
SPIRIT WEEK! Congrats to 
ORANGE CLAN  for now being 

in 1ST place overall!!! 
!

Don’t forget to check the 
HHM Facebook page for last 
week’s most spirited snaps! 

!
Photo credits to Andrew Troake.
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Healthcare; the diagnosis, treatment & 
prevention of disease, illness, injury, and 
other physical and mental impairments in 
human beings. 

   	  
Five years ago, I severely broke my 

wrist, specifically, the scaphoid bone (the 
bone with the lowest blood supply in the 
whole body). I went to the emergency 
room at the Janeway to get an x-ray at 
approximately 7:00pm.  I had to wait till 
roughly 8:30pm in the waiting room to get 
my vitals checked and then to have an x-
ray done on my wrist.  Half an hour later 
the doctor told me I had broken my wrist 
and that I needed a cast.  I was home at 
9:30pm.  The next morning I returned to 
the Janeway around 8:30 am.  I had a cast 
put on before again leaving the hospital at 
around 10:30am.  Over the next 7 months 
I had 3 more x-rays done on my wrist on 3 
separate occasions.  Moreover, I saw a 
plastic surgeon with concern that I may 
have needed surgery on my wrist due to 
the potential severity of having broken a 
bone with such a low blood supply.  Over 
the course of those 7 months in which my 
scaphoid was recovering, I had 4 

separate casts made for me; I had people 
holding the door for me, zipping up my jacket 
and tailoring to any need and want that I 
may have had.  A whole 7 months after I 
broke a tiny bone in my wrist- I was cured.  
	  
	 10 years ago, an individual very close 
to me began suffering from depression.  This 
person started to stay in bed for long periods 
of time. They started skipping school.  Things 
were not as they once were.  Not knowing 
what this mental struggle was, this 
individual did not seek medical attention the 
night they began to suffer.  They did not get 
the tangible help they needed the next 
morning.  They did not have periodic 
consultations, nor did they get to speak to a 
specialist within 7 months.  In fact, it has 
been a full 10 years and this individual is 
only just beginning to conquer depression. 

!
	 Is it not incredible, that a puny bone in 
my body was pampered to, to ensure 
complete recovery in just 7 months?  Is it not 
incredible that this person has been battling 
depression, often alone, for over 10 years 
now?  Is it not incredible… that the small 
amount of physical pain I experienced for a 
mere 7 months was given more attention 

Mental Health Matters 
Putting It Into Perspective 
Article by : Patrick Hickey, Grade 12

Students performing at The Launch. Photo courtesy of Flora Chubbs.

Patrick Hickey presenting at The Launch . Photo courtesy of Flora Chubbs.
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than the often brutal mental pain my 
companion has been experiencing for 10 
years. 
	 It is interesting to consider the 
original prompt. Healthcare, obviously is 
the service of providing care for our health.  
But as it can be deduced- our current 
healthcare system does not sufficiently 
tailor to our health, it only cares for an 
extent of it.   !
Wholly Heart !

As you may know, there will be a full 
d a y d e d i c a t e d t o w o r k s h o p s a n d 
presentations regarding Mental Wellness 
for the whole student body.  November 5th, 
Wholly Heart will take place throughout our 
school for the duration of the school day.  
This day will be a truly enriching 
experience for students and teachers alike.  
The conditional schedule for November the 
5th ‘s Wholly Heart is as follows: !
• 9:00am-11:00am 

o Welcome 
o Keynote speakers  

• 11:00am-12:00pm 
o Workshop #1 

• 12:00pm-1:00pm 
o Local food trucks will set up for 

business! 
o Informational booths will be setup 

in the school 
• 1:00pm-2:00pm 

o Workshop #2 
• 2:00pm-3:00pm 

o Entertainment 
o Closing words !

