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Making a 
Diff erence 
Together 

TD is proud to support the 
StArt Youth Presenting Art Festival 

We are working together with 

SuiteLife Arts for Youth 
to make a difference in our communities

StArt YPA Senoir Coordinating Mentor
Th e Arts allow the voices of young people to be heard 

Th is belief has propelled the StArt YPA Team to create and mount the annual StArt 
Youth Presenting Arts festival for Scarborough area youth - providing their peers a 
platform from which to creatively share viewpoints through art. 

Th e festival’s success is attributed to the StArt YPA Team’s ability to create an arts 
haven, where young people are able to connect with peers, and have opportunities 
to work with professional artists who conduct interactive workshops that develop 
technical skills, inspire creativity, and promote the forging of collaborative 
relationships. 

Since 2011, StArt YPA team members have had the pleasure of working with, and 
mentoring many young artists, who have confi dently moved on to professional arts 
studies, apprenticeships, and/or other presentation platforms. 

Th e team’s eff orts have not gone unnoticed. Th eir unwavering commitment to aff ord 
their peers accessible arts focused programming, has garnered them the support of 
community members, and youth organizations who have graciously contributed 
to the maintenance of the project.  StArt Youth Presenting Art is in its 7th year! 
Woohoo!

I’m proud and excited to act as Senior Mentor in projects that foster the creative, 
collaborative and community centric eff orts of the StArt YPA Team. Th ey have 
grown inclusively and expansively, and I am honoured to work with this dynamic 
group of young people who decided it was their turn to StArt Something.

Bravo!

Denese Matthews
SuiteLife Arts for Youth, Founding Artistic Director
StArt Youth Presenting Art, Senior Coordinating Mentor
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Team Statement
Th ere’s a lot to celebrate in 2017. As Canada turns 150 this year, the StArt Youth Presenting Art 
(StArt YPA) celebrates its seventh year of organizing the annual StArt YPA festival. 
Every year the StArt YPA team explore three questions through the eyes of the youth we serve: 
where has StArt Youth Presenting Art come from, what it is now, and where is it going? It started 
with one mission by a group of Alumni from the Suite Life Arts for Youth program: to provide 
accessible opportunities for young people to engage in the arts. Every year the StArt YPA team 
works really hard to provide a platform of opportunities for young people to participate in 
artistic workshops, showcase their artistic skills and build connections with one another.  We are 
once again excited to celebrate the diversity of the youth artists of Scarborough

Many would say, “where you lead, others follow”. Th e founding members continue to serve as 
leaders and mentors for young people in the arts. Simply working with the Scarborough youth 
and seeing all their awesome talents is one of our best feelings.

Th is year we have embraced new members to the StArt Youth Presenting Art team continuing 
our eff orts in reaching out to the Scarborough community.  Th ere is beauty to be said about 
collaborating with new people, as they bring a level of enthusiasm and relentless energy to 
serving our collective purpose. Th e beauty is evident in the talents of dancers, singers, musicians, 
spoken word artists, photographers, sculptors, videographers, and fi ne arts that convey the 
diverse identities of more than 35 artists. Let’s not forget the teachers who spearhead our 
interactive and hands-on workshops and the 30 plus volunteers who contribute their time & 
talents to making this a successful event.

Our Breaking Bread Reception is an opportunity to engage in cultural dialogue around the 
various ethnic breads that represent our community, while putting the spotlight on local 
emerging performing and visual artists.  
 
Being part of the Canadian fabric, many of us recognize Canada as home, and a place of safety 
and security. Similarly, when our peers step into our space, we ensure that they are nurtured and 
equipped with the necessary tools to express themselves in a safe and supportive environment.  
We continually strive to provide an accessible platform where our peers get to polish their talent 
and shine. From the auditions, to the workshops, to the festival set up, StArt YPA initiative 
provides hands on tools and learning to successfully run a youth arts festival for youth by the 
youth.

We want to congratulate everyone who continues to make this festival possible, from the youth 
that come across the GTA, their parents and families that continue to support the arts and the 
community agencies that bridges people and resources together. Every support matters as we 
continue to grow.
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Red Canoe
Abrar Quazi

Creative Writing Contest Winner

I woke up that morning not wanting to get up. It was July 10th, 2005. I may have been six years 
old, but was still old enough to know that getting up to go to the airport in a few hours would 
mean not being able to see the family members I grew up with for a very long time, and I was 
devastated. 

