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My Love for Diamonds 
Just Keeps Growing 

    
   Diamond you are the most beautiful 
    diamond I’ve ever seen 
   Each day with you is like 
    a wonderful dream. 
 
   I’ve seen you grow, 
    Since that first New Year’s Eve. 
   Have I told you 
    You are my everything. 
 
   Soon you’ll be “ten” 
    and then in your teens. 
   What will I do 
    when you turn sixteen. 
 
   Diamond, you are my daughter, 
    Just want you to know 
   You are my baby, 
    And I’m loving you so. 
 
      Jackie S. 
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Poem – “My Love for Diamonds Just Keeps Growing” 
 
This poem mentions two events that are often special – New Year’s Eve and 
a sixteenth birthday. 
 
Is New Year’s Eve a special time for you?  Write a poem or story about a 
memorable New Year’s Eve.  Or write a paragraph describing a perfect New 
Year’s Eve. 
 
Write about your 16th birthday as it actually was, or about how you would 
have liked it to be. 
 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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You Will Always have My Love 
 
   In everything you hope or do 
   I will encourage and believe in you 
   For your every joy is my joy too… 
   You don’t have to keep your doubts inside 
   There is nothing that you need to hide 
   For whatever feelings you confide…. 
   No matter what no matter where 
   You can count on me and I will be there 
   To understand, to show I care….. 
   You will always have my love. 
  
      N.M. Fitzgerald 
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Poem – “You will Always Have My Love” 

 
The author of this poem has written words of love and support for a special 
friend. 
 
Write a paragraph describing someone who offers you encouragement and 
support. 
 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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My Dream 
 
    I used to have a special dream 
     That someday I would meet 
    Someone who was wonderful 
     And make my life complete, 
    Someone who would understand 
     The things my heart would say, 
    Someone to bring laughter, 
     And joy to everyday, 
    I used to have a special dream. 
     And now it’s all come true 
    The very moment that we met 
     I fell in love with you. 
 
 
       NMF 
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Poem – “My Dream” 

 
Many of us have dreams that help us carry on when life is difficult, or when 
our days seem long and boring.  Our dreams may be of meeting someone 
special, as in this poem, or of reaching an important goal.  
 
Discuss with your tutor or teacher dreams you both have had, and how 
you’re working to make those dreams a reality. 
 
Write out the steps you need to take to make your dreams come true. 
 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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 Dear Addiction, 
 
 My enemy, my friend, 
  you have always been there 
 but when I was sad and lonely, 
  you didn’t really care. 
 You held me in my room, 
  in darkness and in fright 
 You held me like your hostage 
  and you never showed me light. 
 
 Your strangling presence always could take me away 
  I couldn’t seem to fight you ‘cuz I felt that I should pay 
 For the price of not believing 
  and there was no one I could trust 
 You came to preserve that for me, 
  it’s you that I disgust. 
 
 I always could count on you, 
  when life had brought me down 
 I falsely wore you in my head, 
  like a silver plated crown 
 When I tried to get away from you, 
  when life was just okay 
 You’d come along and reveal 
  your ugly head my way. 
 
 You helped me turn my pain inside, 
  where the lost and lonely go 
 You fed the hunger deep within, 
  that only addicts know. 
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 This battle, ever constant, 
  had gone on for far too long 
 I did not like my eyes of death, 
  I needed to be strong 
 So I could take you on and win back 
  the battle of my fate 
 I broke your ghostly silence, 
  and shattered all the hate. 
 
 Today I wrote a letter, 
  it was to say goodbye 
 To all the hurt and death you’ve caused, 
  to wasted days past by 
 I wrote to heal my soul and life 
  that I have yet to discover 
 And with the Spirit I have found 
  I know I can recover. 
 
    Goodbye 
 
     Angie M. 
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Poem – “Dear Addiction” 
 
This poem wonderfully describes the power of addiction, and the strength 
required to move beyond the horror into healing.  The author states she 
“wrote to heal my soul and life.” 
 
