Green: the New
Red & Grey

TINA HUI

It’s hard to believe that there are
only two more years until [ graduate from
NT’s dilapidated and pungent smelling, yet
spirited, walls. It’s even harder to believe
that our Commencement won’t even be
held in the same building that we went to
high school in! When I along with the grads
of 2010 return to the place that has shaped
us for four years, we won’t be returning to
laugh at students getting lost (like all of us
have in grade 9) on the legendary Stairway
to Nowhere and the S-shaped basement, or
to visit to the historic music wing, the mod-
est auditorium, and other significant pieces
of NT that have made our time here so un-
forgettable. That’s because by September
2010, the hundred year-old NT — our NT
— will be no more. Instead, it will be re-
placed by an epic, full-fledged eco-school
— the new North Toronto C.I.

This green initiative, the first of
its kind in the TDSB, is bound to ignite
many changes in the school community
as well as the Yonge & Eg neighborhood.
But how did the green side come to the
TDSB? And what will an eco-NT be like?
With these questions, I had the privilege to
speak with David Percival, the Manager of
Standards, Compliance, and Environment
for the TDSB.

iy AL

TR L

The new NT has been pegged as
an eco-school since the building is L.E.E.D.
(Leadership in Energy and Environmental
Design) certified, meaning that it’s green.
This certification is done by the Canadian
Green Building Council, David explained,
and is based on getting thirty-nine cred-
its that encompass “a range of issues and
achievements that make up the design of
the building.” The credits are based on how
waste is handled during construction, how
records are being kept, the materials used,
and how well the air quality is. We earned
one L.E.E.D. credit by implementing
something known as displacement ventila-
tion in the classrooms, an environmentally-
friendly alternative to excess air-condition-
ing.

“Our eco-school will
set an example of
leadership in out-
standing environ-

mental stewardship

and sustainability.”

Even though “it takes a lot of
effort to design and build to L.E.E.D.”
standards in the midst of all these environ-
mental considerations, David pointed out
that construction won’t be extended It just
means more care is added to building it,
and the detailed amount of record-keeping
is added to keep people honest.
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As far as the
physical plans go, the
school will be fully wheel-
chair-accessible and will
have: a theatre, a green
roof, a cafeteria which
serves as a lobby for the
theatre, a playing field
with NATURAL turf, three
large gyms, carefully-de-
signed classrooms, and a
courtyard that will be dec-
orated with bits and pieces
of historical items savaged
from the existing building.
Maybe we should put our
swimming pool there too; that’s one way
that we can still have a pool in the new
school. Our eco-school will set an example
of leadership in outstanding environmen-
tal stewardship and sustainability. To say
that “our building is green” would reflect
a lot of credibility, David said, and we will
all be happier with the outcome; a better,
cleaner school.

In this case, the health and envi-
ronment benefits of the new NT go hand
in hand. The exterior wall is made up of
a special building envelope that “should
last many, many years.” The windows
and walls will be tightly sealed, ensuring
few leaks. The interior finishes won’t give
off harmful compounds, and will use as-
bestos-free materials, which significantly
improves the indoor quality. The carpets
won’t give off urea gas and will be made
of recycled material. The green roof will
not only be a vivid addition to the plain,
grey backdrop of Roehampton Ave., but
will help manage storm water and reduce
the need for air-conditioning, even to sur-
rounding buildings in the summer.

The playing field will have an ir-
rigation system that manages run-off and
conserves water flow to sewers. It will
also accommodate sprinklers to only start
watering when timers come on. The prac-
tically-designed classrooms will let more
natural light enter the windows, reducing
the need for those bright artificial lights
that I’m sure many students have protested
to be kept off on sunny days. With more

windows, this open effect will come with
almost panoramic views of the streets.
So there you have it, the new NT. Build-
ings contribute a lot towards greenhouse
gas emissions, so why not work towards
reducing those high numbers? Our eco-
school will present more opportunities for
us to better understand environmental is-
sues, recycle, and conserve energy.
Making the most out of this op-
portunity is just the “right thing to do in
our time”, as David put it. Let’s just hope
that when we return, the future students
won’t gawk at us as we frantically find our
way around the new building, while admir-
ing the washrooms with locks, the smooth
walls, and the ungraffiti-ed on lockers.
Let’s just hope that despite not having
those unforgettable pieces of NT as we’ve
experienced them, the spirit and tradition
of the people will continue on. But just
imagine how easy they’ll have it...

Photos by Paniz Moayeri

Calling Al
Lifeguards

CHRISTINA ZHA

As we all know, the TDSB had de-
cided to close down 23 pools in the Toron-
to District school board this year, including
our very own, in hopes of saving 4 million
dollars. The 4-million was expected to go
to other school programs, such as English
as a Second Language, and to cover up any
budget shortfalls.

In the rashness of their decision,
the TDSB also laid off numerous life-
guards, crushing any chances of saving the
pools. With high spirits to prevent these
disastrous results, NT students took the

time and effort to go out and protest at the
trustee meetings.

Now the tide has turned. Over the
period of our summer vacation, the TDSB
has reconsidered and decided in our fa-
vour—the pools have been reopened!

“The government has heard us!”
says a thrilled member of the swim team.
Former mayor David Crombie wrote a
convincing letter to the TDSB chair John
Campbell regarding the pool funding. In
his letter he mentioned some of the com-
munity corporations that offered assistance
in funding, such as the YMCA of Greater
Toronto, the Lifesaving Society, Red Cross,
the Toronto Community Foundation and
many more. In this letter he also proposed
establishing a volunteer Aquatics...

(continued on page 16)

It's All in the
Family

Noticed an unusual number of sib-
lings scurrying around the halls lately? Se-
nior girls give us the stuff only older sisters
would know: bad habits, funny personality
traits, and who’s first out of the house in
the morning. North Toronto, meet Carmen
Siegel, Olivia Cummings, Mack Haines,
and Andriana Reppas-Rindlisbacher!

Attention younger siblings: don’t
get mad, get writing! Send us your thoughts
on your older siblings.

Payback time!

(continued on page 3)

Election Season!

Tristan Sedgewick breaks
down the platforms.

Michelle Gordon brings in
TV talk shows.

Jonah Goldberg talks to

Conservative candidate Joe
Oliver.

It’s all on page 20.
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On the last day of July, just before the crack
of dawn, a group of teenagers gets suited
up in their sweatpants and sweaters to
brace themselves for the morning chill. We
take the same route we have taken the past
five weeks to downtown Trois-Rivieres to
watch the sunrise. We have stayed up all
night long, trying to hold on to the last few
hours we have together. We sing on the
empty streets to keep ourselves awake and
we pause once in a while to hold back the
tears. This is our last walk downtown, the
last sunrise we will see in Trois-Riviéres,
one of the last moments we will spend to-
gether in a long while.

I had a summer mission. It was to
immerse myself in all-around French-ness.
Long before summer started, I signed up
for a government bursary French Immer-
sion program at Trois-Riviéres. I would be
spending five weeks of my precious two-
month break in an unfamiliar place with a
group of strangers trying to improve my
grasp of a mysterious language. How much
fun could that really be?

When we arrived at the Cégep, a
group of counselors greeted us. They hand-
ed us a bunch of maps and schedules, and
our keys. Sadly, my first major dilemma
wasn’t speaking in French; it was learn-
ing how to unlock my room. We were told
that a typical weekday at the Cégep con-
sisted of four-hour classes in the morning;
ateliers (art, fashion, and sports) in the af-
ternoon, and homework in the evening. By
the sound of it, we were to be spending five
miserable weeks in an intense French boot-
camp. To make matters worse, most of us
were still homesick, and we could not stop

Student Experience

An Educational
Summer (No Failed
Courses Required)

MIRRANDA WHITTAKER

I was fortunate this summer; I was
able to “broaden my horizons”, by which I
mean [ was able to attend a very interest-
ing camp called SUNIA; seminar on the
United Nations and International Affairs.
Sound dull? Trust me, it wasn’t!

“Educational,” for some people,
is synonymous to “boring.” But SUNIA is
not, to quote the counselors, “nerd camp.”
Yes there were lectures, but, in all honesty,
they were more like discussion groups, as
we were encouraged to voice our opinions.
The guest speakers (an economist-diplo-
mat from the UN and a Corporal from the
Canadian armed forces) talked about their
experience working within the UN or tour-
ing Afghanistan. While those stories were
interesting, I’d be a liar if I said I remem-
bered them clearly. So why do I say that the
trip was educational? It’s all about perspec-
tive.

The real learning took place dur-
ing the role playing (anyone thinking about
D&D, stop it now). Through skits we acted
out situations that arise all over the world:
everything from the sudden murder of our
country’s president and subsequent inquiry
to a Security Council simulation on the last
day. My personal favorite was the activity
where we acted as the government of a fic-
titious, but believable developing country.
And this is where the perspective comes
into play.

While we were simply role-play-
ing, the problem solving we had to do was
challenging and thought-provoking. I can
now fully appreciate how problems in so-
ciety are all interconnected. For example,

how can someone infected with HIV/AIDS
attain medical treatment if they cannot
reach the only (understaffed) clinic in the
area? Another problem we faced: how can
a man living in an unsanitary slum save
enough money to move to the city if the
money he doesn’t spend on food must be
sent to support his family? Obviously, just
throwing money or aid into the country
isn’t the answer. Medicine or food is of no
help to someone who can’t get to it because
there are no proper roads. The same can be
said for a job if you don’t have the educa-
tion to be qualified for it.

“It's all about
perspective.”

In some ways this was all very
overwhelming. Everything was tied to
something else. Which problem do you
tackle first? Sanitation or lack of health
care staff? Low school enrollment or the
non-existent roads? Who’s to decide prior-
ity? Real humanitarian workers have to ask
themselves these questions all the time.

Buthere’s the beautiful thing about
connected problems: if you solve one, you
affect several others. For example, better
roads make it easier for the sick to access
the drugs they need. It also makes it easier
for children to go to school, so that they are
able to get better jobs. Maybe those bet-
ter-educated kids will become health care
workers, perhaps solving the understaffed
clinic problem. It’s not impossible.

I’m not naive. I know that the
world has a hell of a long way to go. But
by loosening one string in a knot, you loos-
en others as well. Deal with one problem,
and you’re on your way to dealing with the
others. This is what I learned this past sum-
mer; this is what SUNIA taught me. For-
give me for sounding clichéd, but it’s not
something I’ll ever forget.

complaining about the cafeteria food, the
hard plastic beds, and the lack of familiar-
ity that we were used to back home.

