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Si la pandémie nous a appris
quelque chose, c’est que nous
avons besoin de lieux communs,
d’espaces où se retrouver
ensemble. Pour les élèves
anglophones, le projet Quebec
Roots représente une très belle
occasion, chaque année, de
s’exprimer librement sur des enjeux
qui les préoccupent.
Les ateliers d’écriture et de
photographie permettent aux
élèves de nous faire découvrir leur façon de voir le monde, avec ses
côtés lumineux, mais aussi les plus sombres. Les œuvres que vous
lirez sont imprégnées de sincérité et de candeur, de réflexion et
d’imagination.

4

L’art est un puissant moteur pour avancer dans la connaissance de
soi, mais aussi un outil pédagogique extraordinaire pour développer
des compétences comme la créativité, la communication, la pensée
critique et la persévérance. Apprendre tout en créant, c’est une
richesse qu’il faut continuer de promouvoir, comme le font tous les
artisans du projet Quebec Roots. C’est grâce à ce genre de projets
que l’on agit concrètement sur la persévérance scolaire et l’estime
de soi des élèves.

If the pandemic has taught us anything, it’s
the importance of being able to meet and have
places where we can come together. Quebec
Roots provides just that. It’s a wonderful
opportunity, each year, for anglophone students
to speak out freely on issues that matter to
them.
The project’s writing and photography
workshops allow students to share their view
of the world, with all its beauty and darkness.
The writings you’re about to discover are rich
in sincerity, candor, thought and imagination.
Art is a powerful catalyst for self-discovery,
but it’s also an extraordinary teaching tool that
develops skills in creativity, communication,
critical thinking and perseverance. To learn
through artistic creation, as Quebec Roots
participants have done, is something we
should always encourage. It’s through handson projects like this that we bolster academic
perseverance and develop students’ selfesteem.

Je tiens à souligner la qualité de l’engagement des jeunes dans le
projet Quebec Roots et à remercier le festival Metropolis Bleu de
leur donner une tribune pour s’exprimer, année après année. J’ai
déjà hâte de voir ce que le virage numérique entrepris permettra
comme enrichissement dans cet échange interculturel.

I want to underscore the dedication these
young people have brought to the Quebec
Roots project. My thanks to the Blue Metropolis
Festival that gives students a forum in which to
be heard, year after year. I look forward to seeing
how the ongoing move to digital will further
enrich these intercultural exchanges.

Laissez-vous porter par les œuvres que vous découvrirez dans les
prochaines pages. Elles sont inspirantes et vous feront vivre un beau
moment de lecture.

And now, prepare to be carried away as you turn
the following pages. They’re inspiring, and they
make for a great read.

Quebec Roots, 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 ultimement lutter
contre le décrochage
scolaire.
La présente édition a mis à contribution
133 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, des valeurs encore
plus que jamais essentielles après la
pandémie. Nous sommes heureux et
touchés d’avoir repris la route des écoles
et nous espérons que cette édition

Quebec Roots is truly the flagship of our
educational programs. Thanks to the
financial support that we’ve received
from the Quebec government since
2005, Quebec Roots has given a voice to
Quebec students and has
allowed them to speak out
on issues that matter to
them.
The program is designed,
first and foremost, to foster
a love of writing. It is aligned
with the school curriculum
in order to develop crossdisciplinary skills. The
ultimate goal is to keep
kids in school all the way to
graduation.
This current edition features the
contributions of 133 young people from
7 English-language schools, including
one from the Far North. The texts and
photographs reflect ongoing social
concerns, but also speak to the values
and family traditions in the students’
communities which have become even
more vital during the pandemic. We
are honored and touched to have the
opportunity to work with these schools.
We hope that the present edition will
warm your hearts as never before.

touchera votre cœur plus que jamais !

Jean-François Roberge

William St-Hilaire

Ministre de l’Éducation

Présidente-directrice générale et directrice artistique

Minister of Education

President, General Manager, and Artistic Director
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Beurling
Academy
FINDING YOURSELF
IN THE MESS:
OUR MENTAL HEALTH
IN 2021
WRITERS & PHOTOGRAPHERS
Breanna Claybourn Gosman
Lily De Sousa
Malcolm Downer-Leslie
Tyler Gosselin Lister
Giovanni Greco
Mason Hubbard
Ashiah Johnson-Hoyte
Christopher Jumeau

7

Jai Jung
Muriel Lavergne
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Feiyue Ling
Treasure Lucas
Adem Lutfy Langlais
Maximus Michaud
Brett Pelletier
Destyny Quiblat
Madison Thomas
Shaymus Williamson
Shayla Alexis Wilson Veltri

My Father

MENTORS
Author: Raquel Rivera

– Tyler Gosselin Lister

Photographer: Michael Abril

My idol, hero, the best around. He’s been through a lot.

Teacher: Andrea Horvath

He’s always tried his best for my family and I love him for it.
My father fought through a long, long drinking addiction, but he
pulled out strong. My father has been sober for over 10 years
and he won’t stop. When he’s feeling down he’ll usually rest or
read a book. If neither of those work, he meditates. The point is,
PHOTO BY ASHIAH JOHNSON-HOYTE

he always has a way to keep a good mentality.

The House Kyle Built
– Anonymous
Kyle lives in a house with a pond that has frogs in it. She
has a room with different animals like snakes, naked mole
rats and skinny dogs. Kyle has indoor swings that are fun,
but you can sometimes hit your head on the ceiling, but
that’s okay.

Say Something
– Anonymous
I feel bad when I can’t say something well; no one
understands what I am talking or thinking about.

9

The Way it Goes

Beurling Academy

Beurling Academy
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– Destyny Quiblat
Many people know I get mad easily. My friends are the
ones who can calm me down the best. If not I will often
separate myself from everyone if I can, to calm down.

(I don’t feel like this
anymore)
– Ashiah Johnson-Hoyte
Pretending I’m happy and not being able to say how I really
feel sometimes and bottling it in for years and years to the
point where I feel like I’m suffocating in my own mind.

PHOTO BY MADISON THOMAS

Solving the Puzzle

Outside My Brain

– Anonymous

– Malcolm Downer-Leslie

I started using substances to keep my mind off of the

I like to calm myself by taking out my watch (if I have one

bad things going on, which made me feel even worse so

on me) and doing this exercise. I count for 2 seconds, while

I stopped. I grew up with someone who wasn’t stable

I’m counting I breathe in. Then I count another 2 seconds,

with drugs and money. I wasn’t able to depend on him for

but this time I breathe out. Then I count for 4 seconds,

things, because he wasn’t around that much—and when

I breathe in. Then again, but breathe out. I do this with

he was, he wasn’t actually there. I realized that I don’t

6 seconds and 8 seconds. Whenever I start overthinking

want to follow my dad’s footsteps. Now I found out that

something, I always do this.

when I am cooking it keeps my mind away from using the
substances that also cause stress.