Often, writing about our difficulties helps us see them in a different light, 
enabling us to move forward. 
 
Is there a time when you have solved a problem by writing about it, or 
discussing it with a trusted friend?  Write about it here. 
 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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The author of this poem states that she “wrote a letter.”  Letter writing 
isn’t as popular as it once was, now that technology offers us fast, 
easy ways to communicate. 

 
Is there someone who would love to receive a letter from you? 

 
Write that letter now.  Use the lines below to jot down ideas you can 
include in your letter. 
 
________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________ 
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Street Life 
 

  One day I met this fine young man, 
   Who said, this tip could be paying me – 
     Damn! 
  He flashed his great big Rent-a-cars, 
   and tried to dress, for the day and cause. 
 
  He ran the game he knew so well, 
   I should have told him to go 
    straight to hell. 
   But instead I fell. 
 
  So there I was on the street, 
   trying to find another “John” to meet, 
  No amount of money was enough, 
   Damn this life was really rough. 
 
  Life was bad, and I became very sad, 
   the drugs were all I really had. 
    I realized it had to stop. 
 
  Then I met a woman named Linda 
   who took me under her wing. 
  All of a sudden 
   I started to sing. 
 
     J.K. 
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Poem – “Street Life” 
 

The author of this poem writes about her need to make some changes in her 
life, and mentions meeting someone willing to help her do that. 
 

Ø Write about a person who has helped you get through a difficult 
time in your life, or about a person you have helped. 

 
As this author mentions, sometimes it seems as if “no amount of money” is 
enough.  Many people dream of winning a lottery so they won’t have to 
worry about money anymore. 
 

Ø Write a short essay about both the possible positive and negative 
effects of winning a great deal of money. 

 
Ø Write a short essay about what makes you “start to sing.” 

 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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The Guards 
 

I will try and describe as best I can the comings and goings of the guards at 
the Remand Centre, and their varied personalities I have come across, seeing 
I have been here longer than most fellow inmates. 
 
I was transported down here the morning of the 26th of December 1997, at 
1:45 a.m., with six fellow inmates.  Upon unloading and booking, another 
van arrived with a Native girl.  As she was having her leg irons removed, the 
cups (transportation guard) told her to spread her legs, then looked back at 
us with a laugh and a big smile, obviously thinking it was quite funny at the 
time; his lack of respect appalled me.  How could there be such people as 
he?  To say such words made me feel sick.  At some risk I told him he could 
be charged for sexual harrassment, loud enough for the white shirts (guard 
supervisors) and all else to hear.  His smile dropped off his face like hot 
butter. 
 
The guys I was with told me I was lucky not to take a beating, or be thrown 
in the hole.  Be that as it may, I was brought up to defend a lady’s honor, 
which all too few of us still do. 
 
I have no expectations of seeing this in print.  There are so few risk-takers 
out there willing to defend “Freedom of Speech”.  People’s opinions that 
conflict are all too often left out!  Just go with the flow; don’t rock the boat! 
 
To get back to the guards, each one of them is as different as night is to day, 
although they all follow the same guidelines of the regimented schedule of 
one day at a time, six on and three off.  I won’t go into any great detail but 
give my reader (readers!) a little insight into a few of the memorable ones I 
have come across that are worth mentioning. 
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There are no first names.  It’s either “screw”, used by some of the old timers 
in the system; “Bull”, used by the newer ones; or “guard”.  For the life of me 
I still don’t understand why most of the inmates use the self-degrading term 
“Boss”.  Do these inmates actually think they work for them or what?  Even 
better yet, I don’t see anyone handing out pay cheques, either. 
 
You have your headhunters, just looking to bust your ass; the ones that like 
to play headgames; the ones that scream and swear; the ones that it’s all a 
game to make you feel lesser than; the ones that are just looking to become 
white shirts – you better not piss them off, and stay out of their way. 
 