Without a doubt, it was a huge
culture shock. French, not English, was
the official language on campus. Also,
where we would normally ex-
pect the boy to girl ratio to be
about 1:1, at the program, it was
an unfortunate 1:6. Additionally,
there weren’t many tall build-
ings, crowded streets, or Asian
people in Trois-Riviéres. No
wonder a lot of people thought I
was related to Yao Ming. I guess
they haven’t seen a lot of 6 foot
Asians before.

However, by the third
or fourth day, I began to un-
derstand why there was such
high praise for this program.
Although the beds did not get
any softer, our opinions began
to brighten. Everyday became a
day to look forward to because
there was always something new
and exciting to do. There were g 4
Saturday trips to Quebec City, ki
the Valcartier Water Park, and
Montreal. There were beach par-
ties and Friday dances. Friends
gathered in dorms and laughed
until curfew. No special giggling
formula, just some junk food,
music, and good company. As
days turned into weeks, some-
time between the first meeting and the fare-
well hug, we realized how hard it would be
to say goodbye. Hard to leave a place we
have begun to call home. Hard to leave the
people we have begun to love.

Before going into this, I thought
that I would leave with a ton of French and

that would be the end of it. But [ was com-
pletely wrong. I gained so much more than
just the knowledge of a language. By far,
the greatest part of this experience was the
friends I made from all across Canada.

Truly, summer 2008 was a summer of love,

laughter, friendship, and memories. For the
beautiful city I got to call home, and for the
group of wonderful people I got to spend
the best five weeks of my life with, I will
forever be grateful. If you would like to ex-
perience the extraordinary, sign up now for
an amazing summer!
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EMILY LU

The rain, at the moment, was not
lethal. It drummed steadily on the sign
that read La Société de transport de Trois-
Riviéres. I stood under it, darting glances
down the road for any sign of a bus. I had
been in Trois-Riviéres, Québec, for five
weeks. 1 was fairly confident that I had
gained enough French during the Explore
program to get on the right bus to work that
morning.

An hour later, I’'m desperate. [ had
been refuted by bus drivers of three differ-
ent routes that their bus was the wrong one.
And there were no other bus routes on that
street. Had I read the map wrong? Was
my anglophone accent too overbearing?
Should I call a taxi? Instead, I followed
the forceful recommendations of the previ-
ously mentioned bus drivers and wandered
across the road to wait.

When [ finally got off the bus, my
relief was stifled by my complete baffle-
ment and the twenty minute walk that
awaited me before I got to the summer
camp at I’1le St. Quentin.

On other days, it would have been
a beautiful walk. It was a single lane coun-
try road with untamed forest on both sides.
On the bridge, one could look down the St.
Lawrence River to the place where water
met sky. There were no pedestrians.

But it was grey that day. And as
I turned the first bend in the road, the rain
turned lethal. It pounded until I could feel
the fabric of my socks between my toes. It
pounded on until I was lightheaded and not
a little dizzy. I checked to make sure my
raincoat was still there. It was.

At that second, I would have been
relieved to see either a roof or another pe-
destrian. But neither was to be found with-
in a mile. I was in such shock by the time
I got there, that [ barely noticed that all the
counsellors and kids spoke French, or that
I was attracting longer than normal stares.

Over the next couple of weeks,
things improved. My attempts at conversa-
tion sometimes had tragic endings, but at
least it was funny. Cooking was interest-
ing, but at least I didn’t starve. And my at-
tempts at finding the correct bus route paid
off, or at least until the road was sealed off
to traffic.

There were other moments: when
a child chuckled at the joke I made, when I
was belting out a camp song whose mean-
ing still eludes me today, when ten kids
in the pool were trying to murder me in a
splash-a-thon, or when a kid in a car in the
next lane waved at me through the bus win-
dow. Those moments made my day.

But every moment, even those
less than ideal, made my summer com-
plete. And I’ll never look at a bus the same
way again.

visit
www.jexplore.ca




Student Experience

The Best
Buddies Way

DANA LOWI-MERRI

I glance around at the smiling
faces illuminating all sides of the table.
Someone brings up the TV show Friends,
and we are greeted with a chorus of, “Oh, I
love that show!” It feels so natural, sitting
here in Mandarin with classmates and new
friends. We’re all ravenous (not to mention
really eager to take a brief break from the
hectic summative mode), and we start dis-
cussing the contents of our plates. Where
is a better place to talk of culinary delights
than during lunchtime at a buffet?

It was the perfect grand finale to
a vibrant year for the NT chapter of Best
Buddies.

What is a Best Buddies “chapter”?
Best Buddies Canada is, they maintain,
a non-profit organization dedicated to en-
hancing our communities through one-to-
one friendships between individuals with
intellectual disabilities and other students.”
How that’s translated in a high-school
context is, well, a club where students (of
various needs) get together once or twice
a month and do fun stuff together. Serious
members are matched one-on-one with a
student with intellectual and/or physical

disabilities. These peer buddies call their
buddies at least once every two weeks (or
maintain e-mail contact, whichever they
prefer). They also get together with their
buddies outside of school at least once a
month. You might worry about making this
commitment. Wouldn’t it be awkward to
find common ground, or at least find any-
thing to talk about? Not at all.

There is more of a natural in-
clination to “just be yourself” when you
are encouraged to become friends with a
group of people. The buddies especially
are so excited to spend time with you. The
energy that radiates in room 208 during a
Best Buddies meeting is obvious the mo-
ment you step through the door. You feel
calm, and happy. A typical meeting is
characterized by lots of joking and laugh-
ter. Sometimes there are structured games
and activities, like the infamous dodgeball
games in the upper gym. Sometimes we
watch movies, complete with hot buttered
popcorn and other sweets. We have holi-
day parties (anticipate gingerbread houses,
present exchanges, valentines and candy
hearts!) and, of course, the end-of- year
Mandarin rendez-vouz!

Best Buddies is a thriving club at
NT, and ALL students are encouraged to
check it out.

Keep your ears open for upcom-
ing Hot Air announcements!

i

BJORN NORDIN

It is hard to believe that we have
fbeen in school for two months already. Two
months is certainly not enough time for me
to get to know the 1000 of you at NT. So
consider the following the catalyst in our
friendship reaction, or in the event that you
are not interested in being friends, reasons
to keep your distance. Beyond being Presi-
dent of the Student Council, I am really just
a normal kid. I like physics (a lot), as I am
sure many of you do. My dream job would
be... an astronaut, (consider the frequent
flyer miles!) and my favorite food is DEEP
FRIED chicken (preferably KFC but I will
settle for any variety). The most important
thing that vou need to know about me is

(continued from cover)

The Smaller Siegel Sister — Carmen Sei-
gel

Okay I lied; she’s not actually

smaller than
| me. In truth,
. she’s at least
| an inch taller
— a fact she
makes  me
aware of
every time
we share
clothes, talk
about our ap-
pearances,
or just generally stand next to each other.
It’s especially great when store clerks or
a passerby on the street exclaims, “Oh!
Twins!” but, alas, I’'m neither fourteen nor
do I think every grade twelve boy is hot. 1
don’t hang out in playgrounds on Saturday
night or see movies at the mall on Sunday
afternoons. I don’t furiously type gossip to
my friends on msn all night or stress over
how to do my hair on picture day (I'm sav-
ing that for Grad Photos). But, Carmen
Siegel is still my sister, so, naturally, we
share some things in common, such as our
love of running around our neighborhood
during thunderstorms and watching Zoey
101 on weekends at 9 am. She forces me
to make her Kraft Dinner when our parents
aren’t home and I drag her to the movie
store so that I’'m not the only one in paja-
mas.

I introduced her to all my older
friends so that even if she was a com-
plete loser, she’d still be cool enough to
know Grade 12s. This plan seems to have
backfired, judging by the sudden interest
amongst the boys to go to semi, a school
function notorious for discovering older
boys and younger girls “getting jiggy
with it” in the middle of the dance floor.
MY SISTER IS OFF LIMITS! I will alert
George if I find any of my friends danc-
ing with her, and you don’t want to be on
the wrong end of that walkie-talkie, boys.
All in all, it’s pretty cool seeing her in the
halls, and the admiring glances from her
Grade 9 friends are embarrassingly large
confidence boosters. Although Mr. Nicolet
doesn’t hesitate in telling me that “she talks
as much as you do,” it’s nice knowing that
my legacy will live on in the school when

I’m gone. And just for the record, Mr. Ni-
colet, she talks waaay more than I do, and
she’s a better liar, which is why I’ll tell you
now - Edmund is NOT our step-brother!

ANGELICA SEIGEL

Mini-Madeleine — Olivia Cummings

Since September, Olivia and I
have had a countless stream of people com-
ing up to us saying, “you two look exactly
alike!” My parents shake their heads, in-
sisting there is no resemblance whatsoever,
but I suspect their claims are based on how
different our personalities are. I’ll start with
childhood. Some kids suck their thumbs,
Olivia sucked her fingers. It was always
the same two fingers, shoved backwards
into her mouth, accompanied by a blanket
that looked like it had been through a paper
shredder. As kids, I ran around naked, and
was surprisingly obnoxious (the things you
learn from home videos...) while Olivia
was usually oblivious, but always looking
like a million bucks — she had beautiful
big blonde ringlets. Our interests have al-
ways differed. I was barked at for reading

AT 7 ' g too much

- and in
8 math class
no less.
She was
pushed to
read, but
didn’t en-
joy it. We
even went
e to differ-
~ ent middle
! S schools.

Having Olivia around at home is
great; she donates her Coffee Crisps to me
on Halloween, she replaces the toilet pa-
per when it runs out, and when she sings a
Wicked! song in the shower at the top of her
lungs, it sounds like the Broadway record-
ing! But Olivia has always been modest.
She’ll tell you she’s not a runner, but she
has a scrapbook of ribbons that prove oth-
erwise. She has a Gilmore Girls quotation
for any situation (I mean this, just ask her)
and is also an original Beverly Hills 90210
expert. She’d probably say we’re closer
than Brandon and Brenda. Thank goodness
we have different sounding names.

MADELEINE CUMMINGS

More for the Haines Name? — Mack
Haines
It’s 7:00 am, and another typi-
cal day in the Haines household begins. I
grudgingly head down stairs to make myself
= a pot of
coffee,
and as I’'m
eating my
breakfast
I wonder
how late
my broth-

the
kitchen at 8’oclock, giving himself a solid
half hour to get ready (and by the look of
his bed-head I wonder if he spends more
than 5 minutes). At 8:15 Mack takes mo-
ments to throw on any clothes he can find
(if you’re reading this, your bright orange
sweater does not match your striped red
and blue polo!), while I take an hour (at
least).