PHOTO BY MALCOLM DOWNER-LESLIE

Shadowboxing
– Tyler Gosselin Lister
Whenever I’m not in a gaming mood, I like to get more physical. I proceed
to either work out or shadowbox. Getting physical always helps because
I no longer focus on the outside world, but instead on my movements
and my form and how I’m doing. Just being able to shift into something
I love helps me a lot to release any anger.

PHOTO BY ADEM LUTFY LANGLAIS
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The State of Us

I Am the Keyboard

Brain Talk

– Anonymous

– Giovanni Greco

– Anonymous

Many people live their own perspective, so when someone is

Every day, he pounds on my keys angrily, then

What makes me feel good is my alone time, like

being rude they can feel they are not. Perspective is different

sadly, then disappointedly. He’s searching up the

playing video games. And when I do something

to every person, because everybody lives in a different

latest news. It’s my job to help him find whatever

quietly. And if I’m doing homework and I’m really

environment.

he wants. He stares at the monitor, corroding his

into it . Like, for example, I am not so good at

eyes with blue light. His prescription glasses aren’t

writing and having ideas on what to write. But

strong enough anymore. Outside of his room is his

when I find an idea, I start writing and I feel good

family. They live a life of bliss, according to him.

about myself.

He feels alone. What started as watching funny
YouTube videos and looking at innocent memes,
has now become a full investigation of the horrors
of humanity. He grazes through all of it. He is never
satisfied.

Beurling Academy
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2 Good Reasons
– Anonymous
My first reason for stress is rainy days, because I hate
humid climates, and also it makes my body heavy.
Sometimes when it rains, I feel so bad, tired and drowsy.
My second thing that makes me feel stressed is my sister.
She always orders me something, for example, “bring me
a water bottle”, “turn off the light”. She changes me from
calm to angry. However, my hobby makes me feel better.
My favourite hobby is watching movies, which is very
relaxing. When I watch the movie, I am relieved of
my stress.

For Real
– Giovanni Greco
My whole point is that things people feel are real to them
and it will never truly go away. You just need to not let
things get the best of you. I say something to myself and

15

it sticks with me: that everything’s gonna be fine and it will
work itself out.

Beurling Academy

Beurling Academy
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Open Minds
– Muriel Lavergne
If people around me are negative it will most likely rub
off on me. We all need to surround ourselves with positive
people who make us happy. For example, when I am
playing volleyball at a tournament with my teammates, we
will do well if we are all being positive and lifting each other
up. But when we are being negative and putting ourselves
down we will most likely lose. We always tried to stay
positive, that’s why we made it to the finals.

PHOTO BY MADISON THOMAS

A Different World

POV of a Squirrel

– Feiyue Ling

– Shaymus Williamson

I feel better when I draw and play games. I like drawing
and want to do this job in the future. Games can make me
feel relaxed. When I do these things, I feel at home; I can
say anything I want to say. It is a different world. And I am
a character from that world.

All My Worries Go Away
– Brett Pelletier

- the chance of me getting hit by a car scares me
- whenever my nuts or any type of food gets taken
from me it makes me mad
- having a proper shelter or place to stay makes
me feel safe
- playing around with other squirrels makes me
very happy
- if anything bigger than me walks or goes past me
it heavily scares me

When I play my guitar it makes me happy: when my little
sister says to play my favourite song, or when my parents

PHOTO BY MURIEL LAVERGN

are amazed at how I play. Music makes me feel happy
because all the old rock bands have such good songs that
I listen to on the daily because they are some of the best
bands I’ve ever heard. And when the guitarists play their
solos I can only dream about playing them one day.
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Fortunately, I Have
Remedies

Beurling Academy

Beurling Academy
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– Madison Thomas
One thing that helps me with my anxiety or sadness is my
mother. When I feel the way that I do, I have a conversation
with my mom. Usually, I’ll share my thoughts and feelings
while we’re walking. We walk my dog every single night.
I believe that the darkness of the streets, with only dim
light showing us where to go, and the essence of the city
is what helps me talk to her.

PHOTO BY MURIEL LAVERGNE

Laurentian Regional
High School
IMAGINE A WAR:
A DAY TRIP TO THE CANADIAN WAR MUSEUM
WRITERS & PHOTOGRAPHERS

A Flash to the Past
– Zoe Yanicki

Michael Bonadonna

We went on a trip to a war museum. For a

Françis Bourget

learning experience or for a fun outing after

Paige Braney

COVID. We made our way through the museum

Joshua Bullard

and enjoyed learning about all the past wars

Fianna Edgerton-Raymond

and being with our friends. By the end, we

Tiffany Fox

reached Section 4, where we read about

Mikael Guindi

Canadians in the present wars. People’s life

Emma Hamelin

experiences all wrapped up in a fun field trip.

David Hoare
Maxim Lachapelle

For Paraskevas

19

Sabrina Scharley
Maïka-Loïse Schmidt

– Thalia Tsesmes

Emma Scott

A new identity,

Sara Scott

moving across countries with my son and

Thalia Tsesmes

husband.

Ava Verrault

I barely know who I am.

Zoe Yanicki

Everything is different,

Ryan Young

The language, the smell of Monday afternoons,

Laurentian Regional High School

Laurentian Regional High School
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Every step on the cracks of the sidewalk.
MENTORS

“For Paraskevas” I remind myself.

Author: Raquel Rivera

A better education,

Photographer: Pierre Charbonneau

a better life.

Teacher: Robin Vero

PHOTO BY MAÏKA-LOISE SCHMIDT

Reality at the Western
Front
– Françis Bourget
“FEUER!” I hear the German soldier shout, and in an
instant I’m hurtling through the air in the direction of the
French trenches. I land with a deafening impact. My metal
plating rips apart instantaneously—piercing the enemy
soldiers. I can hear them crying out for help. Help that
likely won’t come. There it is. My purpose has been done.

The Split
– Joshua Bullard

21
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The damage has been dealt.

Two nations fighting against each other like two different
parents opposing each other. I am asked to pick a side,
a choice to live for one or the other, I do not know what
to do. The Court decides for me and they pick for me.
I cannot choose and my freedom is taken away from
me. Being forced to do something that is against my
will, trapped and stripped away of my decisions. I’m a
youngling, I am eight-years-old. I don’t know what to do.

