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The Bluffs 

Tasnim Noman  
Fine Artist 

 

Written by: Veronica Almeida 

A History Snippet of Scarborough 

Scarborough nickname Scarberia is in reference to it being a distance in the eastern area of Toronto's     

downtown and being called a Scarberian can often be a badge of honour.   

 Scarborough's boundaries have expanded over the course of 200 years; our present borders are Victoria Park 

Ave. to the west, the Rouge River, the Little Rouge Creek and the Scarborough-Pickering Town line to the east, 

Steeles Ave. E. to the north, and Lake Ontario to the south.  

The first known evidence of people in Scarborough comes from an archaeological site in Fenwood Heights, 

which dates back to 8000 BCE.  In the 1600s, the area was inhabited by the Seneca Indians at the village of 

Ganatsekwyagon, who were later driven out by the Mississaugas they in turn were driven out by the British 

settlers in the late 1700s.  

A small village named the Thomson Settlement for British settlers David and Andrew Thomson eventually   

became known as Scarborough Village. In 1850, Scarborough was incorporated as a township. 

The 19th century led to the development of housing along the Kingston and Danforth Road corridors in    

Scarborough which led to the creation of a transit line in 1893 and as rail service expanded so did our    

boundaries and transportation needs . In 1936 the limitation of line service was replaced by bus service.  

On 15 April 1953, Scarborough was included within Metropolitan Toronto then incorporated as a borough in 

1967.   In 1973, Scarborough again increased its size when it annexed the West Rouge area of Pickering and 

its status was changed to city in 1983. In 1998, Scarborough was amalgamated with North York, Etobicoke, 

York, East York and became the new city of Toronto. 
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Statement From 
StArt YPA Senior Co-ordinating Mentor 

 

 

 

I feel incredible pride in the StArt YPA team of artist-                  

programmers as they embark on year two of the  Scarborough 

multi-disciplinary Workshops and Festival. The steering        

committee of Osvaldo Sales,  Melicia Sutherland, Melissa 

Mather, Veronica Almeida, Travoy Deers,  Carly Emmaneel, 

Steven Walters, Steve Vargo, Brian Ejar, Ornella Khalonji,   

Ryan Baron, Mia Vanessa and Jessica Peters delivered an amazing  inaugural 2011 program, and together 

“started something” with much success right here in  Scarborough. 

The team’s mandate to create their own opportunities and platforms to present their art in the midst of their 

own community of Scarborough resonated with the community.  The 2012 artist and volunteers                  

participation of will surpass the 2011 program.  

This year the steering committee, again led by Osvaldo Sales,  Melicia Sutherland, Melissa Mather, Veronica 

Almeida, Travoy Deers, Steven Walters, and new team members Grace Phan, Alex McCulloch and               

Ajay Bagwe, have an equally amazing program planned, and are also responding to demands for additional  

artists-workshops by extending that aspect of StArt YPA 2012.  

I am truly gratified to see the commitment demonstrated by this talented group of young artists, and      

humbled by their individual initiative to immediately start their own personal give-back and mentorship    

opportunities.  Melicia Sutherland, Melissa Mather, Ajay Bagwe joined by Ashish Shukla are at the forefront 

of this new self-imposed challenge to outreach beyond the StartYPA yearly program and share the skills and 

lessons they have learnt. 

I am a very proud mentor. 

Denese Matthews 

Suitelife Arts for Youth, Founder/Creative Director 

StArt Youth Presenting Art, Senior Co-ordinating Mentor 



What Is This 
 
What is this! 
Makes me want to sway my hips 
Possessed by the rhythm of djembe drums 
I am in my element. Energy goes through me 
My feet mimic the beat instinctively 
All eyes on me I move freely 
Throwing my hands in the air, I gyrate like I just don’t care 
What is this? 
 
