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From A Whisper To A Scream 
Written By: Hannah Breckenridge and Laura Baggs  
Consolidated By: Stephen Browne 

Wednesday November 5th was mental health aware-
ness day here at Holy Heart. Instead of going to classes stu-
dents were educated on the many issues surrounding mental 
illness and the stigma around that subject. This was a special 
event full of guest speakers, inspirational videos and work-
shops aiming to enlighten the student body on mental ill-
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ness and the stigma around that subject. The 
day was all inclusive with both staff and stu-
dents participating in workshops of their 
choice.

The day began with registration and 
then, with everybody knowing the location of 
their workshops, students filed into the audi-
torium. For the first two hours of the morn-
ing students were privy to various speakers 
and musicians, such as Premier Paul Davis 
and Kathleen Edwards. Patrick Hickey, stu-
dent council executive and main organizer of 
the event also spoke. During the assembly 
students and guests also watched a music 
video that had been orchestrated by New-
foundland bred musician, Amelia Curren. The 
video highlighted some statistical facts about 
mental health in Canada, and was followed by 
some eye opening data that collected from a 
school wide survey that had taken place a few 
weeks prior.

Students took an online survey about 
mental illness in relation to school and had 
unknowingly become the source for the data 
being presented back to them. Results 

showed that at Holy Heart, 22% of students 
have already been diagnosed with a mental ill-
ness. 78% of students would say their school 
performance has been affected by anxiety. 85% 
have experienced anxiety with 53% of students 
having experienced severe anxiety. 68% of Holy 
Heart students do not know how to help them-
selves, or a friend who is struggling with a men-
tal health issue. 35% of students have abused 
drugs or alcohol to cope with depression or 
anxiety. Finally, 53% of students believe stigma 
is the reason that mental health is not dis-
cussed. The idea being that, if mental illness 
was treated in the same way as physical illness 
there would be less suffering for individuals af-
fected by mental illness, a message that res-
onated in Amelia Curran’s opening words: “I 
don’t take medication because I’m weak; I take 
it ‘cause I’m bloody smart.”

With both the formalities and entertain-
ment of the morning assembly concluded, stu-
dents headed to their workshops. There was a 
variety of options to from which to choose, 
ranging from informational sessions about drug 
use, anxiety, and brain waves that directly edu-
cated participants about mental health, to 
physical workshops like yoga and Zumba that 
strived to demonstrate kinesthetic techniques 
of dealing with stress. Among others, there 
were tips for managing mental health and for 
adjusting to life after high school. Through 
these workshops, students learned valuable in-
formation on their own terms, having been giv-
en the choice of which workshops to attend. By 
discussing these topics openly, the workshops 
enabled students to discuss mental illness and 
health thus directly combatting the stigma that 
leaves individuals suffering.
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During lunch local organizations set 
up information booths on the ground floor. 
One of the main issues regarding adolescent 
mental health is the lack of knowledge and 
access to services that assist with mental 
health issues. With this in mind, the booths 
and the information they provided on re-
sources available to adolescents was extremely 
helpful. In a moment of logistical genius by 
the organizers of the event visiting the infor-
mational booths awarded students tickets for 
the prize draw to be held at the end of the 
day. There was also a free barbeque, as well as 
food trucks set up outside the first floor lob-
by, causing students to amass on the first 
floor. The combination of these two circum-
stances really promoted students to self-edu-
cate on the subject of mental wellbeing via 
the informational booths.

“Wholly Heart” was finished off back 
in the auditorium for a second assembly that 
ended on a more enjoyable note (or notes as 
the case may be) than the morning’s more se-
rious overture. The day concluded with a con-
cert featuring more music from both Kath-
leen Edwards and Sherman Downey as well as 
a performance by local band “City on the 

Coast” with prizes being drawn in intercalary 
style between each performance.

In an exclusive interview with Patrick 
Hickey, the brains behind the idea for Wholly 
Heart, he spoke about what had led him to or-
ganize an event like this: “The idea of a mental 
wellness day was solidified last spring. During 
the [month of May], I was becoming aware of 
multiple cases in which people who were close 
to me were suffering from mental illnesses. 
Frankly, I did not know what to do. I couldn't 
possibly do anything to immediately cure them 
and I felt guilty. Although I was being a sup-
portive friend, I felt like a bystander. [On top 
of] this, I knew there were countless people 
going through rough times and suffering from 
mental health issues. I knew something had to 
be done. Everyone is affected by mental health 
and no attention is paid to it. So we went big. 
Some extremely supportive staff members and 
I started planning a truly incredible day, and we 
are just getting started.” He also expressed 
what he hoped students would take from 
Wholly Heart, saying “that they can and should 
talk about mental health just as they would 
physical health; that there is a huge supportive 
network of students and staff in our school.”

Wholly Heart really educated students 
and is another step towards ending the stigma 
surrounding mental health issues. Hopefully 
the conversation and fighting will continue so 
that we too can help those who are suffering in 
silence. 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We Still Remember 
Written By: Leah Paranavitana 

“The war is over”. The infamous phrase 
used, proceeding November 11th, 1918. Those 
four simple words carried meaning, joy, relief 
and peace. 

