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Happy February Kingsway!

Welcome to the second issue of the Cedar Sentinel! I am thrilled to say that February
will have two editions. This one will be highlighting the new year and Valentine’s Day. This
edition was fun to make with my team because we were able to use pretty fonts, stepping
out of our comfort zone for the love of Valentine’s Day. Feel free to make contributions in

terms of poems and essays for our Black History issue.

Thank you and God bless,

Cassandra

Hi everyone!

Happy Valentine’s Day! My name is Iliana and I'm in Grade 11! I'm the Cedar Sentinel
Assistant. If you have any comments or suggestions on what youd like to see please feel
free to contact us and send any pieces youd like to feature in the paper. 'm looking forward
to seeing all of your stories and different pieces of writing. I hope the Cedar Sentinel is
something that can be part of your positive experience here at Kingsway!

Love,

Iliana

IS PATIENT,
LOVE IS KIND.

1T DOES NOT ENVY,
IT DOES NOT BOAST,
IT IS NOT PROUD.,
IT DOES NOT DISHONOR OTHERS,
IT IS NOT SELF-SEEKING,
IT IS NOT EASILY ANGERED,
IT KEEPS NO RECORD OF WRONGS.
LOVE DOES NOT DELIGHT IN EVIL
BUT REJOICES WITH THE TRUTH.
IT ALWAYS PROTECTS,
ALWAYS TRUSTS, ALWAYS HOPES,
ALWAYS PERSEVERES.
LOVE NEVER FAILS.

I CORINTHIANS 132:4-8

CONTACTS

If you would like to submit anything in terms of articles, short stories,
poems, photos, or artwork to the Cedar Sentinel, please send your
work to cedarsentinel@kingsway.college or cassandrajohn@kingsway.
college. We would be happy to receive your submissions.




ARIANA
QUIAMBAO

* That this new year

Of new days,

Of new fears,

Of new age,

Is merely an upstage

That this new year

Is a mirror to the past

Of its future victims

Who, in the present,

Did not look back to advance

Similar is the nature of humans
They strive for the coming times
Despite its uncertainties

Like the futile resolutions

Of the new years that move
With no regard R

ASHLEIGH
WILLIAMS

Thoe Realiy of Geals

e question “Where do
you see yourself in ten
years?” is one that ap-

plies more to us now, as teenag-
ers, than it ever has before. We
have finally reached the year
2020, and it is safe to say that
our childhood has come to a
close. Within the next ten years,
we will have to make decisions
that will more than likely affect
us for the rest of our lives. By
the end of the decade, some of
us might be married and/or
having kids. Some of us might
still be in school while other
individuals might go straight
into the workforce. Thinking
about these things can be both
exciting and daunting all at the
same time, however, we should
not get ahead of ourselves.
When a new year rolls
around, the majority of our
society will set astronomical
goals for themselves with hopes
that by the end of the year, they
will be changed and renewed
people. While everyone is shar-
ing and posting what their new
years resolution is, they often
tend to switch focus from what
they need to do to achieve their
goal over to just achieving the
goal itself. This is called Social
reality’, which is basically a
fancy term for the concept that
if everyone thinks something
about you is true, you will feel

like it’s true, as well. So when
you reveal what your resolu-
tion is and everyone is now
marveling at how impressive it
is, you begin to feel as though
you have already accomplished
the resolution before the month
of February even rolls around
and you then become apart of
the 80% of people that eventu-
ally flake out of their resolution.
While that does sound harsh, it
is the sad truth for many peo-
ple that forget to work towards
their goals one day at a time.

Where do you see
yourself within the
next day? Year? Ten

years?

Setting small goals for your-
self daily or even weekly, can
be a more beneficial approach
to achieving your bigger goal
for the end of the year. That
being said, even if you do not
achieve your bigger objective,
you can at least say something
that you accomplished some-
thing whether it is small such
as waking up in time for school
or making healthier lifestyle
choices. Having this more re-
alistic outlook on life and not

just the goals you set for your-
self can help you appreciate the
smaller things you encounter
and receive.