On the flip side of the coin there are all too few, but it’s like a breath of fresh 
air to come across them:  the ones that do care, are a little bit compassionate, 
willing to break or stretch the rules.  The rules are all too many to go through 
and which ones and how to go about it.  I leave it for you to judge.  But it’s 
not hard to know once you have been here all too long, and experienced their 
personalities, seen their interactions:  you’ll know who to ask, and when, for 
what. 
 
I just hope that they won’t have a hardening of the heart; there’s all too 
much apathy in here.  The longer you stay the more chance of it changing 
you.  It’s mainly the newer ones that show compassion towards a fellow 
human being. 
 
As someone once told me (a visitor I had), “very archaic”. 
 
     Vince 
     Remand Centre 
     March 4, 1998 
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Essay – “The Guards” 

 
The author of this essay writes that he has “no expectations of seeing this in 
print,” as it may be too risky to have this piece included in this booklet.  
Speak with your tutor or teacher about why “The Guards” should have been 
included in the booklet, and discuss reasons why it perhaps should have been 
left out. 
 
Ø Write a letter to the Literacy Coordinator at the Calgary John Howard 

Society to tell her why you believe “The Guards” should have been 
included or not included in this booklet. 

 
___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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The Picture 
 

    There’s one thing in prison 
     That they’ll never take from me 
    It’s the picture on my table 
     The one you gave to me. 
    It’s there when I wake up, 
     And when I go to sleep, 
    The one thing that I dream of 
     Is this picture that I keep. 
    You know I’ll always love you, 
     In every way I can, 
    So just keep right on smiling 
     Like the picture in my hand. 
 
      N.M. Fitzgerald 
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Poem – “All I Want is You” 
 
Write a paragraph describing what you would ask for if you “could ask 
for anything.”  Who would you need to ask in order to receive it? 
 
___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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The Life of My Hamster, Buddy 
By Andrew Brieger, Age 10 

 
 One day I went into a store looking at pets like hamsters, gerbils and 
rabbits and guinea pigs.  I asked my mom if we could have a hamster or a 
gerbil. 
 
 My sister butted in and said, “I don’t like gerbils so let’s just get a 
hamster.” 
 
 My mom said, “Yes, but only for a few days because it will stink the 
whole house up.” 
 
 When we got home, my sisters and I thought of a name.  We named 
him Buddy. 
 
 After we named our hamster we started to work on the cage.  After 
working on the cage we asked our mom if our friends could come over 
and look at our new hamster.  When they got to the house they were so 
excited that they wanted to hang on to Buddy but they couldn’t because 
we had to leave Buddy in his cage for three days.  If we touched him 
before the 3 days Buddy could die because he has to get used to his new 
home. 
 
 After three days, my sisters and I let Buddy run on my bed. 
 
 When it was time for bed, my mom started to play with Buddy, and 
she fed him before she went to bed.  In the morning I was filling up 
Buddy’s bowl of food, and I put it on top of Buddy’s cage.  Buddy 
started to do the monkey bars to get the food. 
 
 Then it was time for school and all day my sisters and I were excited 
to get home.  When we got home, my sisters and I ran upstairs to check 
Buddy, then we put him in the crystal ball to let him run across the room. 
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When it was the weekend, my sisters and I cleaned out his cage.  When 
we were cleaning out the crystal ball, there was poop and pee in the 
crystal ball and we had to wash it out.  After two weeks of having Buddy, 
we had to give Buddy away because he would make a mess in the house 
and stink the whole house up.  So when it was school time my sister 
asked all her friends to see if they wanted a hamster.  My sister asked her 
friend Constanza if she wanted him and she said, “I have to check with 
my mom.” 
 
 The next day Constanza said she was allowed.  On the weekend after 
we cleaned Buddy’s cage Constanza came to pick up Buddy.  The next 
day at school my sisters and I went to go ask Constanza to see if Buddy 
was alright, and she said, “Yes, he’s alright.” 
 