When it’s time to leave the house,
I hear “Allie! Stop putting on make-up! It’s
not like it helps...” Finally we leave the
house, and walk up to Mount Pleasant to-
gether. Once we hit the corner though, I'm
ditched and don’t see my brother again un-
til after school. Many of my friends didn’t
believe I had a brother at NT — partly be-
cause the most I get from him is a wave in
the halls!
ALLIE HAINES

Another Reppas girl — Andriana Rep-
pas-Rindlisbacher

All the Reppas girls have gone to
NT and have been somewhat successful in
one way or another. Entering NT, my little
sister Andriana was very nervous because
she had some big shoes to fill. She would
constantly ask me about my first days at
NT and how I managed to make such good
friends, drink from the water fountains at
school (I still haven’t told her which are the
ones with the clear water), and about what
she should wear to school for the rest of the
week. It got EXTREMELY annoying, but I
remembered that I too was in her exact po-

Presidential Address

that I am no Billy Shakespeare and certain-
ly no Martin Luther King, so please, ex-
cuse the preceding paragraph and all past
and future speeches. But yes, I am in the
marching band. Those rumours are true.

Seriously though, thus far, this
year has been extraordinary. House leagues
are well underway; we have had great lawn
parties, entertaining assemblies, an incred-
ible Red and Grey Day and, semi coming
that is sure to be a ball (pun intended). The
success of the past few months is entirely
due to your wholehearted participation in
events — so thank you! Keep your heads up
for news regarding Charity Week and other
events, and, on behalf of the entire council,
stay involved and good luck with the year
to come.

sition four years ago. I told her how to suc-
ceed at NT and gave her rules on what she
should and shouldn’t do to go far at NT. Of
course, she didn’t listen to a thing I said, as
she never really has (most younger siblings
are like that I guess). Instead, she decided
to do her own thing and be her own person
which, in the end, I am very proud of her
for.

What is doing “her own thing” you
ask? I’ll tell you... she’s one of those people
who sings made up songs everywhere she
goes, they sound like they’ve come straight
out of the corniest soap operas only watched
by old English ladies. She paints her nails
a different colour everyday (even if it’s a
disgusting shade of turquoise) in order to
stop her nasty “biting” habit and is thrilled
when she sees a bit of white nail grow-
ing. She has a “party” and lends out MY

from facebook photos and then she’s
screwed. Yes, these things get quite an-
noying and tend to make me wish she was
still at the little Greek school she was at
for twelve years. What makes things even
worse is having all of my guy friends say,
“She looks sooooo much older then you”.
And the cherry on top of my day, the most
nauseating comment by far that I have to
hear every day from Matt ...” Tell your sis-
ter good things about me. I want to go on
a date with her. Do you think she’ll like
me?” | always knew it would be hard to
keep the boys away...However, despite
ALL of these annoying and embarrassing
quirks that come with having a younger
sister at the same school as me, she’s my
sister, my best friend and always will be. I
love you Andriana!!!

P.S. Rule: Don’t date Matt!

KATERINA REPPAS
-RINDLISBACHER



Summertime

For the first two weeks of July, I
got to be a history student. Along with thir-
ty other Canadian teachers, I participated
in the Peace & Reconciliation study tour of
China and Korea, a trip sponsored by the
Toronto Chapter of ALPHA, a Chinese-
Canadian organization dedicated to the
learning and preservation of Asian history.
Ours was a study of the World War II Japa-
nese invasion of China and Korea and thus
we visited four cities, each with a different
study focus.

In Shanghai, we attended lectures
by leading Chinese professors and human
rights lawyers and studied how World War
Il treaties, international diplomacy and
various court cases 7
have allowed Japan
to avoid accepting
responsibility  and
neither  apologize |
to nor compensate |
the many victims | :
of injustice. The [
highlight in Shang-
hai was hearing the
heart-wrenching
testimony of a sur-
vivor of the Japanese sexual slavery sys-
tem. Grandma Tan was called a “comfort
woman” (what a cruel description!) and
who told of her capture and torture and
fears at age 16. Grandma Tan was accom-
panied by her 40 year old son who admit-
ted to us that he had just heard his mother’s
sad story only two weeks previous to our
visit.

Next on our tour was the City of
Nanjing. For seven weeks beginning in
December 1937, Japanese soldiers butch-
ered over 300,000 Chinese women, men
and children. (I would highly recommend
Iris Chang’s book The Rape of Nanking for
a readable description of this horrid, and
now largely forgotten event.). The Nanjing
Massacre Museum was, ironically, built on
a previously unknown massacre site; some
of the bodies are visible where they were
dumped. The two survivors of the mas-
sacre who talked with us had no difficulty
showing their hatred and anger and demand
for an apology.

The study group then flew to the City of

So ushere
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Harbin in Manchuria where the focus was
on Unit 731, one of the Japanese labora-
tories experimenting with biological and
chemical warfare. There were, obviously,
no survivors of the beastly dissections and
inoculations of plague and other diseases,
but we did hear stories from two men who,
in 1974, accidentally handled one of the
many Japanese chemical bombs still buried
in the Chinese countryside. They talked of
their chemically-induced illnesses and how
their families’ lives have been forever af-
fected.

Our last city to visit was Seoul,
South Korea, a Japanese colony from
1910. Once again we heard the sad stories
of the Korean “comfort” women, many of
whom were never reunited with their fami-
lies. Some of the Korean comfort women
now live together in the House of Sharing
and they invited us to dine with them one
evening and listen to their stories. Every
Wednesday since 1992, these Grandmas
have demonstrated in front of the Japanese
embassy demanding an apology and re-
dress; it was a privilege
to join their demonstra-
tion on the final day of
our study tour.

Beyond the
lectures and museum
visits, I did have the
chance to experience
Chinese and Korean
culture-the food, the
streets crowded with
people and bicycles
and automobiles, the Buddhist temples,
early mornings in the parks where seniors
practise their tai-chi and bring their birds to
“converse”, and the washroom squats. Bar-
tering for souvenirs in the markets was a
challenge for me, but fun. (It’s great to ac-
tually want to buy souvenirs made in China
and Korea!) Booming cities like Shang-
hai are an architect’s dream. I climbed the
392 steps to Dr.Sun Yat Sen’s mausoleum,
took a gondola ride in the Purple Moun-
tains overlooking Nanjing, stood on cliffs
overlooking the mighty Yangtse River, lit a
traditional Chinese lantern wishing good-
luck and happiness to family and friends,
and attended a martial arts performance.

I am somewhat embarrassed to
admit how little I knew of this horrid chap-
ter in World War II history. I feel incredibly
honoured to have been able to participate
in this learning experience. It is sad to real-
ize that so many in China and Korea are
victims of the Second World War and that
so many others throughout the world suffer
such human rights abuses. We are so very

If ever you decide, in the middle of tell-
ing a children’s story, to modify it, I would
advise you to have an Indonesian transla-
tor around. It is a sure way to prevent the
change from ruining the original story.
Before I explain what I mean, let
me tell you the story behind the story. Two
friends and I travelled through South-East
Asia over the summer, and, in Jakarta, we
met an Indonesian who worked for a local
NGO. She was very friendly and offered
to show us some of the work her organiza-
tion--Bina Mandiri Indonesia--was doing.
When we arrived at the kindergar-
ten, classes were out. Seeing no children, I
imagined we would look around and leave.
Our new friend, however, had other plans.
From our conversation upon meeting her,
she knew we were teachers. As students

“began to arrive, she announced that we

would teach them. Though we protested,
we could not dissuade her.

All too soon, we were on. We de-
cided to start with “Head and Shoulders,
Knees and Toes.” I quickly realized how
difficult this song is to perform even when
you know English. I can’t tell you how
many times I pointed to my eyes when I
should have pointed to my nose, or how
often I began to rise to touch my head only
to realize [ was supposed to bend and touch
my toes. I am amazed the children were
able to learn the song, given they were per-
forming it in a language foreign to them.

Next came story time. My two
Canadian friends claimed they couldn’t
remember a single children’s tale between
them, so the task fell to me. After several
minutes scouring my memory, I decided on
“The Three Little Pigs.”

The room fell quiet. Forty eyes
stared at me. “Once upon a time,” [ began.
Our Indonesian friend translated my words
into Bahasa Indonesia. I continued: “there
were three little--" Then a thought seized
me. The population of Indonesia is over
85% Muslim. How would the children re-
act to my story?

I didn’t have time to ponder the
cross-cultural implications. In an instant,
I made my decision and finished the sen-
tence: “lambs.” My two Canadian friends
gave me looks. Our Indonesian friend du-
tifully translated.

Only I kept forgetting that I’d be-
gun the story “The Three Little Lambs,”
and, every so often, I’d say “pigs” instead.
The tale would have been terribly confus-
ing had it not been for our friend and Indo-
nesian translator. She would wait for me
to finish a sentence, and whenever I mis-
takenly said “pigs” instead of “lambs,” one
of my Canadian friends would cough, and
I’d correct myself before she translated the
error. After a while, she began to translate
almost as [ was speaking, so I assumed
she was ignoring my mistakes and using
“lambs” every time.

At the end of the class, I asked
her how she thought the story went. “Very
well,” she said. “There’s just one thing.
Why did you keep saying ‘lambs’ and not
‘pigs’? You confused me! I think I must
have said ‘lambs’ myself a couple times.”

Needless to say, our time at the
school was a learning experience for more
than just the schoolchildren.

Mr. Taylor

Not many of you can say you’ve
walked alongside a 13,000 pound beast this
summer, but I did. I stood just a few metres
from not one, but six African elephants,
and passed within spitting distance of
rhinoceroses, lions, cheetahs, and zebras.
I watched in awe as they moved slowly
through the tall savannah grasses and ca-
vorted about as if | wasn’t even there. This
was my summer adventure, a long awaited
trip deep within the grasslands of Aftica...
just outside of Cambridge, Ontario.

Yes, 1 visited the African Lion

Safari with my family. It was a wonder-
ful day, punctuated by the much hyped
“elephant swim” during which staff turn
their six wonderfully trained elephants
loose into a small lake on the grounds. I
bet you didn’t know that elephants swim
effortlessly. They do. They are at ease in
the water, jumping on each other’s backs,
and spraying with their long trunks. It was
a site to behold. The day was riveting, and
on top of it all, we managed to pick a day in
which it hardly rained. It was an ideal day
at an ideal summer venue.

.



So, you’d like to hear a few words
about how I spent my summer vacation.
Make that my extended summer vacation
in which my wife Clare and I traveled
around the world for 6 months. There is a
lot to tell! You might enjoy hearing about
hiking the Inca Trail and watching the sun
rise over Machu Picchu. Or, maybe about
how surfing the big waves in Maui is a lot
like surviving the spin cycle in an indus-
trial washing machine. At least it felt that
way to an amateur like me. Bungee jump-
ing in New Zealand was the scariest thing
I’ve done in quite some time although
white water rafting on the Zambezi below
Victoria Falls was definitely more danger-
ous. But all that adventure aside, I think I’d
like to tell you about a memorable lunch I
had at the side of the road one afternoon
while on safari in Malawi.