The risky thing about
setting such grandeur goals is
that things can change rapid-
ly and drastically. The month
of January is already over and
if someone were to tell me in
2019 what was going to hap-
pen in January of 2020 alone, I
would not have believed them.
Thousands have lost their
homes from wildfire in Austra-
lia, bubbling rumors of war, a
deadly virus causing a global
health emergency and more
recently, the sport of basketball
losing one of the greatest play-
ers to ever live, Kobe Bryant
and his 13-year old daughter,
Gianna. Painting a mental im-
age of where you will be in the
future can be tricky whether it
is the near future or years down
the road. So, instead of saying
that you should not make a
new years resolution whatso-
evet, you can make daily small
goals for yourself that will help
you in the long run. B



NIA
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y love, you push me to new heights
How I love the way you captivate my soul
Invading my mind with thoughts of you,
Thoughts of love both day and night

Let me compare you to a gorgeous moon

You are more complex, stunning, and beautiful
Prettier than the fullest blossoms in June

With a love so pure and meaningful

How do I love you? Let me count the ways
I love your hair, your heart, and your smile
Thinking of the time weve spent together

Now I must away with a cunning heart

You know I have loved you from the start

My true love, remember my sincere words
whilst were apart B

MR. WILLIAM
KAYTOR

[e\re

“I'm a fool, but still you love, I'd be a fool, for the King of love.”-

here is this thing we
use too regularly;
this thing that we

hear too often and take for
granted. The absence of this
can break us, or this can make
us, or this can make us. As we
wait through the halls of Le-
land, we try our best to be pos-
itive and keep on top of school
work. Sometimes, however,
we just fail and there are times
we are down for longer than
most times. There are times
when it feels like weights are
being placed upon us as we
get homework piling up, fam-
ily issues, relationship issues,
or even self-esteem issues. It
feels like you're sinking and
you try to swim back up but
vivid memories and images
of times of pain flash through
your head and instantly you
are stuck floating beneath the
surface. Soon it begins to be-
come normal to be down and
nothing is done to try and get
back up. After feeling similar
feelings. I decided to go for a
walk by myself at night time

First published in December 2011

Michael W.Smith. Grace

around campus. I thought
that there had to be some-
thing to help, something to
comfort me eternally; and I
found it. This thing I talked
about at first, this thing that
we heart too often and it loses
its effectiveness after a while,
is love. There was something
that night that clicked in my
brain; something that I knew
had to be shared. This was
not something I could keep
to myself because it loosened
up ties with darkness. What I
realized that night was that as
I was talking out loud to God.
I just realized that He loves us
no matter what we; I've been
through, no matter what we've
thought, heard, seen, or how
we have acted. His love for
us is neither fake nor fragile.
The comfort I found in this
was life-changing for me, I re-
alized that we can trust Him
even in the dark times. The
times that we think He’s not
even listening. The times we
think God doesn’t care, some-
how I still found comfort in

\ f'.'

Him. To not only know but
to completely understand and
firmly believe, that Gods’ ev-
erlasting love never ends. That
is a feeling that you will nev-
er forget. When our lives at
Kingsway get tough, whether
its anything I mentioned or
not, just remember that God
has our backs more than any-
one ever will. This love for us
isamazing and He can provide
the strength to get through
the week and the focus to get
all the work done. Remember
something that is the most
important, His love for us is
eternal, and there is nothing
we can do to stop that.
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n the day I turned
16, I went to one of
the drive test centers

in my area in hopes of passing
my Gl test. I knew that the G1
license doesn’t give me much
freedom as a driver, but at
least it took me 1 step closer
towards obtaining my G li-
cense. I woke up at 6:10 a.m.
to complete one last practice
test before the actual test. Al-
though my eyes were open,
my mind was still asleep. Sud-
denly, chills traveled through
my body. I lay frozen in bed
unable to move like a large
rock on the ground. What if
I fail? I don’t want my friends
to know I'm a failure. I only
began studying the driver’s
handbook the night prior to
the exam. To make matters
worse, | fell asleep 45 minutes
into studying. At 6:30 a.m. my
mom and I left the house to
go to the testing center. It was
still dark outside and the frig-
id wet air hit my skin as I left
the warmth of my house. “Are
you ready?” my mom asks me.
“I hope so,” I reply. “Did you
study enough? You had the
whole winter break to study. It
should be easy for you. When

