
 

 

Making the most out of moving! 
By Melissa Sedgwick 

  
A little over a 

month ago I moved to 
Sherwood Park. I moved 
from this small city to a 
bigger one, and my new 
school is twice the size of 
my old one. 
 

I grew up in a good 
sized city. It was not big, 
nor small. I thought it was 
perfect. When I went out 
there was a good chance I 
would recognize someone. 
I knew their face, if not 
their name. When my mom 

got a job in a city three 
hours away, everyone was 
joyful. In this economy, 
getting a good job was 
cause for celebration. Mom 
commuted back and forth 
for months, travelling 
hours every weekend just 
to spend a day or two with 
us. Soon, once the school 
year ended, we would be 
together. 

 
Every event after I 

found out that we were 
moving passed in a 

whirlwind of emotion. A 
mantra repeated every day, 
creeping into the happiness 
of the event at hand. Last 
time here. Last time doing 
this. Last time with them. 
Last time. Even now I feel 
the ache I felt for months, 
of the knowledge I would 
not be there to see another 
year go by. Soon, it 
became apparent that 
haunting feeling would 
overshadow all of the 
wonderful moments if I 
continued to let it. So I 

 



made a promise to myself: 
“Do not let the fact that 
you are moving alter the 
moments that occur every 
day. Yes it is going to 
happen, but it doesn't mean 
every memory has to be 
filled with it.” 

 
Looking back, I am 

not sure if I followed that 
promise perfectly. I know I 
made decisions I would 
have never considered if I 
was going to stay. And as I 
made that decree very 
early on, I had no idea how 
the coming months would 
make it harder to ignore 
that fact. Towards the end, 
I think it became ingrained 
in me, to a point where it 
didn’t bother me any more. 
I was moving, and I was 
going to make the best of 
it.  

 
The knowledge that 

I was leaving soon pushed 
me to enjoy myself 
through it all. I threw 
myself into the goings on 
of life around me, 
spending as much time as I 
could soaking in the 
atmosphere of everything 
going on around  

 
me. The year passed 
quickly, which is what 
happens when you want it 
to drag on as long as it can. 
All too soon it came to an 

end. Goodbyes were said 
and tears were shed. I 
knew I would see that 
place again but it would no 
longer be my home.  

 
Finally, after a 

summer of packing, we 
found ourselves in a new 
house, a new place, and 
somehow it felt like a new 
future was laid out for me. 
All the hopeful parts of a 
new school were my 
comfort in those days 
before I would meet the 
place that I would take 
shelter in for the next two 
years of my life.  I 
imagined a place where I 
could be myself without 
any limitations, a place 
where I didn't have to 
pretend to be something I 
was not. I dwelt in those 
dreams until I walked 
through the doors of 
school, and held them in 
my heart.  

And as for the first 
days of school? The only 
word I could use to 
describe it was, and still is, 
crazy. I have no idea how 
my morale was so high 
walking in those doors, but 
it was. Everything was so 
big, from the entryway to 
the lockers. And so busy! 
So many people in the 
hallways at a time, and 
groups clustered together 
everywhere you looked!  

I would not say the 
first day was a bad one, but 
that first week or two of 
school was hard. Luckily I 
made friends with the other 
new girls in my grade, but 
it was still hard. I felt out 
of place. I belonged in 
Airdrie more than I 
belonged here. But 
somehow, every day got 
better. Instead of school 
being an obligation, it 
became a place I wanted to 
go. 

Now, I can 
confidently say I am 
happy. School has been 
transformed from a place 
where I see my friends to a 
building of knowledge. 
There is so much to know 
about this world, and I 
have the opportunity to 
learn some of it if I want 
to. My teachers guide me 
to things I never knew 
existed and push me to 
explore the things I do not 
know. Amazing things can 
be discovered every day if 
I just actively choose to 
look for it.  

Every day I form 
new connections and 
friendships. I am their 
equal, and I deserve to be 
heard from.  Somehow I 
am able to be myself. 
Before I moved I thought 
that I could not be who I 
was without the people 
who knew me the best. I 

 



thought that my friends 
were such an integral part 
of my identity that I would 
lose an important piece of 
myself without them. 
Although they helped 
shape me into be who I am 
today, I have discovered 
that I am entirely my own 
person and I can have a life 
separate from them.  

 
Slowly but surely I 

am finding a place for me 
at ABJ. There are so many 
people and each one has a 
story, just like I have mine. 
Although I do not know 
each individual personally, 
I love the group 
atmosphere created in this 
school. So I would just like 

to say: Thank you, fellow 
students, for the 
conversations I hear in the 
halls. Thank you for 
showing interest in the 
goings on of life. Thank 
you for being real and raw 
and not pretending. Thank 
you for being you. It 
makes me feel like I can be 
me 

 

 
 

ABJ SCOTS FOOTBALL AND CHEER! 
By: Destiny Meilleur and Savanah Serbinek 

 
Our ABJ Scots football team has had a amazing season 
so far! They have seven wins and one loss, four of which 
were shutouts. Their first game of the school year was on 
September 2nd against J. Percy Page and although it was 
a big win for our team, number 23 unfortunately 
dislocated his shoulder and is now unable to play for the 
rest of the season. The game after was on September 15th 
which was the 30th anniversary of Scots football. It was a 
night full of fun and very loud cheering! While breaking 

in our new football turf, we won the Anstice Cup against M.E. LaZerte. One of their recent 
games was on October 14th, it was their first breast cancer awareness game. They were all 
decked out in pink and all funds collected were donated to the Canadian breast cancer 
foundation. It was quite a cold game with the sudden snowfall, but our guys pushed through it 
and came out with yet another win. Their latest game was on October 20th against Eastglen with 
a score of 32-7. We have an incredibly talented team, including a large amount of sophomore 
players who are fitting in quite nicely. We can only hope the best for our scots as the final games 
are soon approaching.  
 
