
 
Comments or concerns?  Email us at: the.eden.flyer@hotmail.com 

 
 

 

 

French 

Competition 
Written by: Nicole Andres & 
Emily Swuzel 
 

The May 13th French 
competition was a great 
experience for a group of 9 
grade 11 and 12 students 
willing to expand their 
French Skills. Led by Mme 
Nagy, the students were 
able to spend a day at 
Brock University along 
with students from many 
other schools.  
They were divided up into 
categories by grade and 
level of French.They went 
through a series of 
different french tests 
throughout the morning. 
Following the competition 
there was an incredible 
performance by the 
Sultans of Strings who 
showed off their variety of 
musical talents in forms of 
rumba, swing, rock, and 
other styles of music. To 

finish off the day, an 
awards ceremony took 
place recognizing those 
who won places from first 
to 6th place in a variety of 
categories. 
Congratulations to our 
Eden students Kareem 
Ismail awarded fourth 
place, and Olivia Allen in 
third for their group skit. 
Even though some didn't 
win an award, every 
student went home with a 
certificate and tokens of 
appreciation from the 
university.  
Brock was very welcoming, 
providing pizza lunch and 
a coupon for a free drink 
and cookie at the campus 
Tim Hortons.  
Any grade 10 or 11 
students are encouraged to 
participate in this great 
way to improve your 
French skills next year. 
The competition aspect of 

it 
is 

Upcoming 

Events 

June: 

 12- Non- uniform Day 

 17- Gr. 12 Period 4 

Exam @ 12:30  

18- Semester 2 Exams 

begin (Period 1)  

19- Period 2 Exams 

22- Period 3 Exams 

23- Period 4 Exams  

25- Graduation!  

27- Grapes of Wrath 

 

September: 

8- Back to school! 
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much less intimidating 
than it sounds. It is a fun 
experience to expand your 
french and meet new 
people. To quote one of the 
organizers, "Look around 
you, every single one of 
you is at a French 
competition. We're all 
nerds here." 
.                                              . 

 

How To Bump Up 

Your Grade 

Before Exams 
Written by: Abigail Willms 
Edited by: Anya Heaven   

 

Are all of your teachers 
suddenly dumping essays 
and projects onto your 
lap? 
Get on top of it! 
Make sure to find out 
every single due date 
before you start to figure 
out how much time you 
should actually be 
spending on each 
assignment. Record all 
your due dates on some 
type of calendar, whether 
it is an organizer or an app 
on your phone; write them 
down! Now map out your 
plan of attack, big 
assignments first, that 
summative essay that’s 
worth 15% of your final 
grade? Get it done first! 
Make a list of how far you 
want to be in every 
assignment by the end of 
each week, to show 
yourself what’s left to do. 
Still not so sure on how to 
complete an assignment or 
equation? 

Ask away! 
Don’t leave your questions 
until 5 minutes before the 
exam, stay for a couple 
seconds after class. A valid 
excuse to being late to your 
next class is because you 
were with your other 
teacher. Teachers are there 
to teach; under normal 
circumstances they enjoy 
helping you figure out your 
homework. If what they 
explain to you still isn’t 
making sense, ask for 
more time. Skipping one 
lunch is a better option 
opposed to a failing grade. 
Is it always the little 
mistakes that you’re losing 
marks on? 
Slow down! 
Being the first one to hand 
in the test is rewarding in 
those first couple seconds 
until you remember you 
forgot that one exponent 
or negative. Check over 
every question, check your 
calculations, check your 
spelling. The little things 
add up in the long run. 
Getting a 99.5% is no-
where near as rewarding 
as a full 100%. 
Do you somehow still have 
free time on your hands? 
Extra Credit! 
If you are feeling that your 
grade still isn’t where you 
want it to be for going into 

the exam, ask your 
teachers if there is any 
extra credit assignments 
you could do. Before you 
start the bonus work, 
check when you can fit it 
into your schedule and 
estimate the approximate 
amount of time you will 
have to spend working on 
it. Look at it as a gift 
though. A lot of teachers 
don’t give you bonus 
assignments; think of it as 
a second chance! 
l                                              l 
 