What is this! 
My plump lips part ever so slightly 
awaiting my tongue to thrust and click against my teeth 
I repeat the soulful words of Mary J Blige 
“I’m not gonna cry, I’m not gonna shed no tears” 
How does Mary know so much about me? 
I feel exposed and ashamed of my nakedness 
What is this? 
 
What is this! 
Captured in black and white is a still of a kiss 
Makes me jealous to my core 
My eyes look inside my thoughts  
Secret rendezvous and stolen kisses in the dark 
Puppy love sure did taste delicious 
Snapping back from the memories, I shake like a leaf 
How could one photo evoke such emotion within me 
What is this? 
 
What is this! 
Makes my heart leap as you weave stories into tapestry 
Connecting all the patterns to me 
Awakening my inner consciousness, planting seeds of deep thought  
I am on another plane of high I kiss my former self goodbye 
Your words rip through me and I am elated,  
I feel enlightened 
What is this! 
 
What is this! 
Colours explode on canvas seem to call out to me 
I could melt into yellows, greens, greys and splashes of red 
You strum my pain with elongated fingers  
and continue to paint the rawest part of me 
Our eyes connect, I see through your flesh 
You are as vulnerable as I; I am spent and start to cry 
What is this? 
 
What is this! 
Something about the arts moves me 
Whether its dance, music, visual or spoken word 
It enables me to truly see, I feel empowered 
Honored that the artist has allowed me to share in their world 
At that point, I know I’m more than just a girl 
I am a part of something great 
Bold, remarkable and infused with the courage to create! 
What is this? 
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Melicia Sutherland 
Spoken Word Poet 



Ashley Pleasant  
Fine Artist 
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Amrita Singh 
Fine Artist 
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Mandate   

 

 
StArt Youth Presenting Art 

The StArt: Youth Presenting Art (StArt YPA) initiative, like us, emerged out of Suite Life Arts for Youth        
Program.  Our heighten belief in the value and need for community involvement propelled us to create the 
StArt: Youth Presenting Art – Scarborough Festival.  Our belief was, a team of youth can “start something”   
by youth; for youth; in Scarborough, with the objective of providing a platform and artistic opportunities for 
young emerging talents across the disciplines, and make it accessible to the whole community.   This 2012 
keepsake is our second publication, it is a re-commitment to our mandate to make visible Scarborough’s 
wealth of emerging talents and document the trek to “finish” what we started.  
StArt YPA Team 
 
 
 

 

Curatorial Statement  
 
 
The 2012 publication of the StArt Youth Presenting Art (StArt YPA) festival program collection of art and 
artists threaded together by social, cultural, political, geographic, spiritual, and ethnic complexities,  is as rich 
as the StArt YPA 2011 inaugural publication. Scarborough is an exceptional incubator of youthful talents and 
this edition of the festival’s print exhibition is boosted by new works and new talents that are just as          
provocative in its writings: poetry and lyrics; paintings; drawings; graphic illustrations; revisioned materials, 
and photography.  In this collection, the breath of works and talents is mirrored by the expansive geographic 
diversity and richness within the boundaries that is Scarborough. 
 

              
Marva Ollivierre 

StArt YPA Publication Mentor 



Ashish Shukla 
Fine Artist 
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War  
 

Men lost their wives and mothers lost their children, family lost each other in those horrific 
years of war  

Mothers cried and wept and watched their family members die  

They lived and hid and feel the fears  

Gay had to be straight  

Jews had to be white  

Blacks were beaten and hated and thought to be niggers and not being black  

During those years of war, people only wanted to go so far but they had to stay and live through 
years of war  
 

World war one: they killed a man name Ferdinand  

World war two: set to kill all Jews and the Holocaust 

Everyone lost 

Black were shot in cold blood 

Jews were sent to a camp to do the Nazi’s dirty dues 

Yet today, we fight and think it’s all right so all those people who died…  

They just died in vain  

You don't think of the agonizing pain those families had to go through  

Just thinking about it makes me wish I was there  

Maybe I could have done--what the hell could I have done? 