 
 
 

The ABJ cheer team has worked hard on creating new cheers for 
the football games. The team has not been having the best of luck 
with the amount of injuries that have occurred or with the amount 
of members on the squad, but either way they are a fantastic 

 



addition to the football games. The team has practiced hard, so that they would be ready to cheer at 
the games for the students of ABJ and for our scots football team. “The cheer team has been quick 
to learn many different cheers and have been dedicated in cheering on the Scots football team since 
September. The girls have all shown a lot of improvement since the beginning of the semester and 
continue to show immense enthusiasm with every performance. If you attend the games, you might 
even be lucky enough to catch a glimpse of the girls' "octopus" cheer! The team looks forward to 
cheering on the football team all the way to victory! Go Scots!” - Coach Jennah Plandowski 
 

 
 
 
 

 
Ode to the Unbeatable 
Natasha Sedgwick 
Thank you for always showing me my place.  
For always pushing me into the storm. 
The cruelness was much appreciated. 
The tempest you made, for the lonely and rejected. 
For the whisper of words 
For the howling of loneliness  
For your reign. 
Years of trying to get under your umbrella  
Taught me to keep my place. Under the silent tempest. 
Under the unbeatable. 
 
Thank you for those kind insults. 
Me a liability. 
You an aristocrat. 
You threw me,  
 into a lonely world  
Once a tempest, then an ocean. 
Drowning under insults, under pain. 
Pain that no one saw 
I was a ghost, lost in memory... 
Lucky if I was seen. 
 
I appreciate it.  
For in drowning, a chance to catch my breath. 
For a tempest, an eye. 
Ocean has rocky surfaces, but millions of lives. 
Thank you for stopping me from exploring that. 
Iôm sorry you kept me from dancing in the rain. 
Now, Iôll stay in my place under you. 
Yours words crackled like lightning and struck, 
But at least Iôm not the one stuck with the umbrella. 

 



Seeing the Stars 
Natasha Sedgwick 

óShoot for the moon,ô the world taught us, 
But you made it clear we werenôt worthy of the trip. 

Told us To shoot, To fly. 
How can I when the only thing we know 

 Is being buried so deeply 
 into the ground? 

A coffin, covered under insults that your 
 Mouth shovelled on top of me. 

You dug a grave and pushed me in. 
 

Pain was at your disposal. 
I was supposed to be under so much weight. 

I was supposed to only ever be suffering. 
The suffering of lashing tongues. 

The suffering of lonely streets. 
They told me to óShoot for the Moonô 

Because of you I never realised that we  
Could be above the ground. 

 
You made sure I never went up, 

Buried me in a coffin you made many lay in. 
Buried us where we could never seen the moon. 

On the moon you stand, but at least we donôt have the lunacy, 
Of an obstructed view, thinking a hill is a satellite. 

As for us, there are plenty of stars. 
Even firmly on the earth, 
We are bigger, brighter. 

Look to the stars and you will see us, 
Shining the brightest of you  

Waterlogged 
Natasha Sedgwick 
The world is an ocean.  
Full of allies and port stops. 
Shipwrecks and cannon fires. 
Large ships full of few. 
Wreckage Boards full of many. 
Some of us sink others, 
Sometimes the sea gets to them first, 
But to the dark sea we all will end. 
 
As for me, Iôve walked the plank. 
The plank made for the enemy, or the marauders. 
Or simply the undesirable. 
Iôve been tost so many times by the waves  
I am waterlogged. 
My arms ache from the constant struggle of trying to swim. 

 



The waves are no match to you, 
The brick chained to my leg,  
That keeps pulling me back under. 
 
The water fills my lungs,  
I canôt breathe. 
I try, but how do you breathe? 
How, with so much weight crushing you, 
Tossing you with every wave. 
I am a drowning undesirable. 
No matter how many boats no one will ever bother to send  
Iôll already be on the bottom. 
Iôve always been at the bottom. 
  

  Silver Lining by Fenelaphie Gerapusco 

Fallen,crushed,and shattered.My life used to be in a state of suspension. 
I have been astray,unable to find myself or fully comprehend what I was living for. 
All the doors were tightly shut and I struggled to grab a second chance. 
 
Once there was this huge abyss inside my chest that even Neruda nor Cummings could not fill. 
That void seemed to grow unfathomable as thoughts consumed me at four in the morning 
Whilst laying on my bed asking “Why do I always feel so empty? So alone?” 
For nobody attempted to wrap me in their ample arms when everything was cold 
And no one lead me the way when I was trapped in the same old patterns,lost and confused. 
For solely,it seemed like nobody wanted to take the great leap of faith across the canyon with me. 
 
Then you found me in the midst of my misery and transformed my gray skies into a never ending blue 
With exquisite beam of spectrums.You saved me from my sinking dream boat 
And together,we swam through the ocean of tears and melancholy 
Beneath the taciturn satellite,you were my refuge. 
In pitch black darkness,you became my silver lining. 
 
Our fairy tale was not confined in musky scented papers but in raw sheets of my tattered journal. 
There,I wrote down the way you made a whole new masterpiece with my tiny fragments. 
There,I jotted down long metaphorical lines,but love,you were not just a metaphor 
For you were all my figurative language within a literary piece. 
You were not just a stanza,for you were the whole poetry personified. 
And we were not just a mere chapter for we were the aesthetic story itself. 
 
Among all the words,phrases,and sentences versified on delicate pages 
Scored by an indelible ink.This inscription was entirely dedicated to you 
For I was the damsel in distress and you saved me. 
 

 