PHOTO BY NOAH

Where Rainfall Falls

Pivotal Moment

– Mikael Guindi

– Maxim Lachapelle

It’s now been a lifetime of time

I am the last person to sign the treaty. I’m surrounded by many different people from

Of decomposing

different places, some looking very happy. Some look not so enthusiastic because

and recomposing

they have sacrificed too much. There are hundreds of people here, in this hall, full of

The soldiers are gone

flags and suits. As I walk towards the page, the taste in my mouth is just a tiny bit of

still oak trees stand in their bootprints

blood, since I’ve been grinding my teeth this entire time. As I grab the pen, it feels like

like statues honoring the dead

the heaviest little object ever. Why should a signature decide for other people their

The nightly barrage

well-being? Why should I be the one who decides?

now replaced by crickets
There is always a trace
of what was once here
The grassy hills may cover the craters
but the memories live uncovered

Carry Me Close
– David Hoare
I was once in her hands, her small and vulnerable hands. I existed in her heart;
I carried it through the tunnels, through the plains, through everything. He carried
me close. I was in his pocket, an empty space which he carefully protected, to protect
me. I supported him, until that day. The day I was stained with his life.

Laurentian Regional High School

– Sabrina Scharley
“Juno?” The nurse asked. “Juno?” He repeated. “Are you listening to me at all?”
“Sorry,” she mumbled.
“It’s all right. We have concluded your diagnosis. Juno. You have PTSD. You’re
traumatized.”
She blinked and scratched her hand. “But—”
The nurse cut her off. “The war you spoke of, the people made of shadows you saw,
is all in your head. You can’t remember because your brain is trying to keep you safe.”
“But—” she went quiet, then mumbled, “It isn’t fair.”

Some Sort of Fascination
– Ryan Young
I had a thought while at the war museum that, while most people know about the
horrors of war, many people also find it very interesting. No matter how much we are
taught about it, most people still have some sort of fascination with war. Many of the
tools used in war are romanticized in different forms of media, and things like tanks
can be seen as really cool (which is how I see them, even though I know they were
PHOTO BY MAÏKA-LOISE SCHMIDT

used for terrible things).
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War of the Mind
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Flight 175
– Tiffany Fox
Seeing me fly through the twin towers. Hearing all the
screams, seeing people panicking. Was this not planned?
What went wrong? People trying to reach out to their
families and loved ones, right before they take their
last breath. All of this because of me ? I can feel myself
breaking apart. The floors are shaking. BOOM

A Letter
– Ava Verreault
An officer brings out his pen and notebook. He sighs
before bringing the pen to the paper. The memories of his

25

friend floods back to him. Then, he starts to write. “Your
son didn’t suffer much,” he wrote. With each word his heart

Laurentian Regional High School

Laurentian Regional High School
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throbs. Every period a bullet, every space, anxious sweat.
And the man continues to write.

War Has No Synonym
– Emma Scott
It can be a challenge for some people to see good in any
type of war, but I see how the world has grown. Because of
war, new technology has been made, new ideas about how
we handle things have been inspired, and even the way
people think about stuff can change. Thanks to all those

PHOTO BY MAÏKA-LOISE SCHMIDT

soldiers, the women and brave children, there can be a way
to look at war other than just bad.

PHOTO BY SABRINA SCHARLY

The
Restless

A Poem for Who I Was

– Emma Hamelin

I have no reason to be here, been forced like

– Michael Bonadonna
my father was. The waves of bloodish salt

She opened her eyes

water splash on our faces. My father once

revealing them to be

told me he would come back for us; he never

misty grey. Tired from

did. We hit the grainy shore; the Higgins Boat

the long slumber, she

gates open. A flat sandy beach is all I see, the

yawned before getting to

smoke of the guns almost like fog. My crew

work. “Here they come,”

and I run out of the boat; the men drop like a

she thought. She herself

wave of trees getting cut…. screaming from

could not understand the

the others, limbs fly everywhere. The recoil of

meaning behind this war

my M1 Garand Rifle… the fear consumes me.

of theirs. Like an innocent

I feel the zap of the rapid MG34 bullets enter

child or old woman, she

my body… as my eyes shut, I hear my dad

had seen far too much

scream from the heavens, come to me, son.

but at the same time not
enough. She could not
ease their suffering, but
instead swallowed them

27

whole and granted them
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the mercy of a quick
oblivion. They were never
grateful to her. They called
her a monster for this, and
the taking she did. They
eased their own pain by
deluding themselves.

PHOTO BY MAÏKA-LOISE SCHMIDT
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Lay Me Down
– Paige Braney
The one who held me,
who used me against my will,
has fallen
It seems I’ve finally been liberated
from the suffering
I’ve had to endure,
but I’ll never be free
from the numerous sins
I’ve committed

The Significance of a Moment
– Fianna Edgerton-Raymond

29

It’s a piece of candy

Laurentian Regional High School
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That’s all it had to be
That’s my first taste of freedom
Nothing has ever compared to that moment
You have probably forgotten me
That is, if you even knew I was there
To be truthful, part of me almost wishes I could forget you, too
Because then surely I’d forget everything that preceded you
But the sweet taste lingers
Your strong face remains
And our freedom endures

PHOTO BY SABRINA SCHARLY

Welcome to Our Namur

NATURE

Namur, Quebec, was founded a long time ago.

Class poem
Many Quebecers never even heard of Namur.
Neither the Namur here in western Quebec,
Nor the faraway Namur in Belgium,
After which our town is named.
We’re not sure when exactly.

WRITERS & PHOTOGRAPHERS

But Gabriel and Amy are going to look it up

Samuel Bergeron

And write it here: 1865.

Samuel Coster Beaulne

According to Luka, five-hundred-and-fifty-seven people

Alèxis Dupuis

live in Namur today.

Nykolas Forget

That’s not a lot.

Riley Graham

But it’s one of the things that makes our town special.

Ryan Graham

Because everyone is really close.

Jude Hamel

There are hills and trees everywhere,

Anne-Sophie Molloy

And mountains in the distance.

Jean-Mathieu Molloy

We’re safe from hurricanes and tornadoes.

Jayden Pilon Lacelle

Our safe places are:

Marius Sabourin

Our homes,

31

Théo St-Aubin

The basement,

Lidia Torretti

The forest.

Namur Intermediate School
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Namur
Intermediate
School

Amy Whissell
MENTORS
Author: Monique Polak
Photographer: Thomas Kneubühler
Teacher: Curtis Walsh

PHOTO BY AMY WHISSELL

Some Important
Places in Namur
– Jean-Mathieu Molloy
Everything is close to us in Namur. For
example, the Bonichoix is a pretty big
grocery store which has all the things
on our grocery list, Koko Café is a small
restaurant (you could say) that sells
coffee and stuff, but I think it’s kind of
expensive. There’s the Moulin du Temps,
another restaurant which is huge. In
the center of Namur, there is Namur
Intermediate School, the English school
you’ll probably go to if you live in Namur
or close by. There is also Station Namur, a
gas station with a small store that carries
little things you might need such as
slushies, batteries and milk.