Sing a song and dance?  

Their mood would change back in a glance  

The concept of war is just so wrong so please be free with me while I sing this song  
 

Free from the chains that clutch my soul  

Without war I, this world, maybe my soul would finally be whole, 

Whole for the whole world to see what peace means to me 

Every child that's been living under this tremendous palm tree we call Earth  

Better yet, we call it home  
 

Ha, home.  

A place where you think you would be safe 

Men and soldiers kill you will out a trace, a trace of life and a trace of history  

Trace of family members  

It's just another mystery so please stop this war because fighting and hating is  

Never gonna take us too far. 

Ramonne Skinner 
Spoken Word Poet 
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Betsey Deborah Selvakumar 
Fine Artist  

Deadmau5  

 The Parthenon 

The lonely man 
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Chocolaty Sensation 

Hamna Khan 
Fine Artist 



Sylvia Chan 
Fine Artist 

11 

Sarah and Daniel in the desert 

The Wavering Trees 



Armel Massissou 
Fine Artist 
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Denise Hyman  
photographer 
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Spotlight 

Hamna Khan  
Fine Artist  

14 



Mike Monize 
Fine Artist 
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DuskTillDawn 

Musicisthehealer 
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       William Ye  
          Photographer  



Treva Michelle    
Fine Artist  

 

Watermark 
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Driving Fire 



A feeling for life time 

Give me a reason to laugh and sing, to soar in the sky without any wings 

Give me some everlasting love, a loving look some tender stroke 

Give me a reason to care and share, a cause to miss someone and smile 

Then spread the smile for miles and miles 

Give me a reason to be lost in thoughts, to go on top and shout a lot 

As if I’m painting life on canvas, let me see how much sea is vast 

Let me feel it, and the magic it casts…  

      Ashish Shukla 
    Spoken Word Poet 

The beloved… 
 

With the tide you came, with the morning sun 

When the lilies blossomed and the dews were     making 

fun 

Be with me ‘til the dark and the settling dust and by the 

time the larks return 

I touch your hair with the passing wind, running down in a 

gust  

My sojourn will continue with the rising sun 

Filled with endless grief and everlasting turmoil 

As a warrior never promising thy beloved to return 

But the eternity of love makes them immortal 

With the poems of the future and songs yet to be sung 

While leaving you, I leave no reminisce 

No despair, no grief nor cry 

Because there you are  

In my heartbeats ‘til I die… 

I fear don’t come near me when I die, ‘cause my heart will 

beat once again  

And I will be alive… 

      Ashish Shukla 
       Spoken Word Poet 
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Miguel Pinzon  
Fine Artist 



Where I’m From 
 

I am from coarse words and dirty looks, 
The need to cut others down to feel better, 
The nasty glares from peers, 
The unnecessary cruelty of hurtful words, 
Where there is no such thing as social hiatus, 
From fake friends and true enemies, 
I am from high school, 
 
I am from heartbreak and self-pity, 
From tear stained pillows, 
And words that are always regretted, 
From love gone awry, 
From text messages of impending doom, 
From momentary bursts of joy, 
I am from being a teenager, 
 
I am from blissful ignorance, 
The days of running barefoot, 
And dance parties on the lawn, 
From the exhilaration of being outside after dark, 
From heartache of an absent father, 
From a heartbroken mother trying to make ends 
meet, 
I am from a short-lived childhood, 
 
I am from quarrels over toys, 
From being The Robin to his Batman, 
From being the only one to hold me as I cried, 
From him holding my hand while I die, 
From beating up all those who have hurt me, 
From being my only playmate when it was lonely, 
I am from being a little sister, 
 
I am from shoplifting, 
From the tighter your clothes are the better, 
I am from low self-esteem levels, 

I am from painting my face just to chase beauty, 
I am from rushing to get older, 
And making horrible mistakes because of it, 
I am from trying to fit in, 
 
I am from uncertain futures, 
From too many choices, 
And impossible decisions, 
From stressful nights, 
And anxious mornings, 
From just wanting to escape, 
I am from never wanting to grow up. 