On the 11th day of the 11th month, 
when the armistice was signed between the 
Entente and Germany to formally end hostili-
ties. The ceasefire occurred at the 11th hour, 
thereby signalling the end. Today, Remem-
brance Day is observed to commemorate not 
only the veterans of World War I, but to rec-
ognize veterans from all wars, even those who 
continue to fight. Two minutes of silence are 
kept, to remember those who have passed on, 
and those who continue to courageously bat-
tle on. 

Begun by King George V in 1919, Re-
membrance Day is also known as All Veterans 
Day (US) and Armistice Day (England). The 
very first Remembrance Day ceremony took 
place on the grounds of Buckingham Palace 
on the morning of November 11th, 1919.

 Until 1931 however, Remembrance Day 
and Thanksgiving Day were observed on the 
same day. Many countries observe a day of 
Remembrance, but not all have made it a 
statuary holiday. 

In Canada however, only six out of the 
ten provinces, and all three territories have 
made Remembrance Day a Statuary holiday. 
So, after all of these years, why do we still ob-
serve November 11th? It’s because we cannot 
forget the sacrifices made by the brave men 

and women of long ago. They fought for the 
freedom we presently enjoy. Those courageous 
people have shaped the Canada of today. The 
peace we as Canadians thrive on - they found 
it. That man in the war photo in your textbook, 
was somebody’s son. If he was older, he was 
probably somebody’s father, grandfather, or 
friend. To us he’s another man who fought in 
the war, to others, he is a dedicated war hero. 
Forgetting about such people would make their 
sacrifices meaningless. And we cannot afford to 
let that happen.

A symbol that is greatly associated with 
Remembrance Day, is the poppy. Ever since 
John McCrae’s poem was written during the 
Battle of Ypres in 1915, the poppy has been 
coined with bloodshed and sacrifice, due to its 
blood red colour. Even today, poppies still blow 
among the battlefields of France. Starting in 
1921, when poppies were first brought to Cana-
da, they have been sold and distributed in sup-
port of our troops. Another symbol of remem-
brance is the playing of the Last Post at Re-
membrance Day ceremonies and services. This 
bugle call dates back to the 17th century in the 
British Army camps. The duty officer would 
sound the bugle to signify the end of the day, 
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upon touring the camps. The Last Post was 
also a way of signalling to the wounded or 
soldiers separated from the camp that fight-
ing was over for the day. Additionally, the Last 
Post is played at military services and funerals 
to symbolize the final farewell of the soldier.

In closing, Remembrance Day is an im-
portant holiday, never to be forgotten. The 
sacrifices and dedication faced by our ances-
tors is something we should always remember. 
Even in little ways, we can remember by wear-
ing a poppy on Remembrance Day, and ob-
serving at least one minute of silence. Only by 
remembrance will we truly appreciate the 
great joys of peace and freedom that we are 
fortunate enough to be surrounded by. Let’s 
try and work together to bring about peace all 
over the world, live in harmony, and end all 
wars. 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Sports at Heart 
Written By: Samantha Gosse 

Hockey 
The Holy Heart boys hockey team 

placed first over Gonzaga in the 29th An-
nual Darryl Reid Memorial High School 
Hockey Tournament on November 11th. 
Collin Hodder scored one for the High-
landers with Mackenzie Janes coming up 
strong on defence. The game resulted in a 
shootout where Liam Maher and Evan 
White both scored. This is the second 
championship win so far of the year with 
the boys also winning the first tournament 
of the season in October, which also ended 
in a shootout. The boys continue to play 
strong and are having a great season so far!

Basketball 
The senior boys basketball team lost 

their first game of the Bill Brophy Tourna-
ment against Gonzaga on Friday, November 
14th. However, they came back strong the 
following morning to take the win over 
Laval High School, only to fall 82-70 to 
PWC that same night. The boys are confi-
dent that they will still have a strong season 
ahead of them and have not lost any hope 
in recovering this year.

Volleyball 
Congratulations to the Girls Volleyball 

Team for coming second place in their 
tournament this past weekend. They played 
a great tournament and faced off against 
Mount Pearl Senior High in the champi-
onship game. The first set ended at 17-25 
and the game finished at 20-25. Everybody 
played a great game! 

GO HIGHLANDERS GO!!
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Once: A New Musical 
Review By: JinJi Dawson 

I just came back from a five-day 
vacation in New York City, and I saw 
three wonderful Broadway performances. 
This is a review of one of them. 

“Once” takes place in a pub in Ire-
land. It is about a guy — nameless — 
who almost gives up on his dream of be-
ing a musician. He meets a girl — also 
nameless — who befriends him, and per-
suades him to follow his dream. He is 
Irish, and she is Czech. She plays the pi-
ano and sings, and he plays the guitar and 
sings his own original songs. They fall in 
love through their mutual passion for 
music and eventually he makes it to New 
York. She remains in Ireland - yet they 
are still very much in love. 

The songs throughout the show 
were absolutely beautiful; the harmonies 
and melodies enchanting. The acting was 
stellar, and the musicians were fantastic 
and full of energy! The choreography was 
perfect. All the performers involved gave 
it 110%! I would recommend this play 
for anyone who loves music, romance, 
and humour. If you are planning on visit-
ing New York City before January 4th 
2015 (the final performance) then I high-
ly recommend you buy tickets to see this 
show!