33

Our Paradise
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– Lidia Torretti
Namur is our environmental paradise.
The houses are all tucked into forest and
wildflowers. I can see leaves and pine
needles wherever I go. In the six years I
have lived here, I have seen much of the

PHOTO BY GABRIEL

beauty that is Namur. Every day I walk
outside onto my porch to take in the view.
I see the leaves and flowers growing and
thriving in spring and summer, and in fall,
the warm coloured leaves blanketing the
flowers. In winter, the frost clings to the
windows, leaving patterns that are fun to
look at. Though Namur is beautiful, as in
many towns and cities, we have pollution.
Last summer, whenever I walked to the
end of my road with my brother, I always
noticed the pop cans in the ditch.

PHOTO BY NIKA

Trees in Namur

A Logging Community

– Anne-Sophie Molloy

– Jean-Mathieu Molloy

We have trees in our schoolyard — all kinds of trees, not just

Nature is life.

maples. Fall is my favourite season in Namur because of the

Nature is green.

colours. The leaves turn every colour red, yellow and orange,

Nature is what made life exist.

sometimes even brown. Behind our schoolyard, people cut down

Nature started with plants and ended with organic life forms.

trees. It is okay to cut trees, but not to cut all of them because

It makes the planet green.

it takes a long time for a tree to grow back. My dad cuts trees,

Today we humans are destroying nature.

but he does not cut them all. He only cuts what we need to warm

We make pollution which is bad for the environment.

our house in winter. My dad is kind of a lumberjack, but he also

Trees absorb pollution, but we are cutting them down.

works with big trucks with his brother, father (my grandpa),

We need to protect nature.

and some of his friends.

We need to save our planet.
We need nature.

PHOTO BY GABRIEL
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Clover for a Snack

The Tree

Composting

– Anne-Sophie Molloy

– Gabriel

– Amy Whissell

When I was five, we had a trampoline and under it, we saw

Imagine all the animals in a tree! There are lots of them

We have composting at school. If you want to compost, I can show you the steps.

some clover. My brother told me that we could eat clover.

under the bark. You can see ants, bugs and a lot more.

1. Find a bucket (or) a pot

My mom and dad weren’t there to watch over me, so I ate

The birds are in their nests. When we cut the trees down,

2. Eat the fruit (or) vegetable

some. My brother did too, and so did my little sister. After

we affect nature. So we have to stop!

3. Put any left over fruit (or) vegetable inside

we got inside, we weren’t hungry anymore. I could feel all

4. Wait a month or so

that clover filling my belly.

5. Put the compost in your garden!
If you do it, it’s appreciated by the world. Thanks for doing it!

Namur Intermediate School
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Dear Father Nature
– Gabriel
I’m really worried about you.
You’re in trouble with all this pollution in the air and in the water.
Watch out for the lumberjacks and the big factories!
Please get back to me ASAP!
Be careful.
Sincerely, Gabriel

Dear Mother Nature
– Théo St-Aubin
Thank you for giving us resources like trees and water. If we didn’t have you,
Mother Nature, we wouldn’t be able to survive. Trees make it possible for us

PHOTO BY LUKA

to breathe and keep warm. I hope you are doing well. I am also grateful for the
beautiful animals you have created such as the bunnies, deer and moose that
live near me in Boileau, which is a fifteen-minute drive from Namur.
Sincerely, Theo
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Life and Death in Nature
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– Gabriel
I live in the woods. People think it’s fun to live in nature. But take my word for
it, living in nature sometimes isn’t fun at all. When you live in nature, you can’t
help thinking that sometimes you just might die. Once I was in the woods,
feeding my pigs, and I thought I heard something big like a bear or a wolf.
I wondered, “Am I about to die?” So I grabbed my flashlight and shone it into
the woods. There was no bear or wolf.

I Live in Nature
– Alexis Dupuis
Next to my house are woods. Once I stopped to look around. I saw a deer.
I hunt, but when I kill a deer it makes me sad. It reminds me of my dad who
died three months ago. My father’s name was Josh. He loved being in nature.
His job was to build houses. That meant he got to work outside in nature.
My dad taught me to never give up.
PHOTO BY LIDIA TORRETTI

Paradise on Earth
– Ryan Graham
I do all kinds of stuff in nature. I build treehouses. When
I am in nature, I feel peaceful. Nature is the place where
I go when I want to calm down. Sometimes I even go into
nature to read books or write. That’s because when I read
or write, I need silence. When I go into nature, I feel like I’m
in paradise (which is another word for utopia) because
I hear the calm cool wind. I close my eyes and let the stress
leave me. I am so grateful for all the nature around us.
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Danika Reynolds
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Barefoot

Flight

– Iyla Smith

– Teagan Dutson

I see my small bare feet touching the grass,

Fluffy, white, and light.

going through my cracks of my toes,

I’m a cloud.

it feels pokey.

I wander over the trees and hills,

I see my dogs barking at a squirrel in a tree.

floating in the air.

I go to the swings

I can’t control where I’m going.

and I can feel the cold chains in my hand.

I’m thinking and wondering where I am going.

I hear the swings squeaking.

Hmmmmm…

I go to the tree and lean against it

Maybe America? Maybe Brazil? Maybe Canada?

I can feel the bark poking into me.

When I scream and cry
the tree branches fall to the ground

The Forest

as the wind blows.
I move more and more.

– By Raam Attri

I go walking home starting to sneeze

Morning, Noon, and
Afternoon Night

I feel the breeze coming from the trees.

– Jessa Kelly Belair

I go walking down the trails of leaves.

Onslow Elementary School
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I feel sad because of all the dirty junk that I had seen.
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I am a fluffy cloud up in the sky

Onslow Elementary School

I see fun, I see people, I see animals, I see trees.

in morning, noon, and afternoon night.
I rain if I cry.
I become a thunderstorm if I’m mad.
I tear leaves off trees
but I make plants grow.

PHOTO BY CARSON LAROSE

Recess

The Water Poem

– Heidi Frobel

– Carson Larose

At recess there is a lot of screaming. I sometimes go on

I am water.

the swings. When I close my eyes on the swing, it feels like

I move fast

I am flying. The wind is always blowing in my face. My hair

and sometimes calm.

is blowing in my face, too.

I move forever
and I am endless.

Dezzl Gets Lost

I am wet.

– Levi Daley

and kill.

I protect

In the forest, there were lots of big trees and a dog named
Dezzl. Dezzl got spooked. Then he ran in the forest.

Tree Talk

Everyone had to look for Dezzl. We split up to look. We all

– Ryan Charette-Leslie

was going to fall in the river, but I caught Dezzl. I grabbed

Trees help you breathe.

him by the collar. Dezzl was heavy. I had to hold on to a tree

They grow taller than weeds.

and Carson, Nick, and Luka helped me and we brought up

A tree can talk to insects and plants.