This event will be perceived in the media 
with some momentum following The 
Launch, which the Community Coalition 4 
Mental Health put off in our school’s 
auditorium on October 15th. Familiar names 
such as Amelia Curran, Andy Jones & City 
On The Coast contributed to the night’s 

success.  There was also a group of students 
from HHM in collaboration with students 
from Bishops College who passionately sang 
a song with powerful lyrics before presenting 
local statistics regarding mental health 
among youth in our school. 

!
	 Like The Launch, Wholly Heart can 
expect so see some reputable names 
themselves.  It is advisable for students to 
familiarize themselves with Kathleen 
Edwards who is expected to attend Wholly 
Heart.  The incredibly gifted musician who 
currently resides in Stisville, Ontario, will be 
joined by the young City On The Coast and 
other local ‘celebrities’ who are all mental 
health advocates. From the article “Putting 
It Into Perspective”, it can be seen that there 
is a clear need for mental health services 
that are not currently on par.  This being 
said, it is encouraging to see a community 
and the communities leaders step up to plate 
in the challenge of creating mental health 
awareness, educating our population about 
mental health, and taking action in terms of 
the mental health services currently being 
offered in our province.  

Wholly Heart is sure to be successful 
and will contribute towards ending the 
stigma around mental health.  November 5th 
will be a pivotal day in which youth and the 
rest of the community will begin talking 
about mental health. 

Patrick Hickey 
Grade 12

Students performing at The Launch. Photo courtesy of Flora Chubbs.
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Shall we once more return to the delightful 
world of math? Well, eight-hundred fifty-
thousand is roughly nine-hundred forty-four 
times the school population. Can you, the 
reader, imagine nine-hundred forty-four Holy 
Hearts queued outside a food bank, hungry and 
desperate, waiting, only to receive one 
Thanksgiving Dinner once a year? Well that is 
the reality our misconception of the ‘Food Drive 
Season’ could cause. Moreover, how many of us 
actually donated a turkey?  

In spite of all that, there is last fact of 
particular interest that should also be 
diligently noted; the food drive was a success.  

!
The point is that this success should be 
interminable and carried throughout the year. 
There are endless opportunities to donate to 
those in need and the food banks that service 
the same. Whether one donates directly to food 
banks, such as the Emmaus House, which was 
the food bank Holy Heart partnered with, or 
indirectly assists them by participating in food 
drives, such as the initiative jointly run by the 
Social Justice and Interact clubs on Halloween 
night, the help is greatly appreciated and 
wholly needed. 

The time of year that one might consider to be 
‘Food Drive Season’ has come and gone and Holy 
Heart is proud to announce this year’s annual 
food drive has been a success. We collected over 
500 food items, and much more in cash. With 
that, the alarming belief that those less 
fortunate only require nourishment during one 
weekend in early October should be fervently 
noted.  

Once a year the entirety of the student body is 
asked to donate non- perishable food items and 
money so that other members of the community 
may have the opportunity to enjoy a turkey 
dinner (as is customary for Thanksgiving) for 
one night on one Sunday of the year. As this is a 
newspaper, we are proud to bring to you this 
newsflash: There are fifty-two Sundays in a year, 
and three-hundred and thirteen days besides. If 
one were to strictly adhere to the ridiculous 
notion proposed by The Canada Food Guide that 
three meals are to be consumed daily then one 
would also take for granted that one-thousand 
ninety-five meals are to be consumed annually. 
With one single, solitary Thanksgiving Dinner so 
graciously provided by the most generous of us, 
that leaves one-thousand ninety-four meals 
unaccounted for. Per person.  

You, the reader, perhaps consume more than 
one-thousand ninety-five meals a year. You, the 
reader, are perhaps unaware of the innumerable 
individuals that frequent food banks annually 
because they are unable to provide for 
themselves, nor their families, the necessities of 
life. You, the reader, are perhaps unable to 
fathom those numbers. Well, reader, perhaps you 
could oblige me and answer the following 
question: Are you personally acquainted with 
every single member of the school? Staff and 
Students? No? Well, those aforementioned 
innumerable individuals are in fact numerated. 
They are numerated in a desperate attempt to 
rally donations to food banks and statistically, in 
Canada, eight-hundred fifty-thousand people a 
year enter food banks to withdraw food.