Moving to Canada took some time to get used to. Coming from Guangzhou China - a city 
with a population of over 10 million people - and suddenly living in a quiet neighbourhood in 
suburban Toronto, felt strange, especially at night. Where were the people that use to chatter 
loudly amongst themselves in the street below my apartment? Where were the fl ashing lights 
that use to shine through my window that made me shut my blinds tight at night? Th e quietness 
of it all felt, at fi rst, very unsettling. 

In September of that year, I started fi rst grade. I cannot tell you how nerve-racking it is to go 
into a new school, barely knowing any English words besides my own name. It was a culture 
shock too, not having the same lunch or wearing the same clothes as some of my classmates. 
Th e transition however became easier as time went on. Th at year, I got to celebrate my fi rst 
Halloween, made my fi rst snowman, while still celebrating traditional holidays such as Chinese 
New Year. I eventually picked up on English and the culture very quickly and even made a few 
friends (watching TV helped). 

I, however, remembered truly falling in love with the country when my parents and I took a trip 
to Muskoka, Ontario in the Fall to see the blend of autumn coloured leaves. Slowly, I started 
appreciating the peaceful silence and the nature that surrounded me. Quietness to me was not 
unsettling anymore, as it now meant to me that I am in a safe place. 

Fast forward to now, being 18 years old and having spent the majority of my childhood living in 
Canada, I feel that I have enough experience to tell you what being Canadian, is all about. 
Being Canadian to me means, being polite like saying please and thank you for even the tiniest 
of gestures, so others would feel appreciated. It means being able to enjoy unique aspects of 
diff erent cultures – to be able to sit at an Indian restaurant listening to Despacito on the radio 
while talking to friends about our favourite anime shows. It also means switching up our choice 
of drinks within the year - from Tim Horton ice caps on hot summer days, to burning hot coff ee 
on cold winter mornings, due to the change in seasons we have in Canada. 

Most of all being Canadian means, being able to accept diff erences, and being a community that 
praises diff erences, instead of neglecting it. I for one know how great that feels, and how special 
it is to be a Canadian.

What Does It Mean to Be Canadian?  
Winky Cai  
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Blue Mountain
Troy Alexander Lawrence

Ravine
Elise Ngo

Dear Dad, 
This is Home

Iff at Hasan

We Celebrate Canada 

Dear Dad,
I’m doing pretty well,
But it gets quite cold here sometimes.
Th e frail arctic air oft en prickles my skin
But the heat of the moment always 
keeps me at peace.
Going home sometimes 
feels quite lonely
When I see so many people 
never looking at me
Where did they come from? 
Where have they been?

Th e refl ections of their colours fi ll the 
void within.
Some red, some yellow, orange and blue
Some roses, some tulips, and lilacs too
In a meadow of daisies 
I always felt like a sunfl ower
But I’ve learned to see that
Th is wasn’t a land with 
just dancing daisies 
It was a garden with every petal 
of every fl ower,
Every fl ower that breathes 
and grows and blooms
And soon enough, the subway walls 
surrounding me
Didn’t feel so lonely anymore
Dear Dad,
Th is is Canada.

A world with no dark nights,
A world with no snowfl ake 
left  silently behind.
A world with so many colours, 
A world with so many 
colours, they say
A place I hope you’ll call 
home some day
I miss you. Stay warm. 
Visit soon. 

The Girl in 
Red and White

Amelia Singh

Just out of birth, she was branded 
with the mark of the leaf.
Too young to understand, but the 
purpose all the same.
She wondered for years what it meant.
Until one day, she stopped.
And she realized.
She gets to wake up 
every morning feeling safe.
She sings the anthem loud 
and proud every day.
She has the opportunity to go to school.
She lives her life knowing she can love

whoever she wants.
She lives on land that belongs to those 
who lived far before her ancestors, 
whom have taken care of it.
She has a voice that so many 
others aren’t given.
She can befriend those of other
cultures and ethnicities.
She and 35 million others march 
for the same cause.
She belongs to a nation of politeness, 
all born with the ability to accept others.
She knows that she will be 
protected if the need be.
She values the opinions of  
those around here.
She holds in high regard the power of 
coming together as a community.
She appreciates and respects

everyone and everything.
She respects the troops  and 
everything they risk.
She is not afraid to dream big.
She will always 
come back home.
But at the end of the day,
she is a proud Canadian.
And she realized 
there was only one thing the 
mark could mean.
Th at she’d give her life for the 
red and white.