Dezzl. He was so excited to be saved. Ms. Savard was at the

They even talk to ants.

front of the yard and blew the whistle to get us all to come

Trees give squirrels a place to store food, dude.
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back out. Just in time! Dezzl was so happy that he knocked
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me over and licked us. We got him to follow us out of the
forest. All the kids couldn’t believe that we found him and
Ms. Savard was so thankful. Dezzl was safe and back home.

PHOTO BY HEIDI FROBEL
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went in the forest. I spotted him! He was near the river. He

PHOTO BY RYAN CHARETTE-LESLIE
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School

Earth

Tree

– Savanna Trottier

– Brandon Gravelle

I see friends

I give you a place to live

I give you air, so you can live

I see teachers

and trees, grass, and water.

I give you something to climb on!

I see plastic

But you hurt me

But you hurt me by ripping off my branches.

and nothing else.

and I’m dying. Stop polluting me.

– Nicholas Brazeau-Prud’Homme

I go everywhere
I feel a breeze
I feel nothing else.

Yellow
– Molly Dowe
I see my friends picking bright yellow dots
I see colourful flowers
I see yellow dandelions
I go out to the fresh green field
I go to the forest
I feel the sparkling rain on my skin
I feel happy because of yellow
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Lost Kittens
– Danika Reynolds and Heidi Frobel
There was a cat and she had kittens. We had to go find
them. We went to find them in the forest. The whole school
was the search party. We knew that the cats had kittens
because one came out and saw us. It took a long time.
When we finally found the kittens, we had to give them
food. They were wild and didn’t want us to catch them.
So, then we tried to call the animal shelter but there was
no service because we were in the woods. We tried to wrap
them in a blanket and tried to bring them home. They
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started to scratch us all over. It really hurt! When we got
cell phone service we called the animal shelter and told
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them our location. They came and rescued the cats, but
we had to take one. They were just too cute so we took one
home and named her Midnight. All the other cats went to
a good home.

PHOTO BY CARSON LAROSE
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I Was Only Three
– Kalaya De Couto
I moved to town when my parents split, which was
about Eight years ago. At first it was weird, because my
parents were no longer together and I was new to living
in this town. I did daycare here when I was younger, but
it felt different to live in town full-time. I moved from a
farm in the middle of nowhere to a big house with shops
and houses all around. Eight years later, I made many new
friends and I love the small but nice town I live in today.
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GROUP B:

Barkley, Brody

“SHAPE TO SHAPE” PHOTO BY DAMIEN FORGET
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Aikin, Cole

I Live On a Farm

Pre-Game

– Preston Mason

– Jacob Tannahill

I love to play in the straw, and I adore showing my calf,

A cold morning breeze

Ferrari. The thing is, she’s too big for me. Though luckily,

as you walk into the arena.

she doesn’t know she is stronger than me, so I guess

You get ready, walk

I trained her well.

down the long hallway,

Well, I was working in the barn. I saw a cow barged through

and you hop on the ice, skate

one of the many windows in the barn and had bright green

around and around the ice.

eyes with huge horns and a ring through its nose.

You grab the puck and skate with it

It charged at me with all its might — though Ferrari,

and start shooting the puck.

the barn charged at that one crazy cow and stopped it.
Afterward, Dad grabbed the crazy dead cow and threw it
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outside..
So, right after that crisis, I pet my calf and gave her a nice
warm bath to congratulate her. I was so proud that
I brought her the super expensive high quality grain,
for one night.
That night, Ferrarri didn’t sleep, she just ate more of her
grain. I couldn’t sleep because when she ate her grain it
crackled in her mouth. So, finally, she stopped eating her
grain, and we both slept.

You skate over to the bench
and get a drink of water—
as it goes to the back
of your throat it tastes
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refreshing.
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my calf, fought to protect me. Suddenly, all the cows in

You skate
more as you go around
the ice, you feel
like you are picking up speed.
You get off the ice
and feel happy.

“INDOOR RECESS” PHOTO BY HUNTER GALARNEAU

It Was a $350 Golf Club

All About Felix

– Tristan Casement

– Felix Loiselle

Once upon a time, there was a very mean bull named Jeff.

I live on a farm. I love animals. I love helping people

One time, he charged at my gramps! The bull almost hit my

around me. I’m a freak at sports, especially soccer.

gramps, but at the last second Gramps reached into a golf

My favourite place is centre attack for soccer. My

bag, grabbed a driver, and swung it so hard on Jeff’s horn that

favourite food is tacos. I love 4-H — and for people

the end of the golf club went flying twenty feet — and the bull

that don’t know what 4-H is, it’s a club where we do

never bothered him again!

activities and learn about cows. We learn how to show
animals. My best friend is Ashton, he is a trustworthy
friend and respects people, and he does not tell lies.
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“CLOUD RIVERS” PHOTO BY UNKNOWN

“INNER NINJA” PHOTO BY EVERETT WILKINSON

The Mystery of
the Chateauguay River
– Damien Forget
It was October 30th, Josh and David were getting ready for Halloween.
The teenagers loved to get scared, and liked to walk along the banks of the
Chateauguay river. One evening, they were walking and David saw something
in the river. He went to have a closer look, and fell in! Josh jumped in to save
his friend, but David disappeared. Josh got out of the water and called the
police. One week later, they still hadn’t found David’s body — but Josh didn’t
give up. He kept searching the river bank every day after school.
One day, he saw something on the ground. He ran up to the wet body and
shook his friend. David woke up! Josh said, what happened. David told him
he had blacked out under the water, but remembered seeing something
looking at him. Did it save him or pull him down?
We’ll never know.

“AIR BALL” PHOTO BY JAXSON ROCHELEAU

– Caleb Hampson
This one day after school, I was playing the Left-Right game, which is a game
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Left or Right
where you get in a car, and you turn left at the first possible turn and then
you turn right at the next possible turn, and so on — including dirt roads.
You must not turn in driveways.
So, yeah, I was playing the Left-Right game in town after school, and we went
to the end of Main street, and turned left, and then right. Then, after a couple
of turns, we came across this little place. It was a garden, with a road leading
to it, and where the gate was there was a road that had a place where you
could drive in. On the grate of the gate, there were two municipal signs:
One said no cars. The other one said no one. There were houses.

“THE KIDS ARE GONE” PHOTO BY JAXSON ROCHELAU

5 Years of Gymnastics
– Ely-Jade Hunteau
I live in the country. My parents are divorced, so I also live in a city. I do
gymnastics, and I have done gymnastics for a few years. I practice my
gymnastics, and my little sister needs to help me sometimes.
I like taking walks in the woods in the fall, because I like seeing the leaves
falling off the trees. I also like the sound of the leaves.