The Ultimate 

Tournament 
Written by: Kendra Goertz 
Edited by: Eva Ren 

 
Eden's ultimate Frisbee is 

back! This year, the season 
kicked off on Monday May 
18 with a twelve team 
tournament, in which three 
of these teams were from 
Eden. Each team played four 
games and then, an 
additional game only for 
grade 12 graduates. 
Congratulations to all Eden 
Flyers team members who 
played incredibly well with 
great success as Eden's first 
team placed third place 
overall. After a close game 
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against the first team, 
Eden's second team took 
fourth place. Finally, Eden's 
third team placed sixth.  
From the tournament, 
Cardinal Newman achieved 
first overall and Eden 3 won 
the award for 'Most Spirited' 
team.  But the season 
doesn't end there!  Later, a 
second and last tournament 
was held at Ancaster High 
School on Monday May 25. 
There was 32 teams 
participating in the 
competition, including one 
team from Eden, made up of 
grade twelves . Eden showed 
great effort but 
unfortunately was placed 
29th overall. Despite the 
disappointing results, the 
team had an abundance of 
fun...which is what Ultimate 
Frisbee is all about! Let's not 
forget Mr. Thompson and 
Megan for their great 
determination and 
dedication by coaching (and 
putting up with) the players 
and also Mr. Koop for his 
assistance in tournaments. 
Congratulations to all 
participating team members 
this year!  Good luck to next 
year's team and remember, 
anyone can join! 

 

 

Spring Fling 

2015 
Written by: Kassi Dick 
 
Spring fling 2015 was 
definitely a worthy cause. 
With clouds threatening 
our fun time on the way 
there, we had some 
doubters but the sun found 
its way out and created an 
outbreak of well-deserved 
sunburns. The colour 
houses enjoyed various 
events, such as tug of war.  
 Music was being played all 
day for all to hear. Fun in 
the sun was well needed 
and well deserved as this 
school year is coming to a 
close. In the past couple 
years spring fling has been 
an event of wonder as we 
wait to find out when, 
where, or if it will happen.  
As for this year, it was a 
success so thanks to a high 
spirited student council for 
challenging us to show a 
little school spirit. Thanks 
to all those who came out. 
Sunburns fade; memories 
with friends are there to 
stay. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ongoing Story 
Alina’s Perspective  
Written by:Laurel Farrell 

 
Ten Years Later… 
     “Stay close together!” I 
call after them, but they’ve 
already tuned me out and 
lost themselves in 
amusement, the way all 
seven year olds at a 
carnival tend to do.  I 
watch my grade two class 
disperse. Half of them 
start towards the petting 
zoo, and another quarter  
towards the games booth, 
both groups completely 
unaware of the parent 
supervisors straggling 
behind them.  
 
     I lead my quarter of 
kids towards the arts and 
crafts section, a picnic 
table adorned in popsicle 
sticks and glue. I take a 
seat on one of the table 
benches.  
 
     “Ms. Lyasin,” Mila, my 
smallest student, smiles up 
at me, “May I sit with 
you?”  
 
     “Of course, sweetheart.” 
I hoist her into my lap and 
run a hand through her 
sun-kissed curls as she 
pulls out some pencil 
crayons and continues a 
sketch.   
 
     It’s a beautiful October 
afternoon. The breeze is 
gentle, and the sun 
illuminates the iridescent, 
painted leaves. I close my 
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eyes for a second and allow 
my skin to soak up the  
warmth. 
 
     “Alina?”  
 
     I start and look around 
until my eyes fall upon the 
owner of the voice. I don’t 
recognize the man at first, 
but there is something 
familiar in his eyes. 
“Dayton Grey?” My jaw 
drops.  
 
The last memory I have of 
Dayton is from when we 
parted on the edge of the 
woods ten years ago, after 
our little ‘forest escapade.’ 
We never maintained 
contact. I never expected 
to see him again.  
 
     “How are you?” he says 
compassionately as he sits 
across from me on the 
bench.  
 
     I’ve lost myself in his 
youthful eyes. I can’t 
believe it has been so long. 
“I’m…well, thank  
 
you.” I shake my head to 
clear my thoughts. “How 
have you been?” My tone is 
suddenly enthusiastic.  
 
     He smiles a little. “I’ve 
been fine. Livin’ the life. I 
have a great job, and the 
people in this city are very 
welcoming.” 
 
     “What’s your job?”  
 

     He pauses for a moment 
and then gestures all 
around him. “This.”  
 
     I wrinkle my eyebrows 
in confusion.  
 
     “All of this. I’m in 
charge of children’s events 
for the city.” He pauses. 
“Don’t look so 
surprised…and don’t hold 
me to my past. I’m a good 
guy now, Alina. I love 
kids.”  
 
     I find myself shaking 
my head again. “No, no. I 
wasn’t trying to hold you 
to anything.” I prepare to 
defend myself, but he 
starts laughing.  
 
     “I’m only teasing.” He 
smiles sympathetically and 
I let out a sigh of relief.  
 
     “Here you go,” Mia says 
to me suddenly, as if no 
conversation had been had 
at all. She hands me her 
scribbled sketch and 
smiles.  
 
     “That’s beautiful.” I tell 
her, and after quick, sweet 
thanks, Mia hops off my 
lap and goes to  
 
join the other kids.  
 