It wasn’t the food that was memo-
rable; I think I ate a
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proved. By improved I do not necessarily
mean making it look like an extension of
the United States or European Union. Per-
haps Africa should just be left alone to be
Africa, whatever that might look like once
all the foreigners trying to help or exploit
the situation have left. You no doubt think
that in today’s interconnected world that
is not a possibility and you are probably
right. Nevertheless, as citizens of a devel-
oped county that sends aid to Africa and as
members of a student body, some of whom
will travel to Africa as part of a community
development initiative next year, we’re ob-
ligated to ask ourselves one question. Do
our efforts do more harm than good to Af-
rica?

You may think that when we col-
lect clothes and send them to Africa, that
can only help the situation. But do you
stop to think about how dropping free

ham and cheese sand-
wich with Mrs. Ball’s
Chutney on  white
bread. The ambiance
was nothing to write
home about either. A
hot African sun was
shining down and the
landscape was dry and
barren. No, what was
memorable about that
lunch were the spec-
tators. Our group had
only started preparing

“Perhaps Africa
should just be
left alone to be

Africa, whatever
that might look
like once all the

foreigners trying

to help or exploit

the situation have
left.”

clothes into a commu-
nity affects the local
tailor or merchant. You
may think that sending
thousands of kilograms
of food aid to a country
can only help the situ-
ation. But do you stop
to think about how that
affects local farmers,
global food prices and
Africa’s fragile agricul-
tural based economies.
You may think that go-
ing to Africa and build-

things when we noticed
that there were about a dozen children of
varying ages watching us. Don’t ask me
where they came from. Oftentimes people
just seemed to emerge out of the bush as
if though they were beamed there by some
Star Trek like transporting device. As we
ate more children arrived and as more chil-
dren arrived, they all moved closer and
closer. It was obvious that they wanted to
partake in our lunch and from the look of
them, they appeared to be very much in
need of a good meal, not to mention some
clean clothes that weren’t full of holes. An
awkward silence descended upon our group
as we tried to eat our lunch without feeling
too guilty. Eventually, one of the bleeding
hearts among us (OK, it was my wife the
social worker) asked our group leader if we
could share our food with them. She replied
that it probably wasn’t a good idea because
we didn’t want them to become dependent
on mooching food from foreigners.

So there we were, a bunch of rich
white folks from Canada, Australia, and
the UK eating what for us was a meager
meal while a bunch of poor kids from Af-
rica watched us eat what, for them I sus-
pect, would have been a feast. The food
in Africa is not very good in general, but
I have to say that lunch left a particularly
bad taste in my mouth. Just as we were
about to leave, one of the older boys finally
spoke up. Could he have the old soccer ball
that some of us were kicking around. ‘No’,
came the reply. And with that, we were
back in the truck and on our way.

I think it is hard to spend time in
Africa and not think about why much of
the continent is in the state that it is and
also wonder how things could be im-

ing a school can only
help. But do you stop to think about what
impact that school will have on the destruc-
tion of traditional culture and way of life.
Not to mention how your volunteer labour
will affect the bricklayer whose job you
have stolen for the week. Last and most of
all, you might think that having westerners
go to Africa to try and solve problems can
only help. But do you stop to think about
how that affects the psyche of the African
people. People who were told for genera-
tions that they were not capable of gov-
erning themselves or solving problems on
their own. Who were told not long ago, that
they were less intelligent, less civilized,
even less human than whites. Does our go-
ing there attempting to help, eradicate or
perpetuate this lie?

Consider the following comment
from Isaias Afewerki the president of Er-
itrea. ‘Years of aid has begun to foster a
culture of dangerous dependency in the
country. It has nurtured lethargy, debilitat-
ing idleness and unemployment and eroded
the industriousness and hard work ethics of
communities’.

You may think after reading this
article that I think it would be a bad idea
for you to go to Africa on the global edu-
cation trip. That is not true. The problems
facing Africa are extremely complex and I
do not claim to have all the answers. But
let me say this. If you do go to Africa, leave
the ‘I’'m here to save the world’ attitude at
home. Because no matter how many bricks
you lay or how much money you manage
to leave behind, the person who will ben-
efit the most from your experience will be
you.

Mr.Hobson

Spain is a fascinating place even
for the shortest visits; having the chance to
spend an entire year there is simply won-
derful. My wife’s father was born in a high
valley in the Pyrenees, just south of the
French border. He came to Canada dur-
ing the difficult years of Franco’s rule, and
after a career as a professor of Medieval
Spanish drama at University of Toronto,
retired along with his wife back to northern
Spain. This gave our family the opportu-
nity to spend our sabbatical year in Spain
as well, and for my children to meet their
Spanish relatives and get in touch with this
part of their heritage. And for me to visit
plenty of castles and other historical sites
to my heart’s content.

We settled into a small provin-
cial capital called Huesca, nestled into the
foothills of the Pyrenees. The setting was

of Heaven. During the Spanish Civil War
Huesca was the site of further intense bat-
tles, and the English writer George Orwell
actually fought there with the Republican
troops. Trenches from this time still litter
the countryside. And the walls around the
old city of Huesca were built and rebuilt by
every conqueror. The oldest stones, around
the base are worn by the winds into fantas-
tical shapes.

Just to the north were the moun-
tains, where I spent every moment I could.
In the high Pyrenees there was also a wealth
of even older history. I spent a lot of time
in the Valley of the Rio Aragon, where my
father in law was born. It is possible that
this is the valley that Hannibal chose when
crossing the mountains. It has been the
central route across the Pyrenees since time
immemorial. The valleys and hills of the

spectacular.  Aragon,

area are covered with

the province we were It IS @ land of con- dozens of archacolog-
in, is actually one of trasts and extremes, ‘! remnants of the

the most sparsely pop-
ulated areas in west-
ern Europe, and so we

both in its climate
and in its history_" northern Europe that

third millennium B.C.
megalithic culture of

were immersed a vast
landscape of dry rolling hills, with farms,
vineyards and orchards stretching up to
dramatic mountains. In spring, when the
almond trees are in bloom, the air is filled
with a beautiful fragrance — it is nothing
short of sublime. Summer is hard and dry,
especially hot when masses of high pres-
sure move up from the Sahara and bake
the land. Fall is pleasant, still warm, and
winter free of snow in the lower elevations,
but the wind blows strong and harsh. It is a
land of contrasts and extremes, both in its
climate and in its history.

Huesca was a fine example of
this. The founding of the city is lost in the
mists of time: it was originally a prehistoric
Celto-Iberian fortification called Bolskan.
It was taken over by the Romans around 30
B.C., and was the site of a famous college.
After the withdrawal of Roman power in
the fifth century A.D., it became part of the
Kingdom of the Visigoths, before being
captured by the Moors in the eight century
A.D. and renamed Wasqah. It was the site
of fierce fighting during the Christian Re-
conquesta in the eleventh century. The lat-
ter is one of the best preserved early medi-
eval castles in Europe, and was featured in
the opening scenes of the movie Kingdom

e,

also gave us Stone-
henge. Most are dolmens, sort of miniature
stone houses which served as burial cham-
bers, and are kind of creepy when evening
is starting to close in, and you are still high
up in the mountains, alone. Others are sa-
cred circles, or the foundations of large rit-
ual complexes. Nothing is more fascinating
than to retrace a route two thousand metres
up that has served as a ritual path for five
thousand or more years, and to come to
the ruins of the complex, surrounded by
forbidding cliffs and daunting peaks, with
eagles and vultures soaring above you, the
stones echoing with their eerie cries.

Also humbling was watching my
five year old daughter and three year old
son learn to speak fluent Spanish in under
two months, while I was still struggling
mightily with my Spanish verbs at the end
of the year. My son still thinks my Spanish
is “muy divertido.” He laughs and answers
me in English. Perhaps if I had studied
harder, Sefora Elliot. Esta facil para los
jovens, y defacil para los viajos, mi creo.

Fascinating people, a rich history,
a stark and beautiful landscape, wonder-
ful food; Spain is a varied and wonderful
country, rewarding the visitor in so many
ways.
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I am a travel junkie. I suppose
there are worse things to be. But I just can’t
seem to get enough of awe-inspiring land-
scapes, architecture steeped in history and
of the culture, food and tradition of people
outside my borders. I spend the days and
nights between each school break dream-
ing of and planning my next big adven-
ture. Perhaps
it’s my early
days  living
in the Carib-
bean, per-
haps it stems
from my year
backpack-
ing  around §me
the globe. It’s
an expensive
habit...  but
such a satisfy-
ing one. It has
expanded my
understanding
of the world
I live in, the
achievements,
suffering and
beauty of our
planet’s many |
peoples. But
more im-
portantly, it has given me insight into the
person that I am as well. Naturally, when I
was offered the chance to attend this year’s
Olympic Games in Beijing, [ was happy to
oblige.

It still seems a bit of a dream. Chi-
na was incredible. I had hoped to someday
experience China, but never did I expect
that it would happen so soon, and certainly

not at such a historic Olympic Games. See,
this wasn’t any Games. This was China’s
‘coming out party,” an introduction to the
world.

I was able to attend just four short
days of the Games including the closing
ceremony. Like the rest of the world, I was
awe-struck watching the theatrical, moving

opening ceremonies on television. Lead-
ing up to the Games, I also followed the
media’s coverage of protests during the
torch relays and conflicts with militants in
China’s northern regions. I guess in many
ways China is still steeped in cultural and
political mystery to many of us in the west-
ern world, and I wondered what it would
be like to be there and if I would see the

control that China’s government reputedly
has over its country.

Beijing is a massive city. In the
area in which I stayed there were tall glass
skyscrapers, hotels, and elegant diplomatic
embassies surrounded by parks and ca-
nals. Clear blue skies reigned overhead,
and although hot, the air was clean. Flower
beds and ordered landscaping lined every
major autoroute leading to the Olympic
Green. Sculpture was erected to celebrate
the Olympic Spirit. The roads were uncon-
gested, the sidewalks swept meticulously
clean. Not what I had expected at all, espe-
cially for a major urban center.

At every turn, friendly Olym-
pic volunteers, mostly young people who
spoke my language, were there to assist
me. Every aspect of visiting the coun-
try, from our reception and entry into the
country at the airport, to ticket taking at the
sporting events I attended (Soccer, canoe/
kayaking, and a day of track-and-field) was
met with efficient and courteous execution.
The Bird’s Nest and the Water Cube, and
dozens of other high-tech looking build-
ings made me gasp at their beauty and
engineering feats. Pinch me! Was I really
seeing this with my own eyes?