 The next weekend my sister Krystle phoned her friend Constanza to 
see if she had cleaned out Buddy’s cage, and she said, “Yes, I already did 
it.” 
 
 Then Buddy lived happily ever after. 
 
     The End 
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Story – “The Life of My Hamster, Buddy” 

 
The ten-year-old author of this story wrote about his pet hamster.  If you 
had a pet when you were a child, write a story about your pet.  If you 
didn’t have one, write a story about a pet you would have enjoyed.  
Describe some adventures you and your pet would have had. 
 
Discuss with your tutor or teacher the value pets offer to children and 
adults. 
 
___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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Honey Badgers 
 
Very different creatures they are, very different indeed.  These animals 
are not to be mistaken for ordinary badgers and look quite different, too.  
Slightly over a meter in length and half a meter from the ground in 
height, brown on the top with white underneath.  These very special of 
God’s creatures are from Africa. 
 
I was blessed one day while at home to find a nature documentary about 
honey badgers (Ratel) and have been smitten ever since.  Very few 
people know of them.  There is very little information out there in 
libraries to be had, so I will let you know what I’ve managed to come up 
with and seen. 
 
Highly sociable, tenacious, fun-loving, never willing to back down from 
a meal to be had, with an attraction to honey as strong as true love could 
be.  They have been documented bringing down and killing full grown 
water buffalo through castration, not a creature you would want to mess 
around with, in my mind.  I’ve seen them face down a pride of lions, take 
on a full-grown leopard returning to reclaim his kill, only to hop down 
from the treed kill and fain a frontal attack, moving almost as fast 
backwards in retreat, swiping and growling with its powerful front claws, 
leaving the leopard dumb-founded in escape. 
 
You won’t find one to my knowledge in a zoo, either, as I have tried to 
see, so why don’t you try and see what you may come up with about 
them.  I am a nature nut and have seen or read about almost most of 
God’s creatures, living or dead.  But never had I been so taken in all my 
years by a creature they call the Honey Badger. 
 
     Smitten, 
 
      Alpha Romeo 
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Essay – “Honey Badgers” 
 
The author of “Honey Badgers” writes about an animal he’s been 
“smitten” with. 
 
Write an essay about an animal you enjoy.  Get some books about your 
favourite animal from the library and do some research on this animal.  
Include your research findings in your essay. 
 
___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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Just One of My (Many) Close Calls 

 
 In 1982, two working mates and myself managed to be hired to work 
on a big gas contract under the direction of E & G Trenching.  It was a 
six month contract and all the work was being done on an Indian reserve 
called Wovaska, sixty-five miles northeast of Slave Lake.  When we 
arrived the weather was warm and dry, but it would not last.  After a 
week, we got more than our share of rain. 
 
 The three of us were in charge of all the road crossings.  We had to 
dig a five foot hole on each side of the road, drop a pipe and hope for the 
best.  If the pipe came through the other side and it was level enough, we 
pulled the steel pipe out and fed the plastic pipe through.  Then we fused 
the plastic pipe together, cooled it and then back-filled.  On to the next 
push.  It was not easy to predict what we would find because the soil 
varied so much in type, density, texture, and moisture. 
 
 This particular day, we started digging at 7:30 a.m.  It had rained cats 
and dogs the night before.  When Glen and I started fusing the pipe, I was 
not aware of any danger, but Glen continued to glance up at the walls 
from time to time.  I was just trying to steady the pipe.  Glen was staring 
intently at the east wall.  I do not know if he heard it or saw it, but all of a 
sudden, he yelled, “Lenny, get the hell out of there!”  By the time I 
looked up, the wall was collapsing in my direction, covering me from the 
chest down. 
 