Thanksgiving Food Drive 
Article by : Stephen Browne

Pumpkins. Photo courtesy of Peter Barron.
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!!
Tips for Tenners 
(that everyone should read…)

1. Stay to the right of the hallway 

2. Use the right door 

3. Don’t block the hallways 

4. Don’t be slow in the hallways 

5. Use the back staircases  

6. Don’t be late 

7. Be confident 

8. Don’t use the elevator 

9. Let people out before you go into a class 

10. Throw out your garbage 

11. Used gum goes in the trash, not under a desk 

12. Less is more with scented products 

13. Hygiene is a good thing 

14. Get sleep 

15. Do homework early on 

16. Join clubs/be social 

17. Be respectful  

18. Be prepared 

19. Open doors cautiously 

20. Walk in pairs, not packs 

21. Ask for help if necessary 

22. If people need to walk through your group, let 
them 

23. Be spirited  

24. Don’t assume the back door is unlocked 

25. If the door’s locked, and someone’s knocking, 
let them in 

26. Knock lightly on classroom doors (Unless 
you’ve been out there for a while and tried 
already. Increase volume as a function of time)

Getting over him was my freedom. 
The realization made me soar, 
weight fell from my shoulders 
and onto the ground as I flew. 

I keep our love letters hidden away,  
up in the bag of the gift he gave.  
They’re nice and cute, and remind me of happy 
times. 
I’ll leave those memories to brew. 

I still sing our song,  
though I never told him it should be. 
But I know if he really listened,  
the lyrics should give him a clue. 

I remember him singing 
love songs and looking at me. 
And I would blush and look away,  
which was when the feelings began to break through. 

So I guess, after all,  
I had stronger feelings, 
but the memories are nice, 
and once, they were true.

Poetry 
By: Anonymous
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27. Move your bag if someone needs to sit. 

Butts over bags. 

28. Limit PDA 

29. Seniority is priority, you don’t own 
the school.  

30. Chill and try to enjoy the next few 
years (Emphasis on try)



!
Dear Mary, 
You ask, she answers.
Q#1 — Tips on making friends? !
I think the easiest way to make friends is to meet others from mutual friends. But, the second best 
thing is to join a volunteering organization, or a club. Or two, or three. (You get the idea.) New 
environments will introduce you to new people. !
To keep conversations going remember to ask open-ended questions, or questions using ‘who’, 
‘what’, ‘where’, ‘why’, ‘when’, and ‘how’. Listen well; Crack jokes; Let your guard down. !
If the idea of making new friends stresses you out, just remember to relax and don’t be afraid to 
take the initiative and say hi! !
- Mary !
Q#2 — Best kept HHM secret (hidden stairway, secret hangout, little know fact etc.)? 