“I had hoped to
someday experience
China, but never did
I expect that it would
happen so soon, and
certainly not at such

a historic Olympic
Games.”

But what impressed me most
about my visit to the Olympics was not just
the dressed up city and the logistics of run-
ning such a complex world event; it was
the ordinary Chinese people themselves. I
was overwhelmed by the pride and enthu-
siasm that my hosts had for their country’s
achievements, its history and for being the
nation that literally wowed the world. One
afternoon, while [ was touring in Beijing’s
Forbidden City, I met a young Chinese
family, tourists in their own country, who
were also there to celebrate the Games.

There were two little children, a girl and a
smaller boy, perhaps four years old. They
were all tarted up in their best clothes and
clutched Olympic and Chinese flags as they
walked the historic buildings of the City.
The little boy was a bit shy, and turned his
face into his mother’s skirts for protection.
But what was revealed was so adorable.
Mom had shaved the Olympic rings and
2008” into his hair. This was not an edict
handed down by officials up high. This was
not a staged experience choreographed by
the Beijing Olympic Committee. This was
pride and love of country - the same kind
of enthusiasm that prompts sporting fans
to wear foam fingers and North Toronto
students to paint themselves red and grey.
It was really lovely, honest, and indelibly
memorable. This vignette and many others
witnessed in the faces of the fans from all
over the world cheering on their country’s
athletes and sharing in the spirit of com-
petition overshadowed any media hype or
negativity that brewed in speculation over
China as a country.

Now that’s what I love about
travel - those little moments that reveal so
much about us as human beings. We really
are one race, and this is a great big planet
with so much to teach us about how to live
together with tolerance and respect. Yup,
I’m a travel junkie... and I can’t wait for
my next fix.

The Making of{
the Wildest |
People.
TINA HUI -

I’m sure that anyone at NT who
has ever done an overnight solo before
(at camp, in their backyard, or for braver
souls, in the cemetery) is full of vivid sto-
ries waiting to be told from their night of
sleeping alone in the woods. As daunting
as that would seem at first, I discovered
that it’s an adventure that’s truly worth
trying, whether you’re an outdoor enthusi-
ast or not, and even in the midst of rainy
weather or bear scares.

But the evening of Monday, July
21st boasted neither rain, nor bears, nor
stars; just bugs, an uncomfortable cool-
ness, and an interesting night.

It was pegged that July 21st, 2008
would be our Death Day. On that unusu-
ally brisk summer afternoon at Camp Wa-
nakita, sixty other student counselors and I
set out to accomplish that unavoidable task
which was guaranteed to define our month
at camp: the solo.

At 4pm, after a long trek in the
muddy back trails of the camp, I finally
found the perfect solo spot; a shady, for-
ested area where fallen tree trunks lay. This
place, as unknown as it felt, was my home
for the night. I was going to be on my own
for sixteen hours.

To my horror, as soon as I sat and
rested against a tree stump, creatures of all
sizes started to appear; most notably, the
Wanakita Mosquito Chorus. Even though
I looked ridiculous wearing muddy rub-
ber boots, long pants, leggings wrapped
around my ears, and two hoods over my
head in twenty-degree weather — I had to
find a way to drown out their continuous
buzzing and avoid being eaten alive. But
somehow, through three thick layers of
clothing, they were still as audible as ever.
That was when I realized that a mosquito’s
drone can penetrate through almost any-
thing, regardless of how many layers you
have around your ears. And seeing that I
didn’t bring any bricks to build a surround-

ing wall with, and had nothing else better
to do, I began humming with those pesky
creatures, slowly being immune to them.
By midnight, after scribbling dreadful po-
ems, writing ten-page spiels, and building
a stick shelter, I was exhausted, shivering,
and wrapped tightly in the crunchy tarp. As
I came to another realization, that I should
have brought my sleeping bag, I trembled
with fear whenever I heard the slightest
rustling of the leaves. My imagination
flew to all sorts of Blair-Witch-like pro-
portions, and being a Lost fan didn’t help.
Could that have been the wind? A whisper?
A wild chicken (which Camp Wanakita is
rumoured to have lots of)? A ax-murderer?
A BEAR?

Conveniently, then came the
washroom dilemma. In bear-proofing 101
you learn that bears are attracted to any-
thing that smells “interesting”, and yes,
human pee is one of them. But I was des-
perate and decided to risk it. Reluctantly,
I grabbed my flashlight and freed myself
from the relative warmth in the ground-
sheet, walking out into the darkness and
towards my stick tepee, where I found it
the safest to pee. As I stared out into the un-
known, the total pitch-blackness of the sur-
roundings ignited a terrifying chill inside
me that had nothing to do with the cold air.
I dashed back into the safety of my ground-
sheet as quickly as I could. That was when
I realized that if you have to go, you should
go BEFORE the sun sets.

When it proved that I wasn’t ever
going to stay asleep for more than two hours
straight that night, I fished out a booklet
that we had been given earlier and mind-
lessly flipped through it. My final realiza-
tion was found typed plainly on the page
two: “Now I see the secret of the making
of the best persons,” the quote read, “it is
to grow in the open air and to eat and sleep
with the earth.” — Walt Whitman.

The “making of the wildest peo-
ple” should have also been mentioned in
the quote. When I think of solos, I think of
wildness. 1 think of my friend telling me
of how, at one point during the night, she
had marched around a log while singing
the whole soundtrack to Rent. I remem-
ber another friend who confessed that his
tongue stayed numb for five hours after he
had foolishly licked a slug. And, finally, 1
think of being fully human, with nothing
except for nature and your free self having
control over you for just one night.

After living through that dynamic
experience and have still having managed
to keep relatively sane, I can say that one
solo in a lifetime is already enough to make
you braver and more nature-loving (or
mosquito-hating). But, maybe next sum-
mer, I’ll take that muddy trail back up to
the spot where my stick shelter stood and
do an overnight duo.
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Where in the Worli
is Mrs. Pady? »

Music teacher Mrs. Pady, along
with her husband, has taken a year off to
travel the world. Starting in Tokyo, she’s
made her way to the Japanese cities, Kyo-
to, Nara, Hiroshima, and Miyajima. Lucky
for us, we can trace their journey, read their
stories, and browse through a gold mine of
already nearly 200 stunning photos com-
plete with captions. It’s worth zipping over
to their site just to see that in Japan, vend-
ers sell square watermelons! There’s also
a neat video of high-ranking sumo restlers
circling the ring before a match.

Posted by: Mitchell & Deborah
| September 30, 2008

Hiroshima has by far left the deep-
est impression upon us so far in Japan. The
city’s horrifying history has been preserved
through a park that contains the haunting
skeletal remains of a domed building that
was at the epicenter of the bombing as
well as several beautiful memorials and a
fantastically detailed museum. While the
city works hard to ensure that this trag-
edy is remembered in hopes that it won’t
be repeated by mankind, life continues to
thrive around it in a way that we have not
seen anywhere else. In a country that we
have already come to know as friendly
and welcoming, Hiroshima’s citizens are
the kindest we have encountered. From
the moment we arrived via the shinkansen
train, EVERYONE we have met has been
so warm and genuinely thrilled to have us
visit. This is a city where complete strang-
ers will walk up to us to ask us how our day
has gone or if they can be of any help to us.
Unbelievable. We were fortunate enough
to meet up with three quarters of the Smith
family once again on our first evening in
Hiroshima and landed ourselves in a fun
and quirky restaurant called Organ-za that
serves delicious meals along with free use
of a sewing machine or typewriter while
you listen to recordings of Christmas mu-
sic played on steel pans (seriously... we’re
not kidding). The next day we visited Mi-
yajima where the Itsukushima-Jinja shrine
and its bright orange torii appear as though
they are floating in the water just off shore
during high tide (we arrived in low tide to
wander through the mud right up to the to-
rii).

While we were visiting this
temple, a traditional Shinto wedding took
place at the main shrine. This was an unan-
nounced surprise, and while wonderful to
see, strange to realize that such a private
event was taking place while hundreds
of tourists walked past. Right next to the
floating temple was the Daigan-ji shrine
which is dedicated to the goddess of the
arts and of water (the rhythm and pattern
of water is considered to be the inspiration
for the arts). In the evening, our return to
Hiroshima was completed with the most
fantastic meal of okonomiyaki (a huge
pancake of noodles, egg, cabbage, meat,
onions, seafood.... and pretty much any-
thing you feel like dumping into it). The
cheerful humour of the chef while he was
cooking everyone’s meals really added to
the flavour and the atmosphere.

To read more posts, check out:

mitchdeb.wordpress.com

The torii of Itsukushima-jinja in Miyajima

Ms. Kazman's son, Noah Hager, was married this summer in a traditional ceremony in Jerusalem. “May the love for truth, life, and

Some of Mrs. Pady's friends.

How to make:
Canoe Trip

LYNDON KIRKLEY

On September 10th — 14th a group
from NT’s Outers Club ran a four day ca-
noe trip in the southern region of Algon-
quin Park. Our group of eleven students
and three advisors paddled a four day, fif-
teen kilometre route starting and ending at
Rock Lake Campground. The trip focused
on leadership, outdoor education, and en-
vironmental awareness.

ding in Jerusa

peace be a blessing for all of us,” says Ms. Kazman.

Everyone took away new skills
from our time in Algonquin. People
learned to set up camp, use a can opener,
and deal with nature’s most annoying pests
and creatures (i.e. zzzzzz...slap! ...*itch*).
We learned how to portage a canoe, pre-
pare wilderness meals, and become more
wilderness aware. Everyone was respon-
sible for his own well being as well as the
well being of others. There were no inju-
ries. From early morning swims to songs
around the campfire, every moment was a
fun and memorable experience.

This trip inspired confidence in
its participants and its leaders. Of course,
none of this would have happened if it had
not been for our fantastic club advisors Ms.
Chisholm and Mr. Scudder. They gave us
their support and enthusiasm, and invalu-
able assistance in working with the school
and leading the trip. Special thanks to Mr.
Blackford, our parent volunteer, without
whom our wonderful adventure might
not have happened. We would also like to
thank Mr. Gorenkoff for his support and
helpful advice.

Thinking of running your own
canoe trip? Gather the following; two staff
advisors, one parent volunteer, two club
heads, and nine wonderful participants.
Add in a serving of paperwork mixed with
helpful administration, and a pinch of out-
door passion. Bake for several months. For
best results, serve with enthusiasm.