 Standing there pinned, I thought to myself, “Boy, Len, another fine 
mess you’ve got yourself into.”  The pain was not too bad, for the first 
thirty seconds or so.  Then all of a sudden my knees started to collapse 
with the weight of the earth and the pain was unbearable. 
 
 Don saw the trouble I was in and grabbed a spade.  He must have seen 
this happen before.  He asked, “Where does it hurt the most?”  I replied, 
“My knees are going to break.” 
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 Don judged perfectly where my knees were under all that soil.  He 
dug quickly to release the pressure, but I was still pinned.  Next, the boys 
took the back-hoe and dug the rest of me out.  I emerged from the hole 
cold, wet and shivering with shock.  It took me a few minutes to compose 
myself and stop the uncontrollable shaking. 
 
 It was some time before I realized what the outcome might have been.  
For me, it was certainly a CLOSE CALL. 
 
      Leonard Duby 
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Story – “Just One of My (Many) Close Calls” 

 
This author describes a very unfortunate accident that happened to him.  
Describe in writing a “close call” you have had.  As this author has done, 
include as many details as possible – sights, sounds, smells, tastes, 
physical sensations. 
 
This author describes being “cold, wet and shivering with shock,” with 
“uncontrollable shaking,” to give us a vivid picture of his physical 
condition.  Use a thesaurus to find several words which describe the 
situation you were in, to help make your story come alive for your 
readers. 
 
___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________

___________________________________________________________ 
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In Memory of 
Tiananmen Square 

 
 Wu Yue-pong was one of the successful chairmen in China.  I 
remember in 1989, his 10th anniversary, my brother and his organization 
group in our school decided to go to Tiananmen Square and pray for him.  
It was only a memorial-service-sort-of-thing at the beginning, but later it 
turned into a war – a war that I will never forget. 
  
 Wong Tang was my brother’s best friend, and was the leader in the 
organization group from our school.  Under his leadership, we had sat at 
Tiananmen Square at the end of April 1989, and prayed for our ex-
chairman, Wu Yue-pong.  At that time we only had about a hundred 
people and most of us were teachers and students from our school.  A 
week later we had almost a thousand people that came from different 
universities in Beijing.  They had learned about us and they were very 
appreciative of our ideas.  It was too many people; it was because we 
missed the way Wu Yue-pong ruled: some people even got up and started 
yelling, “We want freedom,” and things like that against Teng H’saio-
ping, who was the political leader at that time.  Some of us were very 
surprised but yet we all agreed and so everyone else just started getting 
up:  “We want freedom, we want freedom.” 
 
 A month later we had nearly ten thousand people and most of us were 
educated elite.  In the middle of May, there were some people who 
started to get really sick and even faint.  I helped to send some of them to 
the hospital.  They’d have a snack there, get more energy, and they’d ask 
me to take them back to the boycott.  I didn’t want to, but they were very 
determined.  I remember one of the girls I helped to send to the hospital 
said, “I know you worry for me and are afraid I’ll faint again, but look, I 
can’t give up.  This is a dream, a hope for eleven billion people in China.  
Although they have no idea what is going on here soon, one day, they’ll 
be very proud of us, very appreciative of us.”  Her eyes filled with tears 
as she told me.  What she said was right, I thought, so I took them back. 
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I’d sometimes go back home and take showers.  Papa and Mama 

learned about us from the news.  They were very mad.  A couple of times 
they wouldn’t even allow me to return to Tiananmen Square, but I’d 
sneak out anyhow.  My brother never went back home once; he’d go to 
this friend’s house to take showers because he knew what our parents 
were up to.  He thought they were old-fashioned, “chicken.”  He thought 
they’d only do what they were told and never stand up for themselves, 
fight for what they wanted.  I thought, “We can’t blame them because 
they didn’t even finish elementary, and now it is up to us the educated 
elite to help our country.” 
 