10 11Basking Under the Sun
Neil Padaloy

Dotted
Kailey Stevens 

All the Little Things 
Terra Pham
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ARC
Aniqa Rahman  

Untitled (1) 
Jahin Kashfi  
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Vision
Winky Cai

Lisbon
Asucena Di Giovanni

I come from a place where at the age of ten I am cat 
called by my own cousin.
Where despite living in my own home, I can never 
open the curtains because the workers from the 
construction site nearby would seize every opportunity 
given to get a better look.

My childhood memories include hungry eyes feasting 
upon every inch with no shame because they believe 
they have the right.

I am told I am not strong enough to put up a fi ght. 

I remember the acceptance of all eyes, having to hide 
behind thick fabric to feel a sense of comfort that never 
seems to be enough. Never stopping to question as to 
why it is expected of me.

“Shh! Never question their gazes. Take a compliment.”

As time passes by, it seems normal that I have to 
always face the wolves, with claws sinking deep into 
my already bleeding fl esh,  ripping it apart one 
piece at a time.

I’m constantly being reminded of my disgusting and 
pathetic existence, of entertaining men and their 
interests. 

With every passing minute, I feel the treatment of 
being less, the lack of dignity and respect, equality and 
protest; I just stare at the mirror, meeting the cold

empty pearls staring right back at me, off ering a sigh in 
form of a smile, 
since I was ten. 

I, am one of the many obedient servants of tolerance. 

Since Ten
Fatin Noor
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Maria Christina Cruz

Untitled (3)
Prama Kar 



18 19Untitled (1)
Venus Tang

Buttons
Rui Kang

Equality
Terra Pham



20 21

Cigarette Butts and 
Broken Lungs

Sidra Jafri

It was not the cigarettes that killed him, 
It was his idiocy. 
His dependency on something that was not me
His ignorance of death quickly 
approaching was one sided,
Because everyone else could see it coming
His lungs were quickly failing,
But that was not a surprise.
What was a surprise was how unfazed 
he was for death.
It was like this was the intention of 
his poisoned breath.
Like his entire life led up to this moment 
since middle school.
He didn’t begin at twelve,
Because he thought it was “cool”,
But instead as a substitution to living and breathing
He smoked two packs a day,

So what was he expecting?
I though he thought of me as immaculate,
But instead nicotine and tobacco seemed 
to be his form of perfect.
What surprised me was that he cared for 
carbon monoxide more than me.
He’d rather have tar than a nice meal,
So he sealed the deal with Satan.
One last cigarette lit by the devil was all he 
needed for fi nal relief.
Now he is ten feet below everything he could have had,
And instead of being buried next to me,
He is lying with his toxic infatuation.
Now, I am attempting to undo what presence 
was left  of him on my skin.
I wear ten pounds of perfume on the regular 
to get rid of him,
But
Aft er ten years, the smell of arsenic still 
fi nds a way to seep in.
I try to rid my life of him,
But I am still fi nding cigarette butts in my bed. 
Aft er his death, I was not able to see much clearer,
Despite the windows being open 
three quarters of the way.

Why can’t he realize he is no longer welcome 
in this chimney of a home?
Why can’t he realize I may always love him, 
despite his stupidity?
But I will no longer let him near me.
Please, please get the memory of him away from me.
He’s been plaguing my life so long,
I can’t remember the last time I looked at his lips 
without disgust in my eyes.
Memories full of empty promises and lies,
Were all that was left .
He left  me as broken as his broken lungs.
His inhalation corrupted not only his,
But my own organs,
Leaving me as broken as a porcelain china doll.
He had once been my everything,
But now he is everything related 
to the word disappointment.
Why must everything about him haunt me.
Th ose distant dreams used to be between you and me,
But now they are all I talk about during therapy.
And those cigarettes that led to your betrayal.
Th ose damn cigarettes butts that took you from me.
I fi nd them everywhere.
I sleep with them beside me in the shape of you.