did you start studying?” she
asks. “Last night,” I reply in a
soft voice hoping she wouldn't
hear my response. “Last
night? You had the entire
break to study and all you've
done is sleep and hang out
with your friends. You better
be read. Know your priorities.
Your friends will always be
there after the test,” she tells
me. There it was. The lecture
I had expected. Upon arriving
at the testing center, there was
along line inside the building.
I waited in line which felt like
an eternity but in reality, it
only took 20 minutes to reach
the front of the line. The wom-
an at the front desk looked at
me and goosebumps formed
on my arms. She looked
frightening, almost like the
paperwork woman from the
movie “Monsters Inc”. My in-
teraction with her made me
more nervous than I already
was. I waited for her to finish
whatever she was doing on
her computer. “Give me your
passport,” she said sounding
irritated. Perhaps she wasn’t a
morning person. I handed her
my information and in return,
she gave me a ripped paper

)
with the number 22 written in
big bold ink. I waited for the
photographer to call my num-
ber. I had entirely forgotten
that the identification pictures
are taken on the day of the
exam. If you look at my driv-
er’s license, you'll see a worn
out and tired human being. It
was early in the morning and
I didn’t have the time or ener-
gy to try to look put-together.
“Number 22, called the pho-
tographer. At this point, I was
lost in thought and disregard-
ed the number being called.
“Number 22 he called again
in a more loud and annoyed
tone. Immediately, I shuffled
across the room in embarrass-
ment towards the cameraman.
I heard him mumble my date
of birth. I don’t know why I
expected him to wish me a
happy birthday. It's not like
I'm a celebrity or something.
It is very likely that other ea-
ger teenagers take their G1 on
their birthday. What made me
different from the rest? I pro-
ceeded to head to the testing
room. It was a medium-sized
room filled with old comput-
ers. The air was stuffy which
made it difficult to breathe. It

was almost as if I was trapped in a
small box. I chose a computer and
started to answer the questions.
It was fairly easy. The 2-part test
composed of 20 questions on signs
and 20 questions on other rules of
driving. After completing the test I
received my temporary driver’s li-
cense. It was simply a green piece of
paper with all my information. Not
as glamorous as I imagined. After-
ward, I went back home to get more
sleep”Now that you have your Gl1,
you have to be careful. Watch pe-
destrians and other drivers. Make
sure youre always safe. Never use
your phone while driving. Don't
drive passed the speed limit,” my
mom rambled on. Yet another lec-
ture of things that I already knew.
Later on that day, my fami-
ly wanted to celebrate my birthday
at a restaurant. With excitement,
I begged my mom to let me drive.
She was persuaded and finally al-
lowed me to drive. We got into the
car, | put my seatbelt on, adjusted
my mirrors and pulled out of the
driveway. My mom was beside me
telling me what to do. “Slowly, slow-
ly, watch your mirrors, look out for
people,” she says. Finally, I made it
to the main road. I remember see-
ing lots of cars and pedestrians.
Once again, goosebumps appeared
on my arms and mt body broke
into a cold sweat. I suddenly felt
nervous, but I continued driving.
The first turn I made was too wide
which resulted in almost crashing
into another car. All I heard was a
loud BEEEP along with my mom
yelling at me. At this point, I felt
tears formulating in my eyes. My
face was getting hot and the back
of my throat started to hurt from
holding back tears. After a fright-
ening drive, I finally pulled into the
restaurant. As I looked for parking,

my car was too close to the parked
cars on my right. “You're too close,”
I hear my uncle yell from the back
seat. “Watch the cars,” my dad yells
over him. I felt a hot tear roll down
my cheek and my vision blurred
from the tears forming in my eyes.
I parked the car and everyone was
in a bad mood. The tension in the
car was unbreakable. This was the
first time in my life where I want-
ed to give up on something. You
suck at driving, you’ll never be able
to drive, you ruined your birthday.
Negative thoughts flooded back
to my mind. My heart sank like a
quarter in a wishing fountain. I
was so disappointed in myself and
I swore to never drive again. All my
dreams and expectations of driv-
ing crumbled and I hated the very
thought of driving. I hated myself
for having such high expectations
in my ability to drive. I hated that
It was my birthday. I was so bitter
towards the world just because I
couldn’t drive the way I expected
to. I wanted to give up.