     I watch her contentedly.  
 
     “Is she yours?”  
 
     “Oh, no.” I tell Dayton, 
“She’s my student.”  
 

     “You teach?”  
 
     “Yes. Grade two. I have 
twenty-three of them...”  
 
     Dayton maintains this 
sympathetic, genuine 
smile as he stares at me. 
“You don’t have any  
 
of your own kids then?”  
 
     I laugh, “No. My class 
keeps me busy enough. I 
don’t really have time for 
much.”  
 
     “You’re married 
though…”  
 
     The way he says this 
almost makes it a 
question. “Engaged. We 
haven’t set a date yet, but 
I’m hoping for next 
summer.”  
 
     “He’s a lucky guy.”  
 
     “He is,” I say, somewhat 
amused by Dayton’s 
questions and the 
awkwardness of the 
entire situation.  
 
     “He treats you well I 
hope.” My mind flashes 
back to memories of 
Nathan and my expression 
turns to stone. “Alina…can 
I ask you, whatever 
happened back home? You 
know,  after we parted.” 
 
     My mind is scrambled. 
“Oh…well…after I went 
back, I did exactly what we 
discussed. I told my father 
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about Nathan…the abuse 
and the drugs. My father 
helped me to sort things  
out. After high school I 
found a new place to live 
and I changed my public 
information.  
 
Nathan was arrested, sent 
to prison, and I haven’t 
heard from him since.” 
 
     He looks sombre as he 
remembers the past and I 
attempt to change the 
subject. 
 
     “What about you? 
Everything sorted itself out 
I assume?”  
 
     “I never told anyone 
about my past, but no one 
here really seems to care, 
to be honest.  
 
We all have darkness in 
our pasts and people here 
seem to care about you no 
matter the circumstance.”  
 
     An announcement for 
all schools to gather at the 
main theatre for a show 
plays in the background 
and Dayton lets out a sigh.  
 
“That’s my cue,” I say.  
 
We both stand, and he 
grabs a piece of paper from 
his pocket to scribble 
something down. 
 
     “If you’re ever free and 
would like to really catch 
up, you can give me a call, 
alright?”  

 
     “Sounds good, Dayton.” 
I smile and give him a hug. 
“It was really good to see 
you.”  
     “You too Alina.”  
 
     We part ways once 
again and continue 
through our separate lives, 
carrying with us our 
memories and our secrets. 
Though life will take us 
down our own paths and 
though we may not meet 
again for another ten 
years, we will always 
remember the night that 
we shared together. The 
night in which two 
strangers decided each to 
trust and protect each 
other, no matter the 
outcome. We will forever 
remember the night we 
freed each other from our 
own  
Broken Bottles.  
 
Erratic Eyes. 
 
Smoking Speakers.  
 
Thirsty Throats.   
 
THE END. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Happy Thoughts 

by Happy Hands  
Provided by: Melinda 
Mitterhauser & Erin 
Mckenzie 
 

• An escalator cannot 
break, it can only become 
stairs  
• Pana Po'o is the 
Hawaiian word for 
scratching your head in 
order to help remember 
something you have 
forgotten  
• Take a moment to 
befriend a dandelion since 
according to Eeyore, 
“Weeds are flowers too 
once you get to know 
them.”  
• Bop-it is making a  come 
back 
• This summer, parks, 
playgrounds, and patios 
are smoke free!  
• Saying "watermelon 
butterflies" five times is a 
sure way to cure hiccups 
• Precisely 394859879 
seconds until summer!! 
Think the Happy.  
Be the Happy. Spread the 

Happy. 
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Poem:  

Lay asleep 
Written by: Emma Lailey 
 
Why is it only now you 

understand we were warriors, 

Defenders and conquers of time 

and passion 

Haters of world and lovers of 

dream 

Only once we’ve fought our last 

battle and can fight no more.  

 
Hand in hand, and heart in chest 

we stand side by side and weep. 

There was a time, once long 

ago,  

Under a rock, beneath the snow, 

Flying high along the crow 

But now we lay asleep.  

.                                                . 

  

Jokes  

 
Q: What do you get when 
you play country music 
backwards?  
A: You get back your wife, 
your dog and your truck. 
 
Q: What did Cinderella 
say when she left the photo 
store?  
A: "Someday my prints 
will come." 
 
• Two fish are in a tank. 
One turns to the other and 
says, "Hey, do you know 
how to drive this thing?" 
 
• A teacher asked her 
students to use the word 
"beans" in a sentence. "My 
father grows beans," said 
one girl. "My mother cooks 
beans," said a boy. A third 
student spoke up, "We are 
all human beans." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Comic by:  

Hannah Greczkoski 
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