In the beginning of June you could see the billboards everywhere; we 
had more than twenty thousand people by then.  Finally, one night, the 
secretary of  China, Chue Chi-Yuen, came to visit us and took our 
petitions.  He told us he’d read them carefully and would be willing to 
think about them. Oh, we thought that the day was coming when our 
country was going to be rich again.  We were going to have freedom – 
eleven billion Chinese’s dreams were coming true, I thought.  We were 
so happy but yet we didn’t give up, not even a bit.  We kept on following 
the leader who yelled out the protest, and we got stronger and stronger 
each time we did. 

 
 On June 4th, yes, it was on June 4th, I fell to sleep on my 

brother’s shoulder.  It was a rainy day; my brother tried to cover my head 
with his jacket as I was sleeping.  Most of us were asleep but I heard 
there was a group of people at the front who were still yelling the 
protests.  Sometime later, my brother woke me up, grabbed my hand, and 
started to run.  I didn’t know what was going on, but everyone started 
getting up and running in different directions.  I didn’t ask my brother 
what was happening because deep in my heart, I knew.  I just didn’t think 
it would happen so soon. 
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My brother and I were running with a group of people, including 
Wong Tang.  Somehow my brother’s friends were a mile ahead of us.  
They were all males; I was the only female in the group.  I couldn’t run 
as fast as them, but my brother waited for me, his hand was still on mine 
– tight, and he protected me whenever other people hit me. 

 
When we ran out of Tiananmen Square to the main street, there were 

dozens and dozens of soldiers and army vehicles.  A lot of people were 
getting beaten up on the ground.  I heard shooting sounds everywhere.  
We stopped and thought of running back but there were more soldiers 
coming after us.  My brother held my hand even tighter and we started to 
run again.  We didn’t know where we were running to, but just ran.  The 
soldiers behind us were getting closer and closer.  Suddenly my brother 
let his hand go from mine, ordered me to run, turned himself around and 
tried to defend us; he know it was no use, but he did.  I stopped and 
looked at him for a moment but he yelled at me even louder:  “Run, run,” 
so I ran, but I couldn’t help stopping and looking back at my brother.  He 
was on the ground bleeding all over…my tears ran down my cheeks, my 
mind was empty for a moment – perhaps I thought nothing mattered 
anymore – even dying.  I wasn’t scared after all.  I wished someone 
would shoot me from behind so I could go to be with my brother. 

 
When I ran to a corner, there was an army vehicle right in front of me 

to block my way.  I stopped running; I slowly walked to them and waited 
for whatever would happen next.  One of the soldiers got out of the 
vehicle and took me to the back of the truck without asking me any 
questions.  My eyes were filling with tears; I couldn’t see anything.  
Perhaps I didn’t care, I didn’t care where I was or where I was going. 

 
Suddenly, someone was massaging my head like my brother always 

did.  I looked up and hoped that it would be my brother, but no, it was 
Wong Tang.  We stared at each other for a moment.  He gave me an 
understanding look and opened his arms to envelop me.  He didn’t ask 
me anything about my brother, as if he could see what was happening 
from looking into my eyes.  Beside us there were another two individuals 
in the truck. 
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Wong Tang made me promise to him, no matter what was going to 
happen, I would not speak to anyone until I got home.  He had planned to 
go to prison for a long time.  He wanted me to get out and tell this to 
everyone because he know that the government would cover it all up.  I 
promised him and I promised him that I’d not give up and would 
continue to support this action. 

 
I remember they took us to a holding cell there; we were separated, I 

didn’t see them during the three months I was there, not even one inmate.  
I was just in a holding cell all by myself.  The cell was very small and 
dirty.  I’d get to take a cold shower once a week if I was lucky.  I’d get a 
lunch and a supper each day but they sometimes forgot about it; got in a 
bad mood, and then you didn’t get anything. 

 
Psychiatrists came to talk to me everyday; as I promised Wong Tang, 

I didn’t speak to them.  They tried to brainwash me.  They told me what 
they had wanted me to see in Tiananmen Square.  I did pretend I believed 
in what I was told because I know that was the only way I could get 
released from there. 