I have to say the back stairway by the theatre. It’s the narrowest (about 5 feet wide, compared to 
the 2 main student staircases being about 8 ft and the other back stairway being 6ft.) but I only 
ever see a handful of students on it. !
Now, if only my classes were on that side of the building… !
-Mary !
Q#3 — Dear Mary, How do you go about talking to a guidance counsellor, like do you book an 
appointment? How? !
You can ask one of the guidance counselors directly, or if you’re not comfortable with that, or can’t 
find them, try mentioning it to your favourite teacher (or your homeroom teacher). Perhaps even 
emailing one of our lovely guidance counselors. !
I believe Mr Perry is usually in the guidance office, which is on the second floor, down by the ESL 
rooms.  !
Remember that ALL teachers at Heart are usually up to helping with anything. !
-Mary !
Q#4 — Dear Mary, things to do after school other then sit in a hallway? !
Join clubs or teams! Set up a study group that hangs out for a bit then does homework. Find 
courses in hobbies you’re interested in, outside of school. Go to the Anna Templeton Centre for art, 
MAX has a large variety. !
-Mary !
Q#5 — Do you think heart is more open to different sexualities than other schools? !
As far as I’ve noticed, no one seems to care one way or another. I have no experience with other 
schools, but I would say that Heart is one of the best places to be for acceptance. (The Heartbeat and 
Dear Mary may have a slight bias) !
-Mary
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The Holy Heart Highlanders have been playing hard for all teams with our amazing athletes - and there 
is still plenty more to come! Here's what you've missed so far:  !
The boys softball team made it to regionals in their tournament. Unfortunately, they struck out in all of 
their regional games, resulting in the end of their season.  !
The girls softball team placed second in city divisions and went 3-3 at Regionals. They placed third 
overall after losing to Mount Pearl Senior High 7-4, but were unable to obtain the Wild Card spot for 
Provincials. They are hoping to advance next year.  !
The girls soccer team put in an 
amazing effort and pulled 
together to fight for Highlander 
pride during their tournament 
but were unable to pull out a win. 
They showed great 
sportsmanship and enthusiasm!  !
The boys soccer team managed to 
pull out a couple of wins but was 
knocked out of the tournament 
when they lost to Gonzaga.  !
The girls volleyball team made it 
to the quarter finals in their 
tournament, and they all played 
amazing! Select female volleyball 
players travelled to Halifax on 
October 17th to represent us with 
their excellent skills and won gold 
in Tier 2! Good job ladies!   !
The boys rugby team was defeated by Gonzaga 29-10 with two outstanding tries by Jack McCarthy and 
Kudjo Daniel. The whole team played a great game and we know they will pull ahead in games to come.  !
The girls rugby team beat Gonzaga in the city final with a final score of 14-7. They will be playing against 
Roncalli in the provincial championship game on this Tuesday Oct. 28! GO GIRLS! !
The boys senior basketball team started out their year with a preseason game against Booth, with a 
triumph of 11 points. They will be going hard in all their games this season like they always do!  !
The rowing team won the high school regatta this past weekend, with our Womens Double having the 
fastest womens time of the day. The team also won Womens Single. !
There are still many games and tournaments to cheer on your fellow Highlanders this year! To stay in 
touch with games, tryouts and general information follow @HHMSports on Twitter!  
  !
GO HIGHLANDERS GO!!  
 