My Favourite Season
– Ruby Urra
Fall is my favourite season: when the trees in our yard turn orange and
red. It’s also so beautiful. At the end of autumn, when all the leaves fall
down, I’m happy because it becomes a home to animals; and it makes
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the ground orange and red, too! I love fall — and all the other seasons,
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too: winter, spring, summer and fall. I love them all.

“MR. SUNSHINE!” PHOTO BY EMMA MCCAIG

Why I Love Horses
– Emma McCaig
I love the smell of the farm, because I live on
one. I like how when horses run, their hair goes
everywhere. I like to braid their hair and how it
feels. I like to feel their soft noses. I like to hear
their feet stomp on the ground as they run. When
the horses hear a noise, they move their ears. I
like to rub them on their necks. I like to ride on
them in the nice air.

The One in the Forest
– Noah Parisien
the one that stands alone
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can work alone
and the one that can work alone

Ormstown Elementary School

Ormstown Elementary School

64

can live alone

“ANGEL ON THE STAIRS” PHOTO BY RUBY URRA

St. Mary’s
Elementary School
SILENCE
SILENCE

Shouting at Silence

WRITERS & PHOTOGRAPHERS:
Kamran Aduwari Tarkhanian

Group Poem by Students

Félix Campeau
Maykayla Drury

If we could shout at silence, here’s what we’d say:

Kayden Evans

WHY ARE YOU SO SILENT?

Klowie Fojak Baugh

SAY SOMETHING!

Shylah Fournier
Aquima Kelly-Ennis

BE LOUD!

Gillan Thomas Macpherson-Briggs

LOUD COMES WHEN WE ARE HAVING FUN.

Jordyn Phillips-Rogers

SILENCE COMES WHEN WE FEEL DISAPPOINTED

Nicholas Richards

OR LOST.

St. Mary’s Elementary School
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Malini Sarayev

FOR ONCE, SAY SOMETHING!
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Amani Yemelong

THERE ARE SO MANY THINGS WE NEED TO TALK

St. Mary’s Elementary School

Arturo Juan Pablo Rivero Dania

ABOUT…

MENTORS
Author: Monique Polak

LIKE THE NEGATIVE SIDE OF LIFE—

Photographer: Monique Dykstra

WHEN WE FAIL AT SOMETHING BIG

Teachers: Jennifer Gerlick / Cindy Paluzzi / Katrina Laperle

WHEN WE FEEL NOTHING’S WORKING OUT.
OR WHEN WE HAVE BAD MEMORIES
OR BAD DREAMS.
OR WHEN IT’S RECESS AND I GOT STEPPED ON
AND NOBODY HELPED.
˝SILENCED PLAYGROUND DURING THE PANDEMIC˝
PHOTO BY GILLAN THOMAS MACPHERSON-BRIGGS

Quiet in the Plane

I Am Silent

– Amani Yemelong

– Kamran Aduwari Tarkhanian

When I was eight years old, I lived in Edmonton. It was

I am silent in bed cuddling with my teddy bear.

quiet there.

I am silent when I am home alone.

I stayed quiet in the airplane the whole time on our way to

I am silent when I read adventure books.

Montreal. People were quiet, looking at their screens. I was

I am silent when I solve puzzles.

a little upset until I arrived in Montreal. Then I went to my

I am silent when I don’t know what to do.

aunt’s house for three days. It was fun! We played games in the

I am silent when I concentrate on a test.

basement. In the new apartment, we jumped on the mattresses.

I am silent when I look up at the clouds.

At my new school, I made new friends.

I am silent when I wait for something.

You can be quiet anywhere you go.

I am silent when I listen to something important.
I am silent when something bad happens.

Remembrance Day
– Félix Campeau

˝SOLITUDE˝ PHOTO BY SHYLAH FOURNIER

Remembrance Day is commemorated on November 11th to
mark the end of World War I in 1918. On this day, we take a
moment of silence to remember the soldiers who went to war
to save Canada! At my school, we gather in the gymnasium.
All the classes come marching in loudly. Then … it’s silent.
Every student puts a poppy on a cardboard stand to honour the
soldiers. Some children read a poem. The principal says thank
you and we leave the gymnasium in silence.

Underwater
– Jordyn Phillips-Rogers
When I’m underwater, I hear whooshing muffled sounds.
I taste and smell chlorine. Above me, it’s really quiet. When I’m
underwater, I’m in my own quiet world. Sometimes, I hear the
faint sound of me swimming and kicking. I like the way the light
reflects in the water. I am alone with my own thoughts. Even
my thoughts are quiet. I can see the cyan blue walls and stairs.
When I come up for air, it’s like I’m the only person on Earth.
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Calm Emotion

Morning Silence

– Kayden Evans

– Shylah Fournier

Silence is helpful when you want to work and focus. I like silence

I wake up early in the morning and eat my breakfast outside. The birds are

because it helps me concentrate on my work — and not feel annoyed

chirping and it’s calming. I hear the trees swaying in the wind. Sometimes

by other people. If you close your eyes, your muscles start to relax

my dad joins me for breakfast. We look at the birds and we talk about our

and your heart beats slowly. You can shut off the lights. You can put

plans for the day. When we are done, he goes upstairs for work while I stay

your head on your desk. If I could give silence a colour, it would be

outside to soak in the silence. Later, I go inside. It’s so silent. I only hear my

green. Green is kind of peaceful and the colour of nature. I like green.

dad typing on his laptop. In my room… more silence. All I hear is the water

And silence.

flowing through the filter in my fish tank. Everyone else in my family is still
asleep, so I go back outside to see what I can hear next.
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Silence in the Library

Flowers

– Aquima Kelly-Ennis

– Maykayla Drury

One early morning, I was walking in the pouring rain. I held my umbrella

A flower is silent. It moves in the wind. Sometimes the petals

tightly. There were no cars. In the distance, I saw the library. When I entered,

fall in the grass. The flower is beautiful, colourful and smells

everyone turned to look at me, then went back to their reading. I walked to

sweet. If a flower could break its silence, it would say, “Pick

the graphic novel section and picked out Amulet. I read for an hour before

me up, put me in a jar, and put water inside so I can stay alive

I decided to check my books out. Beep! The sound of the librarian’s scanner

a little longer.”

seemed super loud, breaking the silence in the library.

˝MORNING DEW˝ PHOTO BY JORDYN PHILLIPS-ROGERS
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˝ENTERING THE MAGICAL WORLD OF BOOKS˝ PHOTO BY NICHOLAS RICHARDS

The Good and the Bad
– Gillan Thomas Macpherson-Briggs
Now what is better than silence? It depends where you are. If you’re

But if you’re in your bedroom, reading a book at seven o’clock at night,
you want some silence.