I don’t fall asleep with them placed like that,
But when I wake up they are 
formed into a silhouette of you,
And you’re looking at me,
Stop looking at me!
You refused to even acknowledge me before death,
But now I’m always feeling your breath 
on the back of my neck.
Th ere are cigarettes butts mixed in with the sugar,
So I am forced to mix two teaspoons of your toxins 
into my tea every morning.
I turn on the shower and the fl oor 
quickly fi lls with ash and bad decisions.
I know what he is trying to do.
He is trying to tell me,
He wants me dead too.
Sometimes to escape this torture,
I want to be too.
I never thought this would be the eff ect 
that he had on me,
But maybe,
Th is was the way things were meant to be.

Floating With Eyes Closed 
Sasha Hill 

Untitled and Forgotten 
Sidrah Khan
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Prayer For Me 
Jacqueline Marcelo 

Watercolour
Rui Kang
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Maria Christina Cruz 

LOST
Azaan Cheema
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The Mosaic
Diksha Tandon

Dear Diary, 

It’s currently 1:54 AM and the tremors of my insomnia 
have left  me tirelessly wide awake on this summer 
solstice. 

During this time, my mind always drift ed to the 
Christmas song that recited the line “not a creature was 
stirring, not even a mouse” because there was no better 
way to describe the soundless peaceful dark blanket 
that fell over Canada than with this very lyric.  My 
mind knew better than to be questioning such a trivial 
mannerism as sleep but my thoughts incredulously 
controlled me rather I controlling them. 

`Tonight my mind was debating if the country I live in, 
home to its beaver and pride in its diversity should be 
considered a blessing. 

What better time to ponder a thought as deep as the 
Niagara Falls water as now. Which brings me to hidden 
blessing number 1: Canada is home to Seven Wonders, 
all of which showcase their natural beauty providing 
us with the solace and comfort that no man made 
trail could provide us with. Th e love for the scenery 
and nature that I grew up seeing in my immigrant 
father’s eyes has taught me to appreciate something as 
rewarding as our true Canadian soils. 

Th e thought of my immigrant father leads me to 
hidden blessing number 2: Canada’s immigration 
system. All branches of my family tree have roots 
that reside in India. A country where the people are 
chained and choked by poverty, corruption and child 
traffi  cking. However, Canada’s open doors to my 
family resembled a mother’s aff ectionate hug to her 
child aft er a long day of school-warm, understanding 
and gentle. My families have gotten the chance to 
merge their customs, traditions and language all the 
while branding Canadian colours of red and white and 
we could never be so triumphant.

Th is writing has my throat parched and my stomach 
growing in hunger. Luckily, my mother and I went 
grocery shopping the other day and my fridge is 
overfl owing with goodies.  Hidden blessing number 3: 
Fulfi lling the basic necessities of a human being. Food, 
water and shelter. Canada provides clean and pure 
waters that stream from my faucet, satisfying my thirst. 
Th e unlimited options at the grocery store screaming 
in vibrant oranges and reds silence my growling 
stomach. My city, my home keeps me safe from the 
storms that rattle my window pain, wrapping me in a 
tight cocoon of peace. Th is hidden blessing is for the 
simple acts that go a long way.

It’s currently 3:15 AM and I have been struck by 
the lightning bolt of realization. How can I attempt 
to categorize these hidden blessings when there is 
an infi nite amount? How can I put these disguised 
blessings into a box if the blessings themselves are too 
large to fi t? Hidden blessing number 4: everything is a 
blessing. 

Th e smallest things all the way to the biggest things 
are my blessings and it would be unfair to deem one 
blessing more worthy than the next. 

I count my hidden blessings 

East & West 
Saba Kalim  

Imaginary
Saba Kalim  
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Generations 
Amy Lee

Abstraction Realism 
James Okore
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WORKSHOP TEACHERS

Andy Lee
Photography 

Adnan 
Shamsuzzoha

Bollywood Dancer 

Asante Tracey
Actor 

Dean Douglas
Hip Hop Dancer 

Keith Hebert
Sound 

Levi
Spoken Word

Ndola Hutton
Stage Manager

Nicole Brooks 
Vocals

Nicole Pena 
Visual Arts

Derek Luis  
Business of the 

Arts
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FINE ARTS

Sasha Hill

Neil Padaloy

Abrar Quazi 

Sidrah Khan

Amy Lee 

Elise Ngo

James Okore 

Jacqueline 
Marcelo

Maria Christina 
Cruz

Troy Alexander 
Lawrence

Terra Pham

Venus Tang

Azaan Cheema

Rui KangPrama Kar Saba Kalim

Asucena Di 
Giovanni DANCE

Mia Zhu

Ceilidh Degano

Elee Stalker

Fatin Noor

VIDEO

Arooj Naghman
(Azadi)

