
Ot tawa  w i l l 

never be the same 

after the shooting of 

October 22nd, 2014. 

When Mr McMahon 

first announced the 

lockdown, it was diffi-

cult to understand 

the chaos that was 

happening just out-

side of our school.  

Cpl. Nathan 

Cirillo, a soldier who 

was standing guard 

at the National War 

Memorial that day, 

was shot twice in the 

chest by a man who 

was believed to be a 

terrorist. The police 

were on every corner 

of every street follow-

ing the shots, pre-

pared for anything 

that might happen. If 

by murdering a cere-

monial guard the 

shooter meant to 

frighten the citizens 

of Ottawa, the plan 

almost succeeded.  

Many of us ex-

perienced a feeling of 

vulnerability that day; 

however, every day 

following this tragic 

event we will get 

stronger as a commu-

nity. Every day our 

security is heightened 

to prevent another 

tragedy, and soon we 

will feel safer and be 

safer. Every day we 

will go about our lives 

in the new and im-

proved Ottawa, and 

we will continue to be 

thankful for everyone 

who risks or loses 

their lives for us.   

Miasya Bulger 

            Since the        

disaster at the World 

Trade Center thirteen 

years ago, there has 

been an increase in the 

number of news head-

lines, debates, discus-

sions and topics relating 

to terrorism, war, and the 

idea of innocent civilians 

being in danger. During 

these past years, if some-

one ever brought up 

tragic events happening 

in another city or country 

somewhere on the other 

side of the world, I would 

always ignore it, and 

state that it wasn’t rele-

vant to my life. On Octo-

ber 22nd, for the first 

time, it was. It couldn’t be 

more relevant to my life.  

While we remained 

trapped inside our class-

room that day, the feeling 

of not knowing what was 

going on around us, and 

not knowing what was 

going to happen next, 

troubled me.  

Augustin Wong 
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lives of those who sacrificed themselves for our     
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Waking up on 

October 23rd, I felt 

different. Nothing had 

changed, yet every-

thing had. The break-

fast that I would have 

otherwise devoured 

just the day before 

was no longer as ap-

petizing. I did not feel 

like eating. I did not 

feel like talking pleas-

antries with my 

mo t h e r .  G et t i n g 

dressed had never 

been so fast, as never 

had I cared so little 

about what I wore.  
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Though some 

were having a good 

time chatting with 

each other, many peo-

ple were concerned 

with things like what 

and when they would 

eat, how they were 

going to get home, 

whether or not their 

family was safe and, 

possibly most impor-

tant of all, how long 

we were going to be 

stuck inside the 

school. It was an un-

earthly experience.  

Personally, the 

next day felt a bit dif-

ferent. Once I saw 

commemorations for 

Nathan Cirillo on the 

news, in the flowers at 

the War Memorial, in 

comics, and at hockey 

games, I felt a strong 

emotion towards what 

had happened. The 

feeling of death is one 

that I am not familiar 

with, but there was a 

feeling of emptiness 

when I processed 

what had occurred. 

The feeling that 

comes when you real-

ize that a soldier has 

been killed for your 

country is something 

I’m sure few have ex-

perienced, and it 

makes war feel un-

comfortably close to 

your own life.  

What a Loss Means  

(continued from page 1) 

I assembled my 

bag and grudgingly 

walked out the door. I 

trudged along, dragging 

each footstep so as to 

delay the inevitable 

school day. Walking 

through a park, even 

the autumn leaves 

seemed faded and life-

less, as if they too were 

in mourning. Treading 

on the fallen seemed 

wrong to me somehow, 

as if those tattered and 

raggedy maple leaves 

were something more 

than mere leaves. Once 

past those unmarked 

graves, I turned around 

to see the park empty, 

except for one child 

frolicking about with 

her dog. Right then, at 

least to me, the park 

could not have been 

more solemn, more 

empty, more… mean-

ingless.  

Having reflected 

upon the park, I walked 

to the bus stop and 

boarded the first bus. I 

stood, more alone in 

the sea of people than I 

had ever been before. 

When I finally sat down, 

my friend sat down be-

side me. We could hear 

someone talking about 

Prime Minister Harper’s 

speech. I had not seen 

it. I sat in silence, my 

friend and I staring off 

into the distance. At 

the very least, I realized 

that even though we 

were alone, we were 

alone together. 

Remembering Tomorrow 
Tingi Mulvihill 