I walked into the restaurant
and headed towards the bathroom
to wash the tears from my face.
As the cold water splashed on my
face and eyes, my urge to cry in-
tensified. I felt broken and dumb. It
was the first time in my life where
I genuinely felt like I couldn’t do
anything. Winning first place in
Mario Kart and other racing games
somewhat gave me a sense of what
it was like to drive. I thought that
if I won first place in these games,
then driving must be a piece of cake
right? Wrong. I should’ve known
that turning a remote control wheel
or using my thumbs to move the
left and right stick on a controller
does not convert to the real driving
experience. On the real road, there
are no bananas, shells and other

objects on the road to avoid. People
don’t drive on rainbow roads or try
to push each other off the tracks. If
I was so good at complex roads in
video games, why was I so bad in
real life? I walked back to the table
where my family awaited. The food
was still hot and smelled delicious.
Somehow I felt better. Food always
had that effect on me. While still
thinking about the car incident, I
started eating. My family acted as if
nothing happened and disregarded
the previous incident. We started
to talk and enjoy ourselves. When
dinner ended, I had 2 choices to
make. I could have given up on
driving and disappoint myself or I
could face my fears and drive back
home. I was not going to let one in-
cident stop me from accomplishing
one of my biggest dreams. I made
the courageous decision to drive
back.

This incident was a vital ex-
perience for me. It was the first time
in my life where I felt so low and
vulnerable to negative thoughts. My
desire to give up and give in to the
negativity overpowered me. This
incident taught me that even when
I bring myself down and try to give
up, I should never stop trying. My
dreams should not be ruined by one
negative experience. Since then, I
have always pushed myself to try
again even though I failed the first
time. I still have negative thoughts
and beat myself up for an incident,
however, I always get back up on
my feet. Without this experience,
I would not drive as much as I do
today. I am now on my journey to
obtain my G2 licenses. I now know
that I have to conquer my negative
thoughts about myself. I must have
power over my negativity.ll
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SKY
WILLIAMS

veryone has a story.
A story of a time in
their life where they

felt their lowest. Some sto-
ries are more serious, more
intense and vulnerable than
others. Other stories can be
seen as “not a big deal” or a
“first world problem.” That
doesn’t make them any less
important. Different circum-
stances affect everyone dif-
ferently. My story, however, is
not made up of one individual
period of time. My story is my
whole life.

When I was younger, I
used to get sick a lot. I would
often stay home from school.
It grew to the point where I
began to detest hospitals. Ev-
ery time I visited one with
some sort of illness, the doc-
tors there would say, “noth-
ing's wrong” or “youTe in
tip-top shape” Two phrases I
absolutely hated hearing after
having been in the emergency
room for 5+ hours. You would
think hearing those phrases
would make me happy. They
don’t. When you have to be
constantly going in and out of
the hospital, you dont want
to hear the words “you’re do-
ing great” you want to hear
“This is what the problem is.”

I mean, there must be a prob-
lem, right? Why else would I
be there? To this day, I still ha-
ven't gotten a concrete answer
to a single one of my health
issues.

I haven't been to the
hospital for anything too se-
rious, well by my definition at
least. I've never been throw-
ing up blood. Though, with
the amount of pain I've felt,
What does that matter? My
“sickness” began when I was
around three. It wasn't much
at first. I used to get fevers and
throw up here and there. Liv-
ing in the Caribbean and hav-
ing a sensitivity to light, didn't
really help any of that either. I
constantly had headaches be-
cause of it. I didn’t really miss
any school at first. It was be-
ing managed to the best of my
family’s ability.

I moved to Canada
when I was around six years
old. At this point, things
weren’t that bad. My time was
mainly spent getting used to
my new surroundings, be-
ing sick, was the last item on
my agenda. I was relatively
healthy, until the age of eight. I
was home one day after school
playing in my living room
when out of nowhere, my legs

gave in. I couldn’t move them.
I tried getting up to walk, but
it was of no use. My legs just
wouldnt do what I wanted
them to. This led to my moth-
er calling an ambulance, and
later on, an overnight stay in
the hospital. After a couple of
hours, I regained function in
my legs. I wasn’t informed as
to why this happened. There
was nothing to inform my
family or me of. As far as the
doctor was concerned, I was
in “tip-top shape.”