Omair Mian
(Azadi)

Sidra Jafri
(Azadi)

Gursimran Datla

Roma Virmani

MUSIC

Renee Henry

Maye (Majestic) 
Water

Mya Water

Shernice Brereton 

Jackelyn Aherne 
Quinton

Arkson Chiki Ogawa

Dayna Browne Edwina Chu

Kailey Stevens

Winky Cai

Aniqa Rahman

Jahin Kashfi 

PHOTO
GRAPHY

Ecaroh Dockery Iff at Hasan

A Guy 
Named Tye

Amelia Singh

SMZ
(Th e Universal 

Architects) 

(Th e Universal 
Architects)

Sidra Jafri Isaac Kabongo

Zachariah 
Fernandes

Winky Cai

SPOKEN WORD 
/RAP 
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VOLUNTEERS

Prama Kar

Fariha Oyshee 
 Henna Artist

Chelsey De Venz
 Temporary Tattoo 

Artist

Yuling 
(Coco) Li 

Fahmid 
Abdullah 

Rain He

Meesha Ahmed  
Henna Artist

James Okore
Caricature

Apiram 
Rajalingham
Volunteer Artist

Yushen 
(Cici) Li 

Rayman 
Damar Miller

Aft hal Ahamed 
Muthalif 

 Face Painter

Zainab 
Ibrahim

Zarin Mukta

Rifa Tamanna

Leyland Adams 
airbrush artist

Husniya 
Nausath  

Face Painter

Fabiha 
Choudhury 

Isha Cheema Kramptj KC Kyle Mills 
Brooks 

Jakirshan 
Ketheeswaran

Lamia Tasnim MaryKhay 
Dimalanta

Mayesha Alam

Arhchuthan 
Baskarasingham

Aff an Sabah

Moharaj 
Daiyan Oritro

Abira Siva 
Henna Artist

Rui Kang

Mubashir 
Shaikh

Deepika Elango 
Henna Artist

Jahin Kashfi  
Photographer

Sawsan 
Alshehri 

Connie Zhang Edwina Chu Fizzah Asif

Iman Cheema 

TEAM MEMBERS

Osvaldo Sales 
Lead Gallery Coordinator 

& Graphic Designer

Terra Pham
Assistant Graphic Designer

Danial Shaikh
Assistant Social Media

Fatin Noor
Festival Assistant Manager

Jhanelle Porter 
Lead Social Media 

Coordinator

Hamza
Assistant Th eatre Coordinator

Malaravan Balachandran
Assistant Social Media

Veronica Almeda
Marketing Assistant 

& Copy Writer

Travoy Deer
Workshop Coordintor

Cherise Solomon
Festival Assistant Manager

Melicia Sutherland
PR & Marketing Manager

Melissa Mather 
Volunteer Coordinator

Connie Tong
Festival Manager & 

Community Outreach
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BREAKING BREAD

Breaking Bread Reception invites the community to indulge in samples of selected breads with delectable side 
dishes celebrating Scarborough’s diverse community and to showcase emerging performing and visual artists.

Mary Carl
Musician

Charmie Deller
Singer

Mindful Audacity
Band

Brandon Robert
Evening Show Host

Carol C Dance 
Company

Steve Harmony 
Singer

SuiteLifeArts.org
(416) 691 - 3269

In October 2017 for 
the 2018 programs

AUDITION

1997 1998 1999 2000

2001 2002 2003 2004

2005 2006 2007 2008

2009 2010

2011 2012 2013

2014 2015 2016
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Thank
You

Memories
You would think in our seventh year saying 

thank you would become easier right? 
Defi nitely not.  Our festival has grown so 

much since we started and saying thank you 
just does not always feel like enough.  Until we 

fi nd a better way to express our gratitude, we 
have to say thank you to the many volunteers 

who take their time to help. Our thanks to the 
many sponsors, supporters, and donors who 

make sure that we have everything we need to 
bring this festival to life. Th ank you to all 

the artists who keep the show rocking, the 
gallery “popping”, the music blasting on 

the day of the festival.  Most importantly, 
thank you to the Scarborough community 
for always welcoming us with open arms.  

Th ere truly wouldn’t be a festival if you, 
the community, didn’t want us here!