 

       Candice Ann Juttlah 
                       Spoken Word Poet 

The perfect picture 
 

They say we make it harder for them 
And that sex turns boys into men. 
But I believe respect does. 
How do they expect us to react when treated like nothing. 
Maybe like something,  
but with little to no value. 
 
Used to make money or for personal pleasure. 
They say one man’s trash is another man’s treasure 
Only women aren't trash and we should always be treasured. 
 
Comparing fake to natural  
How could we ever measure up to such standards                                   
that are far from the truth? 
We hear a simple “I love you” and quickly become loose. 
Manipulated by the guy who looks good on the outside 
He’s got a goal and a plan,  
When it’s reached you’re released. 
 
It ain’t nothin’ for him 
to lose when he wins 
Cause in the end he doesn’t change… 

But you do. 

 

       Chela Paulino 
        Spoken Word Poet 
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Uyen  Phuong  Huynh 
Fine Artist 
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Miguel Pinzon 
Fine Artist 
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Kia Anderson 
Fine Artist 



Weak man  
 
 
The way you smile, the smell of your skin 
The taste of your lips the chuckles you make 
I love that sarcasm is one of your first language  
Makes for a colorful remark each time   
I love that you’re outgoing in public 
I laugh because I can be with you anywhere and it's great  
I wish I could take a remote, press one button: "mute"  
Only hear the sound of your voice, the beating of your heartbeat, and something so small as 
the blinking of your eyes. 
 
Here I am 
Giving you my all  
Telling you my weakness  
In hopes you will be my strength  
 
I wish you happiness at all times 
Wish your joy and peace with body mind and soul 
If for you to get those not by my side, if you must go, please let me know… 
I’ve heard it said: "If you love something, set it free.  
If it comes back, you were meant to be. 
Set it free.“ 
 
I want to be your knight in shining armour  
I want to be your prince charming  
I want to be there to wipe the tears from your eyes in the darkest of times  
I want to be there to hold you up when you fall to your knees  
I want to give you the love of legend where God will envy you   
I want to be on the phone with you hours on end  
I want to kiss your lips with passion filled, with thoughts of you loving me back  
I want to say: “baby, I Iove you” without fear of heart breaking 
I know I have done wrong in the past 
But the future will be bright  
With me.  
 
I remember when I used to lay in your bed with you listening to your heartbeat  
To me, it’s my happiest place and happiest moments on this Earth    
When I think of you with another, I can hear my heart breaking  
I can hear the sound of your love for me drifting away  
I guess this is my way of saying: “I love you and I always will ‘til the day I die.” 
I want you to be in my life as a friend and as my Angel, my Queen, my Empress My love, I 
want you to be my strength 
I want you to be my weakness too, because when you’re with me 
I get weak to my knees  
When I'm away from you, the thought of you gives me strength.  
 
Ps I love you ‘til it hurts   
I don't need weed or a Murrow  
Because you are my drug my addiction    
I don’t need a mirror  
Because I could stare at your beauty all day   
 
My life is incomplete unless you’re in it. 

 

      Ramonne Skinner 
                  Spoken Word Poet 
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Taylor Singh 
           Fine Artist 



WANT YOU BACK 
 
I’ve been on this road along Sillem 
Now I’ve got to get back to you, hooo whoa haan 
And nothing can change my mind 
I only know that I want you, ooh 
It feels like I’m going in circles and start counting 
  
You keep running away from me 
Nobody can know this 
But I just can’t focus 
And I want you back 
I need you back with me 
  
I want you back and I need you back 
Don’t run too fast, you’re my running back 
Let’s have some kids 
Like we said we would and be the world 
Like we said we would 
I’m alone at home 
A lot of calls 
I wish you the best ‘cause you are the best 
I watch TV, but it’s not enough I want you to call 
  