" iR

Nerd Power at Fan
Expo ‘08

MIA HUSIC

Near the end of the summer, I
got a Facebook message from the Graf-
fiti 08-09 group telling us to write about
any unique experiences we’ve had over
the past two months. As far as eye-open-
ing experiences go, the most I’ve discov-
ered about the world over the summer was
which songs on my iPod are good for jog-
ging, which ones are good for sprinting,
and which ones just plain suck. But then
I remembered that in less than half a week
I’d be spending almost three full days at
the Metro Toronto Convention Center.
What could be going on at the Convention
Center that would make me want to spend
an entire three days there? Oh, just the big-
gest gathering of nerds in Canada.

That’s right! The Fan Expo Can-
ada 2008! Gaming nerds, comic book
nerds, anime nerds, sci-fi nerds, and even
horror nerds gather for a three-day celebra-
tion of all the things they love most. This
five-genre convention held once a year in
down-town Toronto is known for being the
biggest event of its kind in our country.

This year’s Expo was potentially

one of the best yet. The number of people
that showed up was definitely larger than
any before. One of the many reasons why
such massive crowds come to the Fan Expo
is because the guest lineup is always excel-
lent. This year’s list was impressive. Illus-
trators from both DC Comics and Marvel
Studios, Sean Astin (Sam from Lord of the
Rings), film director Wes Craven (famous
for Nightmare on Elm Street and the cre-
ator of Freddy Krueger), and Johnny Yong
Bosch (voice actor of Ichigo from the hit
anime Bleach) were all on the extensive
list of stars that were present for the three-
day convention.

But awesome guests are not the
only thing there is to this event. You may
be asking yourself right now “What else
could there be at a convention apart from
the merchandise and the celebrities?”” Quite
honestly, there’s a lot more. Yes, there are
people who come to these sorts of things to
get the one collector’s item they’ve needed
since last year, or to meet William Shatner.
But in truth, there is a lot more to the Fan
Expo than just celebrities and shopping.

One of the best things to do at a
convention is attend screenings of shows
and movies you love, or ones that you’re
interested in but never had a chance to
watch. It’s a great way to end a day at the
con after walking around the dealer’s room

for hours and hours. Apart from screen-
ings, I also love going to the panels and
workshops. A panel is pretty much a Q&A
session with one or more of the guests at
the con. Workshops, contests and tourna-
ments are also fun to watch and take part
in. One of the best contests is probably
Anime Name That Tune, a game where the
players have to guess which anime a song
being played is from.

But the events and games are still
not the greatest things about conventions
such as the Fan Expo. The people there are
what make it fun and exciting. There is re-
ally nothing better than meeting someone
who loves all the same nerdy stuff you do.
If you’re standing in a line, chances are that
you will find a new friend fast. Besides, the
more people you meet the more fun you’re
going to have. The more the merrier, right?
Right.

So conventions aren’t just for
geeky hermits. There is a lot more to them
than just obsessing over your favourite
sci-fi show or showing off your extensive
Star Trek knowledge. They’re about hav-
ing a good time, making new friends, and
being a dork. Whether it’s during games
and tournaments or in a hundred-person
line up, you’re sure to have fun no matter
where you are or who you’re with, as long
as you’re there for the love of nerdiness.
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University: Where
Shall I Go Today,
Where Shall I Go?

PAULA SANDERSON

“At this particular academic in-
stitution, we pride ourselves on being
number one in academics,” was asserted
by EVERY university tour guide on every
university tour I went on this summer. So
how do you tell the difference between a
good university and a bad one? After visit-
ing nine of the country’s finest, [ now have
an idea of what makes a school good and
what makes it not as good, because, frank-
ly, there is no such thing as a bad school.
To help you out, I’ve come up with my top
10 tips in university searching.

1. Program

There are hundreds of programs at each
school, and it’s up to you to find the one
you want. Even if you don’t know which
one to go into, get an idea of the general
areas you like. It helps you fine-tune your
questions and tours. For example, if your
goal in life is to be a writer, why would
you waste your time seeing a chemistry
lab over an arts classroom? Often universi-
ties will even give you special viewbook
for your program. On tours, I found that I
was able to get more out of them by asking
specific questions.

2. Sleep Over.

Staying overnight in the towns was key.
Although I had never been in Aunitgun-
ish, Nova Scotia, I could see myself living
there. However, I had to experience the
two-hour flight and three-hour car ride it
took to get there. Is it worth traveling that
far?

3. Tour.

Touring the campus gave me a better
sense of the schools. Although Dalhousie
is a larger school than some of the Mari-
time schools I visited, the campus doesn’t
seem as large and unfriendly to me as, say,
Western’s campus. In fact, it took us only
an hour to see most of the campus, unlike
the University of Toronto, which demands
days.

4. Small Tours!

Some of the campus tours I went on had
large groups of people. Although you might
hear a question that you hadn’t thought
about, in a group setting teenagers can be
awkward and just not ask questions. On the
private tours I was able to talk about any-
thing I wanted to talk about, see anything
I wanted to see. I’'m not a science girl so |
didn’t have to waste my time checking out
the science labs, and I got to check out the
pools instead.

5. Residence

Make sure you check out the residences.
Perhaps they look nice on paper but until
you get in the room and see what it’s re-
ally like, you have no idea how they re-
ally are. A double room might sound nice
on paper, but are you going to study when
your roommate has friends over? Or, on
the other hand, do you really want to spend
all your time by yourself, especially if you
get homesick?

6. Tours guides

They tell funny stories about their univer-
sity, like tales about students who dress up
in full medieval armor and stage battles
in the quad at Kings, or Rick Mercer’s
Toga wearing partying at St. FXs. Speak
to them!

7. Library.

You like to think you’re at school to study
and you will have to use the library some-
time. Go see it.

8. Academic Calendar.

I’'m not a “school is for studying” type
of girl. However, some of these schools
almost make me want to be. The courses
that the schools offer are fascinating. I can
understand how math or history could be
boring, but who wouldn’t want to take the
history of rock and roll, or the sociology of
fashion? [ would recommend picking up an
academic calendar. Not only will this list
all the names of the courses that the school
offers in your program area, it lists ALL the
courses the university offers with brief de-
scriptions of the courses.

9. Social Stuff.

The student guides didn’t know off hand
what marks you needed to get in, but they
did know what residences have the best
parties. The general vibe-students know
about the social stuff and the administra-
tors know about the academic stuff.

10. Free Stuff!

The mark of a good tour is the stuff they
give you at the end. Dalhousie gave me a
nice green bag, Kings gave me a pen and
stationary, St. Francis Xavier gave me a
t-shirt! (All things that will play into how
well the university treated me from the
start). After all, Leaside and Northern gave
me a piece of paper telling me to go to their
school, North Toronto gave me a pen. Look
where I ended up.

You’ve got those nice grade 12
marks (I hope), and now you’re applying to
your dream school. Just make sure you’ve
checked it out. You will never get the true
feeling of a school unless you visit. After
all, you’re going to be spending four years
of your life there. You might as well like
it.
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How to change
your life in 5
weeks

HANNAH TARDER-STOLL

For the past two years at NT I
always wondered how some people man-
aged to get hundreds of community service
hours but still have time for a normal life. |
know that the requirement is only 40 hours,
but the little over-achiever inside my head
kept telling me I needed more. It did oc-
cur to me that I could volunteer during the
summer, but that isn’t really the ideal way
to spend my vacation. Although, when I
went through my summer plans, they were
starting to sound slightly dull. I wasn’t go-
ing to camp and I don’t have a cottage; so
I decided to volunteer at Bloorview Kids
Rehab, a rehabilitation centre for disabled
children. When I applied, I had no clue that
I was about to embark on one of the most
life-changing experiences 1 would ever
have.

The first step of my volunteering
experience was to attend an information
meeting at the rehab centre. I met some
other volunteers and was a bit intimidated
to find that they were practically all univer-
sity students. I then signed up for my inter-
view. I was quite nervous, as I had never
had an interview except for the “mock in-
terview” in careers class. Trust me; it’s a lot
scarier when you don’t know the questions
beforehand. Fortunately, the interview was
a success, although that wasn’t the end of
my application process. Once | was offi-
cially accepted as a volunteer, I had to go
for a four hour training session. I learned
how to lift people out of a wheelchair and
what to do in case of medical emergencies.
I even had to watch a video that featured
two clowns who taught us how to wash our
hands properly. Even after this long train-
ing process, | still wasn’t ready for the real
thing.

When [ got to work on my first
day, I didn’t know what to expect. But, as

soon as I started working with the kids, I
realized that there was one thing that my
intensive training process couldn’t pos-
sibly cover. That one thing was the emo-
tional impact that these disabled children
had made on me.

Most of the kids I worked with
were in wheelchairs, most of them couldn’t
talk, and most of them were hardly aware
of their surroundings. We would sing
songs, do arts and crafts, bake cookies, and
half of the kids would be staring into space,
completely unresponsive and inattentive.
What could we do? We kept singing, we
kept baking, but it was absolutely heart
wrenching to see these children who were
hardly able to function, let alone make a
paper mache mask.

Probably the most frightening
experience I had during my five weeks at
Bloorview was the first time I encountered
a seizure. We took the kids out for a walk
on a sunny morning. The child I was look-
ing after was particularly alert. After about
ten minutes, he started screaming and rub-
bing his hands together. I thought he was
just happy to be outside, until my supervi-
sor came up to me and said, “He’s having
a seizure, I’ll take him from here”. 1 was
in shock. I had never seen a seizure before,
and didn’t know what to do when I first had
to deal with one.

As the weeks passed, I learned
more, | encountered more seizures, and
was able to handle them more effectively.
I soon realized that although it was heart
wrenching to see these kids that could
hardly function, even the smallest smile
from one of them could make my day.

I worked with a lot of disabled
children in my 5 weeks at Bloorview, and
they had a huge impact on me. There were
times that they made me sad, there were
times that they made me happy and there
were times that they made me hopeful. But
one thing is certain. I walked into Bloor-
view at the beginning of the summer hop-
ing to leave with approximately 100 hours.
Instead, as I left the building for the last
time, I was walking out with an entirely
new perspective on life.
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Take the Lead

ALEXANDRA MCROBERT

What is the school day, or “ham-
burger,” as Lyndon Kirkley once analo-
gized, without the extracurricular, or
“relish”? School is nothing without the ex-
tracurricular aspects, and the students who
make it all happen.

On September 25th, 40 of North
Toronto’s student leaders boarded a school
bus and spent three hours on the road to-
gether to Camp Glen Bernard. This trip,
that is, Leadership Weekend, was orga-
nized by Alex Walker, Paula Sanderson,
and Emily Corbett, with help from Mrs.
Whelan and Mrs. Rough.

