelves.

I wear those shoes every day.
They’re my favourite thing I have.

Now when I make a basket,
I don’t shout “Yes!” anymore
Because I make so many baskets!
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SLINGSHOT

Two summers ago
I got bored one day.
I remembered the slingshot in my shed,
So I went to get it.
I practised on the land.

I was with my friend
He said we should go to the arena.

Aiming for an upstairs window was my idea.
I found a rock on the ground 
And put it in the slingshot.
On my third try, I shattered the window.

I felt good and bad.
Good because I had good aim,
Bad because I broke the window.

The window at the arena never got fixed.
It’s the third one from the left.
Someone boarded it up.
Now, when I look at it, I feel bad.
I wish I’d never have broken that window.
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INTERVIEW WITH DR. STEP

Ali: What is your real name?
DS: Clauter Alexandre. My mom named me after a Canadian soldier stationed in Haiti. Kind of 
like how the Inuit name their children after someone important to them to keep that person’s 
legacy alive.

Ali: Why do you play goalie?
DS: When I was young, I thought hockey was just soccer on ice! My father really loved the 
Montreal Canadiens, especially in the 70’s. Guy LaFleur was his favourite player. I thought 
hockey was boring until I saw Boston Bruins goalie, Andy Moog. He was big and his helmet 
was scary and cool! After that I wanted to be a goalie. But it caused some nice family rivalry  
in my home!

Alison: What do you think of our arena?
DS: I’ve been coming to Akulivik for five years. The arena used to be better: lots of practices, 
free time, races, music to keep us pumped. But now it’s boring! It’s your job to help keep 
it clean. I like when I see you guys coming together to help scrape the ice. I wish we had a 
fitness gym on the top floor, but people need to step up and help. Every time we do bad,  
the kids do bad. Every time we do good, the kids will do good!

Junior: Why do you like Akulivik?
DS: Bannock and tea!  When I first came, I learned a lot about Inuit culture. I’ve been to 
other communities, but here they treated me like family. When I left, people in Akulivik kept 
in contact with me. Akulivik taught me about how to respect the land, Inuit culture and the 
importance of water. Akulivik is my second home!

ALL: Why do you love us?
DS: I fell in love with you guys!  You guys are smart and now you’re growing up too fast!
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TEXT BY NOAH
I have heard a rumour about Lord Willingdon haunting the school and he has done many things.  
I don’t know what, but I know for a fact he has done many things.

photo by cara
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TEXT BY ANONYMOUS

When I was in Kindergarten there was a rumour that there was a ghost in the girls’ bathroom I got 
very scared so I didn’t go to the bathroom at all. Even if I really had to go I didn’t. That was terrible. 
Sometimes I peed my pants I was so scared. I never wanted to go in that bathroom ever again. One 
day I couldn’t help it and I went to the bathroom. The lights started to flicker. I went to the bathroom 
really fast, washed my hands and ran out.

TEXT BY SEAN

Kindergarteners think two people died in the bathroom. I don’t think it’s true. I was thinking why 
they think that two people died in the bathroom. Maybe they are lying for fun. My friend said that 
grade sixes are trying to make kindergarteners think it’s not true. I think that the kindergarteners 
think it’s true because some people write weird stuff on the bathroom doors and the walls. I kind  
of want to ask the kindergarteners why they think it’s true or how two people died in the bathroom.  
I would investigate the problem by learning the history of Willingdon.

TEXT BY CORIE

Willingdon has bees on the roof. In grade six, you get to extract honey. We sell it to raise money 
for the grade six graduation. In science class, we get to taste two kinds of honey, the Willingdon 
honey and the N.D.G. honey. I prefer the Willingdon honey because I’m proud of our bees. I think 
they should lower the price. I think it’s too expensive. They should sell a small jar of honey for three 
dollars and a big jar of honey for six dollars. It would be more affordable with those prices. They 
could make more money by going around the neighbourhood selling jars of honey. They could also 
make the jars of honey gifts for homeless people.

TEXT BY TASAI

Apparently a man cut off his toes and his fingers then he came back and he spray-painted the 
benches and the rock wall and never came back. He was apparently from the school and he only 
did all this because he hated his teachers so he went on a rampage for revenge. But I wasn’t in the 
school when it happened. Well, I’m lucky I wasn’t here, but when he died apparently his spirit is in 
the school and we call him Lord Willingdon. 
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photo by max

TEXT BY MAX

Lord Willingdon haunts Willingdon School. He makes weird 
noises and does weird things, like make the bell sound for no 
reason. Last year my ghost club was really cold on a really hot day. 
That means there was a ghost. I should know, I know about the 
paranormal a bit.
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TEXT BY VIOLET

I heard that two girls died in the girls’ bathroom. Now 
people are scared to go in.

photo by tasai
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photo by corie
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photo by sienna
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TEXT BY PARKER, TASAI AND NOAH

Once I was with my friend Tyler and we were on the school racetrack racing on our 
hoverboards and people were cutting down trees. They didn’t want it to go over the fence. 
But it did and they almost broke the fence and the playground. And I was really close to 
the tree. When it happened, the workers’ and my friend’s face went white. We were really 
scared and nervous because we thought the principal was coming!