SPORTS 
By: Samantha Gosse

Holy Heart Gymnasium: Andrew Troake
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!
A lot of people think that when angels fall, they become demons; the sinful epitome of evil. They think 
that they travel the Earth, rampant and wild, splitting lands and crumbling mountains wherever they 
stand. And yes, there were angels like that; Lucifer, Balan, Molloch, Sammael ... but they weren't the 
only angels that fell. Theirs are not the only stories. Some fallen angels want only to do good in this 
world. I know, because I've met one. !
                                                                                                 *** !
I was barely five years old the first time I saw the angel. It wasn't the echoing crash or crumbling of 
rocks as he hit the ground that roused me from my dreams, nor was it the pure white light that spilled 
in through my open window and doused the fire of my glow-in-the-dark stars. It was the screams of raw 
agony that yanked me cruelly from sleep and had me sitting up wide eyed in my bed. It was all around 
me; I could have sworn that my entire world was made of nothing but those screams. I remember it 
sounding like a million panes of glass all shattering at once. !
I can't remember if it was fear-produced adrenaline or simple curiosity that overtook me, but suddenly I 
was scrambling to my window, rising to my knees and pressing my nose to the glass. Part of me now 
wishes I hadn't looked, wishes I had let it go and climbed back into my bed, for what I saw would haunt 
me and paint the spaces behind my eyelids so that whenever I closed them it would be all that I could see 
until I was well into adulthood. !
There was a crater in the ground, creating a valley between my house and the hill that rolled into 
existence nearly a kilometre away. Rubble was everywhere, scattering the ground and the trees, being 
illuminated eerily by the fading white light. Small fires had started, flickering in the brush and on the 
trees, casting shadows on a large, strange-shaped, velvety thing, the orange light catching on feathers 
that had been swept up by the breeze and had fluttered away in the wind. It was then I realized that they 
were wings; wings darker than the night, so dark that they actually managed to stand out against the 
blackness of the sky, though I wasn't sure if that was due to their own colour, or the firelight dancing off 
of them, throwing off shadows, like those that danced on the walls of cavemen back many years ago.     !
It was an angel, I realized suddenly, feeling a jolt of shock run through my small body. I had always 
known they existed, because my mother would tell me stories about them before I went to sleep, of how 
they would watch over me while I slept. I had never seen one, though, until now. !
Before I even realized what I was doing, I had tugged my bathrobe off of my door handle and shoved my 
feet into slippers and was halfway out the back door. Thinking back now, I should have wondered where 
my parents were; why they hadn't been woken up by the crash, or the light, or my feet pattering across 
the floor in front of their bedroom. Part of me hopes it was because the angel was meant only for me. !
We lived in a house nearly 70 kilometres away from any kind of civilization; alone and isolated out in the 
countryside. My mother used to tell me that it made her feel at peace. So our backyard wasn't so much 
of a garden as it was a hilly field that stretched on further than we could see. !
It took my feet no time at all to carry me to where the angel had crashed, and when I got so close that 
the air was thick with smoke and the heat was so intense that it practically singed the hair off of my 
forearms, I ducked behind the thick oak from which my father had hung a tire swing, peering out around 
the trunk with my eyes wide and my face alight with childhood curiosity, all aspects of fear forgotten. !
And then I stopped. !
And I waited. 