“First you get to know each oth-
er,” started Paula on the first night, “then
you get to trust each other, and then you get
to kill each other.”

The Cross-Country
Debate: Sport for the
Weak or Exercise for

the Strong?

SIMONTEONG

The sport of cross country is sim-
ply fierce competition in a scenic wilderness
setting. Sounds great, right? Just ask any
member of the NT cross country team. Our
team is small, with many runners preferring
to train on their own. Is it because people
think cross-country is a “wimpy” sport? Is
it even a sport? Cross-country is generally
acknowledged as a sport where few people
compete and even fewer people succeed.

First and foremost, cross coun-
try is a sport. Though running is relaxing,
cross country is not. In cross-country you
must build your endurance, stamina, and
lower body strength. Coaches always re-
mind us to mentally prepare ourselves
for the grueling trail ahead. You must
never stop running! Many cross-country
runners interviewed for this article men-
tioned that cross-country is better known
as an individual sport; however, there are
chances for teams of runners to succeed.

It’s an individual sport in the
sense that it’s one person against two
hundred other people, while, on the other
hand, it’s a team sport when runners are
able to draw motivation from each other.

Madeleine Cummings, three-time
OFSAA cross-country competitor, hates
racing. “Every year, someone on the start
line is nearly in tears, groaning ‘Why do
I do this?’ and murmurs of approval and
self-pity follow.” Running a race is not
what normal people would describe as
“fun,” but it is rewarding, and that’s why
runners keep coming back to compete.
Many people think that running requires
minimal skill and lots of talent, but Cum-
mings mentions, “you can be born as a
sprinter, but raised as a runner”. Distance
running requires a little bit of talent and
a lot of training. Anyone can do it, and
it’s also a great cross-training sport. Face
it, most popular sports involve running.

Stillthink cross-country isawimpy
sport? Here are two things that cross-coun-
try runners suggest you to do. One, talk to
Billy Silverstein. Two, run up your local
ski hill a few times, and report back to us.

-
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Before long we were done the
first set of bonding exercises, and there
was no longer any shame. What I mean
is, people who had never talked before got
personal. Stories began to come out, most-
ly about funny experiences and summer
traveling...

“"Geoff Handley bit
someone’s sock in an
attempt to rip it off.”

By the end of the weekend, every-
one was so comfortable with one another
that they could be entirely themselves.
Geoff Handley bit someone’s sock in an
attempt to rip it off during Sock Wars.
(This wasn’t actually witnessed during the
weekend but was spotted on Facebook at
the back of a picture). Amber Day put a
Pringles tin on her arm and ran around as a
hook man. James Bok almost fell onto the
ground while crowd surfing.

Those who had stage fright lip
synced shirtless. I was afraid of heights and
managed to get myself on a log high up in
the air (although I didn’t manage to cross
it, there’s always next year!)

Every student on the trip por-
trayed leadership qualities at some point,
whether it was during the colour battle, the
thinking hats exercise, or the productive
club meetings.

The most important part of the
trip, above all, was learning how to be a
leader. Leading, taking charge, listening to
what others had to say, kiss-of-death, and
crowd surfing were all part of it: Leader-
ship Weekend 2008.

ON BEINC A BUDDY

Senior students share their stories.

Too Cool For Me

I pick up the phone to dial his
number. I’m scared. No way around it. No,
this isn’t a crush I’m calling, it’s my buddy.
His dad had given me his cell number and
I knew this was going to be awkward. The
call rang through; the first thing I hear is
“yeah?” and so begins my “Go NT!” spiel.
He’s with his friends and for the next five
minutes I can tell he isn’t paying any at-
tention. After I finish, he hangs up on me.
Oh man. First day of school: I meet him
and my other buddies (the rest are the way
they’re supposed to be: shy, awkward, ner-
vous, like I was.) Well this story doesn’t
have a climax or a real ending but here
goes: he was too cool for the tour, ghetto-
handshook his friends in the halls, and we
never spoke for the rest of the year. Hah.

Anonymous

“Huckle Buckle!”

I was in shock after checking the
Buddy List in June 2008. Somehow, I was
not just a buddy but a buddy leader. Now
this might not have surprised the average
buddy applicant very much, but I had never
been a buddy before! On Grade 9 Welcome
Day, two friends and [ were assigned to run
the huckle-buckle station. We started each
rotation with a demonstration. I friend and
I set ourselves up about 7 seven meters
away from each other, and the other yelled,
“Huckle buckle, cheek to cheek!” We
charged at each other ready to touch our
cheeks together, only she ran at me with
her tush and I ran at her with my face. We
ended up in a mound on the ground with a
bunch of niners laughing at us!

Shoshanah Kuper

My Buddy and I Still Talk

Lets admit it: most senior bud-
dies in the buddy program speak to their
grade nines on tour day, and that’s all. They
barely remember their names and go back
to the own things in their lives. As one of
my friends once put it, “Buddies is fake.” I
think that’s because she, and many people
at NT, didn’t have the same experience |
did as a grade nine. My buddy was in grade
twelve, and I thought she was the coolest.
She did tons of extra-curriculars, and went
out of her way to make me feel welcome.
She called me throughout the year, and

I remember [ wasn’t afraid ask-
ing her simple questions like “do people
actually dress up for red and grey day?” or
more urgently, “what do I wear to semi?”
My buddy and I still talk, and she messag-
es me every so often to find out what I've
been up to, and how school is treating me.

While being a buddy
for grade nines these past few
years, I always try to think of
my own experience in the bud-
dy program. Although some
people think it’s ineffective, or
fake, for me, it meant showing
up for semi in the right outfit,
and wearing a ridiculous Red
and Grey day costume when
everyone else did.

Alex McRobert
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The Royal
Conservatory of
Music at last!

LINDSAY CHO

We’ve all experienced (and are
still experiencing) what it’s like to go to
school and have classes while a building is
under construction. For the past four years,
the Royal Conservatory of Music has been
renovating its building on Bloor St. W. It’s
adding a new rehearsal hall, the Koerner
concert hall (which seats 1,140 people),
and new wing of studios. ’'m happy to an-
nounce, that the days of having classes in
rooms that may or may not be filled with
asbestos, listening to “Twinkle, Twinkle,
Little Star” while learning about dominant
7th chords, and practising in studios that
aren’t soundproof are finally over! On Sep-
tember 8th, 2008, Toronto’s musical com-
munity was invited to the Royal Conserva-
tory of Music’s open house. The massive
building is a stunning work of architecture
and design, albeit a little confusing. Okay,
it’s very confusing. To save you all from
the hard work of wandering the halls of the
RCM for 22 hours while you explore, prac-
tice, or simply just take pictures, I’ve taken
the liberty of compiling a series of tips and
tricks to aid you in your exploration of one
of Toronto’s newest landmarks.

Upon entering the building from
the East entrance through Philosopher’s
Walk, be sure to check out the brick walls
of the original building... and maybe even
yell in the atrium while you’re there (make
sure there isn’t anybody there because the
security guard might get angry at you.
Although our beloved Henry’s Café is no
longer present in the RCM’s building, ru-
mour has it that a Starbucks will be moving
in soon! So be sure to bring your Starbucks
mug with you to the RCM!

With seven floors of studios and
classrooms (five floors plus a ground floor
and a basement “concourse” floor) that’s a
lot of stairs to trek up, especially if you’re
carrying multiple heavy instruments, so
use the elevator whenever you can! It is lo-
cated on the West side of the building in the
new wing. Be warned, however, that the
elevator makes a weird whistling sound...
and a scary lady’s voice greets you upon
entering and exiting!

Arrive early in order to ensure
that you’ll get a practice room. You can get
keys to rooms from the service desk on the
first floor... with a fee, of course.

Be sure to check out the sleek
new washrooms on the ground floor and
the UNISEX bathroom on the 2nd floor!
Complete with white sinks, and a lot of
glass.

Other bathrooms (some which are
wheelchair accessible) are located on ev-
ery floor except for the ground floor near
the elevator.

While on the 4th floor you can
touch the roof’s shingles as they are ex-
posed... there’s also a neat little window
that looks into a classroom so that you can
spy on your friends while they’re in class!
Also located on the 4th floor in the new
wing is a door that leads out onto the glass
roof beside the unfinished Koerner Hall.
Unfortunately, when I tried the door it was
locked, so better luck next time!

For a nice place to hang out dur-
ing your down time, check out the leather
couches on the first floor (near the service
desk), the tables and chairs in the atrium, or
the corner nook with built-in benches near
the Philosopher’s Walk entrance.

I hope this has been helpful, and I
encourage all of you to check out the new
RCM building!

What Can You
Do in the City for
Cheap?

ARTS AT THE HEART

This Friday-Saturday-Sunday market-
place featuring local art at Yonge and
Dundas ends on October 26th. Check out
work from local artists and artisans.www.
ydsquare.ca

RUN WITH ART

Register at http://www.themovementmo-
vement.ca to “run a museum,” and join
the movement.

SPORTS AT VARSITY STADIUM
Missing the NT football team? Ever
wanted to watch live lacross? Watch U of
T’s teams play at the newly built Varsity
Stadium. Tickets for non-U of T students
are $5. Check www.varsityblues.ca for
times.

INTERNATIONAL FESTIVAL OF
AUTHORS

IFOA features readings, lectures, inter-
views, and discussions with some of the
world’s best writers. An authors list is
available at www.readings.org. Tickets to
most events are $8. Be sure to bring along
a book or two to get signed.

RCM’S GREAT ARTISTS SERIES
Hear Anton Kuerti play a selection of
Beethoven Sonatas at Mazzoleni Hall (in
the Royal Conservatory of Music building
on Bloor). Student tickets are $10. www.
rcmusic.ca

This is Still
Toronto

WILL RUTLEDGE

This is not the Toronto Star or the
Globe or the Sun. It is not my journalistic
duty to tell you all about the real world. I
should be writing about how we don’t have
a senior football team, or how the construc-
tion outside is progressing, how the student
council is probably broke, or how every-
one privileged enough to afford such a ser-
vice hates the new Facebook, or perhaps I
should be entertaining you with an angry
rant about the condition of the school. But,
I’m not going to.

Instead, I’ve written something
about this city. We all live in it, but few of
us LIVE it. I have yet to live it at all. I’ve
only reached the tip of the iceberg when it
comes to this place, and I probably never
will understand it. In fact, fifteen of the
eighteen years that make up my life have
been spent living in the same neighbor-
hood: a white collar area with blue collar
families sprinkled throughout. Very few of
the city’s 50 plus homicides have occurred
on my front step. Therefore, murder isn’t
what I’m here to write about.