In My Room
– Klowie Fojak Baugh
Once, it got so quiet I could hear the wind swirling around my room.
The curtains were swaying. When I looked out the window, I saw clouds
moving slowly. I felt warm under my cover, snuggling my teddy bear. The
moon shone through my window. When I dropped my plastic doll it broke
the silence.
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– Malini Sarayev
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Presentation Experience
I’m shy. So it’s silent for a short time before I start my presentation.
Everyone waits for me to speak. When I look at them, I worry I’m going
to make a mistake. Then I look at my paper and tell myself, “Everything
is going to be fine. All you need to do is read your paper and try to look
get a good grade.) Then I continue. After I finish and answer the class’s
questions, I return to my seat and fall silent again.

˝EMPTY COURT, STUDENTS AT WORK˝ PHOTO BY FÉLIX CAMPEAU

at the class.” I say the first sentence and look at the class. (I do that to
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If no one is out on the street, then the empty alleyway feels unsafe.

“IS ANYONE OUT THERE?“ PHOTO BY KAMRAN ADUWARI TARKHANIAN

out in the creepy woods, then you long for the sounds of civilization.

Whispering at Silence
Class poem
If we could whisper at silence, this is what we’d say:

Space
– Arturo Juan Pablo Rivero Dania
Space would be a great place to read a book. There is no noise, no sound,
no nothing. Space is quiet because there’s no air. I wonder what it would
be like to be an astronaut. I bet it would be nice to see the Earth from
space. In the dark, I would float around near my rocketship.

Thank you for existing,
Thank you for cancelling out the chaos.
Thank you for making it okay to be silent when I’m with myself,
Or with someone I love.
Thank you for my peaceful sleeps
Thank you for letting me read
And write
And take photographs.

ASMR

To me, you are a friend.

– Nicholas Richards
Autonomous Sensory Meridian Response (AMR) videos show people
making sounds with either their mouths, foods like Honeycombs, or objects
like slime or keyboards, to induce positive feelings. I learned about ASMR
from other YouTubers. I started watching ASMR because I wasn’t getting
much sleep. ASMR helps. Even if I wasn’t trying to sleep, ASMR is still
satisfying. It makes my scalp tingle. The people who make ASMR are
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called ASMRtists.

˝WISPY CLOUDS˝ PHOTO BY KAMRAN ADUWARI TARKHANIAN
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˝BLOWING IN THE WIND˝ PHOTO BY JORDYN PHILLIPS-ROGERS
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History of Kangiqsualujjuaq:
Interview with Vini Baron
– Ryan St-Aubin & Tommy Imak
Q. Where was the first Kangiqsualujjuaq?
A. Up river in Illutalivinik. Back in 1838 it was a Hudson’s Bay trading post named Fort
Severight. People lived wherever they wanted because they followed the animals.
Q. Were there houses?
A. The first houses were built with tall trees from upriver. The locals floated the
trees down the George River. Materials like plywood and nails came by ship.
Q. What is the biggest change?
A. More people used to go camping overnight. People today are more interested in
iPads and television than being out on the land. Children do not play outside as
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much anymore, but with the new fresh snow, some have already been sliding.
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Q. What’s better?
A. Today, we have running water and a sewage system. In the past, we
used honey buckets with plastic bags inside to collect human waste.
Workers had to throw out the bags! There was no community centre or
arena. No matter how cold it was, people played hockey outside.
Q. What is your hope for the young people today in Kangiqsualujjuaq?
A. For students to continue school. If they can’t finish high school, they could
go to trade school to learn how to become a mechanic or contractor.

PHOTO BY WILSON EMAK

PHOTO BY WILSON EMAK
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Encounters With Polar Bears

Our Memories of the Land

Told by Ryan St-Aubin

– Ryan St-Aubin and Devon Imak

When my mom, my dad and I were camping far away from

In the morning, we went to see the dead bear. We

I remember my mom cooking breakfast

I remember going goose hunting.

Kangiqsualujjuaq, my dad killed a polar bear who was trying

opened its belly because we knew the smell would

When we were out camping.

I was only three

to get into our cabin. It was a young, curious polar bear.

attract other bears. My dad wanted to take more videos

She made us toast and eggs.

My dad brought me with him.

Older polar bears have more experience and less curiosity.

and photos of bears. That night, very late, another

It tasted better than in the kitchen

I remember hearing geese for the first time

bear came. My dad didn’t shoot him. When we looked

Because we were outside.

And the way they go

My mom and I were scared because the polar bear
pushed on the window before breaking it. My dad
started making a video of the bear. The phone fell
down. Then my dad shot at the bear twice.

at the video, we noticed two holes on the bear’s back

Hrwww

that must have been made by walrus tusks. The polar

Grwwww...

bear probably got hungry and attacked the walrus.

It’s hard to spell it right!

Some people eat polar bear meat; some don’t. My family
doesn’t, so we left it there for other animals to eat.

Interview with Martha Snowball:
Making Smoked Caribou Mitts
– Marisa Etok and Dora Annanack
(interview taped and translated with the help of Judy Emudluk)
Some caribou skins make four pairs of men’s mitts and two pairs of women’s mitts. I use
sharp scissors and a three angle needle. Sometimes I make mitts for my family, but mostly
I sell them to non-locals. I follow my husband
to go caribou hunting in summer. In winter,
I don’t follow because I don’t want to be in the way.
These are the steps
I follow to make smoked
caribou mitts:
1. Remove the fur from
the outside of the
caribou skin.
2. Dry it.
3. Let the skin soak in
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water and lard for
about three days.
4. Stretch the skin and clean
it with soap and water.
5. Let the skin dry for

PHOTO BY DEVON IMAK

about three days.
6. Smoke it with wood.

Seal Hunting

7. Change the wood three

Told by Devon Imak

times during the week.
PHOTO BY MARISA ETOK

8. It takes about a week
to finish smoking.
9. Use the smoked skin
to sew into mitts.

Jason and I were trying to go ice fishing to get a big fish for

Jason gave me the gun and the white parka. The white

the town’s fishing challenge. The challenge is in January.

parka is important because it keeps us camouflaged so

We went to Koroc, a place along the Koroc
River with a lot of fish and some cabins.
We saw around fifteen seals. We tried to kill one,
but the seals kept retreating into their holes
under the ice. A few minutes later, Jason killed
a seal. I asked, “Can I try to get one too?”

the seals can’t see us. I walked twenty minutes, then I bent
down, loaded the gun and shot a seal. It was my first seal.
We also got a big fish, but I couldn’t pull it out alone. Jason
ran over to help me. Though the fish was big, we didn’t win
the challenge. John Jack won and the prize was a Honda!

Food

Interview with Sarah Pasha Annanack:
Medicine & Living on the Land

Class Collaboration
When the hunters get fish, beluga, caribou,

– Julius Baron & Danny Annanack
(interview taped and translated with the help of Judy Emudluck)

geese or ptarmigan, they sell it to Hunter
Support. Hunter Support shares the meat
and fish with the community, but they
offer it to the elders first. People don’t
have to pay for country food and Hunter

I was born in the summer of 1946 in a tent.