SHORT STORY: Fall is to Fly 
By: Sara George
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!
And then, he came. !
The first thought that hitme was how utterly broken he looked. His physical body of course; that was 
obvious. His face and his arms were torn with cuts and scrapes that looked red and angry in the strange 
light. I saw a thin but steady flow of blood trickling from his ear, and from his nose. Bruises obscured his 
face, covering his cheek and swelling one eye half shut, and I guessed that he probably had many more 
littering his body under his clothes. The most alarming, though, was his back. They were the wings. I 
had seen them when I had looked out my window not five minutes ago, but that didn't make it any less 
shocking. They were wilted and bent at odd angles, and feathers would fall occasionally and flutter to the 
ground, but they were wings none the less.  !
Not to belittle his physical injuries, but what truly caught my attention, if not the 20 foot wing span, was 
the injuries he had obviously sustained to his heart and his mind and his soul. I don't know what brought 
it to my attention, but I remember looking at him and studying his face; the crease between his 
eyebrows, the downward tilt to his lips, the sadness in his eyes; and though he didn't cry, I remember 
thinking with a wisdom far beyond my five years that he looked as though he'd just lost the world. !
I'm not sure if he even saw me as he limped past. If he did, he didn't let on. I watched silently as he 
staggered down my driveway, and turned on to the dirt road, and then he was gone. !
I had nothing else to do. I went back to bed. !
When I woke the next morning, there was no crater, no burning grass, no evidence that he had ever 
even been there at all. !
When I told my parents about him, they told me I had been dreaming. When I refused to drop it, they 
grew weary. When the walls of my bedroom became covered in drawings of the angel rising from the 
ashes, it resulted in two and a half years of therapy, which I was only able to get out of when I tired of 
the constant appointments and acted as though I'd grown up and forgotten all about him. !
Time began to pass. !
When I turned nine I began playing with Death. I'd knock on his doorstep and run to crouch in the 
bushes, waiting, to see if he would come to claim me. But he never did. !
As I grew, I began to become more and more reckless. I would knock on Death's doorstep, but I would 
wait to run until the last second, trying to race him, wondering if I could outrun him this time. I always 
could, but barely. A part of me wished he would catch me. Another part of me just hoped that the angel 
would see me, that he would come back to me so that I could see him again. He never did. !
Time continued to drag on and I continued to grow, until I had reached the peak of my teenage years. I 
was flirting with Death now; I would lean against the alley wall with a cigarette in my mouth and circles 
under my eyes, and he would lean against the wall opposite me, his eyes raking me up and down, almost 
lazily, trying to decide when he should take me. Now... or later? !
It was on a day much like that when I saw the angel. It was only a few years later, but I had changed 
drastically. I'd gotten in with the wrong crowd, and now my shirtsleeves were always pulled down to 
cover my wrists and my collarbones jutted out a little more than they should. My pockets were full of 
cash and boxes of cigarettes and the small baggies of white powder that I had come to rely on so heavily. 
Death had me hanging by a thread. !
He was across the street when I first glimpsed him. He would have looked like just another face in the 
crowd to anybody else. But for me, it was as if an alarm had gone off, and I’d suddenly been thrown 
mercilessly into a vortex that sucked me back sixteen years into my past, I was five years old again, 
watching him rise from the ground, bloody and broken. 
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He hadn't changed. He was still the same dark hair and sharp angles, but it seemed to me as if the light 
had seeped out of him in a strange way, leaving him wrung out and drained, almost as if he was fraying 
around the edges. Such is the effect of the weight of the world on one who is not prepared to bear it. !
He was sitting amongst the homeless, blending in against the small gathering of torn coats and soup 
cans and cardboard signs. Still, to me, he shone out like a star. !
Before I realized what I was doing, I was walking towards him, across the busy traffic, earning multiple 
angry car horns. !
Without looking up, as if he sensed that I was coming, he suddenly got to his feet and began to walk 
away. Unable to bear the thought of losing him again, I sped up until we were both speed walking. I 
shoved past people in the busy 5 o’clock crowd, full of lawyers and businessmen anxious to get home, out 
from underneath this greying and cloud-ridden sky. !
Without warning, he turned down an alleyway, disappearing from the crowd. I sped up, running and 
manoeuvring through the throng of people until I came to the same alley. I caught up to him easily then, 
grabbing his wrist and spinning him around to face me, pushing him hard against the brick wall. !
"Tell me who you are." I demanded, my voice sounding strange and foreign even to my ears. !
I noticed much more about him up close. He had stubble scratching at his chin, slanting eyebrows and 
bags under his hard brown eyes. He seemed to exude an aura of something I couldn't quite name. !
"I am nobody." He said sharply. !
"That's bull and you know it." I snapped. "You fell, didn't you?" !
He visibly paled, his pallor turning a pasty white. "How do you know that?" It came out as barely a 
whisper.  !
"Because I was there." I told him, feeling oddly proud. "I saw it all." !
I watched his Adam's apple bob up and down as he swallowed. There was a pause. Finally, "Why does it 
matter to you?" !
Because I have been haunted by you since I was five years old- don't ask me why; I don't know. I just 
know that I need to know." My voice was steady, though my heard hammered in my chest. !
He glanced at something above my shoulder, like he was looking for someone watching, somebody 