More situations like
this one were to follow. Even-
tually, I reached the point of
not telling anyone I was sick. I
didn’t want to sit in the hospi-
tal for hours on end only to be
told: “you're fine” Every sin-
gle time I heard it, which was
often, It felt like a slap in the
face. Like there was no hope.
Having to go through that
over and over again would
make anyone give up. Not just
with getting better, but with
everything going on in their
life as well. Which is what in-
evitably happened to me.

One day. All it took was
one day of not going to school
to invoke a domino effect of
missed school days. In grade
four, I got sick. Which led to

me staying home from school. It
lasted for a couple of days. When
I had gone back to school, I was
behind. Which is to be expected,
I missed almost a week worth of
classwork. Catching up wasn’t too
difficult, as it was just the fourth
grade. Not long after however, I got
sick again. This one lasted a little
longer. Which as you would ex-
pect, meant I had more catching up
to do. Then, I once again got sick.
In no time at all, I had missed the
majority of my grade four year. In
grade five I had hoped for a new
beginning. But alas, history tends
to repeat itself. Long story short,
I missed the vast majority of my
grade five year as well. Thats two
years of school, gone. Whenever I
hear others referring to those two
years in their school life, I always
feel a little left out. How am I to re-
late to something I've never experi-
enced? I can't.

Now we've reached grade
six. This year surely things would
be different. And for the most part,
they were. Half the school year.
That's what I ended up missing.
Which is a lot, but much less com-
pared to my previous two years. I
was proud of myself, for whatev-
er that was worth. Yet, like some
cruel sick joke. I got bit by a poi-
sonous spider and stayed home
from school for two weeks. At that
point, I should have just given up.
A poisonous spider? Really? Those
two weeks were probably the most
bitter two weeks of my life. Luck-
ily though, there was no following
incident.

I am happy to report that in
grade seven and eight, I finished
school having missed a maximum
of two weeks. Walking up on stage
graduation day I couldn’t have been

happier. My thought process was
that I had finally been rid of my
overbearing sickness. That I could
enter highschool leaving all of it
behind me. I was not, however, so
lucky. While I have been attending
school without any absences, my
poor health was still present.

Not long after starting grade
nine, I began having immense
chest pains. I didn't pay it any mind
at first. I thought maybe it would
just go away with time. But as it got
worse and worse, I realized I had
to tell my mom about it. She took
me to the hospital that same day.
Now, at this point in time, I haven't
been to the hospital in a while. I
was avoiding them. I hated having
to even enter the building, much
less talk to the doctors. Like most
children upon being asked “what’s
wrong?” by the doctor, I turned
to my mother. And just like most
mothers, she spoke to the doctor
for me. However, I was unable to
avoid the next question that would
leave from the doctor’s mouth.

“How long have you been expe-
riencing chest pains?” the doctor
asked me.

My mother didn’t know the an-
swer to that question. So just like I
had turned to her in need of help,
she looked right back at me. Giving
me no choice but to speak for my-
self.

“Maybe two months,” I said to
the doctor.

“Two months?! And you've only
just come in?” the doctor asked.

What was I supposed to
say? That I don’t like hospitals so
I ignored it hoping it would go
away? I would only receive a lec-
ture if I tried to explain myself. So
I sat there in silence instead. After
a couple of more questions, I was

taken for multiple tests. A blood
test, an X-ray, an MRI, etc., all of
which, came up empty-handed.
Unless you count having the new-
found knowledge that I am ane-
mic, empty-handed. The chest pain
didn’t stop there and then. It con-
tinued for the next two years. Every
time I got asked the question “how
long has this been happening?”
I received the privilege of being
able to see each new face become
increasingly more disappointed. I
mean, what would your reaction be
once my answer reached the two-
year mark? It was just a little bit
concerning.

I am still to receive a con-
crete answer. Whats wrong with
me? Will I ever know? I've only ever
been given one singular diagnosis.
Costochondritis. Which is basical-
ly having an inflamed chest. Which
would make sense, if it went away.
Costochondritis is temporary, so
what’s with the two years? Another
unanswered question.