Gone Girl  
Review By: Selina Zhao 

Wow, what a movie. Gone Girl is a mys-
tery/thriller film. The summary on IMDb.com 
reads “With his wife's disappearance having be-
come the focus of an intense media circus, a man 
sees the spotlight turned on him when it's sus-
pected that he may not be innocent.” The movie 
rotates between Nick’s story and Amy’s story 
containing many flashbacks. 

When I first went into the movie I expect-
ed a great one with all the praise it was getting 
on the internet and I was definitely not let 
down. This movie follows the book pretty well 
with a few tweaked spots and some skipped 
lines, but most of the important lines were said 
and all of the major plot twists were followed. 
This movie will bring you on a roller-coaster of 
emotions and the ending will shock you. I left 
the movie still stunned and a bit scared, to be 
honest. Even though this movie is a thriller I 
think it’s scarier than most of the horror films I 
have watched.

 The cast did a great job portraying each 
extremely complex character; the director did a 
wonderful job with this movie. The soundtrack 
was great, the calm music adds a lot to this 
movie because it makes the atmosphere more 
haunting. Major props to Gillian Flynn for writ-
ing one hell of a book and script. Go watch this 
movie, you will not regret it.

“You don't know what you've got 'til it’s..."
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Mockingjay: Part I 
Review By: Samantha Gosse 

From the book trilogy, The Hunger 
Games by Suzanne Collins, comes the 
movie adaptation: Mockingjay: Part One. 
The action-packed film, starring Jennifer 
Lawrence as the courageous heroine; re-
leased on November 21st, 2014, with the 
final instalment, Mockingjay: Part Two, be-
ing released on the same date in 2015. 

The plot follows a seventeen year old 
girl who has survived the 74th and 75th 
Hunger Games (a televised fight to the 
death amongst kids) to find herself at the 
face of the rebellion against the Capitol of 
Panem. Struggling with her sanity and 
overwhelming responsibilities, Katniss 
Everdeen (Lawrence) must decide whether 
to lead her country to war against Presi-
dent Snow—the totalitarian ruler of 
Panem. Lawrence, along with her cast 
mates Josh Hutcherson (Peeta Mellark), 
Liam Hemsworth (Gale Hawthorne), Ju-
lianne Moore (President Alma Coin), and 
Natalie Dormer (Cressida) put on an ex-
ceptional performance throughout the film. 

They keep you on your toes and make 
your stomach churn in anticipation while 
still managing to work some comedy in the 
mix. Mockingjay: Part One is an astound-
ing movie and must-see for everybody!

Humans of Holy Heart 

[On solutions to poverty] "Sending 
money is a good idea, but the root of 
the problem lies within governments 

and that makes it a lot more difficult to 
find a solution"  

Page �  of �7 19Cor Unum Inter NosPage �  of �7 19

Helping The World  
One Water Droplet At aTime
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The U.N. Experience 
Written By: Morgan Boyer 

I was asked to write about my experi-
ence at the UN but my life sounds really fake 
so please bear with me. In 2011 I was selected 
to go to Mexico and participate in the World 
Association of Girl Guides and Girl 
Scouts’ (WAGGGS) programs at their world 
centre. I was 14 at the time and I participated 
in a workshop about the WAGGGS Stop the 
Violence campaign to end violence against 
girls and women. I’m not sure what sparked in 
that two hour session but three years later I 
ended up at the second Day of the Girl Sum-
mit at the United Nations in New York City.

On October 11th 2012, the very first 
international day of the girl was created with 
the help of the Canadian government and 
Plan International. The Day started out as a 
way to get a message across, every year there 
was a girl issue brought to light such as Early 
Childhood marriage (2012), Universal Educa-
tion (2013), and Violence against Girls and 
Women (2014) but the UN has started 
putting together action plans related to each 
year’s issues such as safety plans for women, 
girl empowerment, and additional health re-
sources for girls and women to end violence.

At the summit they were looking for 
girls to share their stories about being a girl in 
different countries around the world, I sent 
mine in. I was featured on the website and 
formally invited to attend the summit. The 
word powerful is overused but there is no bet-
ter word to describe the stories I heard when 
I was there. We hear about child marriage, 

eating disorders, sexual violence, and gender 
inequality almost every day but we never hear 
the raw stories live from girls who really aren’t 
that special. My story was about my Girl Guide 
experience and when the Guiders around the 
province heard they sponsored me to go as long 
as I was wearing my Girl Guide uniform and 
was a respectful and mature representative, 
something that was a great challenge for me.

I showed up at the front gate of the Unit-
ed Nation’s headquarters two hours before the 
start of the event, because I wanted to be there 
first. They led me through a security scan like a 
very mild airport which I think is kind of 
ridiculous since the UN headquarters is a little 
more important that an airplane. They then 
told me to wait and stand by a gold globe statue 
that was actually really ugly.

Inside, the building was super clean and 
everything was silver, gold and white. I was eat-
ing a chocolate bar and I dropped the wrapper 
on the floor but it was really immature to try to 
run back and pick it up so I actually just left it 
on the floor of the United Nation’s Headquar-
ters. I feel as though I did an acceptable job as 
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a respectful and mature representative of 
Girl Guides of Canada.