TEXT BY MAX

Last year, there was a fun fair. I went in the bouncy castle where you had a limited 
amount of time and I stayed longer than a limited amount of time. I was with my friend 
when I slid down and climbed back up and bounced again and again, until my friend 
and I wanted to do something else. There was facepainting too. Next to that, there was a 
tattooing booth. PS: they were fake tattoos.
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TEXT BY SEAN, GAÏA, CLAIRE AND CORIE

On Pizza Day you get as many pieces of pizza that are on your card. 
(Usually you get two pieces of pizza.) We also have four choices of desert: 
lime ice cream, chocolate ice cream, vanilla ice cream and a rice crispy 
square. To make baby barf you need lime ice cream and grape juice. It’s 
called baby barf because when you mix the ingredients it looks like baby 
barf. Two kids in our grade invented baby barf. Some people put it on 
their pizza, unlike us. Kids in our grade have tried other ways to make 
baby barf, for example, with chocolate ice cream and other juices. Baby 
barf is like a tradition because most people in our grade do it every Pizza 
Day. It sounds disgusting but it’s delicious!

TEXT BY SENA, ERIC, AND QUENTYN

It was Pajama Day and Pizza Day. Everybody thought it was going to 
be exciting but it went wrong. It went wrong because at 12:30 the fire 
alarm went off. We were outside for 30 minutes. After, we were walking to 
another school called Royal Vale. When we were halfway there we had to 
come back to Willingdon. When we came back, instead of eating we had 
to go to our class. We were very hungry and cold.
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photo by cara
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TEXT BY VIOLET AND CARA

It was PJ Day and it was the coldest day of the year and it was pizza lunch. We heard a noise. 
Nobody knew what it what do. The lunch monitors told us to sit down and then they noticed that 
there was fire and everybody was scared and started crying. Then we went outside and we were 
cold. Then a teacher came and told us to be quiet. Then we walked halfway to Royal Vale School 
and then we noticed that it was not a real fire. The teacher told us we could go back.

photo by lucy
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TEXT BY SARAH AND SIENNA

On Pajama Day the fire alarm went off. Meanwhile we were eating. And on top of it, it was pizza 
day. Some people were sooo scared they were crying. Their parents came to pick them up.  
We were going to walk to Royal Vale School and some classes got there. But before my class could 
go, the firefighters told us we could go back inside.

photo by sena
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MONIQUE DYKSTRA is a 
professional photographer from 
Montreal, Canada, and the author  
of two photography books. In 1994, 
she opened Studio Iris Photography, 
a busy Montreal studio that 
specializes in wedding photography, 
family portraits, corporate events, 
business portraits, and private 
photography classes and workshops.

LARISSA ANDRUSYSHYN’s 
first poetry collection, Mammaoth, 
was shortlisted for the Quebec 
Writers’ Federation First Book Prize 
and the Kobzar Literary Award. 
Her poems have been shortlisted 
for Arc Magazine’s ‘Poem of the 
Year’, the CBC Poetry Prize and 
the carteblanche 3Macs prize. She 
facilitates creative writing workshops 
for at-risk youth in Montreal. Her 
second collection, Proof, was 
published by DC Books.

PIERRE CHARBONNEAU fell in 
love with photography at the age 
of 14 when he first discovered the 
joys of the darkroom while visiting 
a friend’s home. After completing 
a B.A. in Communication Studies, 
he started his career as a magazine 
photographer, working for numerous 
Canadian publications, and later 
became a regular contributor to  
The Globe and Mail. This exposure 
soon led to commercial assignments.
Throughout his almost 40-year 
career as a freelancer, his photos 
have appeared in a wide range of 
corporate publications, including 
annual reports and advertisements.  
When creating his personal work,  
he mostly uses vintage cameras in 
B&W on film.
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RAQUEL RIVERA is the author 
of five books for children and young 
adults. She has lived and worked 
in Washington, D.C., Kuala Lumpur, 
Singapore, Barcelona and Toronto 
(where she was born and raised). 
Now based in Montreal with her 
family, Raquel writes books while 
teaching workshops and freelancing. 
For news, pictures and video-
readings, visit her website: 
www.raquelriverawashere.com

THOMAS KNEUBÜHLER is a visual 
artist who works with photography 
and video. Throughout his career, 
Kneubühler has explored issues 
surrounding the privatization of 
land use, the exploitation of natural 
resources, questions of power, and 
the effects of new technology on 
society. Originally from Switzerland, 
he has lived in Montreal since the 
year 2000, and completed an MFA 
at Concordia University in 2003. 
His works have been presented in 
exhibitions in both Europe and North 
America, including at the Musée 
d’art contemporain de Montréal, the 
Centre culturel canadien, in Paris,  
the Centre Pasquart, Bienne’ the 
Biennal Manif d’art, in Quebec 
City, and the Videonale at the 
Kunstmuseum Bonn. In 2011 he 
was awarded the Pratt & Whitney 
Canada Prize of the Conseil des arts 
de Montréal, and in 2012 received the 
Swiss Art Award from Switzerland’s 
Ministry of Culture.

MONIQUE POLAK is the author 
of 26 books for young people. Her 
spring 2019 titles are I Am a Feminist: 
Claiming the F-Word in Turbulent 
Times and Princess Angelica,  
Part-Time Lion Trainer.

Monique is a two-time winner of 
the Quebec Writers’ Federation 
Prize for Children’s and Young Adult 
Literature. She has been teaching at 
Marianopolis College for 32 years. 
She is also a freelance journalist 
whose stories have appeared in the 
Montreal Gazette and in Postmedia 
publications across the country. 
Monique is a columnist on ICI-Radio 
Canada’s Plus on est de fous, plus 
on lit !
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