I'm in grade eleven now
and the pain shows no sign of go-
ing away. At this point, I should
just give up. But towards all better
judgment, I still force myself to en-
ter those hospital walls. Even if it'll
take forever. Even if I may never
find out what’s wrong. If I can an-
swer at least one question, then I
think it'll be worth it in the end. B
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KYJUANA
MARKSMAN
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day in the middle of July
my mom, my step-dad
Elvis, and I had just moved
into a very beautiful house
with a large backyard. We had
a pond, a small golf cart, and
a beautiful pool about 20 feet
away from it followed by a
forest just feet away. I was 8 at
that time, but I was pretty ma-
ture for my age. My step-dad
had just bought a golf cart to
get around easier around the
pond since he had gotten in a
car accident and hurt his leg
a few months ago. As soon as
we got it I wanted to drive it,
but every time I got close to
it someone would somehow
get in my way. I started ask-
ing my mom because I real-
ized it was better to ask than
to take, and although she said
no every time, I refused to
give up. Then one late August
day when I woke up to have
breakfast, my mom came be-
hind me to give me keys to the
Golf cart. “Since you want to
so bad Elvis and I will let you
drive the golf cart today”.
I had stopped asking a

It was a bright summer

e

few days before when I start-
ed to realize they would nev-
er let me drive the cart. I was
extremely shocked when my
mom told me I could drive it
that I fell down from my chair.
I'm sure my mom changed
her mind when she saw me
fall, but I somehow would still
find a way to drive it. That af-
ternoon, I got ready to drive
with closed-toe shoes because
my mom does not let me drive
with sandals. The pond was
dark green and you definite-
ly couldn’t see through it, it
was full of fish, and it wasn’t
a pleasant-looking sight to see
after dark. Anyways, it was
mid-afternoon and I grabbed
the keys for the golf cart and
started it up. I hit the gas pedal
and drove it out of the garage
and around the fence into the
backyard. I got around driv-
ing and I was having so much
fun when all of a sudden I
started acting like I was doing
parkour. After a while of driv-
ing, I tried to drive in between
the pond and the fence on the
other side which was about 4
feet apart from each other. I

thought if I was very careful I
could make in between to the
other side which was full of
just field that leads to a dark
green forest that basically has
no end.

I started to drive in between
the fence and the pond, I was
technically halfway through
when it started to drift. It was
a fast but quick movement be-
fore I knew the bottom half of
my family’s new golf cart was
underwater. When I started to
realize the golf cart was un-
derwater I couldn't do any-
thing except to jump out. Re-
ality had finally hit me when
I realized my step-dads brand
new golf cart was halfway un-
derwater. I tried to pull it out
myself, but I knew it would
be too heavy to do by myself.
I ran to tell my mom but she
didn’t believe me at first, I was
too scared to tell my step-dad
especially since he was under
so much stress because of his
leg and work. I went on with
my day worried and thinking
of ways to get it out when all of
a sudden I heard my mom yell
my name. “KYJUANA, GET

OUT HERE NOW” is all I heard. I
could already tell I was about to be
grounded, I walked into the back-
yard to the pond where my mom
was yelling at me like never before.

After a while, my mom re-
alized it was hurting me deeply
that I messed up with something
I wanted to do so badly. She then
apologized and then she called our
families extra helper to get it out of
the pond. His name was Alex and
he was probably about 17 years old.
Alex went to grab the big white
truck that had the coolest wheels

I've ever seen, he attached a wire
to the back of the truck and then to
the back the golf cart which even-
tually got out. I was so happy be-
cause all I did after was clean it and
it was brand new again. It still had
a very strange smell to it because it
did come from a pond but it looked
good enough that my step-dad
at the time wouldn’t realize I just
drove the gold cart into the pond.
When he got home the first
thing he did was go for a ride in his
golf cart. He didn’t notice anything
strange, or out of the ordinary. My

mom and I laughed every time I
asked to drive the golf cart again,
mostly because I already knew the
answer would be no. Elvis never
thought anything about the golf
cart since then, and it’s still the
greatest thing my mom and I have
ever pulled off. T know now for sure
to never drive a golf cart again. I
was also grounded for a month, but
I lived in the middle of nowhere
anyways. It was a month I hope to
never go through again ,and that’s
as true as me driving a golf cart into
apond. H

JULIE
RODRIGUES

s I ran around the
house,  searching
for a place to hide, I

dashed passed the bathroom.
“Hey, that's a great place to
hide!” T thought to myself.
“She’ll never find me there”
So I climbed into the bathtub
and stood there silently, wait-
ing for my mom to come look
for me.