I’m ‘bout to drink too much liquor n slam myself onto 
the wall 
Wish we could of done it together 
With some pillows and all 
I’ll never be over you 
Come back and be a saviour 
Everything I’m saying is true  
Baby, I love you boo 
I never wish to put you through 
All that craziness 
You know how we are but we have got to figure it out 
I’m lovesick right now and I’m finding out 
I want touch right now I have been in my music 
Shhh, but I’m so alone 
 

I’ve been on this road along Sillem 
Now I’ve got to get back to you, hooo whoa haan 
And nothing can change my mind 
I only know that I want you, ooh 
It feels like I’m going in circles and start counting 
 

You keep running away from me 

Nobody can know this 

But I just can’t focus 

And I want you back 

I need you back with me 

   

I want to know your emotions 

I want to feel you next to me 

Just after we seen the best movie 

I want to witness how you 

Look so sexy 

When you’re coming on top of me 

You scream so hard I, I followed you 

I smile too cause I kept you happy 

You keep running away from me even though my 
friends don’t know this 

But I kept thinking about you my baby 

It’s just too much for me to erase you from my heart 
forever 

Please don’t erase my memoir 

How could I let you go? 

What was I’m thinking?  

Please come back to moi 

You’re cute now 

I will lose my pride and I 

I will stop fighting and I, I want you baba 

All, in my life forever, sak pase? 

  

I’ve been on this road along Sillem 

Now I’ve got to get back to you, hooo whoa haa 

And nothing can change my mind 

I only know that I want you, ooh 

It feels like I’m going in circles and start counting 

  

You keep running away from me 

Nobody can know this 

But I just can’t focus 
And I want you back 
 

Jeff “TBlazz” Calixte 
Song Writer 
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You can’t fool all the people, all the time. 
 
We’re born gifted children  
With infinite potential  
When conditioned  
The filters  
Imprison the mental  
  
We stay demented  
And the truth is rejected and school plays a part in keeping you invested 
In books of lies and wasted times 
  
If it were up to me, this sh*t would be a crime  
Let’s take back our lives one day at a time 
Speaking of time were running out of it 
  
So please speed up the process  
We’re bound to get  
Help for our selves  
Then we help our kids  
Let’s raise our level of energy to infinity  
Synchronized, we find the key to our destiny  
  
Let’s keep at it it’s not mathematics 
Listen to your heart, the strongest force on this planet  
Its Devine purpose while we lay blind in the circus; I urge this  
Our first step is to simply follow our dreams  
  
I swear to you, it’s easy ‘cause nothing is what it seems  
Clear your subconscious of limited bondage  
Vision your mission till you’re thinking with precision  
  
Let’s reach for the skies and find some meaning to our lives 

I find 
 
Something is very wrong with this system  
And how many of us get tossed into prisons  
By laws they’ve insisted  
Are there to keep us safe but keep us soft and submissive  
  
And now you’re lost and convicted  
Labeled a misfit  
Dollar on your head  
‘Cause jail is big business 
Let’s get realistic  
  
How many people here never broken a law? 
  
That’s exactly what I thought 
This police state can in no way imprison us all 
If we each stood up for the cause 
  
We’ll send big brother 
Crying running back to his mother  
Now is the time  
To stand up for what you believe inside 
What will you decide? 