Susie Ketler was my best friend and we never separated

My big sister Susie used to live in an igloo.

when we lived in the same area. My father would hunt

I learned to sew by watching my mother.

caribou for a long time, up to a month. He had to go far

Support delivers it. Anyone can also get

When one of us got sick my mother made us drink

food from our community freezer.

qisirtuutaujak tea. For a sore throat, she gave us

Caribou

red berries. Plants were our only medicine. For a
toothache, we chewed on cones from the trees.

We boil caribou meat before we eat it.

There was no toothpaste; we rinsed with water.

The heart of an adult caribou is the size

out on the land. And only by dogsled. There weren’t many
dogs. When a female had puppies people would give
puppies to others who needed dogs. Dogs sometimes
got sick and died. I helped my dad sharpen the sled
skis with wet animal fur for the sled to go faster.

of two hands. It is soft, tasty and sweet.
Beluga
Belugas are smart. If they hear noise from
a boat, they turn and swim away. We don’t
eat beluga fat; we save it to eat with geese,
caribou, ptarmigan or to make misirak (a
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Geese
We hunt geese in spring. We use a
qamutik, which means sled. We need to
be quiet and make goose calls. To eat

PHOTO BY CHARLOTTE ANNANACK

goose, we remove the feathers, boil or
roast the bird. We can also make soup.
We also use the down for parkas.
Fish
In winter, the fish move from saltwater to
the lakes. We catch fish using nets and
rods. Some rods are homemade. In winter,
we go ice fishing by Ski-Doo. We make a
hole in the ice with a drill and chisel. When
we pull the fish out, it is still moving. We
eat fish boiled, dried, frozen, smoked,
fried and in soup. I like char chowder!

PHOTO BY JULIUS BARON

PHOTO BY DEVON IMAK

I Am Inuk
Class Collaboration
I am Inuk
I wonder if the water is blue
Or if it is the sky’s reflection.
I hear gunshots.
I see seals sleeping on the ice.
I want to be out on the land every day.
I am Inuk
I pretend to make geese noises.
I feel happy and excited when we go out on the land because I feel free.
I touch the white, soft, cold snow.
I worry about getting eaten by a polar bear.
I cry because the ice is melting faster than it used to.
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ᐃᓅᕗᖓ
ᐃᒪᖅ ᑐᖑᔪᕐᑕᐅᕈᓇᑦᓴᑐᖅ?

ᐅᕝᕙᓗ ᐊᓪᓚᕿᔪᒧᑦ ᑐᖑᔪᕐᑕᐅᑎᑕᐅᕙ?

ᖁᑭᐅᑎᓂᒃ ᓯᒃᑭᕙᓪᓛᔪᓂᒃ ᑐᓵᕗᖓ
ᐳᐃᔨᓂᒃ ᑭᕙᑭᑕᓂᒃ ᓯᓂᑦᑐᓂᒃ ᑕᑯᓐᓇᖁᖓ.
ᐅᓪᓗᑕᒫᖅ ᓄᓇᒦᒍᒪᕗᖓ.
ᐃᓅᕗᖓ
ᓂᕐᓕᐅᔭᓲᖑᕗᖓ
ᒪᙯᓕᕋᑦᑕ

ᓄᓇᒦᓕᕋᑦᑕ

ᐊᓕᐊᓱᓲᖑᕗᖓ

ᐊᐳᑎᒥᒃ

ᓂᓪᓕᓇᕐᑐᒥᒃ, ᐊᕿᑦᑐᒥᒃ ᐊᑦᑐᐊᕗᖓ

ᓇᓄᕐᒧᑦ

ᓂᕆᔭᐅᓂᐊᖕᖒᓲᖑᕗᖓ

ᕿᐊᕗᖓ

ᐊᐳᑎ

ᓱᑲᑦᑐᒥᒃ

ᐃᓱᒪᒥᑦᓯᐊᕋᒪ

ᐊᐅᖃᑦᑕᓕᕐᒪᑦ

ᐃᓅᕗᖓ
PHOTO BY RYAN ST-AUBIN

MEET THE MENTORS
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Monique Dykstra is professional

Pierre Charbonneau fell in love with photography at the age of 14

photographer from Montreal, Canada,

when he first discovered the joy of the darkroom while visiting a

and the author of two photography

friend’s home. After completing a B.A. in Communication Studies,

books. She opened Studio Iris

he started his career as a magazine photographer for many

Photography in 1994, a busy Montreal

Canadian publications and he later became a regular contributor

studio that specializes in wedding

to the Globe and Mail daily newspaper. This exposure soon led to

photography, family portraits,

commercial assignments.

corporate events, business portraits,
and private photography classes and
workshops.

Thomas Kneubühler is a visual

Monique Polak is the author

Raquel Rivera is the author of

artist working with photography and

of 29 books for young people.

five books for children and young

video. Over his career, Kneubühler

You can expect three new

adults. She has lived and worked

has explored issues surrounding

books from Monique in 2022

in Washington DC, Kuala Lumpur,

the privatization of land use, the

— a middle-grade novel; a

Singapore, Barcelona and Toronto

exploitation of natural resources,

non-fiction title for kids; and

(where she was born and raised).

questions of power, and the effects

Monique’s first picture book.

Based in Montreal since 1999,

of new technology on society.

Monique is a two-time winner of

Raquel works as a writer, artist and

Originally from Switzerland, he has

the Quebec Writers’ Federation

performer, while leading workshops

been living in Montreal since the

Prize for Children’s and Young

for children, youth and adults.

year 2000, where he completed a

Adult Literature. Monique has

For news, pictures and video-

MFA at Concordia University in 2003.

been teaching at Marianopolis

readings, visit her website:
www.raquelriverawashere.com.

His works have been presented in

College for 35 years. She is

Throughout his almost 40 years career as a freelancer, his photos

exhibitions in both Europe and North

also a freelance journalist

have illustrated a wide array of corporate publications such as

America, among others at the Musée

whose stories have appeared

annual reports and advertisements. He shoots personal work

d’art contemporain, Montréal, the

in the Montreal Gazette and in

mostly with vintage cameras in B&W on film.

Centre culturel canadien, Paris, the

Postmedia publications across

Centre Pasquart Bienne, the Quebec

the country. Monique is a

City Biennial Manif d’art, and the

columnist on ICI-Radio Canada’s

Videonale at the Kunstmuseum Bonn.

Plus on est de fous, plus on lit!

In 2011 he was awarded the Pratt &
Whitney Canada Prize of the Conseil
des arts de Montréal, and in 2012 the
Swiss Art Award by the Ministry of
Culture Switzerland.
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