As they lead groups to the ECOSOC 
Chamber I got a little distracted and kept 
walking when everyone had stopped and a 
security guard ran after me and told me I 
wasn’t allowed to wander and I earned a 
“Miss, you have to wait for everyone else”, 
this is how I got to the front of the line and 
was the first person in the chamber. I picked 
the best seat I could and it had a little mi-
crophone if I wanted to say something inno-
vative. Girls shared their stories and Ambas-
sadors and Delegates shared their plans for 
almost three hours. The stories did not flow 
together, and overall it was really messy but I 
still took experiences and knowledge from 
the event.

I’m using my experience to design pro-
grams for young girls to teach them about 
respect, healthy relationships, and violence 
against women. After I finished the first of 
the meetings, a woman I extremely admire 
told me that one day I would change the 
world, but I really hope I already have. 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Violence in Schools 
Written By: Juliet Lanphear 

In the recent weeks there have been two 
counts of school violence at Brother Rice Ju-
nior High and Prince of Wales Collegiate that 
have many wondering about the upsurge of 
violence in schools today. 

On Tuesday, November 4th, a Brother 
Rice student was charged with assault with a 
weapon and uttering threats. No one was 
hurt, but the student was suspended indefi-
nitely. Another incident the next day at PWC 
was when the Royal Newfoundland Constabu-
lary received an anonymous phone call which 
contained perceived threats to multiple PWC 
students. Wednesday morning students were 
kept in homeroom as a safe school precaution, 
and were then sent home. 

These incidents are not a first, as vio-
lence in schools continues to be a problem. 
Schools, which are meant to be safe learning 
environment for students, are often plagued 
by violence, especially in third world coun-
tries. But Canada is not exempt; there is still 
violence, especially High Schools. In 2011, 
20% of high school students reported to be-
ing bullied in school, and 33% admitted to be-
ing in a physical fight throughout the past 
year. Research has proven that youth and 
school violence can lead to depression, alcohol 
and drug use, suicide, anxiety, and fear. 

School violence is an important issue 
which needs to be resolved, and needs to be 
spoken about more.
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Failure and You 
Written By: Lady B. 

The governmentally funded non-de-
mocratic establishment, school, is where 
the astute teachers of the previous genera-
tion foster you, the eager pupils of this 
generation, in the hopes that you will 
prosper and be delivered unto greatness to 
go on to become the astute teachers of the 
next generation.

However, that is not the creed the 
education system seems to be adopting. 
They’re willing you to aspire for medioc-
rity and nothing more.

I can only imagine the command-
ment was delivered unto the teachers, un-
doubtedly via e-mail, and read something 
similar to:

THOU SHALT NOT FAIL. ¹
The explanation in the attached 

footnote simply and dogmatically stating:
¹ The students must succeed. Failure 

is not success. Therefore the students can-
not fail.

If that is the case, and the aspiration 
of educating the young is, in fact, that they 
will come out of the process educated, I 
would kindly request that somebody ex-
plain to me how setting the bar at such a 
low standard so that teachers are forbidden 
from failing their students, even if they are 
deserving of such, inspires students to suc-
ceed?

For example, if a ne’er-do-well of an 
individual evades such a large portion of 
the assigned work in a specific course that 
he or she must be graded solely on the ba-
sis of his or her attendance, which, being 
an expert in his or her field, the shirking of 
responsibility, is perfect, receives a master-
ful grade, why then, would another student 
enrolled in the same class as this criminal, 
being an ideal pupil who both actively par-

ticipated in the course as well as completed 
all the assigned tasks only to receive a mark 
that is lower than the aforementioned mis-
creant’s, ever wish to work for his or her 
success? What would drive either student to 
strive to be better when what would — and 
should — count as failure is revered above 
that which no longer counts as success? Evi-
dently those who prosper in the field of 
academia are those who do nothing!

Make no mistake, I do not blame the 
teachers, who are paid to obey the silly 
whims of those above them (I understand 
that one must work with what tools one is 
given, whether they be students or superi-
ors), nor do I blame the same brilliant schol-
ars, the ones who — I’m sure — toiled to 
develop the idea that everyone is a winner in 
the game in life, in fact I will admit that I 
understand the sentiment behind the no-
tion, but as our good friend Karl Marx so 
aptly proved, things are much better in the-
ory than they are in execution! Eliminating 
the ability of teachers to fail their students 
does not mean that every student succeeds, 
in fact quite the opposite occurs, without 
failure students cannot succeed simply be-
cause there is no failure to measure the suc-
cess by and steer the success away from.

Moreover, the rest of the system, that 
is to say the rest of life, has not yet adapted 
to this nouveau way of thinking and outside 
the enlightening walls of ‘school’ there are 
those who would fail you should you not 
produce results.

Employers, fiendish praying mantises 
that they are, are poised to withhold money 
and –- heaven forbid –- employment if ever 
you thought that just showing up to your 
occupation was good enough. Peers, the das-
tardly, snake-tongued chameleons, do not 
befriend based on proximity and frequency 
of your; they require you both participating 
and taking interest in their lives. A shocking 

Page �  of �10 19Cor Unum Inter NosPage �  of �10 19



Vol. 1 Issue 2 November 2014 

notion I know, but alas I can’t blame you 
either; you’ve only been taught as much.

I Wish I Could Forget 
Written By: Anonymous 

I wish I could forget
The day I noticed
How your eyes crinkle
When you smile,
How your laugh is like
Music to my ears,
How my heart races
Whenever you're around.