        Tarek Bibi 
 Spoken Word Artist  

Some of us  
 
till this day are in a state of denial  
Can’t see the connection between the president,  
Terrorists and September 11th 
  
Don’t stop to question  
Rat race move out of my way  
I’m living day to day for a pay cheque and a job that I hate 
  
Stuffed inside this subway overloaded with ads 
Taught to be consumers in a collective trance 
Wake up face the music and dance 
  
The best time of our lives is passing us by  
Let’s leave this now, eternal bliss and seal this world with a kiss                        
goodbye 
  
There’s nothing left for me here that I will miss 
but I will Rise and shine 
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StArt YPA 2012 

Artist Participants 
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StArt YPA 2012 

Artist Participants 



My Mother's Household 
 

Early, my mother slowly rises 

And in the warmth of the morning, 

While the dwelling is hushed, 

When the angels are silent, 

You can hear footsteps moving about 

 

With a graceful and fluent body language, 

An endless supple, as she would always shine, 

Glowing in her Sunday dress; every gesture is sharp, 

Yet sleek and sedate. She'd summon; 

A soft speech that echo's across the serene household 

 

I'd wake. 

Me too, in my Sunday best with my Holy Bible 

She would polish my white sleek shoes. I always thank her 

What I know, 

Of Love's loving offices. 

 

 

 

 

 

                  Abigail Isaac-Joseph 
                                             Spoken Word Poet 

I'm just wondering 
 

Can I take 

your flowers 

and use them  

as a decoration? 

 

You may have been 

offering them to your beloved, 

but I just can't resist 

the smell of roses. 

 

The aroma fragrance, 

newly picked, 

that scent like fresh perfume, 

that drifts in the clear air. 

 

They bloom in your garden- 

so attractive, so ravishing; I'll take them 

and apologize afterwards 

I'm sure you won't mind. 
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My Beloved 
 

At times it may not strike you like a lightning bolt 

Or appear to you as life's saddest sorrow 

The feeling is better-sweet; 

He's a shadow always coming and going, 

Never stable. 

 

It hurts to not see him stay a while 

But I have gotten used to it; 

I have waited for thousands of years, 

Anticipating for his arrival but nothing has changed, 

My shady curtains tell me that Time will come by, 

That I will see your face 

 

Swish, swish, swish, went their sighs 

As they whisper compassionate words to me. 

But when they swear that they are only made of truth, 

I do believe them, though I know they lie 

That I will never see your face 

 

This austere love has flown, 

I have aged from your 

Bitterness, and loved,  

My Beloved 

 

Abigail Isaac-Joseph 
              Spoken Word Poet 
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StArt YPA 2012 

Volunteers 

31 

Missing Pics 
 

Sankave Muraleetharan 

Emily Sheppard 

Shailaja Shukla 

Mykel DJ Black Cat Hall 

Hanif “DJ Sabu” 

 



Kadie Balfour 
       Photographer 
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Memories 
StArt YPA 2011 Festival  

 



Montana Christiemaie Apap 
                                            Photographer  
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2010 

1997 

2011 

1998 

1999 

2000 
2001 

2002 
2004 

2005 

2006 
2007 

2008 

 

    Love  Passion  Dance  Theatre  

 Music  

 

Discipline  2009 

 Learning  

 
Commitment  

 Creativity  

Education  

Auditions for the 2012 program  
October 20, 2012 in Scarborough 

October 27, 2012 Downtown 
www.suitelifearts.org 
Contact: 416 691 3269 

2012 

http://www.suitelifearts.org
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StArt YPA Thank You 
 

The StArt Youth Presenting Art programming team is privileged to be on the threshold of presenting year 
two of the StArt YPAWorkshop and Festival.  We could not have realized this ambitious dream of ours    
without the support of the following people;  

Denese Matthews/Suite Life Arts for Youth, who helped make our audacious dream of a Scarborough StArt 
YPA Festival into reality, and with patient nurturing, continues to be our touch-stone and guide. And Josette 
Holness/Scarborough Youth Outreach Worker who shares her time to help us mount a successful event. 

We feel privileged that our program has benefited from Ontario’s talented pool of professional Artist  
Teachers to lead the StArt YPA Festival Workshops.  For 2012 they are: Dean Douglas (Dance), Andrew Lee 
(Photography), Kieren MacMillan (Music), Diana Braun Woodbury (Fine Arts), Conrad Coates (Theatre) and 
Leviathan (Spoken Word).   