I was four years old at the
time and my mom and I were
playing “hide and seek” in our
little apartment in Glaston-
bury, Connecticut.

When I heard my mom fin-
ish counting down from ten, I
thought that I would quickly
adjust the position that I was
standing in. I decided to turn

slightly to the side, completely
oblivious to what was about to
happen next. As I turned, my
foot slipped in the somewhat
still wet bathtub, and I fell, hit-
ting my mouth on the side of
the tub. As I hit my mouth, the
impact made me bite my lip,
which cut through the side of
my mouth. I started crying as
I got up, and the right side of
my lower lip started to bleed.
My mom quickly came rush-
ing to the bathroom, where
my cries could be heard, loud
and clear. As I sobbingly ex-
plained what had just hap-
pened, my dad arrived at the
scene. After examining how
bad and deep the cut was, he
decided that we should go to

the Emergency Room.

As we got into our
2005 burgundy Subaru Out-
back, the bleeding still had not
stopped...nor had my crying.
Luckily, my mom had gotten
an ice pack from the freezer
and wrapped it with a paper
towel. She handed it to me
and I placed it on my throb-
bing lip. After a while, I had
stopped crying, but the bleed-
ing still had not subsided. As
we were nearing the Saint
Francis Hospital, in Hartford,
Connecticut, I saw a blue he-
licopter soaring above us. “I
wanna go on the helicopter!”
I said groggily to my parents.
They just laughed, knowing
that I was still myself and that
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everything would be okay.

When we arrived at the
hospital, we went straight to the
Emergency Room. The build-
ing stretched before my eyes. As
we entered the building we went
to the front desk and told them
what had happened. The lady at
the front desk took our infor-
mation and told us to wait a lit-
tle while for the doctors to get
prepared. Not even five minutes
had passed and a nurse called
us to a medium-sized hospital
room with a white bed. When I
got settled on the bed, the nurse
then took my blood pressure and
temperature. After she was done
with the necessary procedures, a
doctor came into evaluate what
had happened and come up with
a way to mend the hole in my lip.
After, he had figured out that I
would need stitches to mend the
hole, he called in a male nurse to
bring me to another room. When
he brought me to a special room
to stitch up my bottom lip, the
other nurses asked my parents
if they were okay with giving me
local anesthesia and laughing gas.
My mom was very worried about
this because she knew that I was
a very fussy child. When it came
to medicine, vitamins, shots, you
name it, I was always a stubborn
little girl about it.

Then one of the nurses came
in and told me that I would need
a shot so that they could stitch
my lip up. As soon as I heard the
word “shot” it was as if a literal si-
ren had gone oft in my brain, say-
ing, ALERT! ALERT! DANGER!

DANGER!” T became frantic. I
was yelling, screaming, and try-
ing to run out of the room. There
was no way that they were going
to make me take the shot. My
parents and the nurses rushed to
my side to try and hold me down.
There must have been at least
three nurses trying to hold my
four-year-old self down on the
bed.

Soon one of the male
nurses, who conveniently spoke
Portuguese, re-entered the room
with two gifts. One was a full
princess dress-up set, and the
other was a kite. He then prom-
ised me that if I took the shot and
behaved like a good girl, that I
would be able to take one of those
gifts home. What could be more
perfect than a gift to bribe a four-
year-old girl? I then said to him,
“Only if I get to take them both
home!”

He laughed and then said,
“Okay, you can take them both”

Soon after the shot had been
given to me, they gave me laugh-
ing gas so that I would be able to
stay calm while they were stitch-
ing up my lip.

After about fifteen min-
utes, they finished stitching me
up. The laughing gas had made
me all groggy and woozy. I looked
up at the wall and saw a picture
of two dolphins swimming in the
ocean. “Hey, m-mommy, t-there
are three dolphins s-swimming
in the picture,” I said to her, still
disoriented. The nurses in the
back started to laugh.

“No, honey;” my mom replied

while smiling. “There are only
two.” After the laughing gas had
worn off a little more, the doc-
tor came in and checked to see
if everything was all right. He
then said that we could finally go
home and that I was all fixed up.