Whenever you spoke to me
I would tense up
Out of pure nervousness.
I never knew what to say,
My head pounding;
My mouth as dry as Sahara.

But they were always around you.
Popular.
Beautiful.
Clever.
Better.
Better than I could ever be.

They were like new-born kennel puppies
That every family adored.
I was the runt of the litter,
Hiding in the back corner,
Scared of messing up.
Scared of rejection.
Just scared.   

I spent my days in deep thought

And my nights in tears.
I would never be good enough for you
And it hurt, so much.

It built onto the pre-existing stress
Already in my system.
Like a boa constrictor wrapped around my
Pulling and squeezing tightly            [lungs,
Until I could not breathe,
and instead I could only cry.

I wish I could forget that day.
I wish I could just forget.
I wish I could forget
How much I have
Fallen in love with you.

In Time 
Written By: Anonymous 

How do we save ourselves from running out 
of time? 
Running from our fears, our past, our love, 
we’ve left behind. 
And how can we think there’s nothing past 
the sky? 
 
We must do whatever it takes to shine. 
We must do whatever it takes for you to be 
mine. 
 
And it’s alright, 
in time, 
we will shine. 
And you will be mine.  
 
We’ve left those things behind. 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Sinbad The Sailor 
Written By: Amina Mahmood 

 اـلعربـية

 كثيرا ما نتجول في عالم ذكريات طفولتنا ..في مدن
 القصص القديمة التي كان يحكيها آباءنا وأجدادنا ..ربما
 أحيانا نتذكرها ونبتسم حينما تأخذنا تلك الذكريات إلى

 مكان ما في تلك اململكة الخيالية .. حيث كنا هناك
 يوما ..كنا هناك أبطاال وأمراء وملوك ومحاربني

 ومغامرين ..كل منا كان شخصية خيالية ربما أختلقها أو
 شاهدها في التلفاز أو ربما أخبرته به الجدة في قصة

..قديمة مازلنا نتذكر أدق تفاصيلها

 وهنا اعود بكم ألى شخصية قديمة.. شوهدت في
 التلفاز في مسلسالت كرتونية عربية وأجنبية ..وفي كتب

 الحكايات

 شخصية طلت علينا يوما من كتاب القصص
 االسطوريه " الف ليله و ليلله " هو شخصية خيالية نسجها
 كاتب  عربي مشهور لكنها كانت مستوحاة من شخص

 حقيقي في بغداد

.. إنه فتى  من بغداد .. يقولون عنه

... أنه نحيل كعود األراك لكنه قوي كالوتد

 لوحت الشمس بشرته .. لكنه مازال يحمل وجهاً حاملاً
.. بريئاً

 ال يخلوا وجهه من مسحة من الحزن النبيل لكنه غلف
... ذلك كله بقناع من الحزم والقوة

بقية التفاصيل قد تتشابه مع بقية البحارة .. الغديرة

 بالثغر الصارم الحازم وثياب البحارة املعتادة فقط
 هو

.... انظف قليالً ممن حوله بحكم كونه الربان

... فقط هو األكثر هيبة ورهبة في قلوب البحارة

...... فقط هو السندباد .. أسطورة البحار

!!..فكم تمنينا أن نكون من طاقم سفينته الخيالية

 هو شخصية خيالية من شخصيات ألف ليلة وليلة وهو
 بحار من البصرة عاش في فترة الخالفة العباسية. تعتبر

 حكاية السندباد البحري واحدة من أشهر حكايات ألف ليلة
 وليلة التي تدور احداثها في الشرق األوسط. زار السندباد

 الكثير من األماكن السحرية والتقى بالكثير من الوحوش اثناء
.ابحاره في سواحل أفريقيا الشرقية وجنوب آسيا

 مر به في اسفاره الكثير من الغرائب.. من االسماك
 الكبيرة الحجم التي يبلغ طولها مئات االذرع والوادي الذي

 حجارته من املاس ويعج باالفاعي وجبل القرود والثعابني التي
 تأكل االدميني وطير الرخ الذي يشبع من فرخه الصغير
 عشرات من الناس واذا كبر سطا على السفن وكسرها
.“ بصخور يلقيها عليها،ونحو ذلك مما يخالف املألوف

.للسندباد البحري.. سبع رحالت الى املجهول

:هي

:الجزيرة املتحركة والخيول البحرية .1

 التي هي في االصل حوت ازرق ضخم الحجم حيث
رميت االمواج سندباد عليه في عاصفة هيجاء

:رحلة الى وادي املاس .2

 كان سندباد على جزيرة معزولة  و وجد انها كانت
  عبارة عن عش لعنقاء كبيرة و فرخها، و جزيرة االملاس

 كانت املكان الذي  اخذت العنقاء سندباد اليه في وادي
عميق  مليئ باالفاعي و االملاس
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:الغول االسود .3 

 حيث تحطمت سفينة السندباد و وجد نفسه في
 جزيرة الغول العمالق عندما وجد فتى العمالق مصابا

.فساعده و اصبح اصدقاء مع العمالق و وفتاه

:السندباد يدفن حيا .4

 يسافر السندباد من مصر الى بغداد، و في طريقه
 في الصحراء الكبيرة ، يلتقي بعمالق الصحراء الذي يتهمه