 
Three months later, I finally got released.  My parents were crying 

when they came to pick me up.  Me?  I was too scared to talk after all.  I 
didn’t even show any emotions, I didn’t cry, nothing.  Why?  I’m not 
sure.  I was just so lost I almost forgot who I was.  The psychiatrists did a 
really good job:  I thought I was just pretending to believe in their stories, 
but maybe I did truly believe in them.  When my parents asked me what 
was happening and where my brother was, I didn’t know if I should tell 
them the truth – or what I was told that I’d seen.  I didn’t tell them 
anything; perhaps I didn’t even know what was the truth anymore, but I 
did tell them he was killed.  They were very upset.  They didn’t want to 
talk to me.  They didn’t ask me why he was killed, as if they already 
knew that, from the beginning of the boycott, something like this was 
going to happen.  They didn’t speak to me for a long time.  They blamed 
everything on me, as I blamed myself. 
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My parents wouldn’t allow me to go back to school because they 
thought I was a troublemaker there, but I did go back to talk to the 
teachers.  To my surprise, no one mentioned what had happened in 
Tiananmen Square, no one asked me anything about my brother.  Most of 
the students didn’t return to school after what happened, or I should say 
they “disappeared.”  However, no one cared where they were.  Everyone 
just acted like nothing had happened.  I came to the bulletin board that 
was in the hallway.  It had all the news and everything about our country.  
On the top corner, I found a little piece of a newspaper clipping: it said 
there was an illegal assembly at Tiananmen Square; later seven people 
were killed and two went to the hospital.  “Oh really?  Only seven people 
killed?”  I thought to myself, ah…heck, disregard it – knowing the truth. 

 
On the street there were more police around than usual.  Cameramen 

from different countries were still everywhere.  The police were much 
more polite – they didn’t take their cameras away or have them beaten up 
as they did during the war. 

 
A few months later my parents forced me to marry this guy I had only 

seen once in my entire life.  He was a restaurant owner, “a normal 
citizen,” I should say.  Yup, my parents thought this guy would have no 
idea what I had done in the past because they thought that if people found 
out I was one of the individuals at Tiananmen Square, no one was going 
to marry me.  Now we’ve been married for almost eight years.  We have 
a boy (the new law in China: you are only allowed to have one child if 
your first kid is a boy); he is five years old now.  I named him Zias, 
which is under my brother’s name.  I want him to grow up like my 
brother, become a hero of China. 

 
Wong Tang just got released two months ago, which means he had 

been in prison for nine years.  I feel very bad because I didn’t follow my 
promise I had made to him all those years ago (that I would continue to 
support the action).  And now he is in the U.S.A. guarded as a political 
refugee.  I hope he will forgive me.  Even though there is nothing I am 
able to do anymore, all I can hope for is that my child and theirs will be 
able to accomplish some peace in China. 
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In memory of those thousands of people who died for freedom in 
Tiananmen Square in June 1989. 

 
    Loving friend, 
      Joey Tsang 
            (Jo Jo, 1998) 
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Story – “In Memory of Tiananmen Square” 
 

This author created an imaginary story based on an historical incident. 
 
Choose a time or event in history that you find very interesting.  Select some 
books from the library that will help you learn more about this time or event. 
 
Ø Write an essay on what you have learned from your reading and research. 
 
Ø Write a story about this time or event.  Make yourself the main character 

in your story. 
 
_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________ 
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Additional Activities 
 
1. Discuss with your tutor or teacher 
 

Ø A story or poem from this booklet that you enjoyed, and why 
Ø A story or poem from this booklet that you didn’t like, and why 

 
2. Poems and stories often touch our emotions, and may bring up all 

sorts of feelings.  Choose a piece of writing from this booklet that you 
really liked.  Respond in writing, or speak to your tutor or teacher, 
about why you liked it and how it made you feel.  