listening to us. "Such matters are best left until one is in private." He told me, staring into my eyes 
intently.  !
And then he was gone, having taken off down the alley faster than I could even register. !
It was only three weeks before I saw him again. It was raining this time, and I was standing over the 
ledge, clinging to the slippery pole besides me, staring at the raging water in the river below me.  !
It was raining like it was the end of the world, and tears fell from my eyes just as heavily, obscuring my 
already blurred vision. I felt like there was a hole in my chest, like I was being torn open from the inside 
out, like every single ounce of sunshine inside of me was spilling out. I was empty, hollow inside, 
crumbling in on myself. I was going to implode. !
Death was standing beside me. His hand was in mine. "It's time." He told me. !
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!
Maybe he was right. !
Before I could blink, there were hands around my waist, and I was falling backwards, colliding hard into 
someone's arms. I knew it was him before I even turned around. !
"What the hell are you doing?" I demanded angrily, desperately, as I fought back, pulling at his arms, 
which were clasped firm, tight around my torso. !
He wouldn't speak. !
I cursed and I yelled and I screamed, and I think I even bit him at some point, but he would not release 
me. He barely even flinched. !
It took me a long while to calm down, but finally I grew tired, and wilted in his arms, sagging into his 
chest, sobs catching in my throat until I became a mess of "please" and "I have to" and "it's time". !
He looked me calmly in the eyes and told me, "No it's not." !
Once my sobs had tapered off into cries, and then to the occasional sniffle and hiccup, he let me go, and I 
sat there next to him, feeling more tired than I ever had before. !
I hadn't been expecting him to speak, but he did.  !
"You were right." Is all he said. !
I looked up at him with exhaustion in my eyes. "About what?" !
"Back... then. Sixteen years ago. I fell." !
"So... you really are an angel?"  !
He looked at me. "I am." !
"Oh." Was all I said. "Why did you fall?"  !
"I rebelled." He told me simply, looking up at the sky. He had pulled me under an awning, and the rain 
was coming more gently now, rolling off to hit the ground in front of us with a soft patter.  !
"Why?"  !
He shrugged. "Sometimes you just need to stand up for what's right."  !
I nodded, as if I understood perfectly.  !
"So, are you a demon now?" I asked quietly, pretending it was a perfectly normal thing to ask.  !
He shook his head "No. Just because an angel has fallen from heaven, it doesn't make him a demon."  He 
told me.  !
I frowned. "But-I thought- when Lucifer fell..." !
He cast his eyes downward. "My fallen brothers and sisters... when they fell, it corrupted them. They 
grew angry- at God, for casting them out, at the other angels-a sick, jealous anger. It's that jealousy and 
anger that poisons their hearts and eats away at their souls, that strips them of any angelic grace that 
they may still possess. That hatred is what makes them demonic. !
"But if an angel refuses to let that anger overtake him, if he works every day to cast out that wickedness 
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and to carry out God's work on Earth, he may still possess a chance to return to heaven someday." !
"Is that what you intend to do?" I asked.  !
"Well, I saved you didn't I?" !
"That depends on your definition of saving." !
He only looked at me, a kind of sadness in his eyes that I couldn't quite read. !
We talked then, about friends and family and love and loss and everything and nothing. And when we 
ran out of things to say we sat in silence, until the rain had stopped completely and the sky was tinged 
with shades of light pink.  !
"I should go," he said then, getting to his feet slowly.  !
A million thoughts raced through my head as I looked up at him, the same child-like innocence etched 
into the lines of my face that had been there the night I saw him fall. Was he leaving? Was it forever? I 
had finally found him; how would I find him again? What I ended up saying was, "Will I see you again?"  !
"Maybe." He told me. I thought that I saw the smallest hint of a smile before he was gone.  !
I'd like to say that after that night I turned my life around, became a better person. But that wasn't the 
case.  !
Life continued like it always had; the drugs, the cigarettes, the long nights spent with the wrong people. 
It wasn't until I was creeping closer to thirty years that I turned it around; flushed the white powder 
down the toilet, threw my last pack of cigarettes off the bridge from which I had once almost thrown 
myself. !
I married, of course. I had children, a family, a happy ending, as they like to say;as happy as someone on 
this planet could hope for. I met with Death less frequently then. As I aged, so did my children and their 
children after them.   !
There were a few times I thought I saw my angel; once while I was at the park with my children, once 
Christmas shopping at the outlet mall, once while wandering the streets on a restless night. I could 
never be sure though. !
But I'm old now, and alone. My spouse is dead, my children have long since moved away. I live in a 
building with other ladies and gentlemen who are alone. Some days it gets rather sad, thinking about 
how many people we all have lost. !
I'm not expecting it when he comes to visit me. There's a knock at my bedroom door, and I expect Debby, 
or Susan; one of the ladies that work here. But it's him who enters.  !
After 72 years, I've begun to forget his face. But not him. Never him. !
He asks me how I'm doing, and I tell him that I'm good. We talk about my children, my grandchildren, 
what he's been doing. He still hasn't changed. !
He says that he's been travelling, visiting countries like Africa and Syria, trying to help, trying to make 
peace. !
We talk like friends, like lovers, like siblings. !
When I ask him about heaven, he quiets. "I'm not going to be able to go back. Not ever." He tells me, his 
eyes downcast. 
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!