I’m going to spin you a journalis-
tic tale, experienced firsthand, of my jour-
ney into the heart of the inner city. But my
question must come first: how many of the
students at this school care? Too many, I
feel, will turn away from this article that is
probably buried behind the muse, just be-
fore sports. Too many will say, “So what?”
and move on. Because if it isn’t about the
school and if isn’t about you, why care?

This isn’t a funny article, and it
isn’t filled with little stolen inside jokes
from online videos. Instead, it is about
the cheek society has turned on too many
young kids in Toronto. Rexdale is a com-
munity not many of us at North Toronto

are familiar with, and those who are have
my full respect. It is a community once
known to be the home of a gang of local
Crips. Some of you may remember the 106
gang members arrested there a summer or
two back. Some of you may remember the
movie based on the Jamestown neighbor-
hood called Doomstown. Those few of you
also have my full respect.

I was there this summer for a to-
tal of three weeks and saw more of any-
thing than I’d seen in the previous eighteen
years. [ saw kids who, in a community with
low expectations for its youth, are exceed-
ing those expectations because of a simple
program run by a few educators. The pro-
gram was set up to help the so called “at-
risk youth” with their reading, writing and
socialization skills while using basketball
to appeal to them.

“It's hard to tell an
11-year-old that
anger isn’t the
answer when he sees
the opposite every

day.”

It doesn’t take long to see the an-
ger in some of the kids’ eyes. They know
what they’re expected to be and they know
it’s the adults that set those expectations.
It is the anger that comes from being ig-
nored. All it takes is a quick look around
the school to understand that it is in a state
of neglect. And yet when the bullets fly, we
put sole blame on the one who pulled the
trigger.

It’s hard to tell an 11-year-old that
anger isn’t the answer when he sees the op-
posite every day; that he can’t resort to vio-
lence over a basketball foul. The truth is,
these kids aren’t as out of reach as they’re
made out to be. If I, a 17-year-old student,
can look one in the eye and tell him he

has a choice to be the bad guy or the good
guy, anyone can do it. Any teacher, youth
worker, or just ordinary person can assure
these kids their fate isn’t so sealed. They
just need to know that doing right or wrong
is a choice we can make everyday and that
they aren’t left behind. When these youth
are at their last straw, they’ll pick whatever
is available, because there is no bailout
coming. They take what’s offered to them,
and it’s often the drug trade, an institute
that has long been rooted in the depths of
urban society and has been the cause of a
“war” that only accumulates casualties; the
bodies of the same youth I worked with in
the gym of a Rexdale school this summer.

Some might ask where are the
politicians, or the police, or the media?
When Jane Creba was shot outside a down-
town shopping center in the heart of Toron-
to, the reaction was immediate: politicians,
police, and media alike hopped to it. The
same thing happens to a Rexdale youth,
and a couple detectives quietly work their
scene, and a lone reporter takes notes.

We’re far too quick to dismiss
these kids as lost causes. They’re only
eight years old, but they’re already a “lost
cause”. But, the truth is, there isn’t a lot to
be done except work these summer pro-
grams. This article may enlighten you, but
one day it’ll be in a blue box. There isn’t
much a reporter or wannabe reporter like
myself can do except remind you that while
you’re reading about someone’s summer in
Greece, there have been 50 homicides in
this city so far. While a far cry from the 353
in Baltimore in 1993 and the over 600 in
Detroit in the early 1990s, it is still a num-
ber that shouldn’t be.

Instead of ignoring these kids,
embrace them, show them that they are not
forgotten. They see everyday that they’re
to be ignored. They see it in the headlines,
in the condition of their schools, and on
television. And finally, while this may just
be Graffiti, in my eyes, this is still a news-
paper, and this is still Toronto.
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Announcements

Need to advertise your club?
Organizing a major school
event? Send us the details at
ntcigraffiti@gmail.com
We may be able to help with
publicizing your cause.

HELLLOOOOO
from the GAA!

INICOLA GAILITS

The CN Tower Stairclimb
is coming up this THURSDAY on
October 23rd.

Everyone who’s going get pre-
ared; bring clothes you can
move and run in.

Girl houseleagues!!! They
are starting soon. There will be a
Dodgeball houseleague, so keep
your eyes peeled.

That. Is all.

Yo. From the BAA.

Simon Teong

This is a shout out to all
you guys out there! Winter sports
are on their way, some starting

as soon as the end of October

and beginning of November. Be
sure to check the athletic board in
front of the Men’s Phys-Ed Office
and keep on listening to Hot Air
announcements. Coming our way

. is Alpine Skiing and Snowboard,
b 3 Pm q Pm Jr and Sr Basketball, Curling,
Hockey and Swimming.

Lost your gym uniform?

Listen o hot air. for. DetaiLs! o o s P

Upcoming
Events

University Lunch Visits

Monday October 20th
Wilfred Laurier University

Tuesday October 21st
Dalhousie University

Wednesday October 22nd
Ryerson University

Thursday October 23rd
Queen’s University

Tuesday October 28th
Schulich School of Business

samd  samd o semi o samd semd o semd o semi samd o sermd semd semd semd semd o samd o semd semi samd samd samd samd

Thursday October 30th

Acadia University ']:b e Ffe Z J Hﬂ u s @

Next Class Rep Meeting October 23rd. 2008

October 29th - 9 am ~
s 215 Queen Street Esst
PADAY: | § PM - 12 AM

Friday October 24th
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Earth Day: A Success?

I would have to agree with Alex
McRobert that Earth Hour was not com-
pletely successful world wide. More has
to be done to raise full awareness. There
has to be a smarter solution to try to solve
the Earth’s problems. For example, if
Earth Hour happened on a monthly basis
and encouraged specific action, people
might become more sensitive to environ-
mental issues. Furthermore, tax breaks
and/or other monetary rewards associated
with proven reduction in the use of elec-
tricity could attract more people to such
programs.

Chris Stogios, Grade 9

I thought that “Earth Hour: What
a Power Saver” by Alex McRobert missed
the true purpose of Earth Hour and didn’t
examine the event thoroughly. Congratula-
tions were given to those who participated
in that hour yet they were mocked for using
power after nine o’clock. The writer dis-

missed it as pathetic and absurd. She agreed
the event saved power but disagreed that it
motivated people to change their ways or
that it really informed people about what
needs to be done to save our Earth. Her
sarcasm was meant to amuse readers but
the negativity made me dislike the article
in general.

I participated in Earth Hour and
attended the celebrations at City Hall. 1
learned many things, including how much
Earth Hour across the globe (in other cities
like Sydney) had really helped our world
for the better. It inspired me to keep on do-
ing my part and make sure others around
me did the same. The author clearly stated
that she took part but never mentioned if
she did it for the hour or if she was one
of those people who bragged later to her
friends.

As a student who cares about the
environment’s future, I turned my lights off
hours before eight o’clock and, as I men-
tioned, went to the celebrations in the cold.
Earth Hour was more than trying to turn off
our lights. We needed to learn more, evalu-

Letters must be submitted to
ntcigraffiti@gmail.com, and may be
edited for length.

ate what we are doing to help, get involved
in programs, motivate ourselves and get
excited about saving our Earth. It’s wrong
to criticize what others did on that day; the
event was to help those who don’t know
what to do. Just because the writer’s class-
mates didn’t learn and didn’t change their
actions, doesn’t mean others didn’t. Many
of my friends and neighbours did things to
use less waste, including my own family;
we started simple. We started using bio-
degradable dog bags and reusable grocery
shopping bags, just like the speakers at the
Earth Hour party had said to. Instead of be-
ing negative, she should have been happy
that someone was doing something that she
could be a part of.

Be proud that you live among
people who care and even if it’s a little ef-
fort, it can go a long way. All you have to
do is your part for our future and help oth-
ers follow your example.

Christina Atkinson, Grade 9

Grad Trip

The broadcast email on grad trips
was right on the money. During March
break, I travelled to Cuba with my daugh-
ter (Frances Ballard) and 3 of her long-time
girlfriends from summer camp. I chaper-
oned them and had a nice vacation myself.

However, the resort that we were
at, Tryp Cayo Coco, hosted two grad trip

companies, Break Away Tours and S-Trip.
Between them, they had about 900 grade
12 students at the resort. There was a large
group from Humberside.

I can’t possibly describe the be-
haviour of the kids. It was like “Lord of the
Flies” - chaotic, shocking, disgusting, em-
barrassing and frightening. There was no
support or guidance much less supervision
for the kids. They were held by security,
jailed, hospitalized etc. Many were in casts
within days of arrival, one in a full body
cast, from slips, falls, jumping off balconies;
some had bandages from severe sunburn;
one went home in a wheelchair. Gardeners
spread soil each morning over vomit. Bars
closed due to abuse taken by the bartenders
from the kids. Drunkenness and promiscu-
ity prevailed.

Fortunately, the resort was large
enough that we had our own pool and beach
area. Frances and her friends pretty much
avoided the areas of the resort where the
kids were accommodated. So we managed
to enjoy ourselves despite the ugliness
around us. I was extremely embarrassed
to be from the same country as these kids,
much less city/neighbourhood. It was in
stark contrast to the lovely nature of the Cu-
bans at the resort: polite, respectful, friendly
but reserved.

I would be pleased to speak to any
parent considering sending their kid on a
grad trip.

Pat Boeckner

Spotlights
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Mr. Chumack

NINA HITZLER

Some know him as “Chums”, but
his real name is Mr. Chumack, and you
should get used to seeing him brighten-
ing up the halls of our decaying building.
Before becoming a co-op and business
teacher this year here at North Toronto, Mr.
Chumack taught at George S Henry Acad-
emy, also in Toronto. His first impressions
of N.T. were of the friendly and spirited
staff and students.

Comfortingly, as the teacher of
the co-op class, he himself didn’t know ex-
actly what he wanted to be when he was
in high school either. If given the chance
to take a co-op course in high school, Mr.
Chumack would have preferred something
in the business or marketing field. He en-
joys working out at the gym, tennis, bad-
minton, and, of course, computers!

The sense of giving back to the
community is Mr. Chumack’s favourite
part about teaching. With his experience
of ‘Red and Black Day’ at his previous
school, he will surely be an asset when it
come to famous Red and Grey Day.

Ms. Pyper

MONICA BOLGER

On September 18th, 2008 I had the chance
to speak with North Toronto’s new vice
principal, Ms. Pyper. She is delighted to
be at such a wonderful school and part of
a staff that gives so generously to helping
students. She has already noticed that the
students work extremely hard and are com-
passionate towards one another.

This will be Ms. Pyper’s first year
as a vice principal. Before coming to NTCI
she taught at the University of Waterloo in
the dance department and was a curriculum
leader for the arts at North Alb