 
3. Discuss with your tutor or teacher the poems or stories that made you 

feel 
 

*  content  *  hurt 
*  relieved  *  enlightened 
*  angry  *  like laughing 
*  warm  *  frustrated 

 
4. Discuss with your tutor or teacher a poem or story that made you stop 

and think. 
 
5. Choose a word, phrase, or image from one of the poems or stories in 

this booklet, and use it to develop your own story or poem. 
 

******************************************* 
 

If you don’t have a tutor and would like one, call the nearest John Howard Society.  They 
may be able to arrange a tutor for you.  If not, look under Learn in the yellow pages of 
your telephone book to find a Literacy Program which can match you up with your own 
tutor. 
 
We invite you to send your poems, stories, essays and art work to the Literacy Program at 
the Calgary John Howard Society, for inclusion in our next booklet. 
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My Writings 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We have included the following pages 
in the hope you will use them for your writings 

and make this book complete. 
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History of John Howard 
 
 John Howard was born in Hackney, London, England in 1726 to 
Quaker parents.  At age 25 he inherited a large fortune and was 
considered a Philanthropist by many.  During his lifetime he supported 
many causes, but none to the extent of his prison reform. 
 
 In 1755, while travelling to Portugal on board a ship, he was taken 
prisoner by French privateers.  After suffering many hardships while in 
prison, he was released and sent back to England.  No one, before or 
since, has visited so many prisons.  He once said of a Debtor’s prison of 
the time:  “It is of little advantage to restrain the bad by punishment 
unless you render them good by discipline.” 
 
 In 1773, at the age of forty-seven, he was nominated as Sheriff of 
Bedford.  It was then that his prison reform task really began. 
 
 His mission of mercy took him to every country of Europe and every 
county of England, Wales, Scotland, and Ireland.  He went back again 
and again to see what improvements were made resulting from his 
recommendations.  In the British Isles alone he covered over 42,033 
miles, and spent over 30,000 pounds of his own money investigating 
prisons. 
 
 He was a Christian not at all conformed to this world.  He cared less 
than nothing for high society and its pleasures.  On one occasion, while 
visiting Russia, he refused an audience with Catherine the Great.  He 
stated he had devoted himself to the task of visiting the dungeon of the 
captive and the abode of the wretched, not the palaces and courts of kings 
and empresses, and that his limited time in the capital would not allow 
him to call on her Imperial Majesty.  His labours were tireless. 
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 He was bestowed with many honours, none of his own seeking.  He 
received the high honour of being elected “Fellow of the Royal Society.”  
The magistrate at Glasgow presented him with the “Freedom of the 
City,” as well as other lesser cities, and the University of Dublin granted 
him an honorary “Doctorate of Civil Law.”  He was also called to the bar 
of Parliament and thanked for his devoted and painstaking labours on 
behalf of prisoners, culminating in the call for Legislative reform.  His 
was the first statue ever placed in St. Paul’s Cathedral.  His greatest 
published work, The State of Prisons in England and Wales, had 
worldwide influence. 
 
 In 1790 he died in Russia, while inspecting a prison.  He had 
contracted a prisoner’s disease called “Prison Fever.”  On his tomb are 
engraved the words, “Whoever thou art, thou standest at the grave of 
thy friend.” 
 
 
      written by Olive Dunn, CJHS 
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The Calgary John Howard Society 
Literacy Program 

 
 
 The Calgary John Howard Society Literacy Program offers one-on-
one tutoring for men and women, young and old, who are offenders, 
inmates, parolees, ex-offenders, or persons at risk, and their family 
members. 
 
 The Literacy Program started in 1982, and is supported by Alberta 
Learning; the National Literacy Secretariat, Human Resources 
Development; and the Calgary Community Adult Learning Association. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Calgary John Howard Society 
Mission Statement 

 
 

Our community active in crime prevention. 
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