Once more, a very special thanks to the Scarborough Community: Theatre Scarborough for sharing the  
Scarborough VillageTheatre with us; Scarborough Village Community Centre for donating their space for our 
Workshops; Christ Church for allowing us the space for our weekly meetings and auditions; Action for 
Neighborhood Change/ Scarborough Centre for Healthy Communities; TD Bank, Toronto Arts Council; City 
of Toronto, and Suite Life Arts for Youth.  

We are especially grateful to the Trillium Foundation for their visionary un-wavering support and financial 
contribution.  

To the wonderful Youth Artists and Volunteers we thank you for joining us in “starting something”.   

 

A big thank you! 

Start Youth Presenting Art Team 
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Theatre Scarborough (formerly known as Playhouse 66) is the umbrella organization that for the last 30 years has supported 

Scarborough Players, Scarborough Music Theatre and Scarborough Theatre Guild producing plays at the Scarborough Village 

Theatre. It is a charitable,   not-for-profit volunteer-based organization whose purpose is to promote community interest in 

live theatre including comedy, drama and musical theatre.  

Through the 11 productions in a season, the companies of Theatre Scarborough provide volunteer opportunities for the      

community to learn and improve skills on and off stage while providing great entertainment at a very reasonable price.     

Working with Parks and Recreation, TS has provided, at no or low cost, after-school and Saturday morning drama programs for 

youth in the community and volunteer hours to high school students while continuing to explore with other organizations how 

best to support their work in the community. Theatre Scarborough is pleased to support StArtYPA.  

Community Support 

Action for Neighborhood Change, ANC, is funded by United Way of Toronto to increase resident involvement and capacity in 

Toronto’s 13 priority neighbourhoods. Scarborough Centre for Health Communities, SCHC, formerly known as West Hill 

Community Services, has been the lead agency for the ANC programs in Eglinton East Kennedy Park (since 2006) and       

Scarborough Village (since 2007). ANC EEKP and ANC SV have been supporting residents and local business in their        

neighbourhoods under the umbrella of Mid Scarborough Community Initiative and Scarborough Village Neighbourhood   

Association, respectively. ANC brings together residents to identify shared issues, barriers and  opportunities; prioritize 

needs; plan and responded to local needs; and build on local assets through developing meaningful partnerships and       

resources with service providing agencies, funders and the three levels of governments.  

Christ Church  City of Toronto Parks  and Recreations 
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Published by: SuiteLife Arts for Youth 
Toronto, August 2012 
  
StArt Youth Presenting Art production team: 
Osvaldo Sales, Melicia Sutherland, Travoy Deers, Melissa Mathers, Steven Walters, Veronica Almeida, Grace Phan,  
Alex McCulloch, and Ajay Bagwe. 
  
Design & Graphics: Osvaldo Sales  

A leading grant-maker in Canada, the Ontario Trillium Foundation strengthens the capacity of the 

voluntary sector through  investments in community-based initiatives. An agency of the           

Government of Ontario, OTF builds healthy and vibrant  communities.  For more information, 

please visit the website at: www.otf.ca 

  

TD Community Giving  
TD invests in communities to make a positive impact where it does business and where our     

customers, clients and employees live and work. In 2010, TD donated over $50 million to support 

community organizations in Canada, the United States and the United Kingdom. In Canada, we 

focus on Education and Financial Literacy, Creating Opportunities for Young People, and the   

Environment. For more information, visit www.td.com/corporateresponsibility.  

Sponsors  

Toronto Arts Council is an arm's length body that supports the development, accessibility and 

excellence of the arts in Toronto. Toronto Arts Council offers grants programs to the city's arts 

organizations and professional artists. These programs, funded through the City of Toronto,    

invest in a broad range of activities from individual creation and small start-up projects to some 

of Canada's largest and most renowned arts institutions. 

http://www.td.com/corporateresponsibility
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