!
I don't ask how he feels, what he thinks, if he's okay. I know he's not.  !
"So what are you going to do?" I ask. !
"Exactly what I'm doing right now." He says. "I'll help people." !
"But aren't you angry?" I ask him curiously. !
"What's the point?" He answers. "Nothing will change." !
I sit for a moment, and I think about how that is true, but also about what a tragic thing it is to be on the 
run from yourself forever. !
"I wish you luck." Is all I say, and this time, I'm sure he smiles. !
Suddenly the door opens and Susan walks in, a smile on her face like always. I glance up at her. !
When I look back to where he was sitting, there is no one there.    
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Reviews

*From a viewpoint of a wimpy person !
As I first entered the house I was on the verge of a heart attack but at the end I ended up a lot 
calmer than I was at the beginning. The whole house was put together pretty well but it wasn't 
that scary. The scariest parts were actors and objects randomly jumping out and since I was in 
the back I was just mainly scared by Shane next to me screaming really loud and grabbing me. 
The other part that was scary was when the actors got really up close and personal. Major 
props to the actors though, their voices must have been gone by the end of the night because of 
all the yelling they did and they were all volunteers! The props used in the house weren't the 
most realistic but what can you do when the places to get props are limited to a seasonal 
warehouse that sells extremely overprices things. Overall, Terror Town was a fun experience, 
not that scary but well put together! Fun for the whole family. It's also for a great cause, as the 
proceeds go to the Easter Seals. !
 (would somewhat recommend) 

Terror Town (Haunted House) 
By: Selina Zhao



 

13

“The Maze Runner” is a terrific mystery based 
on the book series by James Dashner that 
employs that wonderful technique of following a 
single character’s perspective.  Because of this, 
you never know more than the character knows 
so that your journey of discovery is the same as 
theirs. 

The young cast manage to pull off some amazing 
acting and the producers made the maze look 
and feel like the real deal.  As a reader of the 
book I was greatly pleased that the movie 
followed the story of the book so closely.  

I believe that most viewers will be pleased to 
know that they are making a sequel, which is set 
to be released next year on September 18th.

The Maze Runner (Film) 
By: Elea Stephenson

After a horrible car accident with her family, Mia 
is faced with a life altering decision –literally 
choosing between life and death.  Unconscious 
and stuck in an injury induced coma, Mia has an 
out of body experience and slowly learns what 
has become of her mother, father and little 
brother.  Struck down with grief, Mia is ready to 
give up.  And she would have, if not for Adam – 
the love of her life and the one that got away— 
giving her the slightest amount of hope. 
	  
Based on the award-winning book by Gayle 
Forman, If I Stay is a suspenseful, romantic film 
with just the right amount of laughs. Starring 
Chloë Grace Moretz and Jamie Blackley as 
aspiring musicians, this movie hits all angles 
from rock all the way to classical. Inspired by 
love and loss, this movie will fill you with tears of 
joy and sadness and make you feel utterly warm 
inside – just remember your tissues!

If I Stay (Film) 
By: Anonymous

Photos:

HHM’s awareness fair 
(October 14th- 17th). 

GSA, Interact, Social Justice, RGI, Book Club, 
and Greenleaf teamed up throughout the 
week of Oct. 14 to raise money for their 
chosen causes. The event was a huge success.

Photo credits to Andrew Troake.

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chlo%C3%AB_Grace_Moretz
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chlo%C3%AB_Grace_Moretz


 

Llama / Alpaca eating 
yummy lettuce.  !

Photo credits to Peter Barron.
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