 بقتل ابنه ، و ان يجب عليه ان يعاقب اال اذا سرد على
 .عمالق الصحراء ثالثة قصص سحريه و مقنعة

:شيخ البحر.5

ليست معروفة

:رحلة نهرية في كهف .6

 يضيع سندباد على جزيرة مع قبطان سفينة ، و
 الطريق الوحيد الذي يمكنهم ان يسلكوه للنجاة هو كهف
 النهر املليئ بالجواهر،لم يكن لدى سندباد اي طريق اخر
 اال ان يسلك طريق الكهف النهري السريع الذي وجد في
 اخره مدينة من الجواهر يوجد فيها ملك و ابنته التي يقال

انها اجمل الفتيات

7 .مقبرة االفيال:

 خالل احدى رحالت السندباد وجد غابة من هياكل
 عظمية الجساد ماموث قديم ُقتلو جميعهم من اجل قرونهم

. الفريده الباهضة الثمن عند البيع

 وكل رحلة من هذه الرحالت قد استغرقت صفحات
 “ عديدة من كتاب”الف ليلة وليلة

English 

We often wander in the world of our 
childhood memories; in the cities of the old sto-
ries that were told by our fathers and grandfa-

thers, and sometimes we smile and remember. 
Those memories take us somewhere in that fic-
tional kingdom, somewhere where we were he-
roes, princes, kings and warriors and adventurers. 
All of us probably pretended to be a character; 
maybe we invented one, or saw one on television, 
or read about one in book, or perhaps we were 
told about one by our grandmother in an old story 
that we still remember the precise details of to-
day. 

Now we go back to the old character that I 
remember; seen on TV and in written tales, he 
was introduced to us as one of the legendary sto-
ries from the book “Alf Leila and Elleh"(“One 
Thousand and One Nights" is a fictional story 
written by a famous Arabic writer, but it was in-
spired by a real life story). 

He was a boy from Baghdad, they say; slim 
but strong, his face a mirror to the sun, but still 
the innocent face of a child, although it carried a 
deep sadness, masked by nobility and strength. 

The rest of the details were similar to the 
other sailors, perhaps a little cleaner than the oth-
ers on the ship around him, but that’s because he 
was the captain.  

He was the most courageous and respected 
in the hearts of all sailors, he was Sinbad the 
Sailor. How we wished as children to be a part of 
his crew! 

Sinbad is a fictional character from the 
book “One Thousand and One Nights”. A sailor 
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from Basra, he lived in the period of the old 
times. The tale of Sinbad the Sailor is one 
of the most famous tales from “One Thou-
sand and One Nights” and it takes place in 
the Middle East. Sinbad visited a lot of 
magical places and met a lot of monsters 
while sailing around the coast of East 
Africa and South Asia. 

In his travels, Sinbad meets many 
strange, large fish, which are hundreds of 
feet long, and he travels to a valley of gem-
stones and diamonds, and he battles with 
snakes and mountain monkeys. There are 
snakes that eat humans, and birds that at-
tack ships to eat the crew! 

Sinbad the Sailor, his seven trips to 
the unknown: 

1. The Moving Island: 

This is actually a huge blue whale, 
which Sinbad was thrown onto when his 
ship was wrecked in a storm. 

2. Trip to the Diamond Valley: 

Sinbad was on an isolated island and 
found that it wasn’t an island at all, it was a 
phoenix's nest and Diamond Island was the 
place where the phoenix took Sinbad, in a 
deep valley full of snakes and diamonds. 

 3. The Giant Black Ogre: 

Sinbad's ship crashed and he found 
himself on the giant ogre's island. When the 
giant’s son was hurt, Sinbad helped the son 
of the giant and became friends with them 
forever. 

4. Sinbad Buried Alive: 

Sinbad travels from Egypt to Baghdad, but 
in his way is the big desert, the desert's king ac-
cuses Sinbad of killing his son, and decrees that 
he must be punished, unless Sinbad tells three 
magical stories that are worth his life and are be-
lievable.  

5. The Old Man of the Sea: 

This story is unknown to the author. 

6. The Tunnel in the River Cave: 

Sinbad is lost on an island with another ship 
captain, and the only way that they can survive is 
taking the river tunnel, which is full of jewels and 
fast moving water. Sinbad did not have any other 
way but through the rapid river tunnel, he found 
at the end the city of diamonds and jewels, ruled 
by a king whose daughter was said to be the most 
beautiful girl in the world. 

7. The Elephant Graveyard: 

During one of the trips Sinbad found a for-
est of skeletons of The Old Mammoths that had 
been hunted for their fur or skin which could be 
very profitable. Sinbad was unhappy with this. 
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Short Story 
Written By: Erica Pittman 

Day 17 comes and goes like all the rest. 

I wake up to the cool and firm fingers of a 

nurse grasping my wrist, brows furrowed in 

concentration as she counts the rat-a-tat gunfire 

of my pulse. I think of what would happen if she 

squeezed too hard, snapping the bone. I think of 

the panic that would ensue. The hospital is so 

quiet I can hear the breathy sigh of the nurse. 

I close my eyes. 

I lean my head back. 

I stare at the speckles on the ceiling.  

Senior year has left me terribly diseased. 