“Hey, Julie” The Portuguese
nurse called out to me. “Don’t
forget your gifts!” He said with a
smile. I went up to him, gave him
a hug, and took the gifts.

“Obrigada!” I said thanking
him in Portuguese.

“De nada” He replied with a
smile.

As soon as we got to the car, I
ripped open my new princess kit
and put on the dress, shoes, and
tiara. “I'm a princess!” I said to
my parents.

“You're right” My mother re-
plied. “And princesses never re-
fuse to take their medicine, just
like you did!” So from that day
on, I never fussed about taking
any type of medicine again! H

NIA
CORBIER

I stared across the class-

room at Levi, the cutest boy I
had ever seen. It was the spring
of 2011, and my second-grade
class had just begun for the day.
After we sang the national an-
them and the school song, my
teacher asked the class to pick
new prayer buddies for the du-
ration of the year. I excitedly
scanned the classroom won-
dering who would be my prayer
buddy, when I could help but
notice Levi walking my direc-
tion. Oh my gosh! Is Levi com-
ing over here? I thought. The
class grew as quiet as an audi-
ence during a spotlight mo-
ment when Levi asked, “Hey
Nia, wanna be my buddy?”
“Okay class,” the teacher inter-
rupted, “you have one minute
to find a buddy before we start
today’s lesson.” Before I could
even answer him, the teacher
wrote my name on the board
next to his and my life changed
forever.

At recess, I scurried over
to one of my best friends Jor-
dyn and told her I had a secret.
When we got a moment alone,
I revealed to her that I had a
crush on Levi, “I know.” she re-
sponded as if she knew me bet-
ter than I knew myself. After I
realized she might be more ex-
perienced than me with boys, I
asked her what I should do. She
told me that I didn’t need to
worry about it and she would

figure it out for me, but before
I could ask her what she meant
the bell rang and we had to go
back inside. During the lesson,
I found myself extremely dis-
tracted by my thoughts What
was [ gonna do? How would
Jordyn take care of it for me?
Maybe she knows something I
don't.

Before I could gather my
thoughts it was lunchtime so
I got my food and approached
my friends who were already
settled at our lunch table. In the
seat across from mine was Levi,
eating his grapes and watching
me sitdown. As soon I sat down
SCREECH! Jordyn, along with
everybody else shoved back
their chairs and sat at anoth-
er table leaving us at the table
alone. I blushed, turning as
pink as a peacock he laughed
and said: “ hey Nia.” I answered
him and we shared our excite-
ment about our recent partner-
ship, after our conversation, we
packed our lunches and made
our way outside for lunch re-
cess.

During the second recess,
I couldnt find anyone to play
with! It was as if all my friends
were hiding from me, but far in
the distance, I could see Levi
alone on the swings. I skipped
over to him and he looked
happy to see me. I sat down
on the swing next to him and
swung as hard as I could back

and forth, back and forth, then
I looked Levi and he was smil-
ing at me. I was having so much
fun! I stretched out my arms as
if I could fly and Levi grabbed
my hand. A boy is holding my
hand! I thought excitedly. After
we received a fifteen-minute
warning, Levi said to me qui-
etly “I have to ask you some-
thing” He held on to my hand
tighter and pulled me up the
hill once we got to the top Jor-
dyn handed him a dandelion,
he gave it to me and asked me
to be his girlfriend. I looked
over at Jordyn and she nodded
vigorously. I answered him and
said yes about a million times.
The recess bell rang, it was time
to go inside.

Suddenly, he kissed me on
the cheek! I squealed and scur-
ried away, I was in love, and I
would love him forever. Levi
became my best friend and we
have been close friends since
then. From that point on I
learned that love is innocent
and happens without warning.
The experience of my first love
made me the person I am today
because I understand the im-
portance of a good relationship
and the purity and innocence of
love, and will always be grateful
to have learned that. ®
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NIA
CORBIER
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Fave never loved anyone

the way that I love you.

The times we've spent having fun
have shown me how love is true.

You and I forever,

in a perfect world of dreams.

A thought I cannot fathom
Since you walked away from me.

I love you in a way

That makes me want you to stay
In my arms forever

A dream I'll have forever

But the day foreign affairs triumphed :

over a love that’s pure and true. 1 “.ll‘l, ] f
Was the day my heart learned :

to say goodbye to you.
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