The pressures of graduation seated on my head 

like a graduation cap made of molten iron; sear-

ing hot fingers seeping into my brain, weaving 

through my hair and dripping onto my chest 

where it tears a gaping hole. My heart was left 

naked and shivering, awash with cold air. It 

weighed me down. I sank like a stone. 

Senior year has left me terribly depressed. 

The nurse jots down my numbers and 

leaves, white shoes flashing a gleaming smile 

from beneath her blue scrubs. I am a deity, sit-

ting regally while I am served breakfast in bed 

on plastic flatware. My mother will later quip 

that not just anyone is lucky enough to get 

breakfast in bed for a month straight. I will 

smile, and remember that even a deity can be 

subjected to being psychoanalyzed over her 

morning omelette. 

"Why do you think you're here?" 

The cheese burns the roof of my mouth. I 

am awarded a suspicious glance, a flicker of emo-

tion behind a carefully composed mask. 

I close my eyes. 

I lean my head back. 

I stare at the speckles on the ceiling. 

Why am I here? 

It began in the later weeks of August, as I 

was basking in the sun's waning rays as one basks 

in the last dregs of coffee in the grey mist of the 

morning. People say talk is cheap, but I begin to 

notice it has a price. 

Friends sitting in a circle, sugar coated lips 

speaking of scholarships and applications and ex-

ams before the year has even begun. I duck my 

head and pop another candy in my mouth. I slip 

into my persona of carelessness like a satin dress, 

but I am out of place in a land where roads are 

paved with ambition, and the material catches on 

a soft whisper that I am inadequate. 

The doctor waits patiently and I shrug, wig-

gling my toes under the thin blanket and examin-

ing the shadows thrown on my bed. The speckles 

on the ceiling flicker in and out of focus, beckon-

ing me back into the faint realm of my memories. 

Family members clutch at my shoulders, 

holding me at arm’s length and examining how 

time has warped me since last Christmas. The 
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conversation always goes in the same direction, 

drifting lazily like a river towards the same 

knowing look in their eyes when I nod, confirm-

ing that I am indeed enrolled in The Great And 

Final Grade Twelve.  

The river picks up speed, the water roiling 

and crashing against rocks. The spray reveals 

the beginnings of a smile, and the family leans 

forward ever so slightly to ask just what exactly 

I plan on doing when I leave the sweet embrace 

of high school. I am 16, clinging for dear life to 

a branch that juts out over the raging current. 

The more I explain I don't have a set plan, the 

more I become waterlogged; weighed down by 

stress and the burden of lowered eyes, the un-

easy smiles, the uneven pats on my shoulders. 

The branch finally breaks and I am thrown into 

the water, battered against rocks and unable to 

catch a breath. The water gurgles and the whis-

per returns, clearer and stronger now, painting a 

picture of wasted years, then a wasted life, for-

ever waiting for a plan that never comes.  

Eventually the doctor leaves and I am 

greeted with the faint cacophonous sound of ap-

proaching dinner, the various dishes cracking 

together on the cart and releasing the aroma of 

mashed potato and gravy into my room. I chew 

solemnly on my food and resume my counting, 

imagining that I myself am a speckle-like star, 

watching my own life unfold from above. 

School begins and I walk in with a voice 

in each pocket. I have become consumed in a 

mist that hangs in damp curlicues around me. It 

numbs me out and I am unreachable, my parents 

a phantom voice chanting lastyearlastyeargotta-

trygottatry. Schoolwork is impossible, as each 

attempt leaves me breathless and drenched in 

sweat, so I shove it into the great oblivion of the 

mist and bat away its reaching fingers. I want to 

try. I ache for a sense of accomplishment, for a 

burst of light behind the dark of my closed eye-

lids. I yearn for strength, I yearn for my own 

mind. But it is lost to me, and I am alone. The 

voices have risen from a whisper to a scream; I 

am worthless, hopeless, undesirable. I have be-

come too weak to fight them off and I am drown-

ing, the most simple of tasks seeming impossibly 

daunting, and suddenly it is a very real and vio-

lent battle to get out of bed in the morning.  

I gently lay down my plastic fork and run 

my tongue over my teeth, peeling back my sheets 

and heading towards the bathroom. A nurse stands 

by the open door, examining her immaculate fin-

gernails as I try to pee as quietly as possible and 

discreetly pull up my pants. I wash my hands and 

let the water run over the navy blue stitches that 

weave through the skin on my wrist, and ghost 

back over to my bed. 

I close my eyes. 

I tip my head back. 

I stare at speckles on the ceiling. 

I was sloppy leading up to my attempted 

escape, leaving behind the bread crumbs that all 

runaways seem to leave behind. I no longer 

feared what my parents, friends or teachers 

thought of me. I no longer feared death. I felt as if 

my life was a play that I had seen one too many 
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times; there was no excitement, no beauty. I was 

just bone tired and wanted nothing more than to 

go home. The mist beckoned me, and I was 

willing.  

Why am I here? 

I am here because of satin dresses; being 

made to believe that only one kind of person can 

succeed in this world. 

I am here because of raging currents; 

sweeping me up in the mindset that without a 

direction and a plan; without a job and a bunga-

low, I am less of a person. 

I am here because of whispers turned to 

screams that no one but myself could hear. 

It began about a week ago, in the faint 

light of dawn. Yet another whisper, of the 

faintest kind. A feather on the front lobe of my 

brain, tickling a part of me that had lay dormant 

for so long into existence. Hope, resilience, a 

need to be alive. I hold onto it like a precious 

beach stone, turning it over and over in my 

mind until it is worn smooth, tucking it carefully 

under my pillow as I sleep. I stand up and 

stretch, walking over to the window of my hos-

pital room. I lean on the windowsill and stare 

into my reflected eyes. I catch the faintest glint 

of my secret beach stone and I hear the whisper 

again, wavering slightly but growing in strength 

with each beat of my heart. 

"I will be ok." 

I pray that with time, it will turn from a 

whisper to a scream. I stare at the frosted trees 

through my faint reflection, and with the ghost of 

a smile I return to my bed. I feel the fibers of the 

sheets on my bare forearms. I hear the rustle of 

blankets. I see the blue of my veins under my pa-

per skin, and I understand with resounding clarity 

what it means to be alive. 

I close my eyes. 

I tip my head back. 

I stare at the speckles on the ceiling. 

“I want to try. I ache for a sense 
of accomplishment, for a burst of 
light behind the dark of my closed 

eyelids. I yearn for strength, I 
yearn for my own mind. But it is 

lost to me, and I am alone.” 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Dear Mary, 
You ask, she answers. 

Q No. 1: How do you casually start con-
versation with the guy or girl you like? 

First you basically need to start speaking 
to them. Just say “Hi.”, ask how they are. 
Small talk. With some time, you’ll be able to 
find some common interests or you could 
creep their Facebook and really get ahead. For 
example, they like Game of Thrones? Just be 
like “Hey, I’m interested in Game of Thrones. 
What do you think of it?”

Don’t come off like you have a crush on 
them immediately. Just befriend them. Give 
them time to get to know you a bit while you 
get to know them.

Another way is to get involved in their 
group of friends. This could make it a bit less 
awkward because you are not talking to them 
one on one and you are not trying to take 
them away from the friends they already have.

The important thing is to be yourself. If 
you just walk up to them or sit next to them 
in class, you can show them that you are really 
great person. Don’t try to be someone who 
you are not, as if you do get into a relation-
ship with them, you true self will come out 
over time.

Just be yourself, be confident, and re-
member, YOLO (When in doubt, just go for 
it).

-Mary (PhD in matchmaking)

Q No. 2: Dear Mary, I have Dermatilloma-
nia, and because of this I often wear many 
bandages. People often ask why I'm wear-
ing so many Band-Aids, and I never know 
what to say. What should I tell them? 

If you’re close to them, and comfortable 
with it, you should tell them that you have 
Dermatillomania. 

If you’re not comfortable sharing, I think 
the “My cat’s a butthole” excuse (or something 
along those lines) would work. 

I also don’t know if getting a fidget ring 
or object would help. I know if I have some-
thing to pick at on my wrists, it prevents me 
from scratching my Eczema. I know it’s a dif-
ferent situation but you never know? I wear a 
watch, and then if I need something to do with 
my hands, I’ll unclasp it and spin it around my 
fingers/wrist. (I’m still saving up/finding a fidget 
ring I like)

-Mary

Q No. 3: Dear Mary, I'm new to the school 
and I'm having a hard time making 
friends, any tips? 

Join clubs, talk to people in class (espe-
cially the class right before lunch) and see if 
you can find them at lunch. Give people com-
pliments on something. Like if you see some-
one wearing a hoodie of your favourite TV 
show, tell them, then maybe talk to them about 
it. Don’t try to force it, so find people you’re 
comfortable with. 

-Mary 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Tips from Kathleen 
Edwards (and Mary) 

A. Love yourself

B. Get your sleep

C. Exercise

D. Once a month, lose your phone

E. Let it go

F. You look great in those jeans

G. Don't date famous guys (or guys who act 
like they are. It’s the same result honest-
ly)

H. Don't worry about what others think

I. Set boundaries (And tell people when 
they cross those boundaries)

J. Don't let work pile up

K. Be safe when you're trying drugs (or 
sex, or alcohol. Anything really, but 
those three you should be extra careful 
with)

L. Take care of yourself

M. Get help (for anything you need. 
School, relationships, or your health)

N. Fight for yourself

O. Don't be afraid to ask again and again

P. You don't have to suffer

Q. Not all medication helps

R. The remedy is NOT kicking people in 
sensitive areas (As tempting as it may 
be. Punching them there doesn’t help 
either)

S.  Music is a great emotional release

Got Questions? 
Mary has answers! 

Check out our 
 Tumblr at:  

hhmheartbeat.tumblr.com

Upcoming Events 
December 4th: Cinderella Auditions 

December 9th: Cupcakes for Clean Water 

December 11th:  HHM Christmas Dance 

December 19th: Variety Show

Prom 2015 Fundraiser 
Starting Monday, December 1st and 
running until Thursday, December 

18th, Holy Heart will be having a 
ticket lottery to raise money for this 
year’s prom so that all of our gradu-
ates can have the opportunity to at-

tend this night of celebration, re-
gardless of their circumstances. 300 

tickets have been printed for the 
chance to win $10,000, the winning 
ticket to be drawn one week before 

Christmas Day. Tickets are $100 
each and are available for individual 

or group purchase.

http://hhmheartbeat.tumblr.com
http://hhmheartbeat